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THE DOUBLE SACRIFICE;
OR THE

PONTIFICAL ZOUAVES,

A TALE OP CASTELFIDARDO.

ated from the Flemish of the Rev, 8. Daems
Regular of the Order of Premonstra-
(Abbey of Tongertoo,
Belgiom.)
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CHAPTER XIX.~CONTINUED,

But I bear some one making ap objection that
he never bas heard a word of this before. ¥You
marry your Joseph so suddenly, without even
telling vs the pame of s wife, who never has
once appeared 1 your story. ‘

Very true. It did not fall 10 my way to men
ti0n ber : and, in fact, Joseph himeelf, fong after
bis return, koew as little of ber as you do. Do
you thik it takes a great maoy years to fiod a
good, pious wife ? Aund you do not know her
game? What does that matter? 1 bave told
you that he has married an excellent wife, and
her pame has nothing te do with the matter.

But we must ot forget Martin,

A few mooths after bis return his motber, old
Teresa, died. She called ber zon to ber death-
bed, acd thus addressed him : —

¢ My boy, you bhave done your duty. You
saved Joseph’a life, and if Victor Morren is dead,
it is no fault of yours that be is oot alive. Bat
what I bave to say to you is this, that as soon as

you bave laid me under ground you are to go
back to Rome. The first time you went, not
for the Pope alone, but also to discharge your old
mother’s debt of gratitude. This time you must
go for the Pope alone. I hope now that you will.
be able (o find your way to Rome by yoursell,
witbout any one’s belp.’

Martin bas fulfilled bis mother’s last command.
Like a dutiful son, he prayed at her prave, and
then returoed fo Italy to take his place in the
ranks of the Znuaves,

His first visit, oo his return to Rome, was to
Stefano, who was still inhabiting the hause 1n the
Trastevere which witnessed his father’s terrible
end, but be dwells there now alone. His mister,
whose piety became sull more fervent after Vic
tor’s blessed end, has left this ev:l world, which
bad beenso foll of bitterness to her, to dedicate
{ke remander of her life to God 10 a claster,

She has become ap example to all ber sisters
of chanty, bumility, sod self-devotion, and her

fervent, unceasing prayers, rise daiy ta Heaven
for the soul of the unhappy brotker, for whose
eterpal rest she bas devoled herself.

And 50,10 a few words, 1 bave told the reader
all that he desired to koow.

But your story 1s falee, says another objector,
for ip 1860 there was no one villzge w the Cam-
pme which numbered so many Zouaves 33 you
bave brovght together. And theo, Schram
Beek? Wiere did you find that name} No-
body knows any place to which it can-spply.

Not so fast, respected crite.  Are you so
very sure that there was no village in the Cam-
pne which' numbered two Zouaves among its
children. Have I not a right to change the
namee of places in my tale, lest T should betray
my heroes? Aud becavse the names of places
are changed must the events related be false

Now, then, dear reader, I have come to the
end of my story, which, as I Lave said already,
has been to_me, 1 1ts begioniag, conbinuation,
and end, a labor of love.

Our age is an age of dross, of selfishness, and
cowardice: but, amidst all this dross, there
gleams, thank God ! many a pearl of innocence,
of selt devotion, and of beroism,

1 have sought, according to my poor ability,
to make one of those pearls (a pearl of priceless
cost) better known to the world,

Its spotless brightness had attracted my eye,
and 1 wished to make it shine visibly in the eyes
of others, We speak willingly of what we love.

More skilful pens, more eloquent tongues,
have celebrated at. . What matters this? Do
we prize our friends less when we hear that
others prize themtoo 7.

Noyno. My voice may be weak, bat even

my poor mouth shall speak your prae, sball
proclaim your glory, champions of justice, cham-
pions of piety, champions of the Most High.

When masterful robbers sought to eflace the
name of justice from the page of history, and to
banish 1t from the legislature of mature, you
spracg manfully to arms. When godless infi-
dels assailed the foundation of the Faith, you
surrounded the Rock of Peter with your brave
liearts as with ar 1roe wall. "When the worms
of earth dared to declare wur agawnst the God of
Heaven, you gave your lives and your blood as
martyra for God.

Eternzl glory be to you, heroes and victims,
io peace and in war.

Your victor’s crown 1s twined of laurel and of
olive!

Great and glorious were you when your blood
streamed over the heights of Castelfidardo, As
great and glorious have we beheld you inthe
days of peace.

A ternble sickness raged lately in Italy, Al
bano, especially, suffered fearfully from the
plague; but the Zouaves were there, and mar-
tyrs of charity were added to the martyrs of
war.

While the inbabitants left their nearest and
dearest untended, and sought safety in flight,
these brave young men laid aside their weapons,
and hasteged 1o the intected houses.

Their magnammous charity transformed them
into sick nurses, and grave diggers.

The beroism with which they faced the danger
extorted an admiring homage from their adver-
saries.

Honor and glory then to you, C beroes of
Christendom — honor and glory to you, even
from the mouth of your enemies.

Many of you, 1t 13 true, " fell victims to the
pestilence : but before His Viesr had blesred
the survivors upon eartb, the Lord of Hosts bad
dcubtless erowned the departed with everlasting
blessedness in Heaven.

Rest, then, rest sweetly and gloriously, you
who fell on the battle-field or in the midst of
your Jabor of Jove. ‘The palm of wictoryis
yours, and history shall speak your preise.

You, too, who are still fighting the battles of
the Lord agamst the bireliogs and accomplices
of hell, forward! forward! Let not yours arms
fall from your band so long as the enemy 13 lurk-
ing round tbe Rock of Peter. You are now
alone, Be it so. (God’s help is but the nearer.

¢ Behold, said the Prophet lsaias to the Jew-
b people, and s0 may 1t be said to you, ¢ Be
hold, the came of the Lord cometh from afar.—
His wrath buraeth, and is bheavy to bear; His
lips are filled wi'b indiguation, and His tongue
as of a devouring fire.

s His breath as a torrent overflowing even to
the midst of the neck, to destroy the nation unto
vothing, snd the bridle of error that wos in the
jaws of the people’

Again :

«3;ke ns the lion roareth, and the lion’s
whelps upoa bis prey 3 and when & multitude of
shepherds come against him, he mll pot fear at
their voice, nor be afraid of their multitude: go
shall the Lord of Hosts come down 1o fight upon
Mbount Sico, and upon the hill thereof.’

Meanwhile, watch ; for the foe may seem to
rest, but he slumbers net. Nay, his apparent
repose is but the omlnous mask of bis secret de-
signe, bis persevermng cabals; and that very
mask asif the revolution no looger feared to
briog to light the pew monsters winch it bas
been batching in the dark, that mask he is slowly
lagiag aside.

Fresh cries of maledicticn and fury are rising i
from the. abyss,

The danger is still urgeot.

For seven long years and more the threaten—
g clouds bave huog over the horrzon of the
Church, .

The moment 18 perhaps at hand w):_en they
shall burst 1n their full fury. That moment will
reveal the:scourge of God—a scourge for guilty
Europe. ’ I

Crushiog and anmibilating, perbaps, will be its
force. Peoples and ‘lands shall, perchance, be

given. to 1t for a prey. Rums upon runs

iog fooisteps. They that shall live till then shall
see it. But amid the [ragments of shattered
thrones, amid the splinlers of broken swords,
amid the shreds of riven parchments, amid the
ruios of overturoed institutions — still shall the
Rock of Peter remain firm and immovable, lofty
and unshaken, and gleaming with ever brightea-
iog glory ; and vpon the Rock shalf the Vicar of
Christ ever stand calm and majestic as pow;
and while his compassionate eye falls upon the
the bodies of his assailapts lying lifeless at bis
feet, be will rase his hand 1n benediction over
tbe true clnldren who have defended his throge,
god from that same throne bave received pro-
tection and strength,

Then, ss after & storm, shall the air be puri-
fied,

Meanwhile, how great and glarious s the fee-
ble old man, ealm amd the threatening dan-
gera ; bending, indeed, beneath the weight of
years, but unbent by the might of his enemies.
How great and glorious 1s he, as be stands,
erect, alone, and resting simply upon his right
apd upor his faith in God !

Already the furious monsters are howling
around him, griading their teeth and stretcbing
forth their claws to tear him to pieces, .And
he— :

Calm and confident, he sends forth his sum
mons to the whole Catholic world, and at a ;-
gle word his chldren throng arousnd bim—hun
dreds of Bishops, thousands of Priests, tens of
thousands of the faithful, hasten to Rome to pro-
claim the trivmph of the Saints whom the Fa-
ther of the Chureh has placed apon ber altar.

The monsters give way, furious yet impotent,
and let the army of pigrims pass, who have no
other weapons but their faith and their confidence
in God.

Toe jovful acclamations of S. Peter’s drown
the curses of the synagogues of Satan.

Already kingdoms are shaking, the principles
of human policy give way, pricces shudder, ané
pations tremble, before the onward mark of the
revolution—and he—

Calm and copfident, he once more sends forth
s summons to the whole Catbolic world, and
s simple word shall onge more be teard and
obeyed, The magoificent spectacle of a Ger—
eral Cougeil shali once more bear witness to the
enduriog life of Christendom, sbalt once more
solempize the triemph of the Chureb.

He, that wonderful Old Man, sbali establish
tbe peace of kingdoms and the principles of bu-
man civilization ; and the princes of the earth
shall once more owe their might, and the peoples
their peace and their bond of associatien to the
Fisherman of Gahlee.

Who is he, then, tius glorions Old Man, who
thus combines the most utter weakness with the
mightiest streugth ?

Who is he ?

The Founder of Christendom told us eigbteen
bundred years ago, aod the walls of S. Peter’s
but now, on the centenary of the Holy Apostle.
snd at the cagsenization of the glorious Saints of
Gorcum, re echoed in beavenly accents His sa-
cred words :— ‘
¢ Toou at Peter, and on this Rock I will busld
my Church, and the gates of hell sball not pre
vail againstit. ¢ Tu es Pet us, et super hanc
petram Edificabo Ecclesiam meam, et portze 1
fer1 non prevalebunt adversus eam.’’

THE END.

THE MOSS ROSE;
OR,
THE FLOWER GIRL.
OHAPTER L
¢A rose, sir! Do, good gentleman, by a
rose.’ ‘

The gul’s tones were earnest, but musical.—
He stopped under the gas-lamp, and lsoked dowo
into her face, which was raised pleadingly to his.
It wasa pretty face, but pale. It wasan honest
face, too ; not bold, but mith a faint Bush suffus
iog it, as her eyes met his iwquiring gaze. She
was sixteen or seventeep, snd thinly clad. The
bend holdiwg the flower irembled, whilst the

it may be, shal_llmar}: the black path of its blast«

fingers of the other nervously clutehed the frail

basket whieh held a number of fast-fading roses,
which told that 1he purchasers had been few
that day, or that other girls bolder than herself
bad gained them.

¢ And of T buy your roses,’ asked the gentle-
man, kindly, ¢ what will you do with the money ?
, Take it home for your father to drink away at
the tavern ?’

Ste hung Ler head, and replied, softly, ¢ Not
fatber, sir. He was a good father. Hes
dead ; bot—?

¢ Well ? said the gentlema.

¢ It’s mather, sir,’ she said sorrowfully. ¢ Mo-
ther is in there, sir, with little Tommy.’

She pointed to a garish, brilliaatly lighted gio-
shop at the corner of the street, and shuddered.

The geotleman looked around hastily, aod
sighed. ¢ If you wish to be hunest and respect-
able, I will elp you,> he said, as he took out bis
purse. ¢ Ifyou promse not to give any of this
to your mother, but to get some more decent
clothing for yoursell, 1t 13 yours,’ be added. He
opened his purse, and held out & piece of money.
It was gold.

¢ Ob, sir,” she sad, gratefully, ¢now canI
thaok you? It s too much.’

*Not too much,” be repled, ¢if it help to
keep you from sin.  Let me look at you cloger.

He drew her under the light—for, altbough
it was ot quite dark, the street lamps bad beeo
ht—aod looked ooce more wto her face. A
lock of bair fell from its brading, be placed nt
back tenderly, and putficg bis band ou ber
skoulder, said, kindly, ¢ Remember, my girl, al-
ways to be honest, always te be truthiul ; and o
you bave a truthbful, hopest sweetheart, tse i
well.  Good night,? be added, stepping forward.

¢ Oh, take this rose, sir,” she said,

He took 1t, placed it in is bosom, and walked
briskly away. The girl stood 1 astouishmeant,
watchiog his tail lorm fade away as it receded in
the darkening might, whither we will follow him.
He crossed Holburp, thence through the Turo-.
stile ioto Loncoln’s inn Fields, where he slack
ened bis pace.

¢ Tt shall be done,” be said aloud ; ¢ [ will tear

her from my beart, and teach her that Fraocis
Braine cao live mithout her, and the fortune she
1s dowered with has no attraction for bim.’
e crossed the road and leaned over the
<quare raliogs. The moon was at the full, and
its Iight tipped the loog dark wall with a silve-
trinze, throwing the chapel into grim relief
against tie skye

¢ Of wbat use to me are professional honors,’
he said, passionately, ®ii she, for whom | won
them, share them pot?  Afier workiog as |
have for ber, planaing as a have lor her, what |
my reward? A cold, ¢ I congratulate you, Mr.
Bramwe, oo winming your silk gown,’ and no'
snother word ! But for that puppy dressed 10 a
searlet coat she bas always a smile.’

He removed s bat.  With the light wpon
it could be seen that be was bald ; that he had
a long, carewora face, 1von-gray whikers, and a
targe, decinive nose, for which geatlemen of the
long robe are famous.

« Strange,” he said, musingly, ¢ how the child™
voice baunts me.” He was silent a few ma-
ments ; tken be continued : ¢ And yet that were
more preposterous tbao the other. DBut it shall
be done. Lt the world sneer—let my ¢ learn-
ed bretbren’ secd me to Coventry if they will ¢
but as I stand bere a hving man,it shall be dooe,?

As be spoke rather energetically a flower fell
at his feet ; it was the moss rose.

* Ay, said be, stoopwg and ramng it, 5 a fit.
ting emblem ! Edith Belmore shall give place
te a woman,who can give what since my mother

.| died | bave yearned for, but which bas been

deoted me—love P

F xing bis bat firmly on his bead, be burried
wwto New Square, where, entering one of its
large, gloomy houses, be found himself at home.

DEAPTER 11

In an elegant Grosvenor Square drawiog-
room, seated on an Gttoman, looking out on the
fast falling twihght, is a lady whose maid 1s
standing beside her,

¢+ Now, Margaret, tell me again what be sasd.
Now mind, the exact words,’ said her mistress.

¢ Well, miss, I only caught the words ag he
went quickly by me,’ she replied. ¢ e sad,
“Fool that T am ! but the folly is past.? ?

* What could he mean ?* said the lady, ¢ Are
you ure those were the very words 7’

¢ Oh, yes, miss,’ was the ready reply, ¢ Thotmas,
who let hum out, saya he looked quite wild, and
would bave gone withont his hat if he had not
given it to him,’

¢ What strange creatures men are, to be sure,’
muttered the young lady. ¢ Oaly last week he
was all gladness and pride at his approsching ad-
vancement, which he said be ooly cared for for
@y sake,’ (bere she picked a fower to pieces
pettisily), ¢aod now he bas gone away just be-
cause I did not cut De Lancey to talk to bhim.
Defend me from a moady, jealous man 17

* And that ke ts, miss,” said the Abigail,in ¢
low tonge.

Edith Belmore started.
the presence of her maid,

¢ Ab, yes,’ she said, carelessly, ¢ be is odd, but
very clever, Margaret. And, you know, clever
men must always be bumored. Butit’s 3 dread-
ful plague.

She had I'orgouen

¢ Toen defend me from a clever man ! said
Margaret, smartly. ¢ Aod how you, Miss Edith,
ran prefer sucd 2o ¢ uppish’ gentleman to the
captag, I can’t think.’

* Do you then think the captain handsome 1"
said the lady.

¢ On my ! rather)’ replied the maid.

“He takes me and mamma to the matsnes,
continued the lady, ¢ to-morrow. What spall [
wear 1

And so, forgetful of the true heart that had
well migh made itself bankrupt for ber, and which
wis at tbat moment throbbing sadly at the
strange resolve it bad come to, Edith Belmore
p uoged 1ato the mysteries of Le Folles with her
maid,

CHAPTER 111,

¢ Who 15 she ¥ said one gentleman to another.

¢ Doo’t koow ? was the reply.

¢ I never saw Braipe look a0 well,” contipued
toe first speaker.

‘ Darmier was positively raving about ber,’
said the other.

‘?He saw ber at Lady Belinda’s ball, did te
a0t ?

“Yes,” was the reply, ¢and danced with her
once.’

* Braine’s a lucky dog. Some fellowsYjare
ucky.’

' lndeed they are,” asseured his compapion,
* Usuppose you have heard that Bulmer 1s to Le
made attoroey-general 1’

¢ No,” was the prompt reply,

*Yes ; and Braine i3 to be raised to the Begch,

‘ He deserves it says the other. I should
nave thought, however that bis leading practice
was better than a puisne judgeship.’

¢Soitis’ was the reply, ¢ But ever since
Braine entered the House be bas been a marked
‘ot an altered man. Then bis wife, you kanow,
would mucb rather that he were ¢ Mr, Justice
Braige.)?

“ His speech on Reform was masterly 5 but it
13 tis Jamarca speeches which have won Lis ele.
v tion,?
¢ Hush ” said the other genlleman, ¢ Here he
comes,’

Mr. Braine aod bis wife passed by on the
wtskirts of the throng, with a cordial recogoition
of the two speakers,

The 1ady was the admiration of the room ; of
middle beight, slender, gracefu), and tair, her
silver coronet well becomung ber pale face and
melting blue eyes, which she ever and anon
turoed upon ber busband with waspeakable ex-
pression. .

¢ She certainly 13 a sweet-looking t;reature,'
continued the speaker, . "

¢ Beauty and the beast,’ saig the otber, ;

* Braioe certainly is not a _bandsome man, but
he would be a geod catch for any woman, I
suppose Thackeray was right: ¢ Men ook for
beauty, women for loye.?? :

“This is rather a curious aflair ; T suppose
some folks would call it * romantic.’  You know
how he met with ber P PERRE
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