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+HE DOUBLE SACRIFICE,

OR THE
PONTIFICAL ZOUAVES,

A TALE OF CASTELFIDARDO.

ted from the Flemizsh o! the Rev. S Daems

on Regular of the Order of Premonsira-

tepsians. ( Abbev of Tongerloc,
Belgiom.)

CHAPTER X.—TREACHERY.

ansla
Tr an

hoice of mine, respected rear'er, that
a pen which thrills with indignation
i::v‘v‘:e:‘)m] fingers, to write one of the most dis
+celul pages io the bistory of our day.
ngor we are now come tfo tpat moment of
rous falsehood. cowardly cruelty, acd in-

Ttisbypo ¢

:’f,:"aﬁw, abich will forever leave a bloody
;taain upon the white cross which once gleamed

. on the standard of Savoy.
so";‘:gh:zmeut when a crowoed head—the de-
geendant of Christian heroes, 1n whose vens
flows the blood of Amadeus, Humhert“ Mar

aret, ané Mary Christina, a prince un.rnmdful of
hin ancestry — took arms, together with a band
of howling robbers, sgaios! bis mother the
Church, and vlanted bis murderoun dagger 12
per breast. Th# momeat wheo Europe stood
bv in dumb helplesspess 1o tee right over mas.
tered by might. courage over-matched by pum
bers, truth trampled dawa by impiety ; whea the
borrible mouster of revolution bathed its victorin
ous bagners 10 the noblest and holiest blend of
parth, A shameful momeot in the lstory of our
day! We might forgive such crimes (o the re-
volution ; we stand amszed, yet we can com
prehend ity she has been cradled in crime ; evil
is her nature, ber very hie 1s haired aganst God
and godliness 3 and, furious and unrelesting, she
follows ber 2im of destruction by every means of

3 and perjury.
basB::slsh“ a':unjg should make bimso!f the mon
strous accomplice, koowing —as he wili koow by
experience—that the revolution wilt flieg aside
its useless tool wben once ils purpose shall be
accomplished, 1823 blindness as incomprehensible
as it 18 nfatuated,

What indeed but the poor tool, the blind ac-
comphice of the revolution, 18 the prince who,
after s shameful victory over the Papal troops,

ave himsell out to the Italians ax the deliverer
of Italy, and shrank not from the blaspbemy of
atinbutng his victory to Divne Providence.—
(Mamfesto of Victor Emmaauel to the peonle of
Northern Ttaly—Journ, tust. et. hitt., T. 27, p.
)

There was a throne i Europe secured to a
fechle old man by the most ancient and holiest
prescription ; be who filled it was the Vicar of
God. No wonder, then, that as satan oore
arose against God, 8o satan’s lieutenant bas flung
hinse:f in bis fury upon the ancient tbrone of
Peter

Already had the revolutionary bands stretebed
forth thew robber claws to tear their prey 1o
pieces, when a nable and chivalrous legion srose
al the eall of that old man, to excle bis threat
eped throne with a ram art of steel.

Small was the number of thote brave bearts,
yetit was sufficient to keep the revolution at
bav. and to render all its efforts vain. ]

The revolution, balked of its prey, gnashed its
teeth with raze. )

But 1t had fostered children who had thie
world’s might in their hands. Wil its children
forsake 1t ?

No,

It had been hoped that Garibaldi’s band would
bave been strong enough afterwards, by the help
of treachery, to suatch them from lim. Tre
Pivdmontese would then bave reaped the fruifs
of the critne without sharing io its disgrace. —
But the lion of Juda l=w to arms, and neither
treachery nor selfishness lurked in the breasts of
the Papal soldiers,

Alas! then, the mask must be, at least partly,
laid amde,

The faithless Cavour sent bls shameful * ults
ma'um’ to Rome, and at the same time sent bis
worthy accomplices, Fanti and Cialdini, at the
bead of two divisions, into the Pontifical States.

And pow, before Rome could send an apswer,
the commander-1n chief of the Sardiman army
‘made s disgraceful declaration of war.

Ihave called 1t disgraceful. For were not
falsebood and treachery emough?  Must the
base hordes of Sardima cast the ‘poison of their
slander upon the spotless fame of the Ponnfical
army, and the noble hearted heroes who were a1
therr head ? '

And what did the crowned accomphice of the
red shirt dare to say of the Pootifical Volun
teers? He called them a rabble, from alilands,
and of all tanguages,

What said the mmster, Cavour. 2 servan!
Worthy of his master? Tn his ¢ ultimatum’ be

-

carries bis effrontery sa far as to call them a
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collection of people of all natious, of all lan-
guages, and of ¢ all religions,” without disciphne,
and insurrectionists, while he accuses tbe Ponti-
fical cemmanders of imprudence,

But the two maoifestoes of Faati and Cialdim
to their soldiers, surpass all imagination.

‘ In order,” says Bresciani, ¢ that bonest men
may koow to what extent party spirit can de-
grade men oot wholly devoid of good qualities
we will give tt length the two proclamations of
war issued by these two °carbonar.’ Fanti
thus excites his soldiers to arma: ¢ Foreigo
baods, collected from every part of Europe, on
the soil of Umbria and the Marches, bav plaot-
ed there the false standard of a relizion which
they despise. Men without bome or country,
they provoke and 1osult the people in order to
acquire a pretext for subduig them. Such op-
pression must cease; and to repress this pre
sumption we bave come to bring the aid of our
arms to those ughappy eocs of Italy who hope in
vain to find justice and mercy 1o their rulers,—
This mission, eptrusted to us by King Vielor
Emmacuel, we will fulfill ; and Europe shall
koow that Italy is no longer to be the prey and
the tropby ol the boldest, or the most fortunate
advesturer.—M. Fanti.

¢ But Cialdini, who, to his quality of ¢ car-
booaro’ adds that of a traitor to a prince who
loved him as a father, exceeds s colleague n
ferocity. ¢ Soldiers,” he says, ¢I lead you
aganst a horde of drunken foreigners who bave
been allured into our country by the thirst for
go'd aud the dewire of plunder, Fight inexor-
ably agamst these vile murderers, that, destroy-
ed by your Lands, they may feel the wrath of a
neople which rises 1n delence of its pationalty
and independence.  Soldiers ! blond sraimed
Perugia demands vengeance. and thougb late, she
shatl have it.—Enrico Ciarpintg)

¢ The vwo men, who were for so many years
mercenaries 10 the puy of foreign governments;
who fought nlways for the wages of the revolu-
tioos ; who even now are the paid servants of a
government which bas iniquitously despoiled their
legitimate rulers—these two men kad the «ffront-
ery 1o slander the noble Popufical Volunteers
with a ribaldry only befit'ing the vilest of men,
Thev are like robbers. who, whea assailing the
house of a peac-ful and honest man, break down
the door and rush through the ronms, crymg :—
¢ On, traitor, assassin, thief! bring out your
mooev, bring out your jewels, bring out your
plate | On, robber, open the doors, or we will
break your head !> Thus cslling the wnnocent
and hopest defender of his own house by the
pame winch belongs to themselves. The Ponti
fical Volunteers were snns defending their Fa
ther’s possessions, and Fanti and Cialdini were
bandus, who fell upon them to rob their father
and to destroy them, because filial piety had
drawa them from their country, from the b-soms
of their families, from the side of their mves,
from the embraces of their weeping litle ones,
to defend with their bre:sts the Church ot God,
the Mother of the faithfu), and the throae and
the augest person of the Viear of Christ on
earth, the Head, the Master, and the Fatber of
all Believers.

¢ Moreover, if it were not enough to call them
by the names of drunkards, murderers and plun-
derers, they had the efirontery to accuse them
of irreligion—¢ of planting the false standard of a
religion which they despise.’ Oh yea! Let
the world judge who bore the false standard of
a religion which they despise— the Zouaves and
the other Poatifical Volunteers who were the ad
miratioo of the people amopg whom they dwelt,
who saw them frequent the Churches, prostrate
themselves bumbly before the altars, unbuckle
their 1avincible swords, and approach with otuer
pious citizens to receive the Body of Christ, the
Bread of the strong, like the martyrs of old, 1o
strengthen themselves to bear suffering and death
1o therr confession of a Faith blasphemed and
oppres ed by 1's enemies ; or, let the world fay
whether that false standard was not rather to be
found n the hands of Fanti and Cia'dini, who
untolded the baoner of the White Cross, and
under that sacred ensign assailed the standard of
the Cross in [taly and Rome to profaoe churches,
to rob sacred vessels, to smprison Bisbops, to
torture and munlate Priests, as happened at
Perugia, and happens even pow i the Abruzzi
and other parts of the kiogdom of Naplesesss

*Faoti and Craldm called the®standard of
Lepanto, raised by the Pontifical Zouaves, * lhe’
talse standard of a reli-ion which trey despiser,
when around that stapdard and io the presenre
ot the Holy House of Loretto, they beheld these
heroes defend religion and its Head mh ther
vahant swords, and by the sublime sacrifice of
tne last drop of their blood, They. oa the con
trary, un ler the sacred standard of the Cross,
proclaim themselves lara, descending into Um-
bria and the Marches Sto revive rehigion de-
stroyed by the Priests, to restore morality -
juced by the vices of the Clergy, and or er
overtbrown by the injustice and crueity o \be
Papal government. ’

Mo
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[ A glorious religion indeed, a pure morality, an

enviable government bas unhappy Italy received
from the bands of ner deliverers !

But, dear reader, we will let the veil lall, for
a moment at least, over all this treachery which
makes us blush for our common humamty, and
return to our good Zouaves, to see with what
courage and with what piety they are preparing
for the unequal conflict,

CHAPTER &1—BEFORE THE STORM,

It 15 a lovely sight on a bright spring day to
look upon a well-watered garden ; the young
leaves, the tender stalks, the dehcate flowers
with their glorious colorisg, and to breatbe io
Jbe fragrant scents which embalm the arr.

The poppy, the balsam, the clove, the bya-
cinth, and a hiundred other flowers checker the
green turf with their various colors; the snow
white lily rises next to the varigated tulip, and
the simple daisy nestles under the shade of the
proud peony.

Thtey all shed thewr sweet odor around, The
lowly violet, balf bidden in the grass, as well as
the noble rose blooming upon its stately stem,
the scarce visible migoonette, as well as the
bundred blossomed syringa.

The air is full of the incesse which rises from
these garlands of fHowers,

But, see, there is a shudderiog through the
leaves. Why does nature seem to tremble 1—
Ah! youder comes the storm. A vivid flash of
hghtniog, theo the thuader rolls around, chaking
the atmosphere with shock after shock,

Poor flowers! you look fresher sull agast
the dark clouds which come tkreatening over
the horizao ; but, alas! your end 1s at band. —
The wind rises, the rain pours in torrents over
the hard earth.

Poor flowers ! your petals lie strewn vpon the
grousd, your stalks broken and colors defiled
with mud. Yet from that sceae of desolation
there arises a fragrance richer and sweeter
than whea you glittered 1a all the pride of your
beauty.

The flowers are an image of the martyred
heroes of Castelfidardo, of that garden sbeltered
withip the Church’s walls, where the lowly pea-
sant’s cluld blooms side by side with the noble
offspring of some princely house. Poor flowers!
you were the orpamert of our century, buta
dark and destructive storm has broken over your
bead, and broken and crusbed the spring-tide of
your life. Yet the sweet edor of your virtues,
the sweet odor of Cbhrist, rises with fresb frag
rance over your lonely resting place.

Fanti had seot his disgraceful *ultimatum’ to
the commanders of the Papal forces.

The Znuaves, with the otber divisions tken at
Tern1, had broken up thewr camp aod directed
their march upon Foligoo, Serravalle, Tolentino
and Macerata; in order, if possible, to unie
mth the troops of De Lamoriciere, while the
Piedmontese were hasteniog to besiege Aa-
cona.

The Zouaves of De Pimodan left Macerata
on the mght of 1he 16th September, and en-
camped at a short distance from Lioretto,

Meanwhile the epemy bad already tasken
Pisaro with a force of 12 000 men agaiost 1,200
Papal troops, which, uoder the command of the
brave Colone! Zappi, kad defended it for four-
and twenty hours; they had disgraced them
selves by a shameful victory at Perugia, obtained
by treachery and the force of unequal numbers,
and crowred by the murder of an innocent priest,
They bad taken the castle of Spoleto after a
desperate defence, led by the noble Irishman,
Miles O’Reilly.

We cangot hnger over all the circumstances
(not one of which 1s without honor to the Poo-
ufical troops aod shame to their opponents,) for
our object is notfo give a history of this crusade
of the nineteenth century, but only to give a
few free sketches from the life of the Papal
Zouaves, aud especially of the Belgian Voluo
teers.

It was evemwog. The Zouaves, as we have
said, were encamped a sbort tistance from Lor-
etto,

A striking scene was presented by the camp
at that moment. A scepe to rivet the attention
of angels aad ot men.

Becdelievre, the commaoder of the Zouaves,
hed addressed them in tbe following words:

¢ My Zouaves, we have at last reached the
eve of that day in which we are to testify before
God, the Cburch, and the whole of Chrnistian
Europe, the fervor of our zeal, the courage of
our hearts, the noble and unshrinking fortitude
with which we will mantain the Foundation of
the Faith against 1ts impious assailants, who are
now before us as ten to one. DMany of us must
shortly appear before the Throne of .God. Let
us endeavor to appear before Him with our sour
washed pure and white, that tbe ba _tsm of o
blood may be the more acceptable in the pre-
wence of Eternal Purity. Ihave already puri
fied my conscience at Foligoo ; let thpse who
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now desire to do the same go to the Chaplain.

in a corner between two thick hedges, be—-
' side a deep trench, sat the Rev. Heer Sacre,
i the chaplain of the Zouaves, and our fellow.
countryman ; and all these brave young men,
baviog unbuckled their swords, koelt one by one
at his feet, calm, recollected, bumble, and full of

, tance on the preen turf to say their penance.

reverence, and having received Holy Absolution,
rose cheerfully agan,a d koelt at a httle dis-

The author of ¢ Olderico’ has given us a mov-
ing picture of this scene. I venture once again
to borrow lus colors,

¢ {t was a sight worthy of God and His An-
gels. The sky, glittering with stars, covered
them mith 1its azure mantle ; the waves of the
Adriatic sofily kissed the teet of the hills, and
greeted with their gentle urmur the future war.
tyrs of the Church; the wild laurels which
clothed the bills of Loretto prepared their 1m-
mortal crowas. Mary accepted the ferveot
prayers which rose arouna the house of Nazi-
reth, where, 1n obedience to her * Fiat Miln,
the Son of God became lncarnate and presented
them to ber Only Begotten that he might indue
his champioos with strength,
¢ Thus must 1t have been with the camp of
Godfrey de Bouwllon the might before the assauit
upon Jerusalem, when the Crusaders prepared
themselves for the glorious enterprise of the de
liverance of Christ’s Sepulchre by fastiog and
prayer, and by the Sacraments of Confessinn,
aod of 1be Body of the Lo-d.
¢ Godfrey, Bohemond, Tancred, Rinaldo, and
the other Barons of the west, having laid asile
their 1nvincible swords, knelt before the Priests,
and, beating their fearless breasts, contritely con
fessed their sins to those who bore Curist’s com-
unseion to bind and to lonse.
¢ There, also, beneath the walls of the Hnly
City, the blue sky was the temple of the Cru-
saders ; the Cunfessor sat under the shadow ol
the palc tree, and the distant Jordnn, by the
soflt murmur of the waters which had been sanc
t.fied by the baptism of Christ, nvrred 1o cleans
ing and pardon, and himued the triumph ot the

or was it the re;x;.;a—i of the L-r;ve young man's
offer of bis hfe? Or was he praymng gto the
Mother of sinners for the conversion of bis be-
loved and unbelieving father ?

At last be rose from the ground, and e2
Join his two friends. 8 ’ came to

‘1tis all right,? cried be when be eame pear
to them ; ¢ we are all v good order now.’

¢ Yes, friends, continued he half 1o jest und
balf in earnest : ¢ the victims are ready, there 15
uothing wanting now but the sacmficer, and we
shall uot bave long to wait for him,?
* The sacrificer ” cried Martin, ¢ do you mean
our enemies 7 They wiil not find us so easy to
deal with, and they shall find, at all events, that
they bave no defenceless flock of sheep to
slaughter.?
"The gant sprang to his feet and stood in a
lh!-eatemog posture with Ins arms outspread, —
His coustenance, ardinarily so mild, was fearfu}
to look upon ; & deep wrinkle marked bis fore-
head, and his eyes shot fire
¢ Ascuredly,” replied Victor, ¢ we shall sell our
lives dearly, for we are soldiers as well as wic-
tims.  But the enemy, which has fellen upon us
so treacherously, 13 far more than a mateh for us,
the greater number of us,if not all, will to-
morrew seal our engagement with our hlood ;
and yet I bave never been so much at pence ;
o>ver—shall I say it 7—so happy as at this mo-
ment.’
“Inws the same with me,’ ansmered Joseph.
* And indeed Vietar, 15 not our lot, when viewed
hv the eye of Futh, happy; nay, eoviable ?
We are sure to triumph whatever befalls us,
either by victory or by death ; 1f we die, we die
under the blessing of the Vicar nt Christ and we
rise from the Hnly House of Nazoreth to the
tabernacles of the Everlasting Zion.?
Joseph,? interrupted Martin, what are you
caviog 7 It iase beautiful that T shall be grieved
to my heart if 1 uttve the batile to morrow.’
Tue twa young men could not refrain from

smile at the simple, yet sublime wards of their
camrade.

marlyrs who were to fizht oo the morrow for
His Sepulchre,

¢ Bot then, O my Gad, Thou dedst permir the
Crusaders to dehiver Thy Tombd from the thra!l.
dom of the nfidel ; and pow Thou hast suflered
the boly place,in which Thou dulst 1uke our
human pature upnn Thee, 10 fall into the robher
kant of Thy epemies. Alss! is the room e
which the Virgin of Sion beard the Ave of the
Angel less sacred than Tny s~epulchre? Tt
there Thou didst lay dnwn Thy D vine Bods.
crucified for our redemption. remember that here
Thou didst assume that manhnod which was 11«
begioning ot the salvation ot the waild, Tp or-
der that this precious cell should not reman
the power of the dogs ‘I hou Jidst commaod Thy
Angels 1o remove it from Nazireh, ard to bring
1t into a faitnful fand where i1t should be ~ve:
revered and veoerated; and the Aogels bore
ioto the bosam of Thy Church, and placed +t on
this laurel-covered mll hard by the sia=shore, to
be visited by pigrims from the east ai d the west,
Hither they came, age after age, 1o wmvoke Thy
Motber’s name and to kiss rhase walts on which is
1seribed, in letters ot gold, ¢ Hic Verbum caro
factum est.’ To these walls they cune kneel-
g, trembling, kissing the sacred ground, witk:
eyes full of teare, and bearts ful of hope and
and love. And now, most mercful Lord, dor
thou suffer this most august temple 10 be wrested
trowa the hands of Thy Vicar upon earth, to re-
man enslaved and peglected in the baods ol
robbers.

Ab, fe licito m’e
Son 11 giasti ruoi riv i altrove?
O o preparszirn che nell 'abiffo
Del tuo conseglio fai per alcum bese
In tutte dall’accorger nos'ro scisso.
~Daxts, Purg. V1.

¢ We humbly adore Thy inscrutable will, but
suffer us to pray, to implore, to conjure Thee,
trom the very bottom of our hearts, to restore
to us these sacred walls, wherewn Thou wast
conceived 10 the most pure womb of Mary,
wherein Thou didst pass Thy youth, whence
Thou didst come foith to spread Thy Diveine
Word, and to die vpon the Cross for vs. (O

derico’ XI1. L’arrivo in Loreto.)

While the Priest of wne Lord was giving the
blessing of Heaven to s ctildren, Joseph ano
Martio, who had slready made thexr confesson
were cooversing logether at ahout f{osty paces
distant oo the horder of 1he ireneh,

Victor bad just received absnlution, and was
saying bis penance at a httle distance from his
friends,

He scemed quite absorbed o prayer. He
bad turned towards Lotetio, and bhis eye re-
maiped fixed on the dome of Mary’s Temp'e,
which, like a dark shadow in the evemng =ky,
seemed pomnting up to heaven ; his hands were
crossed upon his breast, and his lips murmuied
hopefuily the pame of his Heavenly Motner,

¢ Au !’ continued Victor, atter a short pause,
* you said well, Josepl, that wur lot mav be ac-
counted enviable,  Av least. T would pot ex-
change mioe for anything in the warld, Havel
oot kissed the hand of the dear Father of the
Faitofol 2 Has wot his blessing fallen from the
fullress of his heart upon my head 7 Has not my
taot trodden the earth hallowed bv the blood of
the Apostles?

Have I not knelt before their
1elies 2

And shall I not (n morrow have tie
unspeakable haoniness of receiving my Jesus wto
nv heart?  There) and he pointed towards
Lioretto, ¢ there i the rame sacred walls wheren
-ve Erernal Word once descended for our sal-
vation in'o the Immaculate Maiden of Nagireth!
| have but one inoce grace 10 desire and that
nechans [ shall wio by my death ; for it T have
1ovfully affored my Vife, and myp first and last
wraver 10 Marv’a dwellicg shall be for that prace.’

The three friends were eilent for some miun-
ues for Victor’s words had moved them deeply,

¢ Do you koow,” sa1d Josgeph at last, ¢ what I
was thioking of ju-* pow? My thoughts were
tar away in our Fatherland. 1 thought T saw
W onr dear ones prayiog for us in the Troost-
kapel.
¢ It is pot impossible that they were doing 20,
ndeed. At all events, we may rest assured that
‘hewr pragers will ot be wanting to us.’

* Will they bave received our fetters from
ffoligno yer ? asked Martin,

‘I thiok not,> answered Victor ; ¢ there bas
not heen time yet. But the newspapers will oo
doubt have wformed them of (he faithless invae«
sion of the Piedmontese.’
¢ Peor friends !’ said Joseph, ¢ how apxious
they will be on our account.’

* God will strengthen them,? said Victor, ¢ As
they pray for us, so will we pray for them that
the Lord would 1ofuse comfort into their bearts.
Should we fall in the battle I hope that the
sweet trust to meet once mwe in Heaven will
softea their grief. But my father !’ cried the
voutb, after a shori pause, ¢Oh, my father'!
[love him so deerly, snd what apguish it is to
my heart. How do 1 know whether I sball
meet hm again throughou eterpity 7 Com-
radec, brothers you will pray to morrow at
Mary’s feet for my poor father ?’ and be wept
bitter tears,

¢ Courage and confidence,’ answered Joseph
hopetully, ¢ You must not despair. Ia -not
sreyer ommpotent ; and above all the prayer of
a child for bis father’s salvation? Who knews,
my friend, but grace is already victorious over
unbehef 10 yoor fatber’s heart - Has ot your
mother meotioned a wonderful cbange in his- des
portment? Victor, I think,and there 15 some-
thing io my inmost beart that tells me that: your
father will be converted.’ .

¢ Twanks, Jogeph,” said Victor; ¢ your good
words bave comforted me. (iod grant it may
be so. [ will hope also; but sometimes the
thought of my poor father pierces ‘my beart like

‘Was bus a prayer for protection in the battle,

a dagger, apd give me nnuttgtgble pain”




