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"CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

VUL XX

THE DOUBLE SACRIFICE

OR THE

PONTIFICAL ZOUAVES.

A TALE OF CASTELFIDARDO.

Prapslated from the Flemizh o! the Rev. 8. Daems
Oanon Begular of the Order of Premonstra-
teceiang. (Abbey of Tongerloo,
Belgium.)

CHAPTER XVII,— CONTINUED.

At the same ntomest they eatered the raom.

¢My Victor ! my child !’ burst from the hps
both parents at once, _

¢ Father ! Motker !’ said he in reply, aud 1o 2
moment they were in each other’s arm.

There was a long pause, while they tasted the
unspeakable joy of that meeting.

There are momeots in human life when the
overpowering feelings of the heart make all out-
ward expression impossibles Vet better and
stronger far than all human words, is then the
voice of the heart, which peeds no ear but the
ear of the heart to receive and understand its
utterances of love.

¢] thapk Thee, O Lord,’ said Victor at last,

¢that Thou bast granted me this comfort before
my departure.  Now 1 shall sleep o peace.’
t ¢ Ob, my child, my child ” cried his mother,
¢ speak not thus., Our Lord will not take you
away from our love. We sball cure you, Vie-
tor, and you shall yet live to be the crown of my
old age)

$ N, mother,” snswered ke, T sball not be
1 feel that I shall zot be cured. Our
You will

cured. '
Lord will accept your offer and mine.

be content, mother.’

The poor woman could make wo answer ; ber
anguish choked ber utterasce.

She tools her place by her son’s bedside, hold-
ing his hand close pressed in bers; her arm sup-
porting bis bead with a mother’s tender care.

¢You, too, my good fatber, thanke, thavks,
that you would nat leave your poor child to die
alone.!

Morren stood there before the sick bed, dark
and mournful, with lis arms crossed upon bis
breast. He could not accoust to himsell for
what was passiog within him.

Throughout the journey be bad struggled—
struggled without intermission. He bad re-
proach himself for allowing Victor to pursve his
foolish determination, to perish sn miserably in a
foreign land.  His agomzed paternal affection
had overpowered and swept away bis anger.—
Now be burst 1nto au agony of tears,

¢ Victor, Vietor !’ said he 1 a stifled voice,
$should 1 reproach you, reproach you on your
death-bed 2 No, oh, no,” continued he, fallmg
once more on his son’s neck, ¢ I will not embitter
your last moments ; but alas! I shall oot loog
survive this blom. What comfort can remain
for me whea you are taken from me.’

¢ The Great Comforter,’ answered Victor n a
low and tbrilling voice. ¢ He who is the sup-
port of the weak, the Iope of the bopeless, He
who pever forsakes aay one who trusts in Him.
Oh, father, dear father, did you but koow Him
how light would this separation be !—a separa-
tion with the assurance of an eteroal reunion,—
Father, father, will you not turn to God ?

Morren remained silent.

¢ Father, would you let your son die in the
torturing fear of an eternal separtion ¢’

¢ But, my ckild,” mterrupted bis wother, ¢ you
will not die, God bes already wonderfu.ly pre~
served you, e can even yet reslore you to
health,?

¢ Mother, dearest mother,” answered Victor
calmly, ¢ do oot suffer yoursell to be deceived
by the wishes of your 3ove, but rather preiare
yourself calmly for the accomplisbment of the
Divine purpose to which 1 feel God has called
me, My offering, motber, my offering.’

Indeed it seemed ‘that Victor bad spoken the
truth, for from that momeat be grew rapidiy
worse. The last coloring vanisbed Irom bis
cheek, his b'ealhmg became more difficult,and a

- terrible coughy which. -seerned .10 go.* through the

: helrte of the by ‘standers; shook hus whole frame. "

Tbe physician who had been expected a few
hours later, mas sent for immediately.

tle shook his head at the first sight of the in-
vald, and examined him carefully, winle Mya-
beer Morren and his wife watched every move-
ment of his countenance with pamful acxiety,
fearing to read therr fate in hus face.

Atlast be turoed to Stefeno ard the two
Zonaves.

¢T greatly fear the rupture of a fresh blood-
vessel {o-night,’ said he, ¢ the administration of
the last Sacraments must no longer be delayed.’

¢ Signor,’ said Morren to the physician, ¢ you
bave given your sentence. All hope then s
over.’

¢ It 15 very painful to me to be obliged to tell
you the truth, I could not justify it to myself
to hold out an appareat bope which must soon
vamsh, Your son may still hive a few days, and
were 1t not frcm the fear that he may be carried
away by another spitting of blood, I should not
so positively advise bis receiviog the last Sacra-
ments,’

Meanwhile, the pbysician’s opinion bad been
made koown to Victor. He received the in-
telbgence calmly and even joyfully.

¢Oh! assuredly,’ said he, ¢ I earnestly desire
those blessed means of consolation and help, and
I should bave asked for them long ago, had it
not beeo for a strange conviction which led me
ta believe that I should live to see my dear pa-
rents.’

Stefano left !he bouse to summon the Priest,
while Nunziata, with the assistance of Joseph
and Martin, prepared everything in the room for
the admipistration of the last Sacraments,

Morren stood silent and mournful at the foot
of the bed, while his wife, with motherly care,
smoothed the pillow and gently arranged the
coverlet over ber child. That heroic motber,
who for a few moments bad apveared to shrink
from the apguish of approaching separation, had
aow recovered all her wooted courage and firm-
ness.

The irrevocable decree, spoken by the mouth
of the physician, wstead of breakiog her heart,
seemed to have filled it with calm and heavenly
peace,

Ske koelt for a moment before the crucifix o
pray for the strength needful in this hour of an-
gwsh. She had seen bher own picture placed by
her pious son at the foot of the cross, and il re-
minded ber of apother Mother, who, when
plunged in a sea of sorrows, stood at the foot of
the tree of shame whereon her only Begotten,
and her God died for us miserable sinners. Sor-
rowful, but calm and resigned, she united her
sacrifice with the sacrifice of Calvary.

¢ Mother,’ asked Victor, in a scareely audible
voice, as she pressed kiss after kiss npon bis
forehead, ¢ Mother, are you content with the
wll of God.’

¢ Dearest child, answered she, ¢ how can ]
but be content when you are so resigned, so
bappy.’

¢ Mother,’ said he agam, ¢ will not God bear
us? You koow what I would say.’

¢ Let us bope, Victor,’ answered she.
and pray.’

¢ Oh, mother, bow Joyfully should I die if only
one wish were fulfilled.’

The Priest now entered the room.

¢ Peace,’ said he, ¢ to this house,’

¢ And to all that dwell thereiv,” was the ser-
ver’s answer.

The Priest desired all to leave the room that
be might hear the last conflession of the dying
man,

Tt did pot last leng, and the already pure soul
gleamed brighter stdl under the blessiog of ke
Lord’s anomted. v

The Priest. again opened the door, and m
deep sitent recollection, Victor’s friends knelt
around the bed.

Morren, almost unconevnoualy, bad fallen upon
his knees in 2 corner of the room. Not a single| 0
tear wap, visible on ks agomzing face. He
would.fain have wept, he could not weep. His
ml'e bad reeumed: her place by her son’ pillow

- After a short pause. the Priest. began the con
eolmg words of the Cburch. : N
d Our help 18 1 thie Game ‘of the’ Lord. i

Tl
I

¢ Hope

M_ONTREAL FRIDAY MAY

-0 1810

No. 10.

* Who hath made Hearen and eanh

¢ The Lord be with you. "3

¢ And with thy spirit.’

¢ Let us pray. — Hear us, O iloly Lord, Al-
mighty Father, eternal God, and vouchsafe to
send Thy holy Anugels {rom Hearen, to guard,
cherisk, protect, visit and defend all tbat are as-
sembled in this house, through Christ our Lord.
Amen.?

Nubziata, meacwkile, bad Taid a linen cloth of
snowy whiteness over the sick bed, and while the
server repeated the Confiteor the Priest pre-
pared to give the Body of the Holy of Holies,
the Jast Viatieum to the poor suferer.

Viclor’s eyes gleamed with new and heavenly
ligkt, as the cervant of the Lord beld up the
Lamb of God, the pledge of our redempuon ;
and with the deepest bumility arose, from the
bottom of his heart, the ¢ Domine noa sum dig-
ous,’ &e. ¢Lord,I am not worthy that Thou
shouldst come under my roof, but speak the word
only and my soul shall be healed.’

Then the Priest resumed :

¢ Receive, brother, the Viaticum of our Lord
Jesus Chnst, that he may preserve thee from the
maligoant enemy and briog thee to life everlast-
ing, Amen.’ :

1t was sccomphsbed. Tbe Heart of Jesus
now beats upon the Heart of His dying servant
~—incomprehensible moment whleb 0o pen can
describe.

A light of joy seemed to surrlbuud the dying
man like an avreola. It was the foretaste of his
coming beatitude.

Then the Priest began the boly uaclion.

¢ Let there enter, O Lord Jegus Christ, into
this bouse, at theenfrance of ouf bifmiliry, ever-
lasting felicity, divine prospersty, sereae gladaess,
frmitful charity, perpetual health, Lt the &p-
proach of dewils flee from this place, let the An=
gels of peace be present therein, and let all
maligoant discord depart from tbis house. Mag-
oify, O Lord, upon us Thy IHoly Name, bless
our conversatton ; sapclify the entrance of our
bumility, who art holy acd good, and abiuderh
with the Father and the Haly Ghost for ever
and ever. Amen.

* Let vs pray and beseech our Lord Jesvs
Christ that blessing, He may bless this taber-
nacle, and all who dwell therein, and prve unto
them a good Angel for a guardian, and make
them serve Iim that they may consider the
wonderful things out ¢t His law. May he
avert from them all adverse powers, may He de-
liver them from ali fear and from all disquiet,
and vouchsafe to keep them n health 1o this
tabernacle. 'Who, with the Father and the
Holy Ghest, livett and reigoeth God, for ever
and ever, Amen,’

¢ Let vs pray.—Hear us, O Holy Lord, Al~
mighty Father, Eternal God, and vouchsafe to
send Thy loly Ange! from Heaven to guard,
cherish, protect, visit and defend all that are as-
sembled in this bouse, through Christ our Lord.
Amen)’

Then followed the mourafui, yet unspeakably,
soothing words of the ¢ Miserere,” a strain of
hope and comfort ta the poor svfterer’s ear.

¢ Have mercy upon me, O God ; accordiog to
Thy great mercy.

¢ And according to the multitude of Thy ten-
der mercies: blot out my iniquity.

* Wash me yet more from my iquity : and
cleanse me from my sin.

$For 1 acknowledge my imquity:
ein is always before me....

¢ Thou shalt sprinkle me with hyesop, and 1
shall be elesnsed ; Thou shalt wash me and I
shall be made whiter than snow.

¢ Thou shall make me hear of joy and glad-
ness : and the bones that are humbled shall re-
joice.

¢ Turn away Thy face from my sins: and
blot out all my wiquities.

¢ Create 1n me a clean heart, O God : and re-

new a right spint mitbin my bowels.

§ Cast me not away from Thy presence: acd
take not Thy Holy Spinit from me,

¢ Restore unto me the joy of Thy nlvatlon :
and etrengthen me with a-perfect spirit.

I will teach. the- unjust Thy ways: nnd lhe

and my

‘:meked sHtll be convemd unto Thee. oot

Morren bad silently listeaed to them from s
place, and they fell lLike soft draps of dew upon,
his kardened heart, till at last bis long suppressed
feeling found relief 1n a flood of tears.

Had that heart-rending eutreaty for pardon
arisen for Viclor the guiltless one ? No, far
rather, thought be, for himself, for hia, the sin
ger, the guilty one, 1t mplored forgiveness, for
him it asked purification of heart, for tim a re-
newed spirit, for him the gift of the Spint of
God, to renovate and enlighlen bis proud, blind
Teason.

Did ot the last wictorious sound heard, ¢ 1
will teach the uojust Thy ways,’ befit the lips of
his son ?

Had aot Victor taaght him, from bis death-
bed, the unfathomable ways of God’s providence ?
Had the Lord taken his child from him in order
to recall the father by the voice of the son?—
¢ Aad the wicked shall be converted uato Thee.’

There 19 still hope, then, even for the ungodly
—~—for bim who had set God at defiance.

Yes, for now the pious response, as if i an-
swer to his thoughts, made answer—

¢ The sacrifice of God is an sfHicted spirit; a
conirite and bumble heart, O God, Thou wilt
not despise,’

It seemed as if a cloud had been relled away
from before bis eyes.

The hofy prayers continued, but Morreo Leard
nat a single word more.

The Priest began the holy unction, but More

He po longer knew what
e seemed to bne

—

ren was unconscious,
was passing within him,

lost al! consciousnesmy~ st ot

He had buried his foce in his hands, and blg

tears fell from between bus fingers on the floor,

Lng—rvery long—did be remam in the same

posture, and it was not Iill the Priest bad left
the room with the ¢ Most Holy® that he raised
his bead and gazed, asf balf-bewildered, at the
bed of death,

Theo suddenly he sprang to his feet, flaw to
the bed, and lell powerless in Lthe arms of his =cn.
¢ Victor ! dear Victor !” he eried,amid his sobs,
I believe,

¢itisover! You have conguered.
I beheve! My God! I believe, as my son
Victor believes P

A secondery—a cry of vict- rg—rang through
the room, as Victor’s mother mingled her tears
of joy with those of her converted husband and
ber dying cinld.

Tt wasa sight which brooght tearsiato the
eyes of all who witnessed it,

But Victor soon extricated himself from the
arms of his parents,

There was a heavenly joy upon his counten-
ance. His eyes rested, for a moment, with in-

-expresstble aflection upon the father aver waose

errors he bad mourned so lonz, upon the mather
who 50 nobly shared bis sacrifice, and then they
were raised trjumphantly 1o Heaven.

¢ Lord,’ he sad, ¢ now dost Thou let Thy ser-

vant depart i peace, according to Thy Word,

for mine eyes have seen Thy salvation. I thank
Thee, O Gaod of boundless mercy. Thou bast
beard my prayer.

Thy goodoess. I may now say that, betore I

left my fatherland, I offered my life for the de-

fence of Thy Vicar, to obtain my fatber’s con-
version. Mother,” continued he, turning to ber,
‘see now whetber the voice of which I spoke to
you that evening in the summer-house was net
the Vowce of God. Oh, happy we! that we
did not close our ears against {it, Thanks to

| you, dear Joseph,” he coutinued, turning to his

cousin j *it was your noble resolution o offer
yourself for your mather that ipspired me with
the blessed thovght which has won my dear
father's soul.’

No sooner did Morren besr these words,
which so suddenly revealed to him the secret of
Victor’s determination than be bursat agaio mto
tears, as if borpe down by the heroism of the
fihal love which, in his unbehef, he had not even
suspected.,

¢ Oh, Victor, Victor,’ cried he, € what love,
what-love! Awod I—woe is me/ wretch that I

am/—1 called you an ungratefu! t’:hirld-a,ven-.

] Oh' how full of heahnv power are the consol- romoue snake, wounding the bosnm that fostered
g pragers of Holy Church.

(it ; and that at the very moment when you were

about to sacrifice yoursell for me. A, dear
; child, continued be, falling on bis kneea before
the sick-bed, “how deeply have I wronged you
by doubting your love, Forgive me, Victor,
forgive me ; but, oh! my child, can you still
love your miserable father I

‘ Enough, enougb,’ mlerrupted Victor ; ¢ your
- words make my heart bleed. I have nothiog to
forgive. 'Was not your whole conduct dictated
by love for your child? You ask meif I can
still love that dear father whom I loved so deepe
'y amid bis errors—it I cap love bim now, when
be is coaverted to God? Father, mother, come
to my heart, inlo which the God of gooduoess
aod love bas but now descended, and there let
the Liss of peace unite us all withh Him.

And they forgot for a momeat, in that fervent
embrace, the anguish of approaching separation.

Suddenly there was a loud noise in the street
before the house.

* There 1 the Bambino d’Ara Ceehi,’ cried a
voice,

Al tbe end of the street, slowly approaching,
was seen a large, brown, close carrisge, over the
door of which bung a red curtan. In it were
two Friars Minor, one of whom wore a stole,
and the other carried a higbted candle.

Tt was the carriage of the Bambino of Ara
Ceeli (an image of the Infant Saviour), held n
high veceration by the people of Rome, who
greatly desire to be blessed by it at the hour of
death.

Victor, when he felt bis end approachiog, had
earneh\ly hesougbt the Priest from whom he re-

Be-tast Sacronients to obtmn for him a2
visit from the haly 1mage.

All the people in the street fell upon therr
koees.

¢ Oh, Santo B:mbiao, bless us.’
¢ Give us health.’
¢ Cure my child.?

Thou has accepted my sa-
crifice, For now may I unfold the wondera of

¢ Multiply the fruits of the earth.’

These, and a huodred other stpplications,
arose from these faithfal Roman hearts,

The carriage stopped before Stefano’s house,

and the two F'riars carried the holy image to
the sick man’s chamber.
1 A glance of joy lighted up Ius eyes as he saw
the servants of the Lord eater, and he bent his
head in earnest devotion for the blessiog of the
miraculous Bambino, while a prayer of thankful
and trizmpbant love arose from the depth of s
beart to the Throne of the Most High.

Ouae other blessing still awaited him—the
Pontifical Benediction, sent by the Holy Father
to his dving child,

* Motber,’ said he, in a low voice, to ber who
knelt motionless by bis side, ¢ pow all is well.—
Now T sball soon say farewell. "But, mother,
dearest, will not—?

As if io confirmation of his words, a painful
gurgliog sound was heard 1 his throat. It was
the mowment anticipated by the pbymecian, .

e breathed with difficulty, and every breath
came with a rattle which seemed to rise highen
and bigher 1o bis throat.

At last a distressing cough waa heard, and a
fearful stream of blood 1ssued from his moutkh.

Morren sprang {crward with a terrible cry, as
if be would shield his child from the approach of
death, while his wife tenderly supported the dymg
head.

The bystanders wept over the:r inability to
help him.

Poor Martin wrung bis hands iz anguish.

¢ My God,” murmured ke to bimself, ¢ take me
instead. I am good for nothing thls world,
Poor Vietor ! poor parents !’

Victor alone remained calm in the mldat of his
sufferings,

‘It is nothing, smd he, wmith a amlle, fat s
the release.’

Meanwhile, night was slow]y dramng on.

Nuozia'a hghted a lamp. ’

All was silent in the room for a long time.

The flow of blood -seemed to have reheved
the sick man, snd he was now again lymg quetly
in bis bed.  His-face wis already: pale an death,

len 16, 2 éold" dneat’stood wpon
T -




