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THEOBALD;
OR, THE TRIUMPH OF CHARITY.

by Mudame lo Comtesse de In Rochere, und
mnprsx‘blished under the auspices of the
Archbishop of Tours.)

(Concluded.)
CHAPTER 1l—TFUNERAL OBSEQUIES.
One evening, three years after Theobald’s de-
a violent wind, the terrible Zieccio, was
with fury, unroofing the houses and up-
cooting old oak-trees in the woods, while Clarita
was sitting in the midst of ber women spinning
py the light of a lawmp the wool destined to make
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ariure,
blowing

a warl

aunciata, !
laree arm-chair, which had been recently occu-
B

pied by her grandmother, seemed planged in the
deepest melancholy. She was no longer the
proud beauty, _with fiery passionate mien, with
weaceful and najestic figure, buta woman worn by
devouring grief far more than by age or illness 5
her features were terribly sharp and appeared
wore prominent  still, as they were shadowed in
profile on the wall painted in fresco; her looks
wandered vaguely from the portraits of the Lon-
vini, which hung opposite to those of Sumpfero
and Paoli, the usual ornaments of Corsican
tiouses. .

¢0 Hleavens,’ cried Clarita, ¢ how mournfully
the wind whistles to-night. How dreadful the
<o inust be in such weather. T ity tbe poor
sailors exposed to it, and their wives and sisiers,
who live in constant apprehension of the dangers
they incur, but can do vothing to help them.—
O, how ity thewm in this tc_m;_west,’. and the
young girl sighed, for she wus {mmlul!y lmpl,'(’.sse.d
by thoughts of Theobald. \’\"ho can tell, s:u_d
sbe mwardly, il be be notin danger at this
very mowment.’

“Listen, «aid the old servant, ¢ would you not
say there are groans outside the bouse? Tt
iust be the famentations of the souls in purga-
tory ; for people say that in a storm like this they
return o earth, to implore the prayers of their
relatives and friends who aré still in the world.?

¢ Do not believe such things my good waoman,’
sail Clarita, simply ; ¢ although notbing is impos-
sible with the Almighty, Ie does not allow the
souls of the departed to return and trouble the
repose of the hiving, Theobald bas often told
ue that all such ideas are nothing but supersu-
tions, from which we cabonot ton soon free our-
selves)’ '

¢ Good Lord ! mademoiselle, did you not see
your father’s portrait wmave I All the servants,
md even Clanta, elong together by an involun-
lary movement .

“The wind from the door caused the frame to
move, no doubt,’ said she; ‘but let us pray,
wy good womnen, pray for both theliving and the
dead.’

Ske knelt down and recited the {itanies of the
Blessed Virgm ; Apnunciata and her servants
responding— Ora pro sobis.  Just then a furious
and sudden gust of wind rushing down the chim-
ney thrust the burning embers from the bearth
into the very middle of the room, and a violent
knock was heard at the door—all the women
trembled.

‘For pity’s sake, open the door,’ cried a plain»
live voice.

* We will not refuse hospitality (o asy one who
suffers, whoever it may be,’ said Claria.

* Certainly not, said Anaunciata, rising at
once. ¢ Follow me, Tucia.

The old servant took a Jamp that hung on the
wall, which flickered and finally went out in her
irembling hands. While she was occupied m
relighting i, Annunciata went alone to the deor,
and unlocking it—

* Be welcome whoever you may be, sad she,
‘and tell us what you came here for 2

‘To die, replied a smothered voice, that
made the sick woman shudder. ¢ e that strikes
with the sword, shall die by the sword.’

Clarita, who bad taken the lamp hersel{, could
1ot avoid uttering a cry of terror on recagusing
Burcica the bandit, covered with blood, aud in
s very weak stale.

“Wihat has happaned to you?' inquired the
Joung gicl greatly alarmed.

“‘Lhave received « ball in my chest.

“ My niece, help me to place our friend in the
Sranger’s apartment,’ cried Annunciata, who,
though pale as the wounded man, nevertheless
peared to bave suddenly recovered all her
tergy.

‘Cali, go on with the hght, and you, Lucia
tun and put clean sheets on the bed.’

“All that trouble will be useless,” murmured
the dying man. ¢ For fifteen years I have lain
o the bare ground, and I would have died in
{te sa1ne manner ; but then I must bave quitted
life like o dog, without confession, or receiving
he seraments, and probably have been eaten

Y the vultures instead of reposing in conse-
tated pround. 1 could aot bear the thought,
idas 1 was too far from my native village, I

%ed you would receive me, Signora Aunua-
Ciafa,’

1 garment for her old favorite Cati.  An- |
apart, and listlessly recliniog in the |

will not die. [ will send immediately for 1he
surgeon, and I am myself very clever mn bealing
wounds.’ .

The bandit shoole his head. ¢ 1t 1s too late,
believe me. I am not deceived 1n my condition.
Quick ! T beseech you—send for the Cure of the
village.’

‘Run and fetch him as quickly as possible,
said Clarita, to young Cati, the most active of
all ber domestics ; ¢ and, above all, be sure to
speak to no ome but Monsieur le Cure himself.’

Meanwhile Burcica reposed his wounded and
aching limbs on the soft bed.

«Let me open your coat and examine your
wound,’ said Annunciata,

¢ No, no,’ be replied, ¢ I will preserve the little
strength 1 possess, o speak to the cure—after-
wards we will see. Give me something 1o drisk,
if you please. Oh! I suffer horribly.’

Clarita fetched a glass of wine aand water,
which the sick man drunk off at a draught.

¢ When were you wounded?’ asked Anpuo-
ciata.

¢I can scarcely tell. It was about twelve
o’clock in the day, perhaps; but it appears an
eternity to me since—those scoundrels of vol-
tigeurs ~ab! if I could only meet them once
more.’

¢ Were you wounded by them ¥

¢ Those fellows must be Corsicans to have
aimed so exactly. They fired at a hundred
paces, and they did not miss their anun. They
are famous marksmen, I must confess.’

* And bow did you manage, that you did not
fall into therwr bands 7’ asked Annunciata,

* The protto of the Fabianos wasonly ten
paces distant,’ replied Burcica with feverish vol-
tbility, ¢and I succeeded in reaching it, and
conceated 1pyself. They passed twenty times
over the rock that was my lnding-place, without
guessing I was so near them—1I heard their foot-
steps, their conversation, and even their breath-

ing. Obh, Lord! how I suffer.. So I must die |

at Jast ; it is very distressing, very Deart-rend-
ing. 1 had formed other projects; in a few
months I should have been a free man; Giaco-
mo had promised me his daughter, the httle Va-
rina, who is nearly fifteen years old, and who s
as pretty as a Venus. I should have married
and lived quietly in my village, in the midst of
my relations and friends. 1 should have little
children to love me. Oh! the cure does not
come! Oh, pray the Almighty for me, Signo-
ra; you indeed are responsible for that which
weighs most heavy on my conscience.’

¢ Poor Burcica is delirious,” said Annunciata,
hurriedly to her piece. ¢ Go, child, and look out
of the widow in my bedroom, and seef by the
light of Cati’s lantern, you cannot perceive
Monsieur Le Cure in the street.

Had she anything tosay in private to the
dying man, or did she fear some indiscreet reve-
lations in the presence of the young girl?

!arita made no remark, nor did she appear to
notice the last words of the dying man; but,
after looking in vain up and down the street, she
koelt down and implored the Almighty to have
compassion on the poor sinner, and afford nm
time for repentance. The priest, who was fetehd
from the bedside of another dying man, now ar-
rived ia all baste and was instantly conducted to
the chamber of Burcica. Auwnunciata then quit-
ted it; her features were contracted, and her
pale and livid lips trembled convulsively. Find-
ing Clarita still on her knees, she knelt beside
lier, aud a few tears of repentance, let us hope,
rolled slowly down her sunken cheeks. ‘L'he
surgeon of the willage also arrived, but he was
obliged to wail more then a quarter of an hour
before Burcica had finished s confession. At
length the cure opened the door; Anuvunciata
was the first to enter ; the dying man addressed
a few words to her in a low voice, which ap-
peared to produce a very extraordinary impres-
sion upon her, for she tottered and was obliged
to lean ou the bedstead {or support. The sur-
geon then began to examine the wound. The
injury was both wide and deep, but while endea-
voring to extract the ball, the sufferer uttered
a cry of anguish, fet his head {all back, aud ex-
pired.

< Ali is over,” said the surgeon, placisg the

sheet over the bead of the corpse.
Day now began to dawn. The surgeen de-
the

parted, and the cure, kneeling by the side of
corpse, recited the service for the dead.

Annunciata’s mind was entirely engrossed by
other cares. She put out tbe fire, and closed
the doors and windows very carefully such being
the Corsican custoin, and then despatched ex-
press messengers to Corsica (niolo) for the pur-
pose of apprising the relatives and friends of
Burcica, and of iwviting them to the funeral ce-
remony.

The body was washed, and dressed in the cos-
tume of the Blue Peaitents, a brotherhood to
which the deceased bandit bad forwnerly belong-
ed. Tt was then placed on a table covered with
a black clotk. Some women of the village re-
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‘You dul pertectly right, Burcica; but you : ceived each a small sum of money o fill the of-

fice of weepers, and immediately commenced
their cries and lamentations.

Clarita thad retired to her room, but Anoun-
ciala, after having made all necessary arrange-
ment for the company she expected, placed her-
self in the midst of the women, exciting them
by her own tears; and, turning to the corpse,
exclaimed--

¢ May misfortune befall bima who has cut the
thread of my life—inay he be bated by God and
man !

¢ May ke perish by the band of a coward, and
liis blood be unavenged.

Upoa tlus the women redoubled their cries,
and tore their harr.

The parents snd friends of Burcica were not
long in arriving, and came in successively. 'T'he
groans aund mmprecations redoubled on the en-
trance of each uew visitor; but they became
almost deafeping when the bandsome Vanina, the
afiianced bride of Burcica, entered the room, ac-
compauied by ber father and mother.

Annupciata, standing before the coflin, then
took up the funeral complaint—

¢ Ah' why did you quit this fife when you were
still in the pride of your age ?

¢ Was not your promised bride all that is
beauteous and good 7°

¢ Who can we compare to her ¥

¢ She would have given you children as lovely
as herself, ascourageous as their father.

$Oh! why did you leave the world—oh, Bur-
cical

* The strong man relied on his strength: for a
moment he forgot hns prudence, and his enemies
overwhelmed him. They pierced lum with a
ball, but from afar, for they would not lave
dared to confront him. They killed him, and
the eartb trembled at his fall. The mountain
echoes repeated the sound.

¢ The libeccto murmured it in the gloomy val-

ley.

perish by fearful deaths.

¢ May the earth drink their blood.

¢ May the vultures devour their carpses.

¢ But, thou, oh’ Burcica, repose in holy
ground. Sleep peacefuly in the tomb which
your friends are about to prepare for you, and
may the L.ord receive your soul.’

On concluding this improvisation, Anaunciata
fell ou her knees. The mother of Vanina also
poured forth her lamentations, at the same time
making a pompous eulogium on lmm whom she
bad been so near calling her son-in-law.

Tke clergy now arrived, and all the company
approached the body, and kissed 1t on the mouth.
The procession was formed, and accompanied it
to the church, and churchyard.

Clarita alone bad taken no part in these noisy
and exaggerated demonstrations, which were
most repuguant to her feelings and the simplicity
of her character. She could not understand
how cries of vengeance could be mixed with
Christian or religious ceremonies; and on her
koees at the foot of the cross she prayed—

“0Oh, my God, Thou who didst die for the
salvation of men, have compassion on this poor
soul. Shower dowa upon it the abundance of
Thy wiercies, and receive it in Thy everlasting
tabernacles. May Thy grace touch and en-
lighten all those whom a culpable hate leads
astray, and cause justice and charity to flourish
amongst us.’

‘While Clarita was thus employed, Annunciata
returned home pale and dishevelled. The energy
that had supported her in the presence of so
many strangers had completely abandoned kber
now that she was alone, and she fell in a fainting
state 1nto the young giri’s arms.

CHAPTER IlI.—INCIDENTS OF WAR.

At the very time that Burcica fell under the
fire of the Corsican voliigeurs, a far more dra-
malic scens was passing m the plains of Algeria.
A convoy escorted by thirty men only, had been
directed towards the Blockbaus de Mered. The
commander of this fittle troop, an experienced
officer of the 49th, was proceeding with perfect
security through this country so frequently inter-
sected by ravines. This confidence, however,
dud not appear to be shared by a fice yonng man
close to him, wearing the uniform of Serjeant-
Major, and decorated with the cross of the
legion of homor, won by numerous acts of
bravery. The latter listened auxiously to the
{slightest ruffle, and his piercing eye was con-
{linually directed 1o the fasinesses of a deep
sorge which appeared particularly to bave ex-
cited his suspicions. AH at cnce, a white form
was visible through the green foliage of a jujube-
iree, and disappeared as rapidly.

¢ Lieutenant, the ememy 1s there,’ cried the
young man, pointing in the direction of the
defile.

*You are istaken, Loncint,’ replied the offi-
cer ; ¢ the Arabs would not be so bold as to at-
tack us close to the gates of Bouffarick.’

He had scarcely pronounced these words,
when a ball whistled through the air, sand struck
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¢ May all those who contribl._"md,jo your end’

him i the breast; the unfortunate wan stag-
gered and fell dead. Our old acquamtance
Louncini, finding bimself, by this melancholy
event, w command of the troop, unmediately
gave orders to form a square with the vehicles
that composed the counvoy, and placed himself]
with his imen, 1n the centre of this quickly-made
fortification, Scarcely were these arrangements
completed, when the Arabs came oul in great
numbers from the defile that had so long excited
his suspicions. They attacked the convoy with
inconceivable fury, but the little detachment, en-
couraged by the example ana exhortations of
the Sergeant-Major, opposed a most oostinate
resistance.  Sheltered by the carriages, the
French only showed themselves to shower balls
on their adversaries, and then instantly retired.
Theobald fired unceasmgly, and the precision ol
his aim was such that every sliot brought down a
man. The Arabs, however, must have triumph-
ed in the end—for their numbers increased every
moment,—if the garrison of Bouflarick, hearing
the firing, bad not sent assistance to this handful
of men. Ai the sight of this unexpected help,
the enemy retreated in every direction, and the
detachment continued its route. But this day
was to oe marked by a stll more memorable
event in Theobald’s existence. tle had ouly
continued his march about an hour, when, from
an eminence, he perceived about {ovty Bedovins
seated on the banks or a rivuler, reposing them-
selves after the fatigues of the day. Several
horses and a greal number of cattle, captured
from a tribe allied to the French, grazed at
liberty by and around them. Nothing was easter
than to avoid meeting them, for they appeared
by no means inclined to attack, and the valiey
they were in was out of the road the detachment
had to follow., But in rtie midst of these men,
clothed in their long white bournouses, another
man, dressed in the uniform of a Irench officer,
was seen upright (debout) bound to a tree, and
no doubt beginning to taste the horrors of a
fraightlul captivity. Mboved with compassion at

| the sight ‘of the unfortunale privoner, and only

consulting lus courage, Theobald divided bis Jit-
tle troop into two parts, feaving a portion 1o
guard the waggons, and then rushing with the
remainder on the Arabs, who were greatly as-
tonishecd at his hardibood. Reassured on seeing
the small number of their oppovents, the Bed-
ows setzed their arms, and defended themselves
for some time bravely, but they were charged
with such fury, and lost so wmany men, that at
length they endeavored to ifind safety in fhight.
Qune of them jumped on bis horse, and having
hastily untied the bands that bouud the captive
officer to the tree, galloped off at the extreme
swiftness of this courser, draggng the prisoner
after him by the help of a long rope made fast to
his body.  The unfortunate man would soon
have been dead, tf, quicker than thought, ‘Lhco-
bald had not aimed at the fugitive Arab, and
fired with such adnurable precision notwithstand-
ing the great distance that separated them, that
he stretched him dead on the sand, without
touching either the horse or the prisouer. The
rest of the Arabs were dispersed over the coun-
try. Loncini did not deem it prudent to pursue
them,

He reassembled his little troop, and himself
ran to the oflicer whose life he had saved, and
who, too much exhausted to join his deliverers,
remained extended on the grousd close to the
bleeding body of the Bedoun.

* You are free, captain,’ said he. His soldiers
at the same time were occumed in wzking sure
of the cattle abandoned by the enemy.

The officer conld not reply. e had fainted.
Theabald approached nearer, and lifted up ks
head, but scurcely had he cast a glance oo his
face, stained with hlood and covered with dust,
than a cry of surprise burst from hun.

¢ 3y God " exclaimed he n the fulness of his
heart, * 1 will ever bless thee for having granted
me the opportunily of exercising the only ven-
geance worthy of a Cheistian.”  He remuined
in utter astomshment, his heart beating with un-
speakable rapture, and then, with superhiuman
strength, he raised the wounded body of Pas-
quale Fabano on his shoulders !

Assoon as the victorious httle troop had
reached the Blockhaus de Mered, the young
Sergeant-Major, after receiving the congratula-
tions and praises of Lis superior officers, took his
way to the teat where lay “the enemy of Ins
race,” whose wounds bad beer carefully dressed.

He Lad been placed on one of the baggage
waggons, aud Theobald bad given all the direc-
tions that his state required, but had forbidden
tuat any one should speak to hm. Our hero
bad, however, been pointed out as bis deliverer.

¢ How do you feel now, captain?’ inquired
Theobald, in Corsicas, with an emotion no words
can convey.

* Why, what is ‘% R sajd Fabiano, raising
himself on bus couel@iy ¢ Is'it possible that my
delverer is also myighantryman -

¢ May I add yourjfeiénd.? dnquired the - Ser-
geant- Major. E . :

No. 30.
¢ Can you for an ipstant doubt it 7’ ciied the
captain, offering his hand. )

*You have yet 1o learn my name, pursued
our hero.

¢ Oh, tell 1t me quickly, that 1 may teach my
children ro revers and bless 1! for without you
they would now be orphans, and my dear wife
would be languishing in widow’s garments. Tell
me that I may know the name of the man who
saved my life at the risk of his own, ayd to whom
[ shall ever owe the deepest, most unbounded
gratitude.’

‘lam Theobald Loncini, ol Movela, cried
the young man, unable 1o express his ferlings. —
There was a pause,

Surprise, admiration, shame, and in all proba-
bility remorse, vendered the officer incapable of
uitering a word.

* You are the most noble, the wost generous
of human beings,’ eried he at lenath, with imense
emotion. )

CHAPTER IV.—EXPLANATION AND CONCLUSION.

On a fine spring imorming Annunciuta was re-
turning from church, leaning ou her mce’s arm,
walking with difficully, being just recovered
from a Jong and dangeraus Hoess.

* My dear wunt, how bappy | am lo see you
not only so much better, hur < murh caliner
and happier than you were st winter. s it
not well to trust to Alnighty Gor, anl to resiza
ourselves to s holy will. Is it net better to
shed tears of love and repentance, (o to hae-
bor hatred in the hieart 7

¢ Cliuld,? rephied Annupenata, « all ghese religi-
ous thoughts huve come ton late; there are
(aults for which there is no remedy, w0 consola-
tion.”

‘Do notsay so, my dear aut j have we not
all offended God 7 Bur He is good und mercr-
ful, he pardous s soon as we tiuly repent our
sins. I bave read somewiere that repenlance
is the sister .of innccence.’

‘How long wy nepbew delays writing,’ sard
Anpunciata with a sigh. < If any misfortune
bappen 1o bim, 1 shall die of grief, for 1 alose
should be the cunse.

“ No, uo, rest assured,’ interrupted™Clarita
I know nut how it is, but [ately [ feel so happy,
so joyful, that | feel convineed we shall very
soon receive good news of bim.?

¢ But why, my child, is be so long in writing ?
Wilien 1 think that the last of the Loncins is at
this motacat but a private soldier, and cxposed
to all the risks and chances of wur, and through
my fauit

At this instant, the sound of horse’s feet were
beard at the commencement of the street ; the
two ladies turned, and in utter amazement ex-
claimed together,—

¢ Heavens, 1t s Lonciun himself P

The young man was soou 1o their arm-, dress-
ed in the bandsome uniforin of licutenant, for he
bad just obtawned his promoiion, and the cross of
honor sparkled on his breast.

“ What do I see 7 said Annunciata, after the
first transports of joy bad subsided. * You are
an officer ; you are decorated ; and you did not
write Lo apprise us of your good fortune !

¢ My dear aunt, replied her nephew, ¢ bad
suspected my courage, and 1 bad sworn never to
return until I bad given sufficient prools of it 10
satisfy even her, I have kept 1oy woid.

Tears of joy and pride coursed down the
cheeks of the invalid. Clarita stramed her heart.
A crowd of people, attracted by curosity, ga-
thered around them. ¢ Let us go bome,” said
the officer, *for [ see we are making au exhibi-

‘tion.”

* My dear pephew, bad I been apprised in tine
of your return, [ would have assembled all our
friends, that your welcome might huve been
worthy of you.!

As she pronounced these words, a young wo-
man, handsomely dressed, followed by a pretty
hittle boy, about four yeurs ol age, and holding
an isfant in ber arws, bastily came out of the
Fabianog’ house, and rushing through the crowd,
fell at T'heobald’s feet.

¢ At length T see you, the saviour of my hus-
band, the presecver of my Pasquale,’ cried she
with transport; ¢ you whom we all dreaded as
his enemy, you have saved his file at the perit of
your own ;> and she kissed his hands and bathed
them with tears, while Theobald made vain ef-
forts Lo escape from these marks of gratitude.

¢ Long life and happiness to Theobald Lios-
ciny,’ cried an old and infinn fady from a wia-
dow in the same house, waving Ingh an open let-
ter, which proved lo be one just recewved by
the Siguora Tecla Fabiano from ber husband,
announcing his safety. * Long live Theobald
Loncini, for he has saved my son,” repeated the
old lady.

This cheer was taken up by the eutire crowd
and repeated several tunes, the number of people
increasicg every momgnt by the arrival of parti-
sans and triends of both houses.

¢ My ftriends, I cannot express what [ feel)
said Theobald in the deepest emotioa ; and after
baving thanked his countrymen by sign and voice



