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PREFACE 70 THE ENGLI-H TRANSLATION.

The tale, {om whch l.he following pages have
peen transtated, was originally publisbed between
the montts of December, 1866. and Sentember,
1867, m a periodeal called Het Kempenland,
(¢t The Campine ')

Tt was begun under the pressure of the an«

which the impending withdrawal of
b troops frem Rome flled every faith-
and before the reault of that glorious
een, by which the old chivalrous
pint. of France larose agd forc;d

d and wavering rulers to brave the
g:;:::‘::l::;e ¢ carbooara’ Eami lead her to her
old traditicnal place 10 the vanguaid of Christen-

dom.
It was ende

had avenged the no

1elfidardo.
‘elﬁr:; ariter’s amm was, be tells us m a few pre

words. ¢ while otbers are oftecing bload
ganl:rl?fe for the cause of God and His Viear, at
least to take up tbe pen in hogor ot the beroes
of Christendom, and 1 defeace of their and our
beloved, and, alas ! persecated Father.’ X
The translator’s 18 a yet humbler task, bet it
bas been undertsken with the same mmteotion,
and in the bope that the growing mterest felt
Eugland in a cause which bas such assailants and
such defenders as are here drawn from the lite,
will gata 1t a heariog, through this simple medium,
from many who are not Catholics.

Tq every Catholic beart the name af Castel-
fdardo mill be a passport. We have now, tpank
God, Eoghsh vames 10 the martsrology of this
'pew crusade. We bave been told by some organ
‘of the revolution that, ¢ Pio Novo bathed bis
banoers’ at Monte Rotondo and Mentana ¢ in
tbe blood of I1akian boys.

They ¢ were’ bathed, 1. good truth, in the
free, pure blocd of our Enghsh boys, who gave
the flower of their bright and beauttful lives for
the defence of the Vicar of Christ—true and
worthy tuccessors of the ¢ flores martyrum’ on
whom S. Philip’s eye rested o mstful tepder-
ness, when they came to Rome to be trawed for
-the gsbbet and the axe, and to make their blood
the seed of 2 barvest which 18 now beginniog to
winten the fields of our long barren ond desolate
land,

Here and there, one by one, they are gather
10g still around the standard of the Cross From
Highland glens, where the old Faith stil hogers
amid the grey rocks and the wild heather of the
everlasting bills—from stately Eoghsh bails,
wkere the lamp of the samctuary has barnt, un
quenched by the hand of persecution and undimmed
by the breath of beresy, through the three long
centuries of a nation’s apostacy — and more
blessed, and more hopeful still, from homes hal-
lowed by sufferiog and privation, once prosper-
ous homes, whbose iomates have given up all
thicgs for Christ — they are gathering around
bim, who, amid all the charges of these change
ful times, has known, and w:ll know, no change,
and whose attitude and bearieg has wruag a per-
plexed and reluctant homage from bhis enemies
themselves.

By all the rules of the wisdom of the ome-
teenth century, the Pontff King ought to have
duappeared loog ago, amid other grotesque
creations of the dark ages, and yet, * the Oid
Moo is siill sagiog Mass on ibe tomb of tbe
“Apostles’—bis the only voice that fallers not,
the only ege that is not clouded, the only heart

 that trembles not at ¢ the things that are com-
ing upon the earth.” They kaow nat why ; but
- We know that be 1s. the representative of Him,
- Who 15 the same yesterday, to day, and forever.

" CHAPTER I,—THE BROTHER ANB SISTER !

Schrambeek, dear reader, 13 a name which
doubtless you have nzver beard before. 1t is
the name which we shall give to one of the love-
liest villages of the Campine, (A sandy tract
strelching to the south-east of the City of
Antwery, through a part of the provinces of
Anlwerp snd Brabant. ~ Tvanstator’s Note.)
:ﬂllilher we must go to seek the heroes of our
ale ;

x}lovely village indeed. Picture to yourself
03 its eastern side a group of sand-bills ‘reariog
lhe_\r naked tops above the evergreen pidge woods

which surround them. Oa this side all is bare
88d waste, only bere and there a bunch of heatber
TBises 1ty seanty flowers as if it could scarce find
_ Dsumshiment 1o the barren soil,  Even here the
+industry of the hushandman has of late amelio-
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siety with
tbhe FrEIlC
{ul heart,
jmpulse was 8
and religtous S

d before the victory of Mentara
less glorous defeat of Cas-

rated the nature of the eoil : mn different places
the hills bave beeu levelled, the heath ploughed
up, snd the pne trees cut down. The period
may be au‘icipated wien the last vestiges of the
forest will disappear before the band of cultiva~
tron,

A few years ago, as the traveler approached
Schramberk on this side, the stillness of those
dark pines filled bis mind with solema thoughts:
the guet sohtude of the place, the silence of
which was broken only by the morotonous chirp
of the cricket. and tte sighing of the wind amid
the green bougbs, sounding like the voice of a
spinit, wrought powerfully on the mind of the
wsyfarer and plunged him into deep contempla-
tion.

But when he at Iast emerged from the out-
szirts of the forest, a lovely landscape broke
scddeoly upon his sight 5 the village lay smiling
at bis feet, with its peat and happy-looking
dwellings ranged 10 a wide cirele round the vil
lage green. A momeot before he was vocon
scious of the exivence of the paradise nestled
close beaeath the dark pige wood. The church
to®er scatcely rizses above the roofs of the houses,
as if 1t feared lest its golden weather cock should
betray the peighborhood of the bappy willage to
the traveler, and thus lessen the eflect of ite
stdden revelation. As you leave Schrambeek
on the other side, a far difi-rent landscape lies
before you; meadows and corn-fields seem to
vie with each other which shall gleain mos!
brightiy tn the suoshine. To the porthwest the
sceoery is especially beautiful: the ground rises
slowly a d aradually, overlooking a valley of
clover and hay-fields, and termisating 1o a wide
plain, smooth ss a grassplot, adorned 10 the
summer with a thousand lovely wild flowers, and
forming a tesrrace from which the eye wanders
over the whole exteat of the country round. In
the hollow befare you lies Schrambeek, at the
foot of the pine wood, 1he red roofs of its houes
staoding cut in stroog retief from the background
of evergreens § and at & lLittle distance from the
village, amd its oaks and lime trees, rze the old
grey towers acd broken moss grown battlements
of an ancient feudal castle.

That castie many long years ago bad its his-
tory, which the villagers ot Schrambeek can tell
you; for 1 was formerly the stronghold of 1
noble race, whose pame Was once famous ip
Flemish anpals; 1t had its warriors, who in
clden tunes bad won for themselves a great re
pows 10 war. And so the shepherd, who is
watching bis sheep vonder beneath its wall, will
tell you; for example, how—But whither am 1
wandering 2 for I am no! going to relate the
history of the castle, and the umpatient reader
has perbaps already asked himself what all this
has to do with my story. Well, then, 1o begm.

But no, T bave forgotten something else ;
there, 1n the middie of the greeo plam, stands a
chapel dedicated to the Immaculate Mother
Maiden. Look through the iron grating i the
themiddle of the door. Is it wnot sim
ple and beauiful? Koeel for a moment on the
half worn wooden beach, and raise your eyes to
the white stone in the gable, which bears this io-
serption @

Our Dear Lapy

oF COMFORT.
1615,

Hither it 1s that the sorrow-laden of Sckram
beek come to lay dowa their burthen. Huber
do they come to ask the Dlother of Sorrows for
belp and comfort, and if you co- e hither early
in the morning and late in evening, you wili ot
fa:l to find a woman and not seldom a man,
koeeliog 1 earnest prager upon the beach 3 for
the people of Schrambeek bave wot yet learoed
to be ashamed of God’s service and God’s lear ;
they hold fast stll to the Faith of their fore-

fathers. . )
Aund now, dear reader, we will begin our

story.

l{was a beauhfvl evening in the mooth of
May, of the year 1860. Tue last rays of the
sun were already fading behind the western hills
of Schrambeek. Ou the footpath which leads
from the village to Our Lady s Chapel, two per-
sons, a maiden and a youth, were walkiog sileat-
Iy and sorcowfully, ‘They seemed to be in deep
griel ; ever and agon a heavy sigh seemed to
burst involuatarily from the young mao’s beart
and if you could bave looked under the hood
which the yousg  girl had drrwa over ber face
you would bave seen the big tears trickling dowo

her cheeks.
Those tears burst forth at last in a sudden

flood, end forced the young man to Preak g

silence.
+Oh, Mary,” said he geatly, ¢why do vou
weep so despawingly 7 Your sorrow pierces my
heart, and after all the ease 1s not hopeless.’
¢ No, brother,” was the sad reply, ° letme
weep ; for all hope is gone; our motuer will
die.?

¢ Speak not so, siser,’ be - answered’; f we

must never give up hope. I kaow not why, but
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there is sonething in my heart, which bids me
b: of good comfort.’

¢ Of good comfort, Joseph ? Hope, brother.
How can that possbly be. Are not the jaws
of death already opeoed for oir mother, Her
thio bands, ber colorless cheeks, the burping
fever—do not all these speak plainly enough. —
AL, the doctor might well say that it will be a
wooder if she lives three days longer.’

And (he words seemed to choke the poor girl,
and her anguish again found vent m a flood of
tears,

O, tears. precions gift of the Creator ! Most
ushappy is the sulferer, whose grief finds no re-
lief 10 tears.

The young man wept also, yet strove hard to
master his emotion lest it should aggravate his
sister’s sorrow.

¢ Tt ia true,’ continued he after a short pause,
*our mother is very ill. Thiok not that I do
not share your sorrow yet I caonot but still
bope. Theo the Holy unction of the Chureh
which our mother recerved pesterday ; above all
the Almighty asd Al Gond, who bas been
pleased to visit her on her sick bed to-day—do
you think that all this can do nothing for her 2!

¢ Assuredly, Jasep! ; you are not presumptu
ous enough tc expect a miracle? And, accord
ing to what the doctor said her recovery would
be a miracle.’

¢ Sister, we are close to her chapel who is
the * Health ot the Sick,” and the ¢ Conforter
of the Sorvowful * let us address one tervent
prayer to ber, and were 1t even to cost a2 miracle
it would not be the first which bas been granted
to fiial Jove. Or say that we need no mracle,
yet let us offer one fervent prayer of faith and
rust, for, Tsay again, it 1s my iomost beliet that
we shall be heard. Is it ot God who brings
down to the briok of the grave znd raises up
again, according 1o his good pleasure 7’

The pious children had reached the chapel of
the Immaculate Virgin, and koelt tegetber on
the bench betore the door, praywg in sileoce
They prayed for thew sick mother, and they
prayed to the best of mnthers, to the Mother of
God 20d of meo. How should such a prayer
fail 10 be heard?  The prayer of loviog chil
dren for their parents is always heard: but
sometimes the Lord gives more thao they ask ;
they are snmelimes more 1han answered by Hun
who 1s the Father of the Orpban,

Piovs children! The youth had numbered
ouly eighteen, und the girl scarce sixteen years.
Trey were already ball' orphans, for they had
lost an excellent father while vel too voung to
understand their loss, Yet God. Who pever
farls 1o apply balm upon the wounds which He
inflicts, had left them a pious mother, under the
shelter of whase watchiul love they bad growa
up in His fear and service, and had scarcely felt
the loss of their father.

And now this mother, their only stay on earth,
to whom they bad ever been a crawa of joy, lay
sick to death upon her bed, 2nd it seemed as if
God were about to take from them their only
support, and to leave them alone in their weak-
ness on the wide, wide world.

Fervently bad their praises risen daily before
the chapel of the Sweet Mather of Heaven, and
with redoubled confidence and love had they
daily invoked her since the beginmng of her own
sweet mouth. Erveniog was vow drawing o,
but their fitial love kept tbem sbll kneeling there
10 offer & last petition for the 1ecovery of their
mother.,

Liong, very loog did they pray, inwardly and
sileutly. The brother especially seemed asf
uncopscious of all around him; Ws eyes were
fixed upon the white stone io the gable, bhis lips
bad ceased to move, and a gentle smile seemed
to play upen them. ‘

Meanwbie evening had closed i, and pight
began to spread 1ts shadows over the country.—
The clear sound of the Angelus bell from the
low church tower was heard, calling the laborers
o the field to bow their kaees in their evening
tarewe.l greeting to thear Mother, before they
leave their labor to go tn rest aod gather cew
strength for their moraing’s work.

For work 15 a blessiog of Gid as well asa
punishmeat oo em.  But all work is not blest by
God.

While the laborers of the soil, as were mast
of the inbabitaats of Schrambeek, toil 1o {ree
the Jand from weeds and to prepare it to Lring
forth good fruit, other laborers are at work ip
the world — the laborers of bell — on another

ground—the heart of nan—busy 1o rooting out

the good s:ed and planting the cockle.  And the
reat Master-Liaborer 1 Heaven — He who
alone labors and is not wearied—He seems to
rest and to suffer the work of hell to prosper.
He accomphshes His work by a fiat. ‘
By u fiat He has let the laborers of hell finish
theirs. .
By another fiat, in His own good time, He
wll destroy their work and restore His own,
Therefore He seems to rests L
" The sound of the Angelus bell bad apparently

v

mterrup'ed Mary’s prayer, for no sooner had 1h- (group of nillagers they received kindly greetings
last stroke sounded 1o the evenng air, than the | from ell. Every one was anxious to inquire for
thus roused her brother from his reverie : the wvalid. But Joseph and Mary, alter an-

* Joseph, it is time ; let us go back to our mo- | SWerirg their iquiries in a few words, hastened
ther.? onwards, for tber hearts yearned after their

He started as from a dream, and stood up mother.
without speskiug ; his countenance was now | Oo the threshold of therr home, Rika, the

calm and peaceful,

Hus sister looked at him in amazement,

¢ Brotber,’ she said, ¢ how mighty 1s the power
of prayer over the buman heart. 1 feel mine
already far hghter, and you look to me mare full
of hope than when we came hither.’

¢ It is true, Mary, but for whom do you think
I have been praying 1°

¢ For whom bave vou been praying 7 For our
sick motber, of course.’

‘ You say truly, bur T have uot beea praying
for her slone to the Blessed Virgin and her dear
Son. Oh, my dearest Mary, I 1hink sometimes
that we are too selfish in our sorrow for our mo-
ther’s sickoess; for, Mary, we beve apother
Motber—our Mother full of grace, the Holy
Church, over whom we have gnod cause to sor-
row. Ah, I koow well this Mother can never
die, yet she cao endure uvospeakable sufferings ;
and to what dangers 15 she now exposed 1n the
person of her oppressed Chief Pastor ¢

* Most true, Joseph, but what can we. poor
weak creatures, do for ber, but sorrow and pray
for her? Besides, does not the Lord watch
over His Brule, and will He not save her, even
at the cost of some mighty miracle 7'

¢ Doubtless God’s eye 15 open fo the sufferings
of His Church. When ance His hour of ven-
geance comes, e widl give her victory at all
costs aver her enemies; but it s also His will
that s creatures shnuld co—operate with [.m,
and He vouchsafes oo miracle withaut necessity,’

¢ Qmire true, Joseph, yet why suffer yoursell to
be so averpawered with sorrow, when we can do
nothing to help her but by our prayers

* Nothing but by our prayers. Ob, sister,
what, then, are those hrave men doing who are
hastening to Rome from ocur father land, from
France, Trelatd, and many 2 land besides, full of
berore ardor, to defend the common Kather of
the Faithful ?  They do aot think that prayer 1s
their only weapon. They have cast blood and
life into the balance for_the Pope, and will die
Joyfully to save him ; for if their httle company
should be crusted by the overpowering number
of the enemy, they know well that the earth
shall oot be fruitleasly waterad by their blood.
The votwce of thac bhload. shed for the holiest
cause, shall be their prayer, greater in 11s vic-
torious power than any triumph of arms.?

¢ Joseph, these are beautiful words, but they
make my heart ache j tor vou speak asif (t were
in your mind 1o eater the Pope’s service. Yau
will not leave our sick mother? You will not
leave your sister (e weep aloue uret her grave

¢] say not that, Mary, but yet [ coofess I
envy the fate of those brave hearts who shrink
not from the martyr’s death; I feel mv heart
buras to follaw their poble example. No, Pro
videnc», I brlieve, has appointed me my place
by our mother’s sickbed ; yet were [ not with-
held by the sweet duty of filial love, | say nnt
but I would fly to the defence of my other Mo-
ther. When | was at college, I used to read
that ¢ it is sweet to die for our country ;> a thou
sand times sweeter must it be to die for the
Churen of God.

Mary made no answer 5 she seemed to be lost
in thought ; J weph alsn walked silently for the
rest of the way by his sister’s side.

They now drew near to the first houses of
Schrambeek.

Teresa, the old crippled beggar-woman, as
she passed them, thovgh nawilling to disturb cherr
grief, could not resist the opportunity, when she
recewed an alms from Josepb’s band, to wish
them a hearty goaod evening.

They stood still,

¢ How is your mother 7’

s 1N, very 11l Teresa.
your prayers,’

¢ Can you doubt, Josepl, that I shall remem-
ber ber! Oi! 1 have not forgotten whom 1
have to thank tbat 1 did nat pensh from cold and
bunger last wister. No, no; the old cripple is
vot magrateful, God reward you, children, and
your good mother,?

And the old woman hobbled along witk her
crutch to the Troostkapel (the Chapel of Com-
fort.) as the good people ot Schrambeek call i,
to adic be prayer of gratilude (o the prayer of

Da zot forget her in

fial love. . , o

It bad been 2 very hot day. The evening
was lovely, and many of the inhabitants of
Schrambeek were gathered together in~ the
street to breathe the fresh ai, and at the same
time to listen to the news, winch were retailed
to them by the old Piquet. He went daily to
the ¢ Eagle’ to read tbe newspaper, and was
great request among the peasants, who questioned
bim about all the evens which had taken place
io the wide world, . -~ P

When the brother aad siite;- iphf&aéhed the’
e N ORI L R SR

maid, stood weeping bitlerly,

! CHAHTER I',\—THE VOW.

} Mevrouw Van Dael, the mother of Joseph and
Mary, was the widow of a gond «nd honorable
| men who had leng fil'ed the cffice of notary at
Scbrambeek. At the moment of which we are
writing hie had been dead about ten years, hav-
ing left lis widow no great wealth besides tie
love and respect of ber neighbors, with sufficient
worldly means to ensble ber to pass her days in
peace and independence.

The widow Ven Dael lived n retirement, re-
ceiming the visits of only a few intimate friende,
and employe¢ hersell in her quiet home 1n the
loving and careful traming of ner two children.
Her labors itad been greatly blessed, for her
children were the very joy of her heart, and
were accounled by all SchramYeek to be the
models for young peaple, Thus had many years
passed by in sweet and domestic peace, and the
anly cloud which sometimes cast a dark shadow
over her sunpy path was the sorrowful remem-
brance of the hushand who had been too early
takeo from ber, Yet even here the piety. which
was the life of the gosd widow’s soul, breught
her sneedy comfort and relief, ard a glance at
the grave where res‘ed the mortal remains of her
tamented busband was ever followed by an up~
ward lcok 1o Heaven, whence his spint, she
gouhted not, watched over herself and her chil.

ren,

Only a few weeks ago sorrow had fallen once
more upon this pinus household. Mevrouw Van
Duel bad fallen suddeoly ill ; ber ilness had be-
come much more serious wn the last few days,
and the poor sufferer seemed to have oo strength
to struagle longer with the disease which was
underminiog her hife.

The physician, a friend of the family, and a
worthy and apright man, had, it 1s true, held out
a hope of her recovery; yet he bad pot the
courage to make konown (o the widow's sorrow-
g children that lie was even now momentarily
expecting a last crisis, which, with the sligitest

pnssible hope of reeovery, threatened the most
immnent danger of dearh,

When he heard shat the brother nod sister,

nneonscious of her pressing danger, had gnoe to
pay ther accustomed Jrisit to the Troosikapel,
lis heart reproached tim with his want of cour.
age to make koown the whole truth, and he
hastened 16 the sick * ed to toke their place until
their return.
The zovd pastor of the village, wbo was al.
ways to oe found where the daty of his office
called bim, remained also to camfort and suppart
the sick woman.  Rika, the old servant, seeing
her mistress in such good hands, had gane to the
door to give free vent to her tears,and to watch
lor the young peanle’s return,

No snouer did they notice her tears, thag their
owa, wiich had been dried by prayer, began to
stream again.

*Rikka !’ they cried both together, as they
drew near the door, ¢ is mother worse 7’ :

+ O, my Grod 1" she sobbed, ¢ T fear she eannot
be much worse thap she 5. Oh ! my good mis-
treess, my poor children, what will become of
us® Ob! would that I might die istead of
you I’ ’

With the speed of lightniog Joseph fl:w into
hus mother’s room, and koelt by her bedside,

* Mother! motler I’ cried be, graspmg her
emaciated haod, ¢ you are not gong to die 7’

¢ My child! my dearest ehild I’ replied she
with a feeble voice, ¢ who told you that I am
geing to die 7 And if it must be so, Joseph, the
holy will of God be done ¥ . - . :

Mary bad seized her mother’s other hand, 2nd
the children covered both bands with kisses and
tears, A

The pastor wept from sympathy. Even the
doctor brushed away with the back of bis hand
the tears which siarted uabidden to Lis eye; "

¢ Joseph ! Mary ! said be, ¢ be calai; sl 13
oot lost, I’ assure you, Be celm; erying. does
no gond, and the sight of your grief will- but in=
crease your mo‘her’s sickness,’ R

He sa14 (hese last wordsin a whisper, lest they
should be heard:by the-invalid. -+ . .. |
- Josepb dropped his mother’s band, andibeck-
‘oned to the phy+ician to follow him -to:the:ather
side of the room, ;" 7+ v v g st .
¢-% Doctor,’ he' winspéred, ¢ do' not decélve me.
Ouly tell me the trutb, it cannot be worse thaw'[
expect, therefore speak opealy,” - o oy o

¢ There 18 still hope, Joseph,’ was the'answer -
spoken sl lower than thie: questions. &There!is
still - bope, ~but 1t-18 slight, I expect: @ /fearful

voelow

lives titl moraiog, I>will duswer for-Herrecovery,’

-+ Tius-answer; shght aviwas the: encouragénent . -
: fared sl

h

and decisive' criss to-night,’ : If:-joirr ‘mother -



