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CHAPTER Vil — CONTINUED.

thiok,” asked Morren, ¢ that your

‘5\ :&D:;:’ube pov,verl'ul enough to protect Vic-
rarmm your friends in Ltaly ¥

o’; Dnub!leSS.’ was the answer,

Van Dormael stood stull for 2 moment, and
whispered iato Morren’s ear, ¢ a secret has been
eptrusted to me which my friendship compels me
to opart to you. Listen, Maso — deeply
woupded 1o tus love for his country—bhas gone to
Ttaly with the full porpose to stab Victor to the
beart, ‘There 18 but one power which can turo
brm aside from bis purpose; that power is ours.
There is but one means left to fetter Massas
aveoging arm, apd that1sto join !h(_a saciety of
Freemasons, Send md zour adbesion through

on 18 saved.
mel,';'tc’:‘lll :::rc:rlam,’ asked Morren doubtfully,
¢ that Masso would obey the mandate of the
P :
L!:d;:;lect!y certain, answered Krnest, who
flattered bimself be saw a ray of bope,

Mynbeer gazed s:!enlly on the ground; a
painful copflict was visible on his face. It was
tbe conflict between paternal love and convic-
mgfet that conviction rested not oo Fak; that
al love was not regulated by the law of
God. Poor Morien ! mill you fail under the
trial 7 Wil you suffer yourself to be dragged
furtber down icto the gulf og perdition m the

t to save your sop
hop(i)?ha!t ;;::ven forbid ! for Victor’s sacrifice is
too boly to be the means of causing s fatner a
deeper fall. The grace and the power to with-
stacd the temptation, of which the I're_e-lhwker
is uowortby, perhaps will be gravted him for the
» of bis sop.

m'%;a:fit on this account that Morren suddenly
raized his head, as if his resolution were made_ ?
¢1 canpot, answered he, 11 a determined
tm:e]'ron will oot ?* answered Ergest. ¢ Kaow,
then, that you bave spoken your son’s doom.—
1 can do notbiog to belp bim. .

i But 1 shal} be able to belp bim,’said Morren,
bopefully. ¢ I will write inmediately and warn
Victor to avoid Maso, for that the villainisly
iog 1o wart for Ins hfe.’

Eraest turned pale with anger, for he saw that
bis revelation bad overturoed bis own ylans, and
wight perhaps defeat Maso’s vengeance. But
be controed his wrath, for, oa account of many
debts with which he was loaded, and for other
reasoos, there was nothing be feared so much as
to break with Morrer.

He ventored upon a last word when be reach-
ed the station.

(W. e, said he ; ¢ you will be too late, We
alone in our secret communmcations bave the
mesns to reach Maso lime enough to stay
bis hand, And f V-ctor should now escape,
it would be but a respite, for the ¢ carbonaro’s’
dapger strikes home inevitably, and spite of all
precaution. Ooce more, my friend,’ said the
hypocrite, I beseech you give me vour word,
or all my love will be powerless to belp you.

Myoheer Morren wruog his bands irresolutely
fora momest, apd tben he rased his eyes to
beaven. Was it a prayer? Who knows? But
he answered— )

¢Impossible, Erpest, imposuble ; this is my
last word, And 1t I can do vothing for my poor
chuld, then may God watch over him.’

Indeed, as we bave already seen, the Lord
bad warched over Pio Nono’s soldier ; but Myn
heer Morren wondered himself at the words
which bad escaped his hps, and, as if they
had possessed a secret power to strengtben bim,
be felt a calmness 10 bis spr-it for which be could
not have himself accounted. If he had pos
seseed the light of Faith be would have koown
that this feeling 15 called the worling of grace.

Mesowhile, Earnest, lefc alone with bis bit
terness of heart, sped bomeward on the railway,
and Morren returned towards Schrambeek.

He went over 10 Ins mind all which bad bap
pened—1he proposat of Erpest, the argument of
bis friend, the danger of his son, passed succes
tively 1o terrible array through tus brain, till be
lost the trunquility of mind ®hich for a moment
he bad enjoyed ; ins proud reason, which wen
bad epdeavored to enslave, aud the fatherly
love which bade lim use the only means in s
Power to save Victor, were carrying on a ter-
rible conflict 1n us heart. ‘The sirife was fears
fol; yet, amid all the abguish which distracted
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Inm, he seemed to hear a secre

Still sunk 10 thought he opened the gate of ;
bis sister in law, Mevrouw Van Dael.

There was no one in the garden, but in the
summer house he tound Mary’s embroidery, and
besides 1t a baok which he mechameally opened.
It was the ¢ Imitation of Christ.

He turned over the leaves unconsciously,
when his eye fell upon the lollowing passages:

¢ Lay it oot to heart who s for tbee or against
thee, but take heed tkat God be with thee 1o
evervthing thou dost.

¢ Have a good conscience and God shal} pro-
tect thee. '

¢ He whom God will help can no man’s wick-
edoess binder.

¢ 1f thau caost soffer and be silent thou shalt
undoubt- div receive help from God.

¢ He koows the time and the way to help
thee, therefore leave it all to Him.

¢ It is God’s work to belp thee and to deliver
thee from all adveraity.’

Myaoheer Morren read the whole section at-
tentively. 'What a wonderful teaching was
this ; so tranquhiziog and so bopeful that it in-
fused confidence inta his heart, n spite of his
unbelief, What a wonderful philosophy, so
sublime in ils simplicity, aod by the side of
which all his own systems seemed like idle
dreams. The free thinker could not explain it
to him-elf, and yet he bad learnt that philosophy
long ago, but sophistry bad effaced it from bis
understanding.

Tndeed, he no Jonger koew, although he coald
well guess, that 1t was the teachiag ol Cbristiag-
ny—the teaching which had once been s owo.
Then he felt a certain desire to love 1t once
more because 1t bad shed comfort upon his sor- :

|

rowful heart, and bis heart was not sltogether
hardened.

Yet the phlosopher was not yet converted, —
His understanding was still enveloped with thick
clouds, and his reason was yet too proud to deny
to that darkness the name of light which he bad
so long bestowed on it.

While Myoheer Morren was still deep 1o
thought Mary had come into the summer bou:e
uppercived. ‘

¢ Ah. dear uncle,” said she, laughiog, ‘ you
waat to frighten me by stealicg n like a thief so
secretly and sileotly,?

¢ Youare not sorry to eee me, I hope,’ ans-
wered Morren kindly. )

He bad always had an especial affection for
Mary ; she was so simple and so aff-ctiona‘e,
avd moreover, while yet a believer, ke bad been
ber sponsor at the font. '
, v But what is the matter 7’ said Mary, #hen),
ishe had come close 10 bim ; ¢ you seem so pale,)
dear upcle ; bas anything bappened to trouble]
you ?

¢ Ob, no,” sad be gently, *Iam only some-
what tired and weary. Mary’ continued be
after a panse, ¢ do you not feel uneasy Lbout our
poor Znuaves at Rome P

The unexpected question surprised ber. She
koew that Morren would bardly ever beara
word about his son, and be now opened the sub
ject bimeelf.
¢ ¢ dn indeed, sard she, ©and sometumes I|
(make myself miserable by theking over the dan-
gers lo which they are exposed. Yet, dear!
uncle, I let my imagioation rest as I:t{le 8s pos
\sible upon the thought. In my anxiety I tero
ito the iord, and 1 ask of Him to protect Hiy)
{own soldiers with Eis mighty arm. Prayerl
|;;xves me strength and comfort.’

¢ So thal you really think’ asked Morren,
¢ that your prajer can belp them.’

¢ Assuredly, uncle; s it Dot God’s work to
help and to dehver, and whose wickedness can
bioder lum whom God will help 7

Myobeer Marren stood amazed. Mary spoke
the very same words which be bad just read, and
ber countenenance showed plainly enough their
tranguibziog power, That wonderful teaching
was Lberefore 1n reality what it was i appear-
ance.
¢ How happy you are, Mary,’ sighed be,
¢ that you can believe so donfideatly.’

A a1 be was amag+d at the words which had
escaped him, and, a3 1f to protest agamst being
overcome, he added— .

¢ The misfortune is that al! this Faith is mere
fancy while the world is goverped by bliad
chance.’ ’

¢ Bhind chance 7 epswered Mary, who s3®
plaioly that ber words had made on 1mpression,
¢ you do not meap that. - Il the whole universe,
10 its unity and heanty, were the work of chaoce
it would be an incredible miracle, far mor¢10-
comprehensible than -its creation by the Al
mighty. Bat if the origin of all things canaot
be the work of chance, neither con tbeir preser=
vation and direction, No, dearest uncle, [am
very sure that you are 100 - learped 10 believe,

him hope, and when be reached the village le
was again tolerably calm,

teat all ibese things depend upon chance.’ .
¢ Well, well,! said Morren, half; smiling, * I

t voice biddiag I caew very well that my niece 18 88 wise as she

is good, yet I did not expect so much logic from
her, One would suppose you had studied phi~

Josophy. Doubtless,” added he, pointing to ihe

“ Imtation of Chnist,” * you have learnt your sys-
tem out of this book 2

Mary paused a moment before she answered ;
she breathed a prayer to God to direct her reply,
and then she said —

¢ That precious book assuredly ‘contains these
aprd many other consoling traths  yet 1 need not
go so far to find them. Do we not read daily iv
Our Father ¢ Thy wil) be done on earth as it is
i Heaven,’ and ¢ Deliver us from evil.” Ab,
dear uncle,” continued she,®T am perhaps too
bold, but pardon my 1ve, T bave- a petition to
make fo you which | hope you will not refuse to
your Godchild.?

¢ And what is the petition ¥ asked Morren,
with some curiosity. ¢ if it be within my power,
be assured that I will graat .

¢ Ch, it is but a trifl2,? said sbe with a smile.
It 13 only that you will say everv day an ¢ Our
Father’ asd a ¢ Hail Mary® for my intestion, and
for the safety of our Pontifical Yolunteers.’

Morren’s countenance darkened,

¢ lmpossible,’ answered he 5 * it is superstition.”

¢ Tt is not impossible, uncle, 1t is not supersti~
tioa, and you bave given me your word, You
woald not have it to be believed that you are
afraid of the magic of 2 prayer !’

¢ Nonsense,” said Morren, laughing ; © what
harm could the prayer do me {’

¢ Weli, answered she, ¢ why then should you
refuse ?'

¢ Well, well, then, hitle witch,’ answered he,
balf impatiently and half langhiog ; ¢ how can 1
refuse you ?  Well, then, T will do it.

s Upon your word of bonar 77

¢Upon my word of hovor.’

Mary directed anotber Jook of tkinkinlness to
Hearen, b

Whea Morreo that evening lodked back upon
the occurrences of the day, be felt a peace loog
unkoown to hum. Painful anxiety,en account
of the danger to which Victor was exposed, ever
and anon pierced s beart ; yet be heard stll the
soothing voice of that wonderful boock—¢ Whom
God will belp can no man’s wickedness hinder.

Two epinits had striven that day tor the pos-
session of the philosopher’s heart-—the spint o!
evil ; tbe latter bad not, assuredly, gaived the
victory, bul the free~-thinker was not yet con-
verted.

CHAPTER 1X,—THE CAMP,

Tt was a glorious sight to see in 1860 a mul-
titude ot brave yotths from Belgium, France,

| and otber lands, hastemng to Rome in the bour

of danger to the defence of a feeble old man
who wields 0o weapons but bis blessing apd bis
prayers, and yet bebeld with 2 calm and stead-
fast eve the threateming approach of the monster
of revolution, and, resting upon the might of a
kingdom not of this world, flinched not as it
pressed pearer and pearer to his ancient thrope.

It was a glorious sight, and it s to be seen
even al s moment.

The ranks of the Portifical Zovaves are swell
ing day by day; not a week passes without
tidings of a vew reinforcement. And amidst all
those brave hearts, how many bave bid farewell
to a heme of earthly bappiness, bow mapy bave
saccificed the brightest prospects of lile, bave

1 torn themselves from the arms of parents or sis-

ters, or bave said farewell to betrothed maiden
or long-wedded wife 1 .

The revolution may shed tbeir blood on the
batile field, the murderous dagger of the secret
society may strike them 1o the dark, but the
ragks of Christian chivalry are filled up as each
champion falls, and tbe blood of the Papal Yo-
Yiaieers, like the blood of the first martyrs, is the
aeed ol new soldiers of Chnist.

Tue bistory of our days mill be a remarkable
and a glorwous one. Side by side with the
blackest ingratitude of cegenerate Christians,
with the most disgraceful weakness of famt-
bearted princes, w.ih the vilest wickedness of
gadless spolers, the ferveot love of the true
sons of the Church, therr heroic courage, aod
sublime self devotion will shine forth on the page
of history.

Yet how many evil deeds and how many
heroic actions wil remaia hdden from the eyes
of men until the day when the book of God’s
remembrance shall be opened ?

For 1t 1s but 2 small portion of men’s good or
evil deeds which 13 written down for postenty.

But tke God of Hosts, whose unerring eye
rests contiaually upon s creatures, and marks
with especial love the sufferings of His phurcb
and of ner Head, cousts every deed of virtue or
of crime to requite them at bis appoiated bowr,
and the hittle that is knowan to us of both is a
token to us of what his secret book contams,

A few weeks bave elapsed since the occur-
vences o our tast chapter. . .

Victor and his companions, after alast visit' to

City and bave been lor some tume at the camp
near Terni and Collescipolt,

The young mea bad devoted themselves with
great zeal to learnmng the practice of the art of
war, and endured, with a joyful spint,’alt the
bardships inseparable irom the rough hle of a
camp.

It was all child’s play to Martio, whose gigan-
tic frame had been reared i a schoo! of priva—
tion, as his hearty laugh betokened after a day
of exceeding fatigue; but his brightoess and
rheerfulpess did not exceed that of Joseph and
Victor, who bad been brought up in the lap of
prosperity.

They made their friends at Schrambeek, as
far as possible, acquainted with the life they were
leading, and it was offen a rezl reereation to
them 1o the evening, after a day of bard labor to
spend a few mwutes 1 aimple aod affectionate
intercourse with their peighbors at home.

The villagers at Schrambeek, on therr side,
were slwars eager for news of the Zouaves,

Peerjan, 1he old Dicquet, regularly inquired of
Mary after Mass if she bad beard any new hidings
of th-m, and passed on whatever he gathersd to
bis usual andience,

Sus, the smith, who was but half satesfied with
Peerjan’s abridgments, at last suggested the idea
of asking Mary for any of Joseph’s letters which
might contain oothing private,

| To armatl your watchword be in vhunder g
For Faith and Pius leave ryour Fathorlmfdoken'

‘ To arms? to arms ! each fearless
Prepared alike for victory or for
No victor's wreath, perchance,
ing,
Yot Ealy Charch receives his partio
Thoogh unbelief displaya her ﬂ-lz infafns;en'h'
And triomph’s londly in ber evil mood !
Faith shall achieve ber victory elernal, '
Though st the cost of our hearts’ dearest bloog,

hesrt i3 fiyig
death, ok,
ohall crown the dya

No Belgian beart shall at the death-shot gnj
_The flushing stee appal no Belgzian e;eq.ulver,

Firm at our post, to die ar to dsliver !
Boldly we fling the bannered Orogs on bigh

Then forward | forward ! ever o nward prensin'
Who ights for God zust trinmph evan jp dpi;b

Peerjan bad at first objected, but the idea
suggested by the smith had excited his owo
curiosity, so that at last ane morawg after Mass
he summoned covrage—amid a fow of * That’s
to say,’ and ¢ That’s the thing,’ s usual phrases,
—to prefer the reguest to Joseph’s sister,

She made no dificulty and placed several let-
ters in his hands, and the following Sunday, after
the High Mass, Peerjan accosted a oumber of

the people ot Schrambeek with the welcome in-
tolligence. ¢ Halt! great oews from the
Znvaves,” while be triumphantly held out a roll
of letters,

The smith immediately took his place beside
him.

¢ Bravo, Peerjan.  Did I not give you good
advice ?’

Peerjan, as if absorbed m s great work,
made no answer, but took his spectacles out of
tis pocket, wiped his glasses with bis coat sleeve,
placed the wnportant instrument upon Iis nose,
and unfolded the first sheet.

¢ Look bere,” said he, ¢ Joseph gives a short
account of their marcb to the camp ’—

¢1 shall not say much about our mareh to
Terni. We left Rome n the pight and halied
at daybreak. Oue, two, three, wood and water
are ready, the fire hghted and the coffee clear,
Every one takes out his basm j the breakfast is
<oon fimshed, and we oo nur way again, with bag
and baggage. The atmosphere is intensely hot ;
the perspiration bursts irom every pore ; we are
all covered with dust; our feet swell; our
topgues cleave to cur palate; but what does it
sigmfy 7 All the pleasanter does the captain’s
voice sound in our ears when it cries ¢ Halt,? in
some shady place.’

¢ Well done,’ isterrupted the carpenter.—
¢ They ere troe coldiers, and no mistake.’

¢ Apd then,” the Picquet read on, * We have
music ; the clarion sounds, and that gives us no
litile encouragement. Apnd shen the music
st ps, then we begm to sing on the march hll the
air rings agan in [Premish as well as in French,
for we had macy Flemiogs with us on the march
to Terais

* Ouce (1t was rn the evening of the first day,
when we were approaching Civita-Castellana)
we were all tired to death, so that oor mern
meot was for 2 tme bushed, Bat Martin, who
13 no friend to sadaess, and does not know what
fatigue means, suddeniv burst forth in a tremen
dous voice with the ¢ Klass en trouvet atjn leven.
niet.’ Qur whole compaoy burst out laughng,
and all our Flemish comrades jomed bearnly i
the chorus.

¢ But the song which we sing with greatesi
spirit 18 our Belgian patriotic song. Vietor, whe
somelimes fiods rbymes 1n his pocket, bas wurned
it 1nto a fort of Brabanconne, { 1 may so call
it, and our dear country’s song riogs daily througl
the Itahan sky. These are the words, and |
doubt not onr friends mll, in remembrance of us,
often sing it in our fatherland.

FOR PETBR'3 OHAIR.

BONG OF THB BRLGIAN PONTIFICAL VOLUNTEZERS,
For Peler's Ohair we faoe the hour of dabpger,

For Peter’s Qhir oor awell.og bearts neat high,
In Piue' cause we'll quell the faithless atranger,

For Pros’ canse full gladly wiil we die,
To arms! to arms ! the fetters barat asunder,

wWhieh nnbeliet haa forged witb imptous baad,
Belgiars, to arma! through all the lani in thucder

Pen!’s yon:‘ old watchword, ‘Faith and Father-

and.

‘ For Faith and Fatheiland'—tbat watobword cry-

iog,
Rach Belgian troe cugheathes his trusty sword ; -
For Fatherland at rest and pance ia lyfog,
Neeas pot hie sid, bat claims is for bis Lio. d.
A 7inst the Jrogs of Jesus' love 1ha 1oken, .
impious

-[ rejorcing m the redoutled

And if we fall, then shai! his Vicar’s blessing ~
Pledge of bis own~hallow onr Jatest broath,

O Lord of Hosts, Almighty and all Jovig
_Whostill doth watch Thy children £ ng on bigh
Firm at Thy Oross we'll tuke our atand nnmo;-

g,
Till dawne oar Father's hour of victory,
If to our blood that victory be given,
Right thankfully and gladly will we dje
8o by our death Thy Ohurch’s chaing be riv,en
* For Peter's Chalr,’ sha!l be our latest cry."

¢ Well done!” saiid Wouter, the carpenter.
¢ o0d will that song go to the tune of the Bra:
bangoone ¥

‘ Certamly,’ answered the landlord o
Crosg Bow. ¢Dudo’t you understand fw:;:‘:
Peerjan said? Itisa Papa) Brabangonne. Eb
Peerjan 7 ’

‘ That’s the thing,” answered the old Pic

; What do you think, goad people ? Sha(lll‘n::;
earn to sing it, to the accompanim
baod ? Sbgukl we practiee it 7° P et of the
* Yes, yes, certamly,’ cried they all, ¢« We
will write it out to day.’
fCome oz, eaid 1oe amith, ¢ we’l| begin at
once.’
* That’s to say,’ growled Prerjan, ¢ you would
hike to bear the rest first, 1 suppose ?  TListep,”
and he unfolded agolher letter, * Listen to wha’t
Jodeph says of the hfe in the camp.’

¢ Our camp lies at a short distance from Term
the bhead quarters of the armg. We sleep "
der ten's, and our first employment after our ar-
rival was to learn to pitch them, Havmg ac-
complished this noiot, we pow spend our ime in
other occupations, After the drill, the rest of the
d:_iy 18 employed in carryiog wood, purchasing
victuals, and carrying water. The Jagt espe-
cially, keeps us fully employed, for ym’x must
koow we bave to bring it Irom a great distance ;
we bave to fetch 1t from Colles-1poli, g vrllagé
which stands oo a high il at about tiree miles
distance from our camp, We bring the water
m great buckets, but Martin ficds them (oo
small for his great shoulders,

¢ Have you othing else to give me? asked
be, laughing, ¢ but these balf-piots, which carry
aothitg T

¢ Aud our captain gave him u pail as big asa
hoal, and it is great fun to see bow our com-
panions flock around bim on his reruro, so thirsty
are they tor the wealth e carries.

¢ Theo tollows the cleaning of our belts apd
polishing of our arms, and a thousand nther little
occupations of camp life, and you will see that
our day 18 well filled up, aud we have no reason
to fear for lack of occupation.

‘Aod yet, notwithstanding our long and fa-
tipuing mihtary exercise, and all the labor of (e
soldier’s daly work, we bave oever beep S0
happy, never so contented as now. We would
oot chaoge our rough camp hfe for all the plea-
sure of the great world. Are we pot laboraing
+od suffering for the Church of Christ ? and is
not that one thought enough to make all priva—
tioo hight and all suflering sweet ?

*Ou! what coonot man do when he works for
God and with God. Tbe Pontfical Volynteers
are for the most part children of good houses,
brought up 10 proeperity, tender plants whech
might be expected to bend before the slightest
breath, Alfter a long drill, after leaping, spring-
10g, climbiag, for six or seven bours under a
burniog cky, they return to the camp tired out,
covered with dust and perspiration, with oper
moutb, swollen eyes, burming lips, laboring
breath: yet after a snort sleeg, a few - moments®
rest, in less than half an hour they are full again
of lite and spiruts, K

" %1 thiok sometimes that 1t is just like a wood
after a storm—the lightoing flashes, the thunder
growls, the ram stream dowyn op the -thirsty
earth, and so loog as the hurricane rages, the
music of the feathered inhabitants of the wood is
silent 5 not o siogle hittle bird chirps, not a sound
18 beard among the green bows.  Even for sonte
rime after the storm . is over, a deep solemn
stilloess reigos over the wood, At last ope lit—
tle voice 1s heard and -then a. second, thes an-
other and anotber,and :oon the whole chorus
chimes forth sweeter and stronger than ever, as

oy and in the bal
breath of purified nature o o my
¢ 8o it is with us. As 2070 a8 we have rested .

Stefano and Lis suter, have left ‘the Eternal

- Raze thomsand foes with armed. and
baod ) N .

anhde, one begws to ming,- anotber to play thy . .-

b



