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~ CHAPTER XVIL—CONT:NUED.

t Come, come,’ was the cool answer ; ¢ this is
all childish nonsense, which be will be ashamed
of when he gets better. Has he not often de-
sired us pever to give beed to such a request,
ghonld be make it from weakness of miud.’

¢ But ke expressly wills it,

+ Aud I will it not ; and one day he will thank
me for refusing it.?

¢ A priest ! a priest !> umplored Ernest, writh—
ing in bis bed.

Tkhe physician tried to give him something to

~ driok.

¢ A priest, a priest !’

Morren, who was looking n borror on a scene
which bad driven bis own sorrow from his me-
mory, turned to Ernest’s sister.

‘Me_lufrrauw,’ said be, ‘will you have the
cruelty to refuse your brother’s last request 7

¢ We koow no priests,’ sighed the unbappy
girl.

¢ Oh, acswered Marren, fauy one 1w the
street will direct you to ome.”

¢ He will not come with me into the house of
a free-thinker, as they call us,’ _

s Can you think s6?  Go, unless you would
lay an everlasticg burden upon your heart,’

¢ A priest! a priest !’ screeched Ernest again,
10 a tone so terrible that his sister fled from the
room to fulfil his desire.

¢He shall not come in,’ thundered Erpest’s
brother as she jeft the room.

Meaowhile, Morren drew nearer to the bed.

¢ What ails you, Ernest 7’ asked he kindly.

t Ab, my friend,’ sighed the sicle man, © this
morning 1 was perfectly well, and suddenly, 1o a
moment, Jeath seized upon me, my whole body
was convulsed. Morren, Maorren, it is a punish-
ment. A few days age I also acted as the
dewii’s watchman by the death-bed of a{ree
thioker. He, slso—he asked for a priest, and I
refused bim. I mercilessly closed the door
against the servant of the Lord; fiend ke and
cold-btooded, I let my companion die hke a
helpless beast. Ab !> cried he, goashiog his
teeth in despair, ¢ A priest; he wll not come,
for they’—and be pointed to his three friends—
¢ yre watching round my bed to keep im away.
1 have deserved it, Morren, I have deserved it

Indeed, Ernest’s brother, with his accom-
plices, bad already moved towards the door,

¢To die,” ‘moaned the sick man, ¢so young
and so full of life, te die lke a perishing beast.
‘Woe is me, and what will follow after death?—~
Morren, do you kaow what will follow after
death 7’

The philosopher stood dumb, as if struck by
fire from Heaven.

Eruest raved like one possessed, relling rovnd
and round upon his bed, while all his limbs were
fearfully drawn together.

¢ He will not come,’ be howled again. ¢ The
priests—1 bave persecuted them,slandered them,
poured forth all my gall upon them, and they
know me — they koow the free-thinker, they
koow their enemy, and they will not belp me —
If they would, what will 1t avail me? It is too
late, there is no forgiveness for me now. I bave
blasphemed everything, despised everythmg,
mocked at everything.’

And be tore his bair in despair.

The door of the room opeaed, the sister of
the sick man bad retorned with a priest.

¢ This way reverend snr, said she as ske en-
tered the room,

She was follawed ‘by an ecclesiastic, 2 tali,
venerable old man. But before be could set
is foot mithin the room, the free=thinkers stood
Pale and threatenmng before him.

' Begone,’ thundered the brother of.the dying

mag, ®you sball not set foot in this room,

The priest seemed startled for a moment, but
soon recovered his composure.,

*Mynheer,” answered ke, * the aid of my boly
ministry was asked for a sick man.’

¢ No one here wants your belp.”.

¢ But the poor dying man yonder" and he
pointed to Eraest,

¢ A priest! belp! belp !’ cried he.

¢Out of my house, hypocrite,’ stormed the
brother, ¢ out of my house, or else—-?

* But 1 was sent for,

¢ No one could send for you, no one has au-
thority bere but myself,’

¢ Your victim, theo, has no nght to my assist-
ence 1 no right to his freedom, of which in so
fiendish a manner you will rob him.’

¢ Begone,” answered Ernest’s brother, ¢ and
quickly, too, or I mill call my zervants to turn
you out hke dog.’

The priest drew himself up to his full beight,
and answered with calm dignity~—

¢ Well ! said he, ¢ do your worst, but be as-
sured that I am not to be mtimidated. This s
a serious matter, Mynheer, and io the pame of
the freedom of conscience which you so bighly
extol, and which you are now so grievously op-
pressng, I defy you to prevent my access to the
dying man.’

¢ Enough,’ ioterrupted the elder Van Dormael,
furtously snatching a pistel from the wall, and
pointing it at tke priest’s head, f out of the house,
or I will send a bullet throvgh your brain.’

Morren bad thrown himself between the two
speakers, and dashed the fats] weapon aside, but
the free-thinker was beside himself,

reasor, 1n vamn did his sister fall at bis feet and
implore his mercy ; be thrust them both aside,

Mennwhile, the pbysician and his companien
took the priest by the arm, lorced him out of
the room, and closed {the door bebind them,

¢ Mynheer,’ smd they, ©weare witnesses of
your proceedings, and you will hzve to answer
for them before a court of justice unless you
leave this bouse without delay.’

The poor priest, hopeless of being able to do
apy good, descended tbe stars with tears in hug
eyes, .

He had hardly reached the bottom when the
door of the sick room was once more opened,
and this time it was the brotber of the miserable
free-thinker himself, who rushed frantically down
the stairs,

¢ Harrible ! horrible )’ eried he,
be will murder me.?

e was followed by his two companions, who,
vot koowing what had bappened during their
absepce from the sick bed, thought he was light-
headed, and tried to hold bim back.

§ He s turped into a devi), cried Ernest’s
brotker. ¢ Ily, fly ! he will tear us to pieces.)’

The room, indeed, was now a fearful scese,

The {ree.thioker lay on the ground strugpling
to escape from the haods of s sister and Myn-
heer Morren.

¢ Let me go, screamed he, ¢I will follow
them. The monsters! They will deliver me
over to the devil. Where are they? I wmill
tear every one of ' them to pieces. They called
m a priest to mock me—to faugh at my sufter-
1ags. Ab, ah! Tam a free-thinker ; I will have
no priests.’

Poor miserable wretch, His face was now
covered with purple spots, lns glassy eyes stared
wildly out of bis head, and a white inam stood
_upon bis tight-yressed Lips

¢ Where are they st:“ceched ke again, ¢ the
lpnests and the free thinkers? I will make an
end of them alf together. ¥a, ha !’ with alaugh
that pierced the hbearers’ souls. . ¢ Ha, ba! the
cowards. Let them but show themeelves, if
they dare.’ : '

It was enough to make tbe bair stand oo ao
end mith borror to witness this struggle between
the sick man under his terrble malady and the
two who tried to calm him and bnog bim back
to his bed.

At last bis strength was exbausted, apd Mor-
ren succeeded 1n hiting him by force from the
ground and layiog him on s bed,

Morren then placed himself mth the mister

¢ My friends,

| fearfully ¢rawn in, lis lips white as a sheet ;

la vaiz did Vietor’s father try to briog him to |

c!ose to the bedstead to prevent another es-
cape. 3

A convulsive shudder, wblcb now and then
passed over bis boly, was thé’only movement
still visible,

H:s mouth stood wide open, us cheeks were
his
eyes glowed like fire; bis face changed {rom
purple to black, from black again to purple.

Morren, with Ins arms crossed on his breast,
mournjully and silent, kept his eyes fixed mithout
a moment’s intermission upon the dyig mav.

He saw death makwng rapid strides, and he
would fain bave given some comfort to the un-
happy sufferer ; but alas! he found not in bis
a single word of copsolation to soften the last
confict of bis friead. He was forced to leave
death, the terrible enemy of all e doers, to
deal aloue, tremendous and irresistible, with bis
miserable viciim.

The phiosepher was no longer conscious of
what wss passing around him ; it seemed as if he
bimself lay oustretched there upon that bed of
anguish wrestliog witk death, aod with the power
of a just and awful Judge ; his heart shrank
pawnfully, and s chest seemed to paot for fresh
airy as if be were in danger of suffocation.

The free thinker’s sister sat sobbing with her
bead against the pillow ; she dared no longer
look upon the ghastly sight of the brother’s face
whose errors she bad shared, and who was teach-
ing her bow free-thukers die.

The stck man shuddered painfolly.

The philosopber stood plopged 1 painful
thought.

The sister rung her bands ia despa:r.
Io a room below, the devi'diM¥chmen sought
courage and strength in wine.

No one prayed in that accursed bouse,

So passed a few momeals 1z anxious expecta—
tion, when at last the free-thuker drew a deep
ratthng breath.

His sister raised her head and looked at him
with mournful angety ; his expression, less wild
tban belore, seemed to sigoify that his conscious-
ness was refurning.

s Ernest, ead she,
back ¥

¢ The priest,’ cried be, as if the word bad es-
cited all lis fury, ®no, no, away with him.—
Have I not 1old you he can do no good {or me ?
tbat there 18 now no forgiveness for me? that I
am lost.’

Morren tried to calm bim.

¢ Ah! Morren,” said be, with a borrible laugh,
itis all over. This 13 the hour which your
nephew foretold to me. Do you remensber it
now? ¢There will come an bour,” said he,
¢ when you will believe ; an hour when you will
call in despair for the belp of a priest, and who
knows whether God will then hear you? Yes,
yes ; that hour has come. I feel it inmy heart,
Here,” and he pressed his arms strongly one over
the other ; ‘here, it rages bere, it burnsio my
inmost heart. There is already the fire of hell,
which 10 a ferr moments will swallow me
up; for I feel it now, there is a hell,
there is a God, DMorren; you do not believe it.
Well, 1 tell you—T, the free-thinker—there is a
bell and there 1s a God.’

He turned himself again in hia bed, and the
cold sweat of Jeath stood upon his brow,

Suddenly, as if some horrible vision were be-
fore him, he opened his eyes, and with a howl of
terror stretched aut both tus arms.

¢ Look, look ! cried be, flonk yonder—there
they are. I know you, you come to murder me.
One, two three—Van Dael, the old beggar-wo-
mac, and Maso, and apother still. Ab/ | know
bim, too, Victor Morren with Maso’s dagger m
Ius breast, aad I gbarpesed that dagger—1 set
Maso on to murder Victor. Ab! the serpents,
there you are ; come, then, fall upon me, Ob,
they are trampling me to pieces,’ and the miser-
able man stretched ont both lis armsand breath-
ed painfully ; and there was a gurgliog m his
tbroat as if some heavy weight were pressing on
fns breast.

At that moment the door opened, and the
watchers of hell again entered the room.

The dyiog man fixed his Saming eyes upon
them.

¢ shall 1 call the priest

¢ Woe, woe, burst from him in a sufled voice ; ;
¢ there you sre, devils from the boltomless pit,
to carry me away.’

Asit tofly from his apgroaclisg doom, be
sprang from s bed with the strength of frenzy
and desparr.

It was all over: his body fell with a beavy ;
sound upon the floor. 'The free-thipker was
dead !

Myobeer Morren fled with all possible speed
from the accursed house,

What a lesson for tae proud philosopber !

¢ See, thus spoke a voice within his besrt,
¢ see whither erring reason leads, See how a
free-thioker dies. See the fate which awaits
you yourself, unless you return to the faith and
the worship of your youth.?

* But Ernest, whispered the spirit of evil in
ear, ¢ but Erpest was a bad man. Do not his
desparing revelaticns show it ? Did be not de-
clare i his dehirium 1hat he set the Jtahan upon
Victort What wonder then if the voice of hs
conscience awoke at the bhour of death and re-
proached lim with his crimes 7  But an upright
free-1binker, who has not acted agamst the dic-
tates of reason has nothiog to fear.’

" Bu! death,’ resumed the voice of the good
spirit, ¢ puis an end to all, the testimony of con-
science is but a mere chunera, frightening those
who will escape all punishmeant ; but if, after
this life, a ighteous judgmnent awaits us, death
must be as terrible to lum who has denied and

blasphened the Judge as to hum who has follow-
ed the dictates of lns passions,’

Again there was a strife between the spirit of
good apd the spint of evil for the possession of
Morren’s heart.

These thoughts chased each other through his
brain as he pursued lis way home.

The terrible picture of the free-thioker’s death
was still before his eyes.

The fiendish barbarity of Van Dormsel’s bro
ther and friends filled him wilb intense mdrgna-
tion ; the desparring death-strug:le and terrible
raving of the miserable man seemed to freeze
the bleod 10 ks veios, and his ghastly corpse, de-
formed and blackened by death,seemed to haunt
bis shudderiug sight.

Meanwhile anxiety as to the fate of his son
pierced bis beart hke a Haming sword. Had
oot Ergest spoken of DMaso’s dagger piercing
Victor’s breast? IIad the carbonaro indeed
accomphsted bis revenge ?

The unbappy fatber turned deadly pale, and
durst not purse the fearful (hought,

But when be reached his house another sor-
rowful scene awaited bim.

He had bardly set foot ia the room when a cry
escaped bsm, bis wife foy weeping in the arms ot
ber sister and her niece.

¢ What s this? cried be, hastily.

As ber only agswer, Mevrouw Morren gave
bim, with a trembling bad, a letter with the
Roman post-mark.

No sooner had the unhappy father cast a
hasty glance on its contents than, with a piercing
cry, be sank as if crushed vpoo a seat.

CHAPTER XVIille—FOR TWO FATHERS.

¢ Good morning, Nina,’

¢ Good morning, Carlotta: where do you
come from ?’

These were two of the young girls with whom
we made acqusintance at the fountain of ¢ Acqua
Paalo.’ -

¢ What do I see?” continued Nina, witbout
giviog ber friend time to answer, * Your eyes are
quite red, as if you had been crying.’

¢ Indeed,’ answered Carlotta, ¢ and if you had
beea with me, T am sure you would bave cried
too. I am just come from Nuoziata’s house,
where I have been to visit that dear sick Zouave.

? ' my beart

calm ;> and she began to weep again ;
is full when I think of him.” ~

¢ Is he no better since yesterday 7 -

¢ Better ? oh, no, I fear that our Lord will
very soon take him to Bimself.’

¢ Yet we bad such good hopes of him when we
went with Nunziata to pray to tae ¢ Madonoa di

Sant’ Agostino® for his recovery. Ou, how 1

| felt for Nunziate’s sorrow when she said Our

{ Ob, Nina, be is an Angel, so good, so gentle, so-

Lady s th.ny mith 80 many tears, and how
heartily we all answered ¢ Grazia, grazia; you
will give us this grazia, dear Mother.’?

There is a touching custom amoug the women
of the Trastevere, that whenever any of therr
neighbors or friends fall sick, the young girle of
the neighhor hood assemble together, and go to
cur Liady ¢ del? Orto? or of the Pantheoc, or
especiaily ¢f S. Augustine, to pray for bis re-
covery. The greater number of the pious pe-
titioners prepare themselves by confession for
the work of charily, and go barefoot to the
church. Then they Luneel “before the sacred
image, and if there is no great number of people
io the church, one begins the Litany, to which
the others answer in chorus, * Grazia, Marua,
Mother of God, grazia, let us not go away un-
consoled. You will give us this groce, will you
not, dear Mother ¥

¢ 1 behieve,” said Carlotta, 10 answer to her
companion’s last words, * that our Lord indeed
means to take him to Himself, for truly, Nina, I
tell you he is an Angel as sure as my name is
Carlotta. You should see with whet tender care
Nunziata ourres him ; she could not do more tor
ber own brother?

¢ But how comes he to be so itimate with the
Bianchi, that they treat him like a child of the
bouse ?

*E chi lo 227 Stefono and Nunziata say
oothing about it, and do.you suppose 1 could ask
them ? What are you thinking of? Mastro
Toto, my fether, taught me better manners; and
my motber, Sora Cecca, whom you knew so well
(may she rest i peace), always sad to me,
¢ Carlotta,” said she, * do not interfere in other
people’s business fartber than they are willing
to let you.” But what T have to say is that this
poor young mzmn is, I think, the very same whom
we saw pass the Acqua Paola with a strange
Signor.’

¢ Bali, do yon think that I remember anything
about tt?

¢ I remember it well,” answered the unwearied

gossip, © and ali the betier, becazse 1 saw Stc-
tano come back with bim and go iste the church
of Sin Pietro in Montorio.’
Winle the two Trasteverine were thus dig-
coursing, Joseph and Martin, together with Stex
fano, came out of the house and walked down
the street.

¢ Ab, continued Carlotta, ¢ I should not have
forgotten to tell you that these are the sick
Voluateer’s comrades, They are from Belgium,
a country very far trom this as Nupziata has
told me, and they keep so closely together, that
they never leave thewr companion by night or by
day ; now they are going with Stefano to the
railway to meet the poor young man’s parents.
Unbappy fatker and mother ! how sad it must
be for them to see their child die so far from
home.?

It was so, then. The sick man who was the
subject of this long conversation, was no other
than Victor. The fatigue and difficulty of the
Journey, especially over the Appenizes, had
thrown back the iavalid, whose health was far
from restored, into an illness which lefe little
room for hope.

The first day of the journey had been got
through tolerably well, but Victor soon began to
complaiv of unusual fatrgue and of renewed pain
in his wound.

They rested more frequently, but all their pre-
cautions availed nothiog, and they were obliged
to go on, cost what 1t might.

Martio’s broad sbioulders were again iz requr
sition, to Victor’s grief, who, to spare his fatigue,
represented bimself to be far stronger than he
was.

He complained as hittle as possible of fatigue,
but bis koees failed beneath him, and he was
obliged to lie down under the trees.

As they approached the journey’s end his ine
tence eagerness to reach 1t seemed to give him
fresh sirength. It seemed to be: the desire of
that noble beart to die upon the ground ballowed
by the blood of the martyre,

, accompanied with paing in* Ins clmt, now added .
o tus suﬂmngx. ’

But bis tllness wcreased daily, He frequantly =
fainted from fatigue; and-a bard, painful cough,



