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CHAPTER ¥11.—CONTINUED.

 Be it s0,” answered Victor; ¢ but this does
got free me from a debt of eternal gratitude and
frendship, Bur what extraordinary dispasition
of Providence were you senl just pow for my
p,”pnaﬁon‘! and, if 1t be pet anndiscreet
question, how comes my antagonmist, who has
Jived for 8o many years in Belgium, to be so well
known to you : )

s Tr was ipdeed a disposttion of Divine Provi-
Jence which sent me to this spot,  Knaw then,
my fneod, (but ark me po more thao 'I am about
1o tell you,) your base antagoowst is my own
brother—a pr~digal sop who has overwhelined
s f-m y with sorrow. You may judge whe-
ther I, even in the midst of my grief for his
wickedness, bare reason te acqount mys-ifba py
10 have saved him from a horrible erme. My
poor brotber ! ke was once brave and go d ; but
enl companiops and abnve all, serret sorieties,
have been his destruction.

¢ Terrible events, which alas! have laid a
weight of years upon my heart, obliged him fo
leave this country. We bad bheard poibing of
Bim from that time, apd his retura to the Erernal
City was entirely unknown to us, wheo this very
day my sister (Nunziata 1s ber pame) saw him
pass the Paulice Fouo'sin in your company.—
Vounz as she was when he left us, she recogmzed
bim at the first glance, for, in the days of his -
nocence, Nuiz:ata was Gennaro’s darhny, and
yesrs of crime bad pot so utterly chapnged his
appearance, but tbat she at opce knew the face
which was ever before her memory. Seeing
himin company with a Pontifical Voluntee,
anxious forebacings fitlled her beart, and she na-t
ened home at once 1o make knowo tbe matler tn
me. I followed you iamediately in the direc-
tion poicted out by her, hoping to fied an op-
poriupity of speaking to my brother alope 5 but
whep 1 saw you strike isto a side path, and lost
mght of you io the coppice, 8 terror seized me
of approachizg ; I forced my way through the
bushes. You know the rest.”

+ Ob, ves! apswered Victor earcestly. * My
noble friend ! 1 knaw | owe my preservatioa to
you, Oh! bow can Irepsy you? Stefino-
iet me call you so, as ap old friepd—S-efapn,
we will pray togetber for vour erring broth-r.’

Siefano wept. He felt that he bad 1o do
with a true Curistian ; for the lose of envmies is
oge of the sirongest characleristi s of fhe foi
lowers of the Heart ot Jesus, e graspes
Victor's hand.

¢ Tharks, tbaoks, be said, ¢ for those good
words, They are a batm to my burang hean.’

Meanwuile, they approached the eity, walking
toge!her 1 silence.

‘When they reached e Coburch of San
Pretro, io Montorio, they entered it logether, as
if iepired by one common feeling ; 1bey koebs
‘belore the Cbapel where the Holy Virgmn, * deila
Lettera,’ is venerated. Stefano prayed for s
brotber, Victor implored penttence and for—
giveness for his enemy, ané gave thanks fo God
for tis unhoped-for deliverance. H.« ferseatly
did both prayers rise to Heaveo before the mirs
culous imape of the Mother of the Churcb, in
the place where tie first Pope of Rome recetved
the crown of martyrdom. For 1t 18 on this very
spot, according to tradition, that S. Peter was
cracified. Could Viclor doubt that Mary, the
especigl Protectress of the glorious Pius, and
Peter, the first Vicar of Cbrist, had delivered
the Holy Father’s soldier from the death which
threatened bim?

Mezanwhile, Gennaro, with hell in bis bosom,
fled out of Rome. He raised his havd oo high,
Uhteripg  blasphemy oo blaspbemy, as 1if lo defy
Heay-n itself,

*AbY thundered he, * the coward has escaned
me, ‘Well, another time he shall not get oft so
eatily. Forward! forward! on my accursed
pith! Forward! forward! T eha'l find him
W'-: I shall avenge myself before hell claims
me ! ‘

Axnd us hollow laugh echoed through the field
like the ghostly merriment of a lost soul,

* Then, as if be bad suddenly made his deter
Mination, be basteped forward to the ¢ Ports
Portese,’ Suddenly, at a turn of the road,a
Vomap atood before him.

* Geonaro 1?

* Nuoziata . J

He bad recogaized his sister by her voice.

* Gennaro, bave you spoken with Stefano !

o° bis brother’s name, ¢ Away, Nunziata ; all
18 over between us. He hes snatched my re
venge lrom me, He has threatened me with
impriscoment, death, and shame ?

¢ Unbappy one,” answered Nunziata, ¢T was
not mistaken ; vou had your victim besile you
Genuaro, Gennaro. bave you stifled the woice of
your conscienee for ever? Does his bloody
shade—you well know whose—never come to
distorb your rest

tAway, once more, cried the ¢ carbanare’
with ipcreasing anger ¢ Let me pass, Nuoziata,
or I will trample on your b dy.

She sprang forward like a Loness at bzy,

* Well? she cried, with all 2 Roman’s cour
age. ¢ Well lift your guilty hand +gaipst your
sister ; bt Gennaro, I fear vou not, No 1
fear vou not, and you shall bear me, and bear
me tn the end.’

* Out of 1oy way, woman,” thundered he, push-
g her out of the path, ¢ and say to Stefan. tr
v who bas balked me of my reveoge, that 1
swear an eternal and ubwitigable bate apains
bun.?

Nupziata in the meaowhile bad recovered
herself,

$Avd to me, also,” she replied, ¢for it wos
through me, 10 the first place, that vou were
balked of your vengezncs. (3nd knows | came
tither to bring you to a betrer md ; hot youwr
heart, hrother is sbut agamst me.  Your heor -
uot yet come, aod oh ! will it ever come ?

* My bour. tve bhour of vengeance, Yeo.
muttered he, ag he suddenly hroko from ber,

* Tre hour of grace” said she with a sigh,—
*Oi! G unaro, you once loved m- so dearh,
Tn the name of our love, take with von e oo
membrap '« of my last words,  Anticipate the
hour of justice be it but by a moment.

He vouchsated not te haen to her any tur
tber, She refurned weeprg fo0 the cify

She had hardly entered the house when Ste-
fano and Vietor came 1o,

¢ have spoken ta him, hut he will hear
nothing. On. Gl Ob Giud! (s there i
hope lelt for s . nor saul ??

Nne now ohserved Vicror,

* Pardor,’ cried she lalling on her Lnees bee
f re tum, * pardop.’

* St ud up. 8 ynorma,? saidd the Z waveshack
td at the sight, € Do not T owe my safery to
your heather

» Bu ke, § e sahbed, * he t 0 11 my hoother?

¢ A d mine alsn.? answrered 1he Zovave gently.
¢ Aa erung brotver, for whnse retura we shall
all prav fogelrr ?

Nunziata 400 kd at bun in am=z-ment § there
was no® the -hgh est ¢lowl, 1he shghtest expres
sion of anger on s eount-nauce, nothing was
risthie there bt tender compassion,

¢ Swenor, you are an angel.’

V rv tar lrom w, Signorma Nunziata,” re-
pled Viertor ainding 3 * and don't call we Swaar,
bat siwply Vietnr, for | want 10 he a brother to
you and Stefano, My dute will soon call me
from Rome, but I hope soon 1o reiurn, and to

be recewwed as a2 el of the bouse, Suale it
aot b sa, dear St-fano.!
Stefane warmlv  pressed his hand, Viet r

bad found fas' friends 1 thes foreigo land.

H» kept perlect sidence with regard 1o the
circustances winch had nearly proved fatal 1o
tim, making them knowa to none but Joseph
aad Marvio, who determined to keep a strict
watch nver his safery.

On the follawing day Victor received a letter
from his mother who tnld bhim that she had ob.
served 2 wonderful clange 10 ms luther’s de-
meanor, He who bad formerly list-ped with
visible coldness 1o any tidings irom his sro, had
suddenly evinced great eagerness for bis last
tetter. He had desired her to write inmediate
ly to Victor, aud ask for a speedy reuly and re-
commend him strongly to keep clear of Maso it
he should meet with him. ‘for the fellow is
brewing mischief for my chld.’

Delighted with the good news, Victor lost no
tume in setting bis parent’s anxiely at rest, aod
seeing no becessity to make known to them the
daager which he bad but pow escaped, he simply
asgured ther that Maso had done nothing to in
jure bum, for that s plans bad come to nought.

How came the elder Morreo to be possessed
by 80 sudden a desire to bear of Vietor? And
how came he thus to saspect the evil designs of
the ¢ carbonara > wbo had spoken to him of ins
‘ntended d parture, and who assuredly would not
have mformed bim of the object of his journey
to Rome ?

CHAPTER VII[. — THE SPIRIT OF GOOD AND
THE SPIRIT OF EVIL.

The feudal castle of Schrambeek, with which
we made the resder acquamted 1n the beginnirg
of our story, 1s a visble mooument of the Mid
dle Ages. A heavy square buildiog, detended
at eoch corper by o strong tower, is connected
by a miog o front with a filth gmgantic tower,
which seems to keep continual watch to bar all
nocess to the mterior of tie eastle.

. "Bpoken 7* anuvered he, raging at ‘the sound |

The castle is defended on three sides l_ly 2

deep moat, and surrounded on the fourth by a
balf-circle of buildings surmounted by turrets.

The deep splay of the wiadows 2ad the nar~
row loopholes, tertify, even 1o an exterior view,
the resistance which those thick walls could
have opposed to sy hostile attack.

The castle bhad striven for many a century
aga'nst the assaults of the elements, and now
hears many and grievous tokens of the wounds
which it has teceived from the destructive haod
of time. The weather cocks are rusted on the
‘urrets, the gates brokeo, the walls sphit by the
incegsast dropping of warer, and weeds sown by
many a wicd have taken root on the battle
ments.

A part of the old eastle lies already 1o ruins,
and lime is surely, but slowly, doing its wark on
‘he rest.

Yet kow strikiog 13 the half-fallen castle 10
'ts niclaresque decay !

Hnw impressive is the sieht of this long-en-
‘uring witpess of the life of our forefa-hers.

(), how often n my vooth, when I used to
com3 to spend some time ip Schrambrek have T
dreamed away hour after hour—gaging unon

hose grey walls, and calling 1o hie once mo e
the old warriors whn once dwelt there! HHnow
~agerly did { turn over evere hank that fell in
my wag, how clasely did I gustion every
villager in Schramheek to dincover everyihing
“hat was 19 he knowq abnut the ol place ! and
he hooks to!ld me the history of the castle,
#hirh, hawever, bas nothing to no wnth the por-
unrt of mv tale.  And the etlagers tald me the
teaditinne of thewr forefathers, and here sn¢
‘kere one of the simplest amoog them would
neih2ps hint that the castle was banpted ; b
where i3 the ruin of which the lke may not be
~aid ?

A few days before the events related i our
it chapter, the elder Marren, with tus friend
E-nest Van Darmacl, were taking a walk aver
the hills tn the parth-west of Sehrambrek, Er
Pl rame 0 e prewnns evening lo vist Mor
r 0 at his cou trv-house, or rather, with 1he
H-ndish design to Yav 4 snare for the philasgher
enich migit draw bim cepper down nto the gull
of unbehef,

Y+t having heen unable to see Mynhee:
M rren alane, he bad no opportuntly of carrying
ont hia plan.

He had, therefare, proposed a walk to th
castle op pretext of enibng e rums, but o
realily 10 secure 2 private infersiew with b
host.

Their way lav by the ¢ Tronstkapel,?

T re.a was there, praving fervoptly,

+ Ah Terea® sard Morren, who kpew her
~ell and often gave her a0 alms, for he was -
kind kearted man, ¢ Ab, Teresa. there you are
atwwave at yaar prayers. 11 spems 10 me tha
yon never do anythigp #lse bat prav.’

Teresa s'ood up and leant unan her crateh.

» Ah P wnat should an old cripple hke me
have hetter tn do T she asked.

And, without piving him time 10 answer~—

* Dn you know,> cnntioued she, ¢ for whom 1
was praying ¥

¢ How should T know ?

* Weli, Tam gamng to tell you, 1 was prayv-
‘ny for onr ehldren 2t Rome; for your Victor,
Mgynheer, for Joseph and Martin.

s Bahi ! as for Martin,® enswered Morren, * he
has not much to thank you for. Did you nor
send bhim away yourself 7

+Da you think, answered Teresa, ¢that I
have not the heart of a mother?  Ah, Mynheer
poor penple love their children aswell,and some
tunes befter than the rich. Do you thiok that
the thouaht of mv ab<ent child never troubles
me, that 1 have po apmons fears about the lot
which perhaps awaits bim.?

+ Foohish womag,? mterrupted Ernest scoroful-
Iy, ¢ wham bave you to thank but yourself, Have
[ not just heard you sent hiro o0 thl_s expedition
vourself? Why did you nat keep him at bome §
then you tght have spared yourself the trouble
of all 1he fruitless prayers thal you are saying
here,? i

Teresa looked at the scofler with a prerciog
eye.

s Are you a Christian # asked she,
words do not sound as if you were,’

¢ Very possibly not, acswered Earnest con-
temptuously.

* Taen you will pot usderstand me, Sull 1
will tell you why 1 did oot keep my boy at
home ; becaase,’ countmned she stowly, ¢Tam
zot a rcother ooly but a Chnstian aleo. More-

¢ Your

and because the Father of all Christians, 18
threatened, shoold [ at such a time of danger
<hriok from my duty apd keep tbe child of wy
love at home? If I did, could not Godasa
punishment for my faithlessuess soatch my son
even from my sde? Can He not, as the
remard of daty fulfilled, preserve him even in
the midst of the enemy's bullets #

Mynbeer Morren was astomished ; he had

pever heard the beggar 5o elequent.

A mocking smile played va Ercest’s lip.

tGod] God!” said he, ¢ that is the word by
which you explain everpthing, But where is
God? Have you ever seen hum P

*Asifwe were to believe nothing but what
we have seen! 1 bave pever seen vou before,
Mraheer, said Teresa laughmg, ©aund so you
have never been. * To see (3od,” she contioued,
is impossible tn our eyes, yet everythiog around
tells me that He 25.°

¢Come, come,’ muttered Erpest, driven off
tke field by the beggar woman’s bitting remarks.
$ what is the use of ralking to thus stupid old wo
man. There 1s po God, and that is the end of
the matter,

*No; rthat 13 not tbe end of the matler,’
Teresa cried after him. *Be well assured,

aver, I was a Christian before 1 was a mother, | p

Mpynheer, an bour will come when you will de
sire with all your heart to believe in Gnod,—
Will He thea give you grace to do so. I fear
not ?

Ernest bit bis lip with rage. This was the
secopd time that the inevitable bour of death had
heen brought betore him as aw hour of coafusion
and desoarr to the proud [ree-thinker.

He sremed not to be yet at the end of the
misfortunes which beset his stay at Schrambesk,
for 21 1hat moment a messenger came to summon
Mehepr Morren npon pressiog busiaess.

The {ree thinker’s plan was set aside, but he
determined to continue his wa'k round the cas
tle. in the hope that he might find an opportunity
later in the day of carrving 1t out.

He was now close to the castle, and as the
gate stand open and he knew thai i1t wus vooc
cupied, he entered 1t without ceremnny.

He went throngh several rooms, uniil at Jast

flanr.

Having looked around bim for some time, he
w.8 ahout 1o descend by apather stair, when he
foond msIf 10 complete darkness,  The
groupd broke suddenly under his feet, be rolled
dawn, remawned for a moment haoging nver &
vault, which broke vonder the weight of bis body
amil he fell on the soft ground at the bottom of a
fark pit,

He was only a little stunned, and soon re-

~overed s conseiousoess, but s position was
auy ving hut pl-asapt,
He cavgit a ghimpse of a fant light, high, very
wgh, above i3 head; be felt the walls
 bis dungeon round apd round — there
was no star, a0 docr, nothiog which offered bhm
» meuns of escape,

Had he fuuad his grave here already?  Had
ai awtnl hour which had been just now lore
told to bim already come?

The muserable wretch entirely lost Ing pre-
-ence of mind ; te never reflected that Mynheer
Morren was sure before long to come in search
-»f hun, and saw nothing before him but impend.
ing death,

The eold sweat stocd aon his face, and be
paced round and round bis dungeon, bowhog hke
a wild beast,

Suddenly he thought he heard a slight noise
t the top of the wall. He hsteced.

* Who is there, within I’ cried a vaice throogh
the erevice ot the wall.
¢ On, save me ! save me !’ cried the wretched
man, recuvering a gleam of hope at the sound of
a boman voice.
¢ Who are you ?’
¢ A srranger visiling the castle,who bas fallen
iota rars hofe.?

Teresa. for it was her voice, as she pasged by
had heard the howling of the prisaner.

She smiled as a thought crossed her mind.

t An ! cried she,* this is the hour I told of—
the hour of God’s vengeance,’

‘Oh, oo !’ be screamed ; ‘don’t say that.
H-!p me out, cost what it may. I wll reward
you. I will give you much gold.?

*Bab P said Teresa, ¢ what do 1 want with
gold ¥

* Much gold,’ e repeated agam.

¢ Do you believe now,’ smd the beggar, * that
there 153 God

- Help, help,? cried he from within,

T wilt pot help ynu, and oobody will aelp you,
for everybody in the village believes thet this
tower s hauated ; nobady will dare to come near
oun.’ :

The free-thinker began to howl agaia.

Teresa could bardly belp lavghing.

¢ Do you believe now that tbere is a God 7

¢ Save me, save me!’ cried be, out of the
itl

¢] will not save you unless you acknowledee
that thereis a God. Very good, you will nct,
Farewell, then, I go mad leave you alone with
his avengiog arm ’

! Wretched woman,” muttered the free-thinker,
¢ Well, yes,” screeched he, ¢ there 1s a God.’

fVery good: Now I will get some oze to
help yous Wait a momeat.” v

| And the ran into the garden beside the cas-
tle.

“Farner Nells, sad she, ¢ there 1 a -a¢ in
the well; a poor wretch 1 the ¢ Spectre’s
Tow>r’ Come and belp bim out.’

.‘In the Spectre’s Tower ! raid Nellis in a
fright. <I am not going there.?

¢ Nonsense.” san Teres?, ¢ with your super—
stitien.  You’re no child, now, and X .s.ure 1on
itisa hvirg man that has fallen in. Wonld
you leave bim to die, for fear of spectres which
only exist 10 your own fanes.?

With great d ficulty she persuaded the good
man to follow ber.

They s0~n renched the dungeon which had
received <o unexpected a guest,

Twresa, better arquainted than Nehe with the
ifferent parts of 1he casthe, carefally made ap
opemng ip the vault beside the stairc e by
which the free thinker had descended,

Tt seemvd as 1f a weipht had been removed
from bis breast ; he breathed more freely.

The beggar threw am a rope.

* Fisten thie well round your waist,” sail} she,
¢ Now, Nelis, draw it up, hw carefully, for +ke
vault s rumuus,  Qge, two, three.  Very good.
Here be is.?
Van Dormael was saved ; but being once
saved he was furious zgawnst Ins deliverer. Had
not thal peasant woman woo a most shameluf
victory over bim, the proud free-thinker, and
farced im to do homage 1o God, though anly
with hia hips,

H flung ber a few gold pieces.

The beggar rejscted them with contempt,

¢ Keep your gold, Mynheer, said she, scorg~
twlly, *but henceforth carry not your blas.
nhemies so tar, for you see the fear 2f death can
make you change your tone. Nels, be 20 good

he lound a wwding stair in one of 1he cases, [as to bring Myonheer to barbor, for my company
«tll uniajured, which brought bim to o second { may not be agreeable to him,?

And she hobbled on with ber cruteh.

Tne free thwker had not found s stay at
Schrambeek very pleasant, and was glad 1o find
bun<elf oo the same day 10 Morcen’s compagy
on *he way to the railrpad.
| He bad determined now to carry out his

plan,

¢ My dear friend, be begau, as soon as they

w-re out of the village, * I have litherto bad no

cunortumty of making known to you tue princ-

pal object of my journey.’

Morren said with some surprise :

* Tne principal ohject of your yourney? Had

you anr other than a vimt of pleasure, Erpest P

‘ Assuredly.” L e rephied, ¢ 1 came to prove my

friendstup and regard for you.  You know, my

200d friend, that a number of your most intimate

'riends are members of the powerful sociely of

Freemasons, “Well, 1t is known that you have

4ITEN your s0n permision to enter the Pope’s

-ervice. Allow me 1o tell you, my friend, that

‘his has done you harm 1n the estimatiag of your

old compapions. You are suspected of being

an longer firm 10 your prineiples.’

*But, Ergest, do they not see that 1t is the

cery strengtn of my principles which bas obliged

me fo leave Victor free to follow bis own.

¢ Well acd good,” replied Van Dormael, 51§

you bad only :llowed bim liberty, but they wili

have 1t that you sympathize ia bis undertaking.

Tins weskness (so | will call 1) bears amengst

your friends the name of cowardtce, and they

cannot lorgive you for appearing to take part in.

the defesce of the Papacy.’

¢Far from 1t, interrupted Morren, ¢ and st is

false, Ernest, to say that I have approved Vie-

tor’s resolve. L Ekave simply left him to exer-

cise lus free choice.?

Be it so,” answered his compavion, ¢ and )

am personatly conviced that you bave in no

respect altered your opinions, but our friends

thiok otherwise. I will deal openly with you.

Sume members of the society, who do not view
you with a very friendly eye, because you refuse
lo join ug, have represented the matter. 1o the
darkest colors. They bave described you as
wavering in your convictions and on the way bac't
o the gotry of your youth, and bave brough:
Victor’s case formmd in confirmation of thew
conviclion,? .

‘Butali this 13 pothng to the purpose, as I
]have told you before, answered Morren sharp-.
yl
¢ No, my iziend ; 1 know it answered Vaa
Dormael.  ¢1 said s0 myself at the ¢ Lodge,’

but what can one do? 'They thiok othermise.
Let us come to the point, however, This is
what I bave to propose to you: Your honor and
interest require that you should give a public
contradiction to this slander. 1 have com:,
therefare, to advise and beseech you to jom th:
society of Freemasops. You will thus show
that you are tke same bold, codaunted thioker a1
ever; you will sbut the mowb of slander, and
regain the confidence of your old friends.?”

¢ Earnesl,’ answered Morren calmly, ¢ T thank
you for your advice, for I am sure it is prompted
by friendship, but I eannot follow it. You
know what I bave often sqid to you ; bewy an
* undaunted throker.” as you call me, I copnot
Place my resson uoder the bondage of Freeima~




