AT
11 R\INRAVECS

i
Y

RIS

CATHOLIC CHRONICLE.

i

I -

24, 1869.

vOoL. XX.
- iF."am the Catholic Mirror.)

AURELIA;
_oR,
THE JEWS OF CAPENA GATS.

Freely Translated from the Fronch of M, A.‘ Quinton

PART TEIRD.~THE VESTAL.

CHAPTRR X1iL.—(CONTINUED.)

« the Grand-Vestal found a sivgular
p‘ej:s‘;?e“i,n Cecilia’s conversation.  Several mo-
{iyes revived contioually the 1nterest and sympa-
thy by which sbe felt drawn towards the humble
yotog mation who had given such ao example of

eperosity and greatoess of _so‘ul.

Corpelia preserved 2 vivid rememhr?nce of
the compassion shown her by the p(J.n:Iﬂ.Cle—
mens, when he bad met her at Aurglla s hoqse,
slill crushed under the shamefu) pupishment in-
flicted by Helvius Apripp2, fo'r having allowed
tbe sacred fire to bure out. Fhe words of the
pootif of the Christians hiad mude a deepim
pression o ber mind 3 and she could not !orgit
the look of pity which accompanied the priest’s
condolence for the victim condemned by a bar-
barous creed to an immolation imposed by force

rpety ted by terrof. )
am’iI‘E: pGrand Vegtal felt a longing desire to
know better the religion she had often beard as-
sailed, but which had appeared g0 I-Jeaunful to
her as described by the elogoent voice of the
chief of the Clristians. .

Chashity was also one of the virtues of tlus
gew creed ; Ciemens bad celebrated 1t 10 two
mognificent epistles  which the Grand Vestal.
urged by & singular curiosity, had waoted to
read. Sbe bad learned from them .that a large
gumber of Christian young girls held it a glory to
remam the spotless brides of the divige Lamb ;
but she had not understood the fizurative sense
of these exoression ; trom the want of proper in-
terpretation, what she bad read and heard bad
left 1o ber mied a confusion which she eagerly
wished to have varavelled.

Who better than Cecilia could dissipate this
arkness, substitute calmoess to this trounble, and
salisfy this ardeat curiosity 7 A few conversa
tions with ihis voung woman filled Cornelia with
astomshment and revealed to ber a new field of
thought. Oa one cecasion she had qugshoned
ber on Christian celibacy, and asked her if there
was any simlarity between the Vestals and those
youog girls who, for Christ’s sake, condemped
tbemselves to the same duttes,

* Christ, replied Cecilia, ©does not demand
that we should select Iim for our only spouse;
but when we have made this sacrifice, He re—
quires that 1t sball be complete.

¢To whet manoer 7’ asked the Graad: Vestal.

¢TI0 does not suffice that ihe chastity of the
body should be preserved ; but the soul must
keep inviolate the phghted faith, and its purity
must oot be soiled even by a sinful desire.”

Cornelia remained silent, weighwg meutally
these simple words i which she found the con

" demation of her secret seatiments.

i1 can understand; she remarked at last,
“that a sacrifice freely consented should be made
}vilhout reservation ; it becomes easy when one
i1s pot compelled to make it.’

¢ God sustaios and strengthens the courage of

Bis’servants; He fills the beart with immense
Jo3. :
_The Vestals know nothing of these consola-
tions of (he soul? said the priestess hitterly.—
‘Nothing bas been lelt them but saduess snd
regret, ~How can they help cursing their ob-
ligations 7

“ There is doubtless this great difference be-
tmeen you and our virgins, resumed Cecilia,
‘that they bear with joy the yoke they have
‘Y_olunlmly accepted, and you submit to a peces-
ity which provokes your legitimate complaints.
However,) she added, smiling, ‘the Vestals
olberwise much resemble our young girls, and 1t
would not be difcult to show that their duties
are the same and they can find consolation in
therr fulfilment,?

‘Indeed I exclaimed the Grand-Vestal, with
Some irony, ¢ I curious to see how you will prove
tome that 1 ax bhapey.? :

* Madam,” said Cecilia, ¢ote of the great
Precepts of our religion is 1hat we must'confide
 Gods will and submit. to His designs, He
tlote disposes of blessings and trials, and, we

_must accept -what 1t pleases Him to send us.—~

'be most perfect among vs ask a3 favar, to
Yeceive sufferings and sorrow rather than Joy and
bappidess ; the others must resign themselves vp

to afilichion 1t Providence so wills it, and this re-

Ygnation toon becomes an immense consola}ion.
ou see that abpepation ‘may transform our un
Wppiest condition.’ S
*Thin is all very well, my dear child,’ said the

R

Grand-Vestal pensively, ¢ but 1 am not a Christ.
1an, sed I have mpot tbe resource of your vir-
tues,’

¢ No, madam, it is true that you are nota
Cbristian, but if virtue is good acd may make
you bappier, why oot try 1t ?’
" 'The Grand-Vestal smled ot the amiable young
woman®s frakuoess,

¢ My dear child, she resumed, ¢ you have told
me that compulsion 1s not aduntted among you.
Has not one the right to try to escape from the
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¢ When we returped bome, we found my fa-
ther sitting 10 the middle of tbe Atrium,2nd
plunged 1w the deepest sadness. Upon seeing
we, he started, and bitter tears descended stowly
down s pallid cheeks. T rushed ioto his arms,
as was my wont, and while he held ne passion.
ately clasped, as though 1 were threatered by
some pressing dapger, I heard bius say to my mo
ther ip a voice choked by emoti-n:

¢ Lzha is dead !

‘ Dead !” exclaimed my wother, as fatly, and

restramnt imposed against one’s will?.... Is
aot thought free m one who obeys a compulsory
power 7 ..., What is your opinion 7’

Cecilia understood easily the allusion to the

Grand Vestal’s owa sifuatiop, She suspected
the secret sentiments which had dictsted this
question whose importance was betrayed by the
anxiety depicted op the questioner’s fea‘ures.

¢ Madam,” replied the young wemao sertously,
¢ duty, whatever be the conditions upon which we
acsume 1ts fulfilment, is duty st ..., Volun-
tary or not, ourlaw forbids its violation.’

Cornelia, started at these words. Sbere-
mamed silent a few momenis, collecting ber
thoughts, and when at last she spoke her face
was bathed with tears.

¢ Cecilia,” she exclaimed, ¢ you do not know
all 1 bave suffered and stll suffer. Your reh-
gion capnot condemn complaint. ... Listen te
my story. 1t 1s onlv when you wil have learned
bow I was made a Vestal, that you can compre-
hend my misfortune, and koow 1he bitter apguish
that fills my soul and whicb T have tried, so far,
to concea! from you.

These last words of the Grand-Vestal need
some explanation.

Metellus Celer’s letters, frequent et first, bad
suddenly stopped, and the Vestal was at [oss to
explamn this silence. She questioned Cecilia
who knew 8o more thao that the mysterious mes-
senger kad ceased commmg. We kuow the rea
son of this, but Coraelia could not be aware that
this interruption was due to the discovery of the
conspiracy, and much fess that lpe letter con-
veying to her the anxiously wished for assurance
of Metellus Celer’s love bad been placed under
the Emperor’s eyes, and was now ia the hands
of the pontiff of the Christians.

If the Grapd-Vestal, unable to controf her
growing anxiety, longed lo confide her torments
to some faithful and disereet beart, Cecilia had
no greater desire than to possess the confidence
and friendship of the priestess whom she noped
to convert to Christiapity, She bad not con-
cealed this hope, and Cornelia bad ceplied :

¢+ T do not believe it possible to go from the
¢ Atrinm- Regium to the Capena-gate.) '

¢ Madam,’ Ceciha repled, ¢ you are 50 neat it
by your chastity that but a step remains to be
made?

Another motive, bes:des the laudable ope al-
ready meationed, attracted Cecilia towards t.he
Grand-Vestal. She felt the hveliest currosity
to learn somelhing of the private life of the Ves
tals whose only apparent duty was to feed the
sacred §re. It was herefore with undisguised
satistaction that she prepared to histen to Corae
lia’s story. ,

¢ You are going to hear some strange things,
said the latter. ¢ But youswill know the full ex
tent of a Vestal’s misfortuoe, and you will tell
me whether 1 am not right when I revolt
agamst 3 yoke whose weight you caunol even
suspect.’

CHAPTER XIV.—HISTORY OF A VESTAL.

The Granl-Vestal commenced as follows :—
¢] was born amidst all the advantages of rank
and wealth, My family was locked upon as the
first 10 Rome, for what other race can boaxt ot
such illustrious men as tbe Scipiws, the Scas,
the Lantulus, the Cionas and otbers which I
count amoog my ancestors! Oh, why was 1
pot, like you, my dear Cecilia, the daughter of 8
freedman! Tbis humble ongin would bave saved
me from the dreadful fate whick has made my
Ife one of sorrow and will end—I have that
fearful presentiment — only when [ descend ’mto
the I.ving tomb of the ¢ Campus Sceleratus/

¢ Madam, remarked Cecilia, mterrupting he!',
“\tis ouly the virgios who have broken their
vows who are committed to that hornble doom.
It capnot, therefare, threaten you.’

A shght blush spread over the pale face of
the Grand-Vestal ; she overcame ber emotion,
however, and resumed her narr_ative: ‘
i8¢ 1 shall pass rapidly,’ she said, ¢ over the first
joys of my mfancy ; happy and too short period,
alas! which T remember incessantly after thirty
years. of cufferings, regrets and tears! Me-
thinks I see the fatal day which ended the happy
dreams of my childhood, My mother hgd tgken
we, for-the'Grst time, in her soft and rich litter
to the magnificent porticoes of Rome. We bad
received the flatteriag bomage .of the crowd;
wy pride .was moved by the exclamations of
praise I heard - around us; young as 1 was, I
commenced to underatand the privileges of rank

her face, but now so joyous, became as deadly
pale as my father's,

¢ Ste died last pight,” continued Cournelius in
the same tone. * I beard it av the Forum....
Here is an empty place in the ¢ Atrium-Regium.’
eses Who will Rl 2

I felt my father’s arms clasping me tighter ta
his heart, and I saw my mother koeel silently
and mingle her tears with thuse of Cornelius and
mine, for I wept 10 see them weep. The slaves
who accompanied us seemed to share the sorrow
of their master, and many sobbed aloud. I
could bear also, proceeding from another part of
the Atrium, the shrieks of despair of my poor
nurse, as she Jay an inert mass on the marble
pavemeat.

Then, my mother tried to recall her courage,
and asked:

¢ Corpelius, are we 1odeed threatened with this
dreadful misfortune ?°

¢ The pritless goddess asks for another virgin
to replace the one she has lost,’ replied mv father,
t and wkat other will be more agreeable to her
than this chidd ?  All my friends share the fore~
bodings which besiege my heart, and they have
not concealed this from me.... Fahia, our
daughter will be taken away from us! Beleve
me, we shall loze her soon 1’

¢ Cornelius, th2 gads will make vour forbodings
false, No Jater than yesterday, I consultcd the
augurs on cur daughter’s future .... they re-
plied that they =aw nothing but bappiness in
store for ber, for 2 long time 1o come.’

¢ Fabia, said my father, g2zing at her with
emntion, ¢the sugurs always flatter our des'res.
««o Dear wile, f you fear wothing, why is it
that you weep.'

The proan which escaped from my motber’s
beaving chest proved but too well that she was
vamly endeavoring to disguise to berself the
grave causes of arxwety which tormented ber as
cruelly as they did Cornelius,

My father then related what he bad heard in
the Forum, where the necessity of selecting
another vestal had been eagerly discussed by the
patriciars. They had reckoned the number of
Forng girls that presented the required conds-
tions lar this choice, and my father saw with ter
ror that it would he difficult to complete the !
legal number—twenty girls, from six to ten years
old—which should e presented to the pontiffz.
There were many causes of exemption, which
protected this or that famly ; some could claim
the privilege of the three children (*jus trivm
liberorum ;') here the fatber was a flamioe, an
augur, a quindecemwir, an epulo or a salienus;
there the chi'd bad lost one of its parents, and
the law designated on'y such as bad their father
snd mother hving, Finally, it became evidert
that whie a large pumber of famlies were
shielded by these aod like causes, mige was
among the very few threatened. I must be ene
of the the tweaty from among which chance
(skiltully guided) would designate the victim.

¢ Fabia, exclaimed my father, sorrowfully,
when be had finished these deraile, fa simple
futist at the sacrifices would save his dsughter
This obscure title has never beeo denied /...,
But I, a consular. shall see my cbild torn from
me ! ... What Vesta, the implacable goddess,
wanls for her temple is illustrious and beautitnl
virgiox. Am T not the first patrician of Rome,and
18 not Cornelia the most graceful among the chil-
dren of her age ¥’

A tew days after this, a herald brought an or-
der from the pontiffa to my parents, to conduct
me to their presence on the next day, wkeo the
solemo ceremony would take place which filed
the hearts of Roman mothers with fear and hope.
My parents obliged to be present at the election
which was to decide my whole life, accompanied
me to the place where the Emperar, in bis capa-
rity of High Pontiff, would seize upon the virgio
claimed by Vesta. They went without any es-
cort ; that would bave increased the penl by
calling to mind our rack snd fortune. For,
snce the time of Augustus, the priestesses of the
¢ Atrium Regium® bave always been chosen
smong the noblest -patricians. High birth, far
from bemng a cause of exemption, was but another
title to the sacrifice imposed by a rehigion which
couats ambition ‘and pride among its greatest
virtues, .~ . .. S

“When we penetrated mto the ¢ Area’ through
'the compact ranks of the tumaltuous assemblage,
the younggirls designated by the pontiffs'bad
already been presented.” They were nineteen'in
number, and I'was the twentieth,

and wealth. This popular ‘demoastration flled

me- with debght. .+ .

S T I A T R

i

_.A hberald conducted me to a plaeela‘hfthei?

of the other children, whose anxtous faces bright-
ened up as if I were a victim selected ip advance
by an igexorable fate. Strange to relate, I
heard the people arovnd me afirm that chance
would desigoate Corpelia,

Suddenly, the serrted ranks of the multitude
opened to make way for a cortege which was
advancing silently towards the Area. It was
the Ewperor Nero, 1 his costume of High-
Perest and escorted by the sacerdolal college.—
Every voice was hushed apd the awe-stnicken
crowd waited 1 breathless anxiety the result of
the solemn ceremony.

Anp augur approached the Emperor, and in-
formed him that he had coosulted the auspices
and no bad nmens had been observed. The
herald then proclaimed the names of the young
grrls preseted.  'When mue was called I heard
belnnd me the smothered sobs of my pareats.

The names had been written nn small tablets
and deposited in an urp.  The Emperor plunged
his hand 10 the vessel and read aloud from the
tablet which he drew forih the name of Cornela
!—mlv name, wkispered in advance by so many
tps?

The acclamations of the people drowned 1he
heart-rending cries of my mather, and the im-
precations which my father in despair addressed
to the gods,

The Emperor came up {o where I stood, and
putting bis band on me, as it i1s done when one
takes possession of a slave, pronounced the cos-
secrated words:

¢ Amata,)—(Amata was (Le name of the first
Vestal taken in this manner, and in imitation of
the ancient rehgious traditions, 1t was preserved
u;, the for,mula subsequently adopted)—¢ I take
thee. ..,

The enthusnastic clamors of the people and
the pogtifls became so loud as to interrupt the
Emperor ; when, at last, they bad subsided, he
resumed :

* Amata,’ said be, * T take thee to be a priest-
ess of Vesta and to perform the sacred rites; to
do, according to the nghts of the Vestaly, all
that is for the interest of the Roman people and
of the Quirites. May a favorable law conse-
crate this election !’

So, T was a Vestal! My father and mother
were now nothing to me, for a Vestal has no
family ! I must lose forever all I bad knawan
and loved! A child scarcely six years old, |
could not comprehend the fatal consequences of
the pompous ceremony, and yet, I wept bitterly,
for T saw my young compamons throw them-
selves in their mother’s arms, whilst mine called
me 1a vain /..., [ was in the hands of the pon-
hffs who dragged me towards a closed hitter,
into which ther made me enter despite my cries
and supplications!

A few moments later, T was in the Atrium
Regium ; my curls fell under the seissors of the
priests, and 1 was dressed in the garb of a Ves

tal. It 15 now near lhirty years since I entered
thig despair which, by a bitter ironv, they have
sought to transform into a voluptuous and charm-
ing retreat ; as if a sumptuous life and material
erjoyments could prevent regrets, replace the
joys of the fam'ly, and console us for the void ie
our affactions,

I never saw sgain my pareots, They died

broken-hearted during the first year of my miu-

istrys  The better to consummate n separaticn

destined to be eternal, the pontifis had not per-

miited us to meet r single instant.

The impressioes of our childhood are so
trapsient, that the life of the Atrwm Regium
pleased me at first. How could it be othermse?
However wealtby my family, I bad pever been
accustomed to such splendor as pow surrovnded
me, Then, could T remam insessble to the
public bomage, the eathuviastic acclamations
which greet us wherever we go? The young
girls wto Jive bere are all of illustrious birth, and
therr wtetcourse is of the most charming. 1T be-
came intimate with the youngest, between whose
age aod mimne there was less dispanty, and 1
foved them with all the ardor of a beart who
knows no other aflections, .

Friends of my chiddhood, youn are no more, ..
[t is long sice death parted e, ... What a void
you bave left here. "What cruel memonas tor—
ture my heart when 1 look back to the fatal day
which robbed me of the only beings whose ex-
istence, completely blended with mine, gave me
the most precious joys I bave ever tasted....’

The Grand-Vestal’s voice had become tremu-
lous, and ber tears flew: faster. She resumed,
alter a short pause:

41t was a horrible'day which saw the death of
Varonia and the two sisters Ocellates. , . . From

future appeared (1o me:gloomy and desolate: - Tt
i8 ten years sioce that eveat -bappened, my dear
Cecilia, for it was’ i{n thé begmning of Dom-
tian’s reign, and each’ of my .days, during that
period bas been marked with so much: asguish,

wifet. Tt seemed to me that s first separatien ', ¢ Upti} 1hat time I bad lived
from my family was a cause of joy for the parents | happy.  Tfelr, 1t 1s t7ue, a vague sadness, but I

peaceful, if not

could wot bave explaed uts cause. It s said
that migratory birds, when held captive, becomes
restless when the season comes for them to seek
more genial climes. In hke maoner I was agi-
tated aond troubled duriog the transition from in-
fancy to womanhood. snd when, seized with the
vague Jeswe of a different fate, I saw the hori-
zon of my hfe bovnded by the gloomy wall of
this narrow precinet,

* However, I swear it by Vesia, my hie was
s0 pure 3nd my heart so candid, that I could not
understand what 1 felt. My soul remained in
this sort of tor.id state uotil [ was twenty-fire
vears old, The Vestals are initiated from the
first day, wto the practice of Vestas worship
and 1ts mysteries ; but, outside of these material
duties, they are never told anythig ot the closer
and more fearlul obligations of the soul. Itis
left to time to instruct them ; to their hearls to
comprebend ; to circumsiances to enlighten them
suddenly.

that time I looked upon.:hfe with fear, and the |

¢ This is what happened to me.

¢ One morowg 1 awoke, frightened by moans
and shrieks, and the tumultuous noise made by
our slaves as they ran to and fro in the Atrum
Regium. [ listened and heard a voice exclaim :
* They are dead!.... Thewr bodies are al-
ready cold I

¢ Who s dead?" 1 cried, ag the woman who
generally attecded me entered my room, all in
tears,

¢+ Varonila and the sisters Ocellates/. ...
e have just discovered the fact.’

¢ Varonilla and the sisters Ocellates 7* I re-
peated, with stupor. 1 bad left them io all the
bloom of health the evening before ; T could not
uoderstaod what ] heard.

‘It is impossible [’ said I to the womap,—~
What { all three dead at the same 1ime 7 Who
cao have said tlns absurdity 1

*1bad jumped out of bed, bowever, and was
rushing towards the apartments of those tbree
young Vestals, T scarcely heard the answer
made by my slave : * ‘I'hey have been killed.’

' Ob, my dear Cecilia, what a terrible sight
me! my eyes as I opened the door of the room
where our servants were crowding around three
youthiul forms stretched 1a all the ngidoess of
death. With 3 single plance I recognized the
pale features of my young companions, of those
thase T loved ag sisters, 1 {ell, senseless,

* | was told that T remaized several daysin a
state of sturor, bereflt of reason, of the very sen-
tumeat of my existence. When ] recovered my
senses, I was lging in my bed, and seated near
we was a pontifi—Helvius Agrippa. I started
with fright, and yet [ remembered nothing.—
Agrippa said to me m a grave and severe tone :
4 C:roelia, the death of Varomila and the
misters Ocellates changes your pomtion bere.
Ycu are now the Graod- Vestal.? .

* My sobs interrupted bum. Memory was re-
turping and with it the dreadful sight of the
blood-stained remains of my three friends.

it Great gads P T cried, ¢ It was thea true.
Taey are no more.’

¢ Thus die the virgins who break their vows,?
said Agrippa with anful sclemoity, ¢Da not
forget 1t Cornelia. ...’

¥« What do you raean ?’ 1 asked, looking up
at the ponti who 1n bis tarn gazed at me with
astonishment.

¢« It is strange,’ he murmured. ¢ What !’ he
resumed, after a short pause, ¢ can 1t be possible
you are not aware that Varooilla and the sisters
Ocellates bave been convicted of incest, and
their corrupters bamshed %.,.. Cornelia, Cor-
pelia!.... you have been accused of the same
crime, and if you do not sleep now 1n the Cam-
pus Sceleratus, near these unworthy Vestals, yon
may thaok the clemency of the Emperor....
whose niece 13 confided to your care....That
child has saved your hfe....’

¢ Haviog uttered these threatening and mys-
terious words, Helvius Agrippa lett me to study
their impepetrable sense, :

“¢What! my young companions bad -suc-
cumbed under en accusation of incest?....
What ! [ had come nesr perishing under the
same charge. Upon what grounds bad this
abomnable denunciation been made 7 Who bad,
tned us? Wby bad we not been arraigued and
our defence heard 7’

¢ Here 1s what wes related to me 2

¢ Late in (he evening, and but a few moments
after I had bidden good-night to my youog com-
paniops, a centurion, eccompanied by a pontiff
petetrated isto the Atrivm Regium. They.
went straightway to the room where Varonilia
and the two Ocellates ‘were still gaily engaged
in conversation,. -~ - .. - _

"¢« You must die! ‘sald_the pontiff, entermg ~
abruptly, and addressing, those ; three. young: vir-
gins,who, grew deathly pglg:and,coufd Dot restrain
ery.of terror,’ . - o e o

£¢ You have, broken your vows,” contmued the
pootiff mth ymplacable. composures» ¢ You must

that I know not how it 15 T bave not succumbed 7

die! such 1s the order of the Emperor-who, a8



