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DION AND THE SYBILS

ot |
By Miles Gerald Keon A 0 lce

A CLASSIC CHRISTIAN NOVEL.

No reader indeed of competent ac-
quirements would fail to find his trouble
and curiosity rewarded were he to look
at the private Basle edition of the Sibyl-
line Oracles, published in 1544, by John
Oparinus in that town,and edited by
Xystus Bethuleius. It contains that
most wonderful acrostic which became
a subject of critical disquisition with a
host of great thinkers and celebrated
authors during four successive centuries
flfter the generation wherein Dionysius
is represented by us as telling Paulus
his opinions. We allude to the acrostic
beginning «Tdrosi de chthon Xrioeos
semeion ot’esai’’

This acrostic Lactantius unhesitating-
ly identifies with the same concerning
which Cicero (who rendered its meaning
80 far as he understood an enigmafto be

_solved by the event alone) defended the
8ibyls from the charge of uttering sense-
less or random oracles. Saint Augustine
of Hippo translated it (and his version
survives); Theophilus (seventh bishop
of Antioch, dating from St. Peter); St.
Justin, philosopher and martyr; Origen
(seventh book, ag. Celsus, p. 516); Eu-
sebius (chap. 18), and other weighty
fluthorities, all treat this™ acrostic as
identical with the one discussed by
Cicero and by Varro before the birth of
our Redeemer. Natalis Alexander ac-
cepts the same position. That all this
was a ‘‘pious fraud,” invented three
h.\lndred years afterward, is an explana-
tion which our readers would not thank
us here for discussing; but which, were
this the proper place, and were ‘we sure
of carrying with us the attention of
those for whose satisfaction we are
writing, we believe we could demon-
Btrate to be historically and critically
Untenable.

Be that as it may, the initial letters’

of the acrostic spell our blested Lord’s
; two names, all down the lines, like a
golden fringe, and relate his life and
death in the text, darkly and briefly.
_We will quit the subject by merely ask-
ing if it is a pious fraud that the Sibyls
predicted a Redeemer of mankind, born
of a Virgin, just about to appear? What

mean the well known lines in the 4th.

eclogue of Virgil— .

“Ulima Cumaei venit jam carminis
aetas;
Jam redit et Virgo.”?

If Virgil was a flatterer of his patrons
were the Sibyls sa? Was their meaning
the same as that of Viroil’s politeness?

This brief digression was essential to
the issue of our present narrative. to

‘which we now return.

Paulus and his mother were enter-
tained hospitably, as was usual among
the Athenians, and ‘““tasted salt” in
every house which they would care to
enter. They took a little villa- near
Athens, where Dionysius, and a lady
called Damarais, who had known Aglais
Wht?n both were girls passed most of
the_lr evenings in witty and wise conver-
;i!tlon during many peaceful years.

aulus was now past thirty-eight, and

never felt tempted to marry or for-
&otten the Syrian girl who had refused

to share his fortunes when they began

%o dawn so splendidly. He had studied
the “holy books” which Esther had
8tated to be the cause of her refusal, and
there he found not only a religion and a
¢ode of morals worthy of the name, but,
:bove a_ll, the long series of predictions
°nf=em1ng him who was to embrace all
g:tu_)ns in one flock, and abolish such
fi Triers as had sundered him so cruelly
Fom the love of his youth.

At last some change of scene and oc-
‘e}lpation became necessary to him, and
. 8 y‘earning remembrance determined

e.direction in which it should be made.

he mother and son said adieu to Dion-
Zﬂl‘ls, to D.amarais, and to Athens, and
tbarked in a Cretan vessel for Syria.

; CHAPE’I‘ER XXIII.
Tt was early ‘morsihg, in the thirty-

Second year of the Chrisitan era, when a
Ndsome, soldier-like, and majestic

I::nr' wearing the.costume of a Roman .
zliatus’ or  general, stood on Mount
“vet, southeast-by-east of Jerusalem..

® ‘was looking west. The Syrian sun

Ad climbed out of the Arabian sands

¢hind him, and it flung his tall shadow

l¢ :
Vel and far over the scanty herbage

2?:;:5 the numerdus sad-cclored twigs
e ht; ‘olive-shrub. Opposite, just be-
: dr m, across the deep ravine of the
ful g :n brook, bettér known by #he aw-
nd‘amﬁ attached to that with which it
*hds, “The Jehoshaphat Vale,” shone

@ fiery splendor of God'’s temple. Its
048 eastern front, here milk-white
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with marble, there breast-plated with
gold, its half-Greek, half-Roman archi-
tecture capriciously and fancifully vari-
ed by the ornate genius of the Asiatic
builders whom Herod, the Idumaean,
had employed, were of a character to
arrest the least curious eye, and to fill
the most stupid and indifferent specta-
tor with astonishment and admiration.

And yet this was but the second temple )
—how inferior to, how different from .
the first! ' ‘
« . Underneath him, fair Jeru- ’ i :
salem,
The Holy City, lifted high her towers; ’ ‘ .

And higher yet the glorions temple
reared

Her pije, far-off appearing like a mount

Of alabaster, tipt with golden spires.” ‘ - - )

This was Mount Moriah, the hill of o u r ew Bu V

God on the left,as the Roman general I I n g

gazed, facing westward, was Mount \ i

Zion, the city of David, now the palace . .

of Herod the tetrarch, encompassed by ON TH E .

the mansions of Hebrew nobles. i

s« Here I stand at last,” thought Pau-
lus, ‘““after so many checkered fortunes,

1 ( o
looking down upon the most beautiful, f .
the most dazzling, and the most myste-
rious of cities! To see Rome thus may. '
be the lot of an eagle as it soars over it, . ‘ ‘ '
but has never been granted to hwman ) )

eyes. And even dould Rome be viewed
in this way, it would want the unity of
whiteness. Ah! strange city! Won-

drous Mount of Zion! wondrous\Hill of’ AN D
Moriah! wonderful temple! Not temple .

of Jupiter or of Venus, or of Janus, or
of this or that monster or hero, but

J’ : B
Temple, say they, of Ggd!" The temple ,
of Cod! - Whata squndl the words have! : '
What a seund! - Homer’s 1liad from be- ‘ ;
ginning to end is not 80 sublime as this : .
one phrase, this tremendous and dread-

full appellation.And there it stands,flam-
ing #gainst the morning sun, in green
marhle below, in white marble above,
in breast-plates and pinnaclés of gold;
too proud to receive even light without

repayment, and flinging floods of it \
back. And this is the land of the pro-

phets whom I have at last read; yonder o (
beyond the wall, north, is Jeremiah's y
grotbe! - This, too, is the age, the time,/j.... - -
the day, the hour, to which they all
point, when the God of whom they
speak, and of whom the Sibyls also sang .
is to come down into a visibly ruined and
corrupted world, and to perform that
which to do is in itself surely God-like.””

“But one thing is dark even .in the !
glooms of mystery. "How can a God
suffer?—be thwarted, be overcome, at
least apparently 80; by his own creatures
and these the very worst of them. What
can these cries of grief and horror which
the prophets utter mean?”’

As Paulus thus mused, half-pronoun-
cing now and then in words the thouglits
we have sketched, and hundreds upon
hundreds of similar thoughts, which we
spare to record, some 0n€ passed him,
going down the Mount of Olives, and in
passing looked at him; and until Paulus
died he never ceased to see that glance,
and in dying he saw it yet, and with a
gmile thanked his Maker that he saw it
then also—especially then.

The person who thus passed our hero
was more than six feet in height. He
was fair in complexion. His hair was
light auburn, and large locks of it fell
with a natural wave and return upon
bis neck. His head was bare. His
dress was the long, flowing robe of the
Jews girdled at the waist, and as Paulus
afterward fancied, the color of it was
red. He was in the bloom of life. Our

hero could see, as this person passed, N
that he was the very perfection of health, ‘

faculties of physical humanity, and
even the odd, and strange, and wild,

and somewhgt mysterious thought flash- , ; o m ents Oi the

ed through Paulus’s mind:

eauty, vigor, elegance, and of a e L. ' - .’ - ‘ ,
by, wigor, dugunee, d of o e Specially built.and laid out to suit the require-

king of the human race, would not his
appearance surely be as the 'appear-

ance and the bearing of this person?” -

And the person who passed was more- | o . ‘ Do ln all its bra HCheS

over thin, and a little emaciated. And TH E : -
he would have seemed wan, only that s mw S
the most delicate, faint blood-color man- )

tled in his cheeks. And he looked at

the hero Paulus with the look of him out

of whose hand none hath power to take

those whom he picks from a vast con-

course and elects. And Paulus felt glad

and calm, and without anxiety for the.

MOORE PRINTING -
future, and froe from all bitterness of the w ' i‘ - . | ! ’ Ltd. |

past, and firm yet grave, and when his R .
e oy b kwen|  WINNIPEG, MAN.

My God,” thought he, “if there ) , . ; ‘ '
were a new Adam to;be created, to be — ‘ \ )
the natural, or rather the supernatural ) . ‘ ; ‘ ) l N Es s : .

the things that were around it, he saw

thing but the face and the glance. | e
pothing but the face and the ancé /Telephoncd.d.s \ i)

(To be Continued.)
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