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CHAPTER XX.—(CONTINUED.)

ie, a commotion has taken place m
theNjE‘e:rnu'g‘e'The ranks of the mleat multitude
bave opesed to let pass a party of men-—"Ra-
vious snd his aids — bearing a wooden ga zw_s
made mn the shape of 2 fork. Above the fork is
a scroll upon which is writte 1 large black let~

ters :—
Celer, Knight, Corrupter of the
* Metellus Grand-Vestal Cornelia’

i ant that the uofortunate young man
woz:':ihll;:: tI::n with leaden-pomted whips vatil
death would ensue; for such was the fate
awarded to the sedueers of Vestals. "

Agother undusation of the crowd sbowed that
the victim was approaching. A htter, bermeti-
cally cloged, was seen to leave the Comtism ;
it was carried slowly across tbe Foram, and stop-
ped at the foot of the gatlows. A young man
stepped ot ; bis face was pale with sufleriog and
the certannty of death ; but so bandsome, so
noble, and disdainful withal, . that the _peo_ple
moved with pity and aympa'thetuc gdmlratlon,
uttered one of those exclamations which console
suffering ianocence while they make its oppres-
sor'i‘;::myh:lel;g man was Metellus Celer, who,
brought to Rome by the agents of Marcus Re-

ulus, had learned, but a few hours since, that he
was seateaced to death. The unfortunate young
patricien cast around bim 2 look in which could
be read not the desire to solicit mercy, but a
sombre indignation, )

s Romans "’ he cried, upon perceiving the
scroll attached to the galiows, ¢ remember that
this inscription is & falsebood ... The Grand-
Vestal has never transgressed her duty....and I
die wnocent !’ _

But the crowd, but now moved with compas-
sion, remained stolid and silent, wrapt m the
cruel expectation of the scene which was to fol-
low. Ravious laid bis heavy band on Metellus
Celer, and commenced to strip i of his gar
ments. In a moment the wretched young man
was bound to the forked gallows, in such a way
as wonld facilitate tbe execution. Then, Ra-
vinus commenced to strike slowly, for the fagel
lation must continue until the letticn bearing the
Grand Vestal will pass gear the Comitium, in
order that the priestess may bear the agoniz-
ing shrieks and last groans of bher alleged ac-~

~ complice !

But Metellus Celer’s constapcy defies the
horrible pain caused by the leaden balls which
bruse his fleah at every blow of the whip. 'The
words which escape his lips from time to tune,
are not words of supplication, but an indignant
protest. ‘ . .

¢ What bave I dope # he exclaims ia & voice
which grows fainter, ¢ what bave I done?sses I
bave done nothing !e...?

They could wrench no otker cry from him,
says Phoy-the-Younger, from whom we bave
borrowed the principal detals of the double ex-
ecution of Metellus Celer and Cornelia, which
be has narrated with all -the iodignation of an
honest soul. . .

Whilst the multitude witnessed, with va_ned
emotions, lhis slow and cruel agony, a silent
cortege left the Atrium Regium snd weuded 1ts
way through the Forum, by the Vicus Tuscus.
The sacerdotal college, formed 1o two ranks, es-
corted the Emperor wearing the costume of the
High Pontiff, and walking bekind a fuoeral let-
tica carried by eight slaves. :

This litter, taken forcibly from. Gurgeq.__had
been securely closed on every uide with cushions.
fastened by leather thongs, so as uot-oply to
conceal the victim from. sight, but. smotber the
soucd of her cries of despair. Forit. was fear-
ed that the sight of this -beautiful virgin, con—
demned to the most borrible death, might awaken
a dangerous compassion, and that heg groans
might find an echo.1a pityiog hearts. = " -

As the gloomy procession advanced,  the peo

1 ple gave way, iben closed their ranks, and formed
inite rear, to follow 1t to the Campus Sceleratus,
where they would femst ther eyes upon the last
act of this dreadful drama. "Not a voice brake
the stillness of the atmosphere, which hung upon
the great human_crowd with the heaviness that
indicates the a'ppro'nchini storm. :

Ravinus multiplies his* blows,  Moetellus

Celer, who still breathes,although his body is but’

1 e

ona brumed, bleeding mass; must expire. now, 80

that the executioner may join the passing cort-
ege, and be ready to perform the important
duties assigned to him by the sacred rites and
ancient usages, [t is he who, after the last m
vocation by the High Pontiff, will lower the
Grand-Vestal mnto the abyas, aod seal the stone
which will shut her off forever from the world.
He roars with impatience ; the bloody whip cuts
deeper into the flesh to seek a last remnant of
vitality.

Metellus Celer seemed to revive under this
new iorment; casting a fangwd lock eround
b, he perceived the fatal htter! Cornelia
was there, about to die also, and he would see
her no more. This cruel mght completed the
work which torture bad prolonged. The un-
fortunate man’s body was convulsed by a desper-
ate effort which shook the gallows; a piercing
sbriek, the last supreme cry of despair too hor~
rible to be borme, rent the sir. Then, the nigid
limbs became uobent, the head fell on the breast
—Metellus Celer was.dead.

Did this last fearful cry reach the ears of the
vafortucate Vestal?..... Who knows? But
the lettica trembled oo the shoulders of its
bearers, and notwithstandiog the cushions that
muffied the sound, a groas, full of anguish,
mingleC with the last sigh of Cornelia’s dying
lover,

Metellus Celer was spared another cruel pang.
If death bad mot velled his eyes and deprived
him of hearing, he would have seen Marcus Re
gulus, who walked pear the litter, pause as he
passed bum, and would have beard the informer
address him this iromcal remark:

s Well, Metellus, T told you 20 once: take
care the the third time 1 find you on my way,
This s no longer the day when Parmenon fell
tnder your sword ¥

But these words were addressed ta a corpse,
and Marcus Regulus turned away with the shame
of his useless outrage.

The ltter stopped mear the mouth of 2 sbaft
from which protruded the end of a ladder.—
Everything in the vault bad been prepared 1
accordance with the. anclent rites ; the funeral
bed was made, the bread, the water and the mik,
last food of the victim were placed nesr the
couch, and a small lamp threw a dim hight on
these objects, leaving all around wrapt in dark
ness, Amidst the general mlence, the slaves
opened the litter, and the Grand-Vestal stepped
farth.

At the sight of this msjestic virgin, scarcely
able to stand up, the crowd could not restrain an
exclamation of horror.  Cornelia’s form was
almost entirely concealed under the folds of a
loog black veil, her psle features being alone
msible. * But the ipvoluntary weakness of the
woman succumbiog to physical suffering, was of
sbort duration. Her eyes flash with scorn a_nd
pride as they rest on Domitian. As the High
Pontiff, it will be his duty to place bis hand upen
her, and consign ber to the infernal gods. But
be hesitates ; be dares not look at the viclim be
bas condemned without a hearing.

s What stops you, Czsar, and why not con-
summate your work P cried Cornel, in a voice
so rigging and clear, that all heard:t, fIfI
am guilty and incestuous, what is it that you
wait for, to hurl me into the abyss 7’

The Emperor, angered and troubled by these
scornful words, advanced hastily towards the
Grand-Vestal, and raising bis bands to heaven,
recited n a low voice the secret prayerss conse
crated by the religious mites for this feacful
atlonement. .

Coraelia hstened attentively.

¢ Ciesar,” sbe said, when the Emperor had
fimshed s mvocation, ¢ you ask of the gods not
to punish Rome for my crime ... And I bave
prayed a God more powerful than those you i
voke, ot to wisit upon tbe Romao people the
wjustice of my sentence, May you, Czur,
feel one day remorse and repentance for having
ordered my execution. . .-’

And turning to the people: '

¢ Romans,’ she cried in a loud voice, ¢1 die
jnnocent of all crime!.... The punty of this
body which 13 about to perub, was never sutlied
voes Priestess of Vesta. .. .1 shall descend 1nto
my tomb with the wirginity of my youtb....
Remember my last words: ..+’ .

. Shé held out ber band to the Emperor.

¢ Crsar,’ she said, ¢ guide me.’ _
* According to the rites, it was the duty of the
High Pontiff to place -the Vestal on the first
steps of the ladder, -after- which he withdrew
with the pentifical college, leaving to the execu-
tiover the care of leading the victim to the bot-
tom of the sbaft, and installing her jn the vault.
Domitian fulfilled this duty bastily, and fed, fol-
lowed by the pontifis, who bastened away like
guilty wrétches from & epectacle which 1nspired
'thein with remorce and shame.

Cornelia tarried awhile, standing alone on the
first step of the ladder. Remembering the.pro~
mise of the Christan priest, she scanned the sea
of faces around ber, to - detect a sign, a motion

‘which would bid ber hope. But she saw nothing

R

but the pitiless curiositr of a crowd anx.ous to
epjoy a promised spectacle. Sbe bad nothing
to hope from man,

Her eyes, filled with an expression of supreme
snguish, then turned slowly towards beaven,—
Was 1t 2 reproach addressed to that God whom,
she hed implored, and who remained mute like
the others ? Was it a last prayer fo beseech
him again to mamfest His power ?

‘When she looked down, she saw only Ravinus,
who, swiling horribly, offered her bis hand.—
Sbe rejected it with disgust, and began the de-
scent unaided. But at the first steps, her stole
got caught around the end of the ladder. She
turned quiekly, mith @ gesture of alarmed mo-
desty, and released it,

Then she soon disappeared into the vault,

Ravious pulled up the ladder. The slab was
placed over the opening. Then, Ravinus and
and his aids began to throw earth 1ato the mouth
of the shaft so as to conceal theslab. Soon,
every vestige of the opempg bad disappeared,
and the pround was levelled at a great distance,
g0 that not even the spot could be recognised
where the incestuous priestess was entombed,
separated from the [iviog and the dead.

And all was over.

CHAPTER XX{,—THE DELIVERANCE,

If, some thirty hours after the consummation
of 1bis fearful atonement, a citizen should have
ventured, notwithstanding the darkness, m this
deserted section of Rome, be would have noticed
with surprise, four slaves bearing a lilter, and
who, silent and motionless hke so many shadows,
warted patiently ucder the solitary porticoes of
the temple of Safety.

Then,1f this belated eitizen, incliniog a little
to the rigot, bad ascended by the way of the
Agger of Servius as far as the Colliva Gate, he
would bave discovered by the pale hght of the
stars, an old maa kaoeelng onm a shght eound in
the naked plaio and praying with fervor.

Now, at the very time we speak of, an wdivi-
dital was precisely accomplisbing this nocturnal
excursion ; walkiog with noiseless step, peering
carefully ioto every dark recess and corner, and
stopping, from time to lume, to listen anxiously
to the slightest noise. These extraordmary
precautions were justified by the very siogular
appearance of this pight prowler, which would
have certainly excited the suspicions of the
capital triwmeir if he bad suddenly come upon
him.

The mysterious wayfarer carried a rope-lad—
der rolled around lus body a spade in one hand,
and go iron crow-bar in the other. Tle was,
moreover, provided with a dark lantern. The
chief of the urban police would have doubtless
asked our friend Gurges—the reader hay already
recognized him—what use he intended to make
of these suspicious mstruments, and whether be
was pot undertaking one of his old expeditions
and preparing to desecrate the grave aad rob
the dead for the benefit of hs friend the tonsor.

Gurges was making all baste to jon Clemens
in the Campus Sceleratus, but te had to use a
great deal of caution to avoid dangerous meet-
1ngs on the way. At last be reached the for-
ther exd of the Vicus Cyprius, and hefore as.
cending the Quirmal, he paused 1n the shadow
of the temple of Fortune, aod peered through
the gloom at the porticoes of the temple of
Safety, close by, to ascertain whether bis ves-
pillos bad carried out s instructions.

¢ Very well I’ be muttered, 33 be discoverd
the lettica and its motionless bearers. Al s
well, Those vespillos bave uodersiood me. ...
By Venus Libitina ... [ can laugh now at the
capital trinmvir and bis men.!

But Gurges bad scarcely muttered those de-
fiant words, when be threw himseif down flat co
the pavement of the temple of Fortuoe, ex-
claiming :

¢ Hateful triumwir)
tal....! ‘ ‘

The regular tramp of a patrol could be heard
1 the distance, commg up the Vicus Cyprius.
If Gurges had bad the good look of preceding
the cobort, the cobort would not now have the
adrantage of pounciog upoo Gurges.

Sll, things might have a difterent course.—
The patrol might pass straight on without dis-
coveriog - the . designator, but then they would
pecessarily come upon lhe vqsplllos and their
suspicions lettica. Or they might ‘tura to'the
right, but io this case tbey would surprise the
pontiff of the Christians 10 the Campus Scelera-
tus. ’
The dilemma bad three borns, and all equally
dangerous. Hence the designator’s exclamation
and the curse he addressed the triumvir.

There was, however, still a chance of safety.

About a hundred steps from Fortenes tem—

+eso Unfortunate Ves-

ple, there was to (be left, a parrow lene which |

led-to Czesar’s Forum and finally to the Catu-
laria Gate, after passiog near the Atrium of
Freedom. If the patrol followed this lage there
would be nothing to fear, for 1t would lead them
to distant quarters of tbe eity, whence they
would not be likely to retarn in'this direction.—

The question was would they take the lane 7—
Mesnwhile they advanced with their torobes
whose hght caused Gurges no httle perturbation.

Another cry of alarm was very near escaping
tus lips when he recognized the voice of bis pers
sonal enemy, the capital triumvir, erdering bis
men to ascend the Quirinal, near whose base was
situated the Agger of Servius, whence it was an
easy matter to survey the Campus Sceleratus,—
But to the desipnator’s great astonishment, the
patrol stopped and refused to proceed further.—
The trrumvir surprised at this unusual resistance,
repeated bis order. )

fAre you not sware, remoustrated some
voices, ¢ that this spot is cursed..,.and if we
were to proceed we should see (be shadow of
the Grand-Vestal hovering near her grave....
And such & sight sanounces death within the
year to the beholder I’

tThatis a fact? said the trivmwir, not less
superstitious than his men. ¢I had forgotten
that execution. ... Let us get away from here.’
The officer countermarched bis little troop
who turaed into the little lane,
When the zose of their steps had died away,
Gurges sprang to his feet,
¢ By Veous Libitina,’ he cried, ¢ what cowards
these fellows are.... Who ever knew the dead
to come back? .... T have never seen noy, and
maoy a night T have passed amidst the tombs !
[ mean the veritable dead .... for as to the
Grand Vestal, T hope and trust she is still alive
....and that I, Gurges, will soon take her out
of ber vault.... Never mind, those worthy
patrol-men have given me a terrble scare!e ...
But the pootift of the Christians will be thinkwng
that I have broken my word to bim, and I would
oot bave him think this for anything in the world,
Let us make haste then, I shall explain to bim
what caused my delay.... Good luck, my dear
triumeie ! oo 1t 1s probable we shall not meet
agam this night.’
Collectiog his various mstruments, Gurges as-
cended the Quirmal as promptly as he could,
embarrassed a8 he was with his load, A few
minutes Jater he was near Clemens and apolo-
gized to him by telliog his adventure with the
triumvir.
¢ You see it, my soc,’ said the priest with a
quiet smile. f God watches over us; he proves
it by tursing off these first dangers.... It wmill,
perbaps, be the last wark of assistance He will
give us. But what are youn doing, Gurges?’
The designator, after striking the sol several
times with his crowbar, had thrown himself on
the grouad and was hstening aoxioasly.
¢ What are yeu doiig, Gurges? the pontifi
repeated, no answer having been made to bis first
question.
Gurges raised himself on his knees and lnoked
at Clemens with an air of anguish,
* Thig 13 singular,’ he remarked. ‘I bave
made this voise to warn the Grand-Vestal that
we are here, ... . and T hear nothing, absolutely
nothing.... Not a cry, not a movement....
Has she then already succumbed 7... Obk!....’
Aund Gurges laying hold of bis spade began to
tg with an erdor that amounted almost to rage.
Clemens said nothing. 1t was well tbat the
weakoess of maa should show itsell belore the
greatuess of Gad. :
Three men had been employed piling up earth
into the shaft ; then they had trodden upou it
and macde 1t so compact and frm that Gurges
soon found himself struggling aganst an almost
inseparable obstacle. It bad been easy wark at
first, but when be stood up to his waist in this
narrow aperture, bemmed 1n hetween four thick

to finish his task unaided, Every shoveiful of
earlh that he threw out would crumble 1 agam
carrying with it the rubbish previously shovelled
out, and which falling upon bim and making his
work still more difficult, _

The poor fellow persisted manfully but his ef-
forts were unavailing, and once, being pearly
covered up by the crumbling sand, he uttered au
exclamation «f despair. "But another voice re—
plied to bis cry of anguish, and Gurges looking
ap saw Clemens standwng in a halo ot light, with
his hands extended over the chasm.
 ‘Then Gurges felt that the ground upon which
be stood was sinking rapidly, and he rolled sud-
denly mto the open vault. When he rose to his
{eet, Clemens was standing by bis ade. No
other hight could be seen but the small funeral
lamp still burdiog near the bed. By this flick-
ering Game they saw the Grand-Vestal stretched
motionless on her couch. . S

Gorges laid a trembling- hand upon the rigid
form, and fell, sobbing, at the pontift’s feet.

¢ O my lord,’ he ‘exclaimed, ¢ she 18 dead ! her
body is icy cold!’ . - _ .

Clemens smiled as he looked at this poor man
whose heart would not yet epen to confidencs,
and smd to him kindly : '

+ What my son, after what you bave seen, do
you still doubt?” = -

Gurges then saw that the .old man held in his
bands a vase aod some bread, ' -

¢ My soo,’ added the pont:ff, the work of God

18 accomplished. ... The work of man must now
commence.. ...

L] - » » L) * [ ]

When Cornelia descended mto the vault, she

placed herself on the bed, 1 the attitude of one

who has lost even the power ot thinking, She

walls, he saw that it would be imposaible for bim .

did not weep but the fictitious strength which kad
sustained ber during the execution, bad complete-
ly vanished. Sbe was in that state of stupor
which causes a void o the mind snd plunges the
bedy ioto a rigid inertuess.

Her eyes lollowed vacaatly the motion of the
earth shovelled at the entrance of the wault by
Ravious and his aids, and part of which, sliding
to the vault, rolled to ker feet and gradually
covered them. Tbhis sand which moved as it
spread into the vault, the noise made by the
workmen above, all these fearful preparatives
were life still, and the Grand Vestal clung to
them as to a Jast hope. .
Then all was hushed, and all motion ceased,
Cornelia gazed slowly arauod her, with eyes
ditesded By terror,... Ske saw the bread
water, and milk, placed uear the lamp. Ske re-
mamned thoughtful a long time, contemplating -
this food by which ber remsiicg days were
measured. Then, concluding doubtless, that ali
tope had vanished and it was better not (o pro-
long suftertags which must end in death, she took
the bowl of milk, brought 1t to hLer lips and
poured tbe remainder of the contents oa the
ground. “With a bitter smile she now took up
the piece of bread, feit 1ts weight, and breaking
it into crumbs cast them about and trampled
upon them. . :

The water she preserved, Was it f-om some
secret hope? The sacrifice wis consummated
life was oo longer possible, Death could cnme'
oow, and the Graad Vestal lay on her couch, to
await its coming. .

We shall not describe the mental tortures of
tiis unfortunate young womau, the. cruel suffer—
ings caused by the want of air, or the first pangs
of that terrible disease—hunger. Whea Gue~ .
ges found her rigid and cold ag a corpse, she had
fainted, exhausted by thirty hours of want and -
tetror.

- L] L] . [ ] . L ] .

Ficdiog Cornelia inabimate, Clemens raised
Lier bead, and poured drop by drop between her
lips the cordial be bad brought with bim. A
slight tremor of the rigid hmbs s20n. proved 1o
Gurges that the Grand-Vestal still lived and
would not be long recovering ber seases.

Clemens again opened Cornelia’s Iip# and re-
peated the dose at short itervals wntil the smal|
amphora be had brought was emptied of its con- -
tents. Lifs was retuning, but the exhausted
giel wae stll uncomscious. After a Little while
the good priest took a small loat of bread made
from the whitest four koeaded in pure milk, and
placiog it betweengthe Vestal’s fiagers, hifted her
band near te her face. By an instinctive mov -
tion, the Grand-Vestal brougbt the savory food
to ber mouth and ate it greedily. Sull, she
spoke not. So completely exbausted had been
the victim, that her faculties ecould only be gra- -
dually restored. :

Clemens waited, koeeling mear the bed,— '
Gurges, overcome by emotion and admiration,
seemed plunged in a sort of dreamy stopor. Hux:
face was bathed with tears, '

A deep sigh announced at last that the resur-
rection was complete. Corneliz raised herself
;:n l(ller e_!?o;v, and lrasfsing ber band on her fore. -

ead as if she awoke from a dream :

e 2l , exclanned ;

But she [ell back with another cry—a cry of
terror and fearful despair. By the dim: hight of-
the lamp she-had recoguized the vault in whiep -
she had been left to die, -

¢ You are saved/ madam,” said Glemens in a
grate and calm voice, and be touched her hand.-

* Who are you ? asked the Grand-Vestal with
a?to:is‘nme:‘l‘t, for 5111; could not see the features:
of the speaker. ¢ How did you ¢a
this tomb ?’ ! ”g I hoces to‘

‘ N_Iadam, have you forgotten tte man who
promised to rescue you even from the bowel; of
the earth . ... if you were ever.drade to desc:nd:

wto this abyss?.... I bave come to fulfil.my-
promise. «. 2’ ' oo

¢ The pontiff of .the
Coarnelia, ¢ ab,’ : S

She sprang from her couch and foll.at the faét:
of .ber preserver, bolding them- tightly clasped’
and bathing them with ‘her tears. - Sogreat was-
ber gratitude, so overpowering ber . émotion that:
she could not speak. Nothing was heard m this

-Chmlinn-s i’ éxcllimﬁoi.- '

| narrowspace but the convlsive soba-of ‘the poor

‘woman miraculously restored to life, -

¢ Madam,’ said Clemens, as ke endeavored to
rawse her trembling form. ¢ You are saved -
But you must now hasten to leave this dismal."
abode. A devoted man will take you to a place,
of concealment where your . persecutors cannot

reachyou .-
- And turning to Gurges ;

“ My son,’ be added, ¢ prepare,your Indde:, ,+
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