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CHAPIER XVII—CoNTINUED,
“ What is the matter with you, Re-

pened 7" :

“ Nothing worth mentioning, my lord.
. . As I passed through the fornm some
miserable slaves insulted me . . Bat
1 would not delay the important news I
bring you. . Metellus Caler will be in
Rome to-morrow. . . e is in sure
hands !” ]

“ Have you witnesses to secure his
condemnation 7"’ asked the emperor, with
an eagerness which proved thatthis news
did not find him ind:fferent.

“ Yeg, my lord, we have three whose
confession leave no doubt a8 to the intim-

ate relations existing between Metellus | on the soil, the poor flutist uttered a
Celer and the Grand Vestal. Those three | ghriek of rage, and made a desperate
witnesses are : Misitiue, the flutist at the | effort to free himeelf, But a fearfal blow
pacrifices, the same Wwho corresponded | struck bebind his head, stretched him

with Luciue Antonius, and who also had
chargs of delivering to Cornelia the letter

of Metellus Celer which you have read ; | in readinss in an angle of the cave, and

Gellia, the wife of the same Misitius, and,
finally, Palaestrion, the porter-slave of
your niece Aurelia.” j

“ Hava those people said what they
know ?"' !

“No, my lord,” replied the informer,
with & wicked smile. * But Ravinua is
there, and he is a great master in the art
of making those sjeak who wish to pre-
gerve an ill-timed silence.” g

“ Very well, Rogulus. This vnry.n_lght
1 shall convene the college of Pontiffs, .
and to-morrow. ." A

“ My lord,” said the informer, inter-
rupting Domitian, * to-night l!lll be the
last night of the Saturnalia; during which
no sentence can be pronounced. It will
be, perhaps, better to wait till to-morrow
night. I require this delay, moreover, in
order to give you more complete proofs,”

50 be 1iy tnen,” said the emperor, “ !
shall be to-morrow night in my houge in
Alba. . . See that the evidence
laid in proper time before the pontiffs, so
as to avoid all hesitancy. . . Go, I
rely on your zeal.”

Regulus made an obeisance to the em-
peror, and leit the Palatine house, with
his heart filled with the first joy he had
tasted on that fatal day. Instead of re-
turning home he now gought the shortest
road to arrive at the cave, dog into the
most rugged side of Mount Kequiline,
and which served as an habitation for
the mysterious Ravinus, It was late in
the night when hereached thecave. Ra-
vinus was asleep,

“ (et up! Ravinus, I must spsak to
you !” cried the informer, ghaking him
ronghly.

Ravinus growled, pretty much as a
bear wonld if disturbed in his lair, and
arising from the wild beast s skin, which
gerved him the purpose of a bed, stood
up in all the mejesty of his colossal
sgtatore,

“ 1tis me ! it is Regulus I"” the informer
prudently hastened to say.

Ravinus blew upon the ashes in his
hearth and Jighted & pine torch which he
made fast against the rocky wall of the
cave.

“ Here I am,” he then he replied to

Regulus, as he seated himsslf on & rough

bench. * What is it that you wish ? .

. Speak !

CHAPTER XVIIL
IHE DEN OF WOES,

The pine torch lighted two things ; the
cave of Ravinns, and Ravinus himself.
Both were horrible to look at

Imagine a recees of moderate width,
hnt tha denth of whish, shronded in
darknese, could not be estimated.
Rough magonry work, whose stones were
blackened by time, or green-coated by
dampness, supported the earth and pre-
vented slides. In whichever direction
the eye wandered in this fearful abode,
it met not a single familiar article of
household farniture, but objects of
strange and terrible shapes—some sus-
pended from the ceiling or hang on the
walls, others lying on the floor or sealed
into some enormous block of wood or
stone.

These fearful objects which make one
shudder ap\he looks at them, are instru-
ments of tefture. It would be diflicalt to
snumerate them all, and we have no de-
gire to entertain the reader with their
hideons nomenclatare.

Ravinus is the public executioner, the
torturer, who lives saloune, far from all
human beings, rejected by Rome which
he is not permitted to inhabit. There
never wad a more frightful ty ps of ancient
barbarity., Over his hairy shoulders, to
which hung athletic arms, appears an
enormons head crowned with red hair as
coarse and shaggy a8 that of Calydon's
boar.

No feeling of pity ever softened his
savage features, lighted by round eyes
that roll vacantly under bushy ayebrows,
Ravinus is the embodiment of stupidity,
but it is crnelty, not idiocy which has
destroyed his intellect. The shrieks of
suffering can alone rouse him from his
apathy, When the victim begs for
mercy, he replies by a frightful smile !
When the bones, crushed by the instru-
ment of torture, pierce through the flesh,
Ravinus is in ecstacies.

The life of this wretch had passed
amidst the tears and groans of victims,
Almost every day he waa gent for by
matrons whose delicate hands would
bave tired chastising their slaves. He
would then strike with such fury that,
unless he was stopped, death inevitably
followed, a8 it happened in the case of the
unhappy Doris,

Sometimes, also, but much less often,
poor wretches were sent to his cave, to
be tortured ; he marked those days with
a white pebble and dreamed of them in
his sleep.

Sach was the man whose services Re-
gulos came to secure. Their interview
was short and decisive.

On the evening of the following day,
towards the tenth houvr, the interior of
Ravinue's den was illumined by the red
glare of & large fire. Two aids were al-
ready preparing the instruments of tor-
ture. I'rominent amidst the iron claws,
the pinchers and the sharp blades heat-
ing in this fire, was an iron chair which
had been brought to a white heat and
emitted sparks.

Withont, the night was dark, and the
icy December wind blew fariously. The
snow-flakes fell thick and fast, and, swept
by the storm, penetrated into the cave,

steps, with which mingled occasionally
the most
heard, The victims were approaching.
Three litters, borne by vigorous slaves,
gulus ?”’ he asked, * and what has hap- | now halted at the mouth of the cave, and
were immediately surrounded by Ra-
vinue and his aids. The
prey and the slaves withdraw.

in his arms a youn
of terror he smothers with his large
hand. He drops ber on the damp soil of
the cave.

the den, and a party of men, alighting | Gellia must have learned it from Misi-
from it, entered the gloomy abode of Ra- | tius,

OR, vinus. These me. were the pontiffs, ac-
companied by their scribe who was to
take down the depositions of the victims.
They were followed by Marcus Regulus. | o t vl 9 fe At

i i rous | tion of the rack which disten orril

Soon the distant moles of ueme the limbs, breaking the articulations;
nor the clogs, which, placed above the
ankles, crushed them slowly by a gradual
pressure,

heart-rending shrieks, was

drag out their

Ravinus returns near the fire, carrying
woman whose cries

Itis Gellia, the graceful, lively little
woman. She has fainted.

Misitius came in next, struggling man-
fully against one of the torturer’s aids.
At the sight of his wife, lying senseless

lifelees near Gellia. The aids, picking
him up, carried him to 1he rack placed

tied him securely by the hands and feet
upon the fearful instrament.

Finally, Palaeetrion made his appear-
ance, led by one of the aids.

The poor fellow seemed struck with
stupor. He walked submissively, but
staggering like a drunken man, not un-
derstanding wh{ he was brought there,
and scarcely able to see what was going
on around him.,

But his wandering eyes at last rested
upon Regulus, whom he recognizad by the
lurid glare of the fire. At this sight, his
chest heaved convulsively, histeeth chat-
tered, but fear paralyzsd his tongue. He
knew now where he was and who had
brought him there. Another glance had
shown him Ravinus, the public execu-
tioner, the fearful spectre that haunted
the dreams of slaves !

A fow honrs hefora  Palaeatrion was
gitting in his lodge, thinking of the glor-
ions Saturnalia which could return only
in another year; and thinking also, per-
haps, with grim joy of the vengeance
wreaked upon Marcus Regulus. Sadden-
ly, armed men entered his lodge, struck
off the fetters, mark of his bondage, and
proceeded to bind his wriste. Heinvoked
the name of his noble mistrees, whose
house was thus forcibly entered ; but the
men replied that they acted by order of
the emperor, and the poor slave dared not
resist the supreme authority.

It was also in the name of the emperor
that Misitius and Gellia were ordered to
enter the separate litters in which they
had been brought. Gellia felt a fearful
presentiment that Misitius was lcst and
ghe would die with him. This is why
she gave vent to her groans and shrieks,
during the journey. Misitius, remember-
ing the declaration signed by Regulus to
the effect that he had voluntarily revealed
the conspiracy of Lucius Antonius, felt
more hopeful. 1t was only when they
alighted at the entrance of the torturer's
cave that new misgivings rushed to his
mind, and the rough manner in which he
saw his wife seized by Ravinus, roused
his ire.
But the three victims were now in the
power of their persecutors.
Ravinns, taking a huge pair of tongs,
pulled the iron chair from the fire, and
made a step towards Palaestrion. The
hoor slave threw himself at the feet of
Marcus Regulus, crying in heart-rending
accents :

“Mercy! O mercy | my lord.”
The informersmiled, and replied coldly :
“ Palaestrion, yesterday at the Iorum,
did you listen to me, when I, algo, craved
mercy at your hands? . Moreover,
I am not the master here; you are in the
hands of the poniiida wiw, themseives,
only obey the will of the emperor.”

torturer clagped the slave in his power-
ful arms, and lifting him as he would
have done a child, seated him on the red-
hot chair, where an iron band held him
fast.
The shriek that escaped Palaestrion’s
lips would have moved the most obdur-
ate heart; Ravinus replied to it by a
savage laugh ! Palaestrion howled,
screamed and foamed at the mouth; Ra-
vinus revived the fire, tightened the
screws and continued to langh.
But God has not placed the infinite in
pain; there comes a time when in the
midst of tortures the power to feel seems
exhausted.
soon, under the rapid action of the fire,

vinus no longer langhed, Nothing was
heard now but the crepitation of the flesh
as it burned, and the crackling of the
bones as they were bursted by the action
of the tire, This was the proper time to
commence the interrogatory.
Palaestrion, the porter-slave of Aurelia's
house, had been necessarily a witness of
the numerons visita paid by Metellus
Celer to the Grand Vestal whilst the lat-
ter was the guest of the emperor's neice,
and he must have surpriced some facts
tending to prove the alleged intimacy, or,
at least, must have learned those facts
from the conversations of the otherslaves.
The patient must be made, at all cost,
to reveal these facts. One of the pontifls
and the scribe approached Butwhy
repeat the questions asked of a wretch
whose will, conquered by the most atroc-
ious pain, must necessarily succumb, and
whose life, besides, was fastebbing, The
pontifls obtained all the avowals they
wanted. Palaestrion merely replied yes
or no, according to the nature of the
question, When they released him from
the iron chair, the poor slave was dying.
1is bodv was but a mass of carbonizad
flesh, Toey threw him in & corner
where he soon expired.
Ravinus then passed to the rack upon
which Misitius lay, still senseless. A
turn of the screw, which distended pain-
fally his limbs, soon awoke him from his
torpor.

one of the aids. She had not yet re-
covered from her swoon, but the pressure
xl»l'tlm clogs on her ankles soon revived
1er.
The flatist and his wife should be tor-
tured at the same time. So Regalus had
decided after due reflection; for, should
either possess personal firmness, he still
hoped to conquer Misitius through Gellia's
suflerings, and Gollia throughher hus-
band’s tortures.
The confessions of these young people
were of more importance even than Pal.
astrion's, for, Misitius, who carried Metel-
lus Celer's letters, and most probably
Coroelia’s answers, must have known

whilst Regulus was being tossed in the
air!

bundred like implements used to multi-

of ancient writers, and particularly in the
Acts of the Martyra. ., Hise
The sufferings of these young people, :lt l;_(:otll alone to whom we must pra;

neeling! . .
“can it be that they have pronounced
who had already shown pity at Palae. | that barbaroussentence ?"

And he made a sign to Ravinus. The | ceived the letters. .”

P'alaestrion only groaned feebly, and Ra-

Gallia had been confined to the care of | pired, hurling a last curse at his tortur-

Then, had not Misitius played the flute

We shall not dwell uprn the ducrir-
y

Neither shall we deacribe the
hot steel points, the sharp claws and a

ly the sufferings of the victims, Theee
earful inventions of Roman barbarity
will be found fully deacribed in the works

their youth and Gellia’s beauty, presented
such & moving sight that Helvius Agrippa,

strion’s tortures, proposed to release Misi-
tius and his wife before their limbs were
hopelessly injared.

at this too humane priest.
The other pontiffs 1eplied that the or-

pains to arrive at & complete proof.
Misitius claimed that the declaration
given to him by Regulus was a safe-
guard which couid not be violated with-
out perjury,
“What are you complaining about?”
replied the informer, with ironical and
frightful calm. *You are not persecuted
for the Lucius Antonius conspiracy. The
matter for which yon are here is simply
concerning Metellus Celer and the Grand
Vestal, whose culpable intrigues you
have favored, and whose incest you have
prepared.”
“That is false!” cried the unfortunate
flutist. “I know nothing of this! . .”
“ We shall see about that, directly,’” re-
plied Regulus.

“] amacitizen !"” . Gellia is uxor!
. These titles protect us! . . We
cannot be put to the torture!”
Under the Republic, in Cicero's time,
this Roman cry, this invocation of the
city's rights, would have saved Misitivs
andGellia; hnt tha era of the Tiberius,
the Neros, and the Domitians, did not
admit this means of escaping from the
crnelty of tyrants. Had not the emperor
ghed the blood of the most illustrious
citizens, and invented the most horrible
tortures for them ?
Ravinus turned the crank of the rack;
his aid tightened the clogs.
“ Dear Misitius!"
“ Poor Gallia!”
Such were the first cries simultaneously
uttered.
“] lost you! , . I lost youl!” re-
peated the unhappy husband, who seemed
to feel only his wife's pain.
“ Migitius. . dear Misitius! . isit
not to you I owe my life and happinees?”’
exclaimed Gellia, who, baving lost all
hope, commenced to show an admirable
courage.
“ Confess ! confees what you know, and
the torture will stop !” said the pontiffs.
“ You are monsters!” replied Gellia,
groaning painfully. “It is a good time
to stop, when my poor crushed feet will
never bear me up any more! . Do
what you will with me, now! . I know
nothing! . Youcannot wrench a single
word of falsehood from me !"’
The aid increased the pressure of the
clogs to such an extent that the unfor-
tunate little woman writhed with pain
and uttered fearful shrieks, but she still
repeated with energy .
“ 1 know nothing! , . I shall say
nothing! . . I will not lie! . .
shall not be said that I have been an ac-
complice in your crimes !"
Misiting, although bound fast, was
making tremendous efforts to come to his
wife’s assistance.
“ My lords, my lords,” cried the un-
fortunate Misitius, and his voice would
have moved a wild beast. “1I call the
gods to witness | Geliia knows notning.
Cease torturing her. . I alone re-

“ Where were their contents ?’
“ | have never read them. ."
;‘ \'\'ho handed them to the Grand Ves-
tal 7
“ An unknown person. .
“ Yon know something else?”
“No! . For mercy’s sake, my lords,
release (iallia”
A new turn of the crank prevented
Migitiys from saying more, The poor
fellow nttered piercing shrieks.
Astonished by a resistance to which he
was not accustomed, Ravinus multiplied
his eflorts. His cruel langh no longer
added to the horror of the scene. Helvi-
us Agrippa mingled his useless prayers
to the agonizing groans of the victims.
Soon their limbs were reduced to a
gort of bloody pulp which could not be
distended any further by the rack or
crushed by the clogs. The hot copper
blades and iron claws were then brought
into use to revive pain in those exhaunst-
ed Dbodies which hardly preserved
strength enough to writhe under the
burning embrace of the heated iron in-
stronments.
Islvius Agrippa, a8 Dion Cassius testi-
fies, could bear no longer the sight of this
fearful agony, and dropped dead from
sheer horror,
This incident*did not stop the crael
work. Ravinus and his men called in
aid all their ingenuity, while Marcus Re-
gulus and the pontifls, bending over the
dying victims, listened eagerly for their
last words. But their lips clenched in
the last throes of death, now uttered but
faint groans. Misitiug, however, made a
supreme etfort :
“ Save Gellia I"" he said faintly, “ save
Gellia! 1 am going to confess., ."”
“ Misitus ! Misitine | . cried
the brave young woman, gathering the
little strength that was left in her for this
noble appeal, “ my body is but a crushed,
blecding mass, you caunot save me | ’
Do not give those monsters the satisfac-
tion of having uselessly vanquished us.
I am dying. . . Farewell. . , dear
husband Farewell !"
*She is dead !"" exclaimed the pontiff,
Misitius uttered a cry of rage, and ex-

L]

ers.
Ravinus could gloat over his work,
Four dead bodies wera lying at his feet.
~ Marcus Regulus and the pontitls got
into their chariot and hastened to meet
Domitian, who awaited them with the
college of pontitls to decide upon this ser-
lous religicus accusation.
I'his is all that was ever known con-
cerning the manner in which Cornelia’s
death was resolved on that fatal night.

CHAPTER XIX,

CLEMENS CALLS ON GURS

and fell hissing on the red coala.
A _chariot_stopped at the entrance of

what s is correspondence contained ; and

The venerable pontiff of the Christians

of the Crucified Baviour,
young women,
emotion, and their
tsm. entered precipitately his humble
8l

Grand Vestal! . .
demned ! .
cuted !

cilia, for it was they who had sought the
venerable Clemens.

former as she embraced the pontifi's
feet; “pave Cornelia! . .

who has been a mothertome! . . Oh,
save her, my lord !” it

Grand Vestal, watched over her with

Marcus Regulus darted a sinister look d?g was not far when he should hear
of he

ders of the emperor were to spare mno | the march of events had been so rapid

aces bathed with

e,

“My lord! my lord! . . Save the
She has been con-
The sentence is being exe-
« o She will perish !"”

Thus spoke, together, Aurelia and Ce-

“ My lord! my lord!" repeated the

Save her

“ Rise, madam,” said the holy priest,

What, he resumed,

Clemens, since his interview with the

fatherly solicitude, He foresaw that the
r condemnation. He was not sur-
priged, therefore, at this news, although

that he would be so soon called upon to
keep the promise made to her for whom
he implored the assistance of heaven.
“My lord! . . sheis in the hands
of the pontiffs,’ exclaimed the divine
Aurelia, in answer to the question of the
man of God. * They have torn her from
my arms, . The cruel men. . They
would not listen to my prayers. . And
when I spoke as the niece of the emperor,
they told me 1 must submit to his orders.
Ah! my lord, . Yon alone can help
Cornelia. . I have beseeched Domitian
himself. . and I have been harshly re-
puleed ! .”

The tears of the young girl would not
permit her to proceed.

“ My Lord,” said Cecilia, scarcely less
moved than her friend, “ what we have
seenis fearful !I” ., . .
“What has happened ?”"  asked
Clemens. *“ My daughter, it is important
that I should be completely informed.
Conceal nothing from me.”

“ Father,”’ replied the young woman,
* for several days past my noble misiress
and I have not left the Grand Vestal, who
was continually in prey to the most sinis-
ter forebodings. . . .Yesterday these
sad presentiments increased so fearfully
that we remained with her the whole
night. . . Alas! her involuntary ter-
ror was but too well founded !

“1gpoke to her of you, Father, and of
the strength with which our God has
clothed you; but she said your hopes
were vain . . . and thatif she were
to fall into the abyss, your hands would
be powerless to rescue her. Ieandeavored
to drive away those thoughts of bitter
despair, the best way Icoculd. . .
read to her passages from our sacred
books, where Christian souls find comfort
in learning resignation. . . My noble
mistress united her efforts with mine .
. . Shespoke of her influence near the
emperor, whose beloved niece she was.

“ 1 believed it! . . .Oh!yes, I be-
lieved it. . . . but it is not so!
. « " interrupted Aunrelia, and her
voice was tremulous with emotion and
wounded pride,
“ Bat,” resumed Cecilia, * it was im-
possible to soothe the involuntary an-
guish which now and then caused the
unfortunate Vestal to start and shudder.
At other times her courage would revive,
and she would try to emile at her fears.
But there was an hour when a strange
delirium came upon her suddenly. . .
Was it a vision. . . or simply the
effact of morbid fanecy 2. , ., Itseemed
as if she were surrounded by shadows,
and bloody spectres had risen before her
in the darkness. . She moved her
hands to push them back, and cried in
broken words, ful of anguish: ‘I see
them! . . . They are dying! . .

Thev larad ! . Taminnocent!
Vo is is horrible! . . Oh! the
monsters! . . They trinmph! . . .

Torture has put me in their power! . .
And she fell back, exhausted by this
scene of feverish excitement, which was
the last during this night of woes !
“When morning came she was calm ;
it seemed that her fears had vanished
. . She was conversing quietly with us,
and expressing regret at the uneasiness
and trouble she had caused us, when a
great tumult of voices was heard at the
doors—still closed at that early hour—of
the atrium regium.
“¢ Here they are!’ she cried shudder-
ing. “I had not deceived myself! . .
They come to lead me to execution! . .
They sentenced me during the night !’
* Bat, singular to relate, her voice no
longer had that wild tone which &r much
frightened us. . . The pontiffs then
entered the room in which we were as-
sembled, and apprised her very abruptly,
that the emperor had pronounced her
guilty, and she must follow them. We
remained thunderstruck ; while Cornelia,
raising her hande to heaven, invoked
Vesta and her other gods, and repeated
this exclamation: ‘What! Caesar pro-
nounces me incestuous; I whose sacri-
fices have made him conquer, have made
him triumph!
“Oh | Father, as a Christian, I suffered
to see her thus confiding still in the false
gods who caused her loss. . . Bat I
admired her courage, and I was aston:
ished at her proud demeanor. . . Iam
but a poor daughter of the people, and 1
had but my tears with which to move
those who had already seized this inno-
cent virgin. My noble mistress, the
daughter of the Czsars, humbled herself
before these men, and beseeched them—
she has told you so, herself; O Father,
they would not even listen to her !”

“My lord,” resumed Aurelia, “when
she whom, since my infancy, I venerated
a8 my own mother, had disappeared, I
ran, almost distracted, to the palace, to
ask her release of the emperor. . . .
He, also, had returned to Rome with all
haste, doubtless in order to preside as
high pontifl at the barbarous execution.
“ How can I describe to you my an-
guish? My lord, I dragged myself in the
dust. . . . Icalled upon Domitian in
the desrest names. . . . Bat he re-
mained immovable . . . implacable!
. . He repulsed me, his niece, with
angry gestures and passionate words,
among which your name, that of my rela-
tions and my own were frequently
mingled . . . He spoke of the Chris-
tiane with fearful threats . . . His
vengeance would soon reach them! TFin-
ally, the emperor. from whom Ihad hith-
erto received but kindness, no longer con-
trolled his passion . . . he even went
g8 far a8 to designate me as the accom-
plice of I know not what secret scheme,
which he intended to punish in the most
striking manner.

has sustained my courage, by telling me
that I must have faith in your words,and
if you had made this promiee it would t e
renlized!b. . .d}\'\lyt P W N

¥ i wit - U
JEohps the R caartatar q could not sleep here, you know. The
.. It would be dreadfal if at the | attack might be made to-night.
supreme hour she could think that you
have deceived her! . .
you, if indeed it be in your power, tosave
her from that awful fate !”

man like me is weaker than all other
men, and by myse!f I can donothing! !

and death, and it was in His name I
made a promise which I have not forgot-
ten! . . Be comforted, madam, and
hope in His almighty power! . . Iam
going to ask Him to guide my steps and
to assist me in what I shall undertake!

your desires and mine will be granted.”

able hands to heaven.

1 then remem-

“T have come to you with Cecilia, who

lord! my lord !

ng her doubts, still entertainssome hope!
Oh!I copjure
“Madam,” said the pontiff, “ a poor old

. Bat the God 1 serve is master of lifs

. 1 have an abiding confidence that

‘The priest knelt and raised his vener-
Cecelja, kneeling
at his side, commenced to pray fervently.
The daughter of the Caesars imitating
this example, bowed her head for the
first time to the God of the Christians.
After a short invocation, the pontiff
arose, and taking his pilgrim’s staff, pre-
pared to depart.

“ Madam,” he said to Aurelia, “return
to your home . . and let hopa follow
you . . Ishallnot preventthe barbar-
ous execution which all Rome will wit-
ness. . . ButI shall give back to you
the friend whose life you came to ask me.
.+ Go,madam . . and let me com-
mence my work.”

“What, my lord,” exclaimed the young
girl, deeply moved by so much devotion,
but surprigsed and uneasy about the old
wan's safely, “what! you are starting
alone! . . Whither are you going? . .
Is it thus you will save the Grand Vestal?
. . Permit me to unnite my efforts to
yours! . . Riches . . slaves .
litters . . all that I possess is yours.
. . You will need these resources to in-
sure success!”

TO BE CONTINUED
B

A CHINESE WAR STORY.

Pierre Lot writes the following
striking story of a French missionary
in China. It is translated by Kather-
ine Head for The Oatlook :
In the sinister yellow country of the
extreme Orient, during the worst
period of the war, our boat, a heavy
iron clad, was stationed for weeks at
her post in the blockade in a bay on the
coast.
With the neighboring country, with
its impossible green mountains, and
its rice fields like velvet prairies, we
had almost no communication. The
inhabitants of the villages or the woods
stayed at home, defiant or hostile. An
overwhelming heat descended upon us
from a dull sky, which was nearly al-
ways gray and veiled with curtains of
lead.
One morning during my watch the
steersman came to me and said :
‘* There is a sampan, captain, that
has just come into the bay, and which
seems to be trying to speak to us.”
‘“ Ah, who is in it ?”

Before replying he looked again
through his glass.

‘ There is, captain, a kind of priest,
Chinese or I don't know what, who is
seated alone at the stern.”
The sampan advanced over the slug-
gish, oily, warm water without haste
and without noise. A yellow faced
young girl, clad in a black dress,
stood erect and paddled the boat bring-
ing us this ambiguous vlsitor, who
wore the costume, the headdress and
the round spectacles of the priests of
Annam, but whose beard and whose
alstonlshing face were not at all Asia-
tic.
He came on board and addressed me
in French, speaking in a dull and
timld way,
‘] am a missionary,” he said, ‘‘from
Lorraine, but I have lived for more
than thirty years in a village six hours’
march from here, in the country, where
all the people have been converted to
Christinnity. I wish to speak to the
commandant and agk for aid from him,
The rebels are threatening us, and are
already very near. All my parishion-
ers will be massacred, it is certain, if
ri(;‘@insv one does not come promptly to our
aid.”
Alas! the commandant was obliged
to refuse ald. All the men and guns
that we had had been sent to another
plnce, and there remained on board
just enough sallors to guard the vessel;
truly, we could do nothing for those
parishioners ‘‘over there.” They must
be given up as lost.
The overwhelming noonday hour
had arrived, the daily torpor that sus-
pended all life. The little sampan and
the young girl had returned to land,
disappearing in the unhealthy vegeta-
tion on the bank, and the missionary
had, naturally enough, stald with us,
a little taciturn, but not recriminative.
The poor man did not appear bril-
liant during the luncheon he shared
with us, He had become such an An-
namite that any conversation with him
seemed diffizult. After the coffee,
when the cigarettes appeared, he
seemed to wake up, and asked for
French tobacco to fill his pipe ; for
twenty years, he said, a like pleasure
had been refused him. Then excusing
himself, because of his long journey,
he sank back on his cushione.
And to think that, without doubt, we
should have to keep with us for several
months this unforeeen guest that
heaven had sent us! It was without
enthusiasm, I assure you, that one of
us went to him to announce on the part
of the commandantant :
“ They have prepared a room for

, Was kneeling in prayer before the image

“ After an hour of vain efforts to move

when two | his pity, I left the palace, feeling less fear | that you will be one of us until the day
anting with haste and | of Domitian’s anger than despair at not
having obtained mercy for the dear
friend about to perish amidst the most
fearful torments ! . . . ;
bered, my lord, that Cornelia, in her de-
lirium, last night, said that the pontiff of
the Christians had promised to save her;
but she placed little reliance on this
promise, as its fulfilment was im

when we can land you in a safe
place.”

He did not seem to understand.
“But I was only walting until

nightfall to ask you to send me to the
end of the bay in a small boat. Be-
fore night you can surely have me put
ible. | on shore, can you not ?" he asked un-
easily.

¢ Landed! And what will you do

on lard!”

I will return to my village,” he
with sublime simplicity. ‘‘I

This man, who had seemed 8o vulgar

at first, grew larger at every word,
and we surrounded him, charmed and
curious.

*‘Bat it is you, Father, who will be

most in danger.”

‘‘That 18 very likely,” he replied,

as tranquilly as an ancient martyr.

Ten of his parishioners would walt
for him on the thore at sunset. At
nightfall, all together, they would re-
turn to the threatened village, and
theun, at the will of God !
And as they urged him to stay—be-
cause to go was to go to certain death,
to some atrocious Chinese death—this
return, after aid had been refused, he
became indignant, gently but obsti-
nately and unchangeably, without long
words and without anger.
It 18 I who converted them, and
you wish me to abandon them when
they are persecuted for their faith?
But they are my children !"
With a certain emotion, the officers
of the watch had one of the ship’s boats
prepared to take him to shore, and we
all shook hands with him when he went
away. Always quiet and now insigni-
ficant again, he confided to us a letter
for an aged relative in Lorraine, took
a little French tobacco, and went his
way
And as the twilight fell, we watched
in silence over the heavy, warm water
the silhouette of this apostle going so
simply to his obsure martyrdom.
We got ready to leave the following
week, I forget to where, and from this
time on events gave no rest. We
never heard more ot him, and I think
for my part that I would never have
thought of him again if Mgr. Morel,
director of the Catholic missions, had
noc insisted one day that I write a lit-
tle missionary story.
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THOUGHTS ON THE SACRED
HEART.

They that know the Sacred Heart
know God ; they that love the Sacred
Heart love God.

When the enemy excites disturbance
in your soul, go and seek your peace
in the Heart of Jesus by acts of love
and abandonment.

True love of the Sacred Heart is
shown by the recognition of His love.

1f yon are in trouble and diequietude,
the Divine Heart is an abyes of peace,
and this peace It will impart to you,—
Blessed Margaret Mary.

There was not a beat of the Sacred
Heart of Jesus which was not an act of
love for us.

When one is at the feet of Jesus, one
is very near His Heart.

The true disciple of the Sacred Heart
of Jesus will learn from Him the sub-
mission and resigunation wiich charac-
terized His every action. One might
begin in a very simple mapner to im-
itate these virtues of the Sacred Heart
by repressing every appearance of
repugnance or weariness.

How good it i8 to dwell within the
Heart of Jesus ! Lot us not allow our-
selves to be torn thence, for it was
written of Him : ‘' Those who depa:t
from Thee shall be written upon earth.’
But what will become of those who ap-
proach Thee? Teach us Thyself.
Thnou sayest to those who approach
Thee: Rejoice becauee your names
are written in heaven."—St, Bernard.
God has created us with a free will :
we can accept Him or reject Him, He
has in these latter days unfolded to the
sinful world the treasures of His
Sacred Heart. We can either receive
them, and through them receive all
the graces and blessings necessary to
our welfare here and throughout eter-
nity, or we can reject them and be
miserable in this world and the next.
There is no middle way at the present
time, between sorving the lcve of
Jesus Christ and betraying Him. The
only choice left us before the Sacred
Heart of Jesus is to be His minister or
His adversary, an apostle or an apos-
tate. ‘'If any man love not our Lord
Jesus Christ let him be anathema,”
(ICor, xvi, 22.)

WHERE WE ERR.

There i8 a charge againet us that in
spite of the severe discipline of the
Church we are no better, and perhaps
less respectable, than others who have
no supernatural helps to virtue. Al-
though men sometimes judge only ex-
ternally, there is nevertheless, some-
thing in thisobjection. Briefly stated,
the answer to it is this: All the helps
to virtue which the Church extends to
us for uee can through ignorance be
abused and even wrongly used as sub-
stitutes for active individual exertion.
Strangers are disgusted when they
find us partaking of the sacraments
and attending holy mass, and then
slipping back agaln into our old hab-
its of dishonesty or intemperance. Men
err when they believe natural vigil-
ance is enough to conquer sin, and
they err perhaps quite as much when
they forget that the instruments of
grace were given not to destroy per-
sonal effort, but to develop it. Of
what use is the sacrament of penance
if we do not in union with it exercise
strenuous personal exertion in eradic-

you, Father. It goes withont sayin

ating an inveterate habit ?

e i/ BN VST I G P Ay e s

THE RESTORATION OF THE
MASS.

In the Church of England.

From the, Monitor and New Era, August 10
One of the greatest and most funda-
mental religious changes that was
made at the Rsformation in Eogland
was the substitution of the Communion
Service for the Mags, to use the phrase
which was g0 often on the lips of the
leading Reformers, and anyono that
chooses to compare the service of the
Mass in the Roman Missal, which 18
pow used in the Catholic Church in
England (and which is ideutical, save
in a tew unimportant detalls, with
those used in Eoglaud before the Ra-
formation) with the Communion Sarvice
or **Order for the Administration of
the Lord's Supper,” a8 its title runs,
in the Book of Common Prayer, will
gee at once how wide and far reaching
is the difference between the two ; it 18
a difference, not in detalls, but in
root principle. The Mass is, of course,
a Communion Service, but it is that
and a great deal more ; it is also a
gervice of sacrifice, and the idea of
sacrifice 18 quite as prominent in it ae
the idea of Communion ; whereas from
the ** Administration of the Lord
Supper " the idea of sacrifice 18 wholly
absent, or, if it may be said that there
are in the service two allusions to sac
rifice, the sacrifize alluded to is some
thing quite different from the sacrifice
of the Mass, it is in one case merel)
the alms of the congregation, and per
haps the unconsecrated bread an
wine, of which God’s acceptance 1
asked, and in ‘the other case the sac
rifice is ** prayer and thanksgiving
or * ourselves, our souls and bodies.
This is only what would be expecte
by anyone acquainted with the view
of those who were responsible for th
compilation of the Book of Commo
Prayer ; they were prepared, or §0m
of them were, to admit the idea of
gacrifice or oblation of the fruits of th
earth (though in fact they made
mention of any ‘‘oblations” in th
earlier editions, and the word was n
put into the Communion Service ti
1662), and even Luther, violent!
opposed as he was to the whole idea
the Sacrifice of the Mass, made fr
quent use of the phrase ‘‘Sacrifice
praise and thanksgiving,” and its u
in the Book of Common Prayer can 1
traced to his influence. But the E
charigvic Sacrifice, or Sacrifice of tl
Mass, the idea of which runs ¢
through the Catholic service, is som
thing quite different, it is nothing el
than the Sacrifice of the Body ai
Blood of Oar Lord, which were ai
are believed to be objectively prese
on the altar after the consecration,
which the bread and wine were a
are believed to be miraculout
changed, though the change is 1
visible to the senses, It was agail
this idea, against that is to say,
doctrines of the Real Presence,
Transubstantiation, and of the Sac
fice of the Mass, that the most vel
ment attacks of all the Reformers wi
directed ; all the discussions turr
mainly off this point, and the M
was denounced as idolatrous and bl
phemous in the strongest langue
that has ever been used in religi
controversy. To get rid of it, &
put in its place a Communion Serv
and nothing more, which should c
tain no idea of Transubstantiation
of the Eucharistic Sacrifice, was
chief aim of the Raformers, headed
such men as Cramner, Ridley, L
mer, and Hooper, and in this aim t
entirely succeeded. In the Reforr
tion controversies, by the way, no
tinction was ever made by either
between the ‘‘Real Presence”
« Transubstantiation.” Catholics
Protestants alike recoguised the te
as synonymous, and both also
cognised the undoubted fact that T'
substantiation, in exactly the s
gense as it is taught now in the C
olic Church, had been, in Eoglan
elsewhere, part of the official teack
of the Church, since its definitior
the Fourth Lateran Council in 121
The first English Communion
vice was published in 1549 in the
edition of the Book of Common Prs
generally known as the First Pr
Book of Edward VI.; it was fou!
almost entirely on Luther's (
munion Service, or ‘‘Mass,” a
called it, with the exception of the
Consecration Prayer which was &
iginal composition, and the
¢« Mass” was retained as a sub-titl
was described as *‘ The Order fo
administration of the Holy Commu
commonly called the Mass.” I
practically Luther's service it
of course Lutheran in tendency
is to say, while every trace ©
Eucharistic Sacrifice was care
eliminated from it, even to such |
itive and almost universal practi
the fraction of the Host and the
mixture (because Luther denie
Eucharistic Sacrifice), and in the
portant respect it differed en
trom the old Mase, it was, nev
less, perhaps barely patient of ¢
terpretation in accordance wit
teaching of the Catholic Church ¢
Real Presence (as Gardiner atte!
to prove,) because Luther did nc
fess to deny the Real Presence,
he did was to define it in a way
own ; his theory on this point
he called ‘‘ Consubstantiation,
soon discarded in England, a
main theories about the Euc
apart from the Catholic doctr
Transubstantiation, became th
vinist, or Receptionist, and the
lian ; the Calvinist theory mal
that the Body and Blood of Chr
present only in the hearts
worthy and faithful recipients
consecrated bread and wine, wh
main after consecration just wh
were before ; this became the d
of the old High Church party




