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“T'he impreesions of cur childhood are
80 traneient, that the life of the Atrinum
Regium pleased me at first. How could
it be otherwise? However wealthy my
family, [ had never been accostomed to
such splendor a8 now surrounded me.
Then, could 1 remgain ingensible to the
public homage, the enthusiastic acclama-
tions which greet ns wherever we go?
The youug girls who live here are all of
illustrious birth, and their intercourse is
of the most charming. I became inti-
mate with the youngest, between whoee
age and mine there was less disparity,
and I loved them with all the ardor of &
heart which knows no other affactions !

“Friends of my childhood, yon are no
more! . . . It i8 long since death
parted us! . . . What & void you
have left here! What cruel memories
torture my heart when I look back to the
fatal day which robbed me of the dear
beings whose existence completely
blended with mine, gave me the most
precious joys I have ever tasted | ' . . .

The Grand Vestal's voice Lad become
tremulons, and her tears flowed faster.
She resumed, after a short pauge:

“It was a horrible day which saw the
death of Varonilla and the two sisters
Ocellates! . . . From that time I
looked npon lifs with fear, and the future
appeared to me gloomy and desolate, It
is ten years since that event happened,
my dear Cecilia, for it was 1o the begin-

ing of Domitian's reign, and each of my
days, Curing that pariod has been marked
with 8o much anguish, that I know not
how it is I have not succumbed! . . .

“Until that time I had lived paacefual,
if not happy. 1 felt, it is trus, a vagoe
sadness, but I could not have explained
its canse. It is said that migratory birds,
when held captive, become restless when
the season comes for them to seek more
genial climes. In like manner 1 was
agitated and tronbled during the transi-
tion from infancy to womanhood; and
when, geized with the vegue desire of a
diffarent fate, 1 saw the hor.zon of my life
pounded by ihe gl alls of this nay
row precinct,

“ However, | swear it by Vesta, my life
was #0 pure and my heart 8o candid, that
I could not understand what I felt, My
gonl remained in this gort of torpid state
until | was twenty-five years old. The
vestals are initiated from the first day,
into the praciices of Vesta's worghip and
its mysteries; but, oulside « f those mater-
ial duties, they are never told anything
of the cloger and more fearul obligations
of the soul. Itis left to time to instruct
them ; to their hearts to comprehend ; to
circumstances to enlighten them sudden-
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“This is what happened to me.

“(ne morning I awoke, frigntened by
moans and shrieks, and the tumultuous
noise made by our slaves, as thay ran to
and fro in the Atrinm Reginm, [ listened
and heard a voice exclaim :

“‘They are dead !
are already cold !’

““Wnpo is dead? I cried, as the
woman who generally attended me en-
tered my room, all in tears,

“*Varouilla and the sisters Ocellates ?

We have jast discoverad the fact’

“*Varonilla and the sisters Ocellates '
I repeated, with stupor. 1 had lelt them
in all tbe bloom of health the evening be-
fore; 1 could not understand what I
heard.

“¢It is impossible!’ said I to the

Their bodies

woman., ‘ What! all three dead at the
game time? Who can have said this ab-
sardity

‘I had jamped out of bed, however,
#nd was rushing towards the apartments
of these three young vestals. | scarcely
heard the answer made by wmy slave:
‘They have been killed !

“Oh! my dear Cecilia, what a terrible
sight met my eyes as | opened the door
ot the room where our servaaiy were
crowding around three youthiul forms,
stretched in all the rigidness of death!
With a single glance | recognized the pale
features of my young companions, of those
I loved ns sisters ! 1 fell senselesa.

“] was told that [ remained several

days in a state of stupor, bereft of reason,
of the very eentiment of my existence,
When | recovered my sooses, | was lying
in my bed, and seated near me was a
pontifl—Helvips Agrippal I started with
fright, and \r‘* I remembered nothing,
\)_’fl]‘p:\ gald to e 1n a grave and severe
toue:
"'l‘“n'-iln the death of Varonilla and
the sigters O ellates, changes your posgi-
tion here. You are now the Grand Ves-
tal.

“My sobs interrnpted him. Memory
was returning and with it the dreadful
sight of the bleod-stained remains of my
three friends

o Great gods!" 1 cried, ‘It was then
true! They are no more !’

““Thus die the virgine who break their
vows,’ said Agrippa with awful solemnity.
* Do not forget it, Cornelia!’

“CWhat do yon mean ?” 1 asked, look-
ing up at the pontifl who in his tarn
gazed at me with astonisement.

“It is  strange!” he murmured.
*What!' he resumed, after a short pause,
‘can it be possible you are not aware that
Varonilla and the sisters Ocellates have
been convicted of incest, and their cor-
ropters banished ? Cornelia! Cor-
nelia! you have been accused of
the same crime, and if you do not sleep
now in the Campus Sceleratus, near those
uaworthy Vestals, you may thank the
clemency of the emperor whose
neice is confided to your care. That
child has saved your life.

“ Having uttered these threatening and
mysteriong words, Helving Agrippa left
Wy their impenetrable sense
“What ! my young companions had

104 wod nnder an ac n of incest

me tos
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tom ¥ paniong A 1, ac-
v pontifl, penetrated into
the Atrium Reginm I'ey went straight-
way to the room where Varonilla and
the two Oe!lates were still gaily engaged
in convergation.

“+ You must die!" said the pontifl, en-
taring abraptly, and addressing those
three young virging, who grew deathly

pale and could not restrain a cry of terror.

“¢Yon have broken your vows!' con-
tinued the pontiff with implacable com-
posure. ‘You must die! sach is the or-
der of the emperor who, as High Pontiff,
has pronounced your gentence !’

“The centurion, drawing his broad,
short sword, presented it to the unfortun-
ate victims,

“ ¢ They fell on their knees,’ said to me
the young Vestal, Antonia, from whom I
learned these details—being in an ad-
joining room, she had crept to the door
and had been a silent and terrified wit-
nees of the horrible scene—' they begged
those two men to spare their lives, to let
them, at least, justify themselves from
this vagne charge.’

“!No,’ eaid the pontiff, ‘the slaves of
your corrupters have been subjected to
the torture, and they have confessed the
crimes of their masters. Even at
this moment, the latter are euffering the
punishment of flagellation, after which
they will be banished from Rome., As
for yon, the emperor leaves you free to
gelect the manner of your death. Bat
your sentence is irrevocable,’

“‘But this is impoesible! . . We
are innocent! . . We cannot be killed
without a hearing !

“Thogse unhappy maidens, with wild
despair, prostrated themselves at the feet
of their tortares who looked on nnmoved.

“* Here is the sword,” said the centur-
ion,

“‘Or the poison,’ added the pontiff,
presenting them a phial. * Choose !’

“ And a8 the victims still begged for
mercy :

“ Do you prefer, he exclaimed, ‘the
vault in the Campus Sceleratus, which the
emperor, in his gocduness, permits you to
avoid ? . . Take care! if the light of
to-morrow’s eun finds youn alive, the
whole Roman people will witness your
execntion! . . Listen! . . Do youn
Lear that noise ontside ”’

“The three Vestals listened, shudder-
ing. A confuged rumor like that of
many voioes reached their ears.”

“‘There i8 a cohortat the gate, resumed
the pontiff, ‘ of which this centurion is
the chief, and which awaits your decision.
If you do not choose to die now, this es-
cort will take yon away, and to-morrow
you will descend alive into the abyes
where hunger will bring you alingering
death inatonement for your crimes.’

“This terrible threat was too much for
our young cowspanions. Thelr lips paited
for a last supplication, but they uttered no
sound. The anguish of despair i8 some-
times 8o great as to gilence even the
prayer of the victim.

“Then, all hope being lost, something
dreadfal took place.

“ Varonilla seizad the centurion’s
sword and dealt herself a blow, but her
hand was not firm enough and she had
neither the courage nor the strength to
strike a second time she presented
Lier bosom to the soldier who plunged in
it the blade already reeking with the
blood of the fainting maiden.

“The two sigters Ocellates clasped in
each other’s arms, to meet a common
death, were writhing in the most horrible
convulsions. They had shared between
them the pontiff 8 poison. Their dying
agonies were 8o dreadfal to behold, and
death so slow coming, that through com-
passion, or perhaps impatience, the cen-
turion put them to death as he had done
Varonilla.

“ Their murderons task accomplished,
the two men retired, and it was not until
the next morning that the slaves of the
Atrinm Reginum discovered the three
bodies lying in their gore, They found
also Antonio, sengeless at the foot of the
colnmn from behind which she had wit-
neessed this tragical scene. This poor
child snccumbed a few months late: to
the shock she had received; fearful
visiops disturbed her sleep, and she was
frequently seized with paroxysms of de-
lirinm which finally ended in her death,

*Thus perigshed those young maidens
whose virginal chastity was never tar-
nished by an impure breath., If I did not
share their fate, it was, as Helvius Agrip-
pa had told me, only because the divine
Aurelia had been placed in my care some
time previons,

“ She saved my life, but what a life,
alas! how can I help trembling when the
mere denunciation of a slave, the secret
enmity of a pontiff may at any time
secure my condemnation. The most
doubtfal proof is deemed sufficient
against a Vestal—we must not be even
sngpected.

“Oh | what a fearfal light those events
have shed into my soul! I had never
reflacted upon our duties and those pre-
tended promises which our lips never
proncunced. I understood now how ter-
rible they were, and 1 saw an inexorable
fate pushing us towards the abyss in
which the hands of the pontiils will en-
tomb me some day—for this horrible
presentiment has never left me! Un-
less they should come to me also, in the
dead of the night, and say to me; Cor-
nelia, you may choose hetween the sword
and the poison !

‘ May the gods forgive me, my dear
child | Bat what a religion is this which
will have us remain pure, under fearful
penalties, and in serving which we are
compelled to witness the most frightful
disorders | You have heard of the mys-
teriea of the Good (ioddess, over which
the Girand Vestal must preside in person?
Ah ! when the pontifl of the Christians
came with the young Caesar Vespasian,
to claim you from the divine Aurelia, he
exclaimed before me that the Vestals
tled, horrifiad, from those infamous mys-
teries | He spoke truly.

“1 cannot lift the veil entirely from
this hideous picture. Duty forbids me to
say many things, and many others 1
must omit lest they should call the blush
of shame to your cheeks."”

At this juncture in Cornelia’s narrative,
a vonerable old man, drawing aside the
heavy curtain of the door, appeared on
the threshold. The two young women
had not heard him approach, and they

continned their conversation, Nome
words which reached the stranger’s ears
mace him start. 1le stopped and list
ened

“You Know my de (e 1 Cor
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temple, proced
tor, or of the const W must vacate 1n-

stantly the premises and not return uatil
the mysteries areover, 1 do not know it,
as alleged by a poet (Juvenal, vi—Lines
i34 and 555) who in our days has justly
denounced the frightfal license of those
mysteries, they were formerly accom-
panied with some decency ; but to-day,
with what forgetfulness of all shame, with

what an ardor of ineane debauchery and
and incredible frenzy these matrons are
seized, who congregate under the pretext
of honoring the conjugal chastity of
Fauna !

“ The first time that I was called upon,
a8 Grand Vestal, to preside over these
mysteries, 1 suspected nothing wrong.
The preparations were made with due
decornm,.and the matrons even covered
with thick veils the family pictures of the
consul, Petilius Rufus—in whose house
we had assembled—in order to carry out
to the letter the precept of the rites
which demands the absolute exclusion of
men from the assemblage.”

“ 1 was not long, however, in discover-
ing my error, and the moral corruption of
these women. Buat I must stop here ; I
cannot even recite for you the. verses of
the poet I alluded to just now, although
his description is far below the scandal-
ous truth,

“ It was some years later, that return-
ing from one of these ceremonies, I had
occasion to save Metellus Celer, Cecilia,
1 cannot tell you how dear this young
man has become to me ! You know him
and you have been able to judge whether
he is worthy of the affection which, alas !
fills my heart. Is this affection, then, a
crime? Your religion forbids complaint in
suffering, and, would have one rejoice at
sorrow, you said ; would it condemn my
sentiments 7 Shall I not be free soon?

And then! . .

“Bat what do I say? Why these
hopes 7’ exclaimed the Grand Vestal,
rising suddenly in an extraordinary state
of excitement. * Metellus Celer is ban-
ished ! He has fled from the denuncia-
tions of Reguolus, and yet, I feel it, the
fearful anger of the pontiffs still threatens
us. What has become of him? What
has happened ? Why is it that you re-
ceive no more letters for me ? Inthe last
he spoke hopefully. he gave me to
understand, for the first time, that he
loved me ; he said he would soon be able
to tell me more! , . This was three
monthsago . ., and that letter which
was 80 8000 to bring me happiness, has
not yet come,

“(Cecilia! . . Great miefortunes are
preparing . . the future is gloomy and
threatenirg | 1 see Metellns expiring
under the blows of theirbloody lash, .
and I! horror! . descend alive in
that vault of the Campuse Sceleratus, which
has never given up its victims! .
Greal gods! . . Who will save ine?
. Who will shield me from this hor-
rible fate? . .

“ ] will " eaid in a grave and solemn
voice, the old man who had listened un-
seen to Cornelia’s last remarks, and who
now advanced.

The Grand Vestal and Cecilia could not
restrain a cry of surprise. They had
recognized in this old man, the pontiff of
the Christians !

“You here, my lord " exclaimed Cor-
nelia, and she looked at Clemens with
mingled astonishment and anxiety,
“ what motive can have led you to this
place 7'

“ Madam,” said the old man, “ I have
taken charge of an important mission
near you, and [ hold in my hands an
answer to some of the questions I have
overheard you propound to this young
woman, . But, at the same tims, I
have to speak to you on serious matters.
Can you grant me this interview ?”

The Grand Vestal acqniesced with a
gesture of respectful deference, and mo-
tioned to the pontifl to take a seat.

“ My daughter,” said Clemens turning
to Cecilia, “ you may retire. . Your
pregence here i8 no longer necessary. It
remairs with me to continue the work
commenced by you, and to reply to the
questions agked of you as I came in.”

Cecilia  kissed the Grand Vestal's
hand, and having made a low obeisance
to the venerable old man, left Corneliia
and Clemens together

The Cnristian priest and the heathen
virgin looked at each other in silence ;
Cornelia, with her heart beating with
strange anxiety ; Clemens, with sadness,
as he thought of the sufferings of the
young woman and the dangers that
threatened her.

CHAPTER XV,
CLEMENS FULFILS THE ENGAGEMENTS OoF
GURGES,

The pontifl was the first to break this
gilence. He said as he handed a letter
to Cornelia :

“ Madam, this letter from Metellus Ce-
ler is not of a recent date. It is some-
time since I promised to deliver it into
your hands ; but I had to reflect before
fulfilling this mission. It may be attend-
ed with serions congequences and I
wished to be prepared to avert them.”

Cornelia scarcely heard these words.
She was absorbed in the perusal of that
much wished-for letter in which she
found, besides the revelation of public
events which must have great influence
on her fature prejects, the immenee joy of
knowing that she was loved.

Knowing but too well what a terrible
blow he would deal to her dreams of hap-
piness, Clemens waited in silence for the
moment when he would speak without
causing too great a shock to the unfortu-
nate Vestal.

Cornelia turned at last her eyes beam-
ing with happiness, on the venerable pon-
tifl, and remarked with a sweet smile :

“ My lord, it would be ridiculous in me
to evoke in your presence the gods I
serve, to thank you for all the good you
have done me by bringing me news that
I had long and anxiously expected. But
I shall willingly ask the God of the Chris-
tians to repay my debt of gratitude.”

Clemens bowed without speaking, and
the (irand Vestal resumed :

“Ro, my lord, Domitian will soon be
overthrown by Lucius Antonius, and his
grand nephews will be proclaimed emper-
org in his place! This event is of im-
mense importance to yon and me, To
you ! for it will be the trinmph of your
doctrine. To me, for my implacable per-

gecutors and the terrible fears which be-

siege me must disappear with the tyrant.
repeat it, my lord, vou do 1

v cannot know all the good 3 we
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the emperor. I wonder that this news
shonld sarprise you.”

“1 knew, my lord, Domitian’s depart.
ure for Germany ; but there was no one
to inform me of Luciue Antonius’ pro-
jects. It is only now, after what you
nave told me, that I can understand the
importance of that expedition. But the
General will doubtless triumph! Domi-
tian is universally hated !"

“ Luciue Antonius will be crushed, ma-
dam. . From positive information I
have received, I can affirm this. Do
not, therefore, entertain vain hopes!"

“ But, at least,”’ said the Grand Vestal,
growing pale with secret fear, “ much
time muet elapee before the schemes of
our enemies can be carriedout . . and
in one year, at most, I shall, by ceasing
to be a Vestal, escape from the denuncia-
tions of Regulus, the resentment of the
pontiffs . the power of the emperor!

. My lord, do you condemn the other
hopes which this letter gives me, and
would you pronounce me guilty for enter-
taining them ?"

Cornelia’s eyes were fixed on the pon-
tiff with profound anxiety, for she detect-
ed on his venerable features an expres-
sion of sadness which he made no at-
temgt to conceal.

“ You are thinking of Metellus Celer,"”
replied Clemens slowly, * and you ask
whether I approve or condemn your pro-
jects ? Alas ! the events which threaten
you make it useless to examine this
question. O my God ! he exclaimed,
looking up to heaven and extending his
hands over the Grand Vestal's head,
“ grant that this virgin wha knows al-
ready ycur Holy Name, and who, un-
awares, has honored you by her purity,
may bave the strength to bear the blow 1
must deal her.”

“ What can youn mean, my lord !"’ cried
the Grand Vestal.

“ Madam, the letter you have just now
read paseed through the handsof the em-
peror.”

“The emperor has read this letter ?”
exclaimed the unfortunate Vestal, with a
cry of terror.

She had sprung from her seat, and
stood before the pontifl, rigid as a statue,
her face ashy pale, her burning eyes dis-
tended by fear. Then this death-like
rigidity of the muscles gradually gave
way ; tears moistened her eyes, and ut-
tering a groan of angnish, she fell heavily
upon the cushions. She had not fainted,
bul was in prey to apaioxysin of tears.

The holy pontifl prayed fervently whilst
waiting for the nnfortunate young woman
to recover sufficiently to listen to his
words of consolation and perhaps of hope.
A long silent, pause encued. The Grand
Vestal seemmed to be interrogating her
own heart, to discover whether there ex-
isted not some grounds for doubt, some
uncertainty connected with the fearful re-
velation which one word from the vener-
able pontifl had presented in such ter-
rible light, Atlast, she made an effort to
ep2ak :

“My lord,” ehe said slowly, “ your
word is sacred and your character holy ;
you would not frighten a wretched
woman with vain dangers ; but is it not
possible that you are mistaken or that you
have been deceived ?"’

“ Would to heaven that I were, ma-
dam,”’ replied Clemens with heartfelt emo-
tion ; * unfortunately, I am certain of
whatIsay.”

“You said, my lord,” resumed the
Grand Vestal, * that this letter bad been
in the emperor's hand; how came it,
then, to pess into years?”’

“ This, madam, is the only mystery
I have not succeeded in unravelling, I
know who gave me the letter. Itis the
designator Gurges, whose name is not
unknown to you. He told me that dur-
ing the night a stranger had brought him
this letter, and bad stated to bim that it
had been read by the emperor, Bat how
the stranger knew this, and how this im
portant document passed out of Domitian’s
hands, he could not say. However, I
understand that you should look upon
these facts as vague and uncertain—this
is what you would say. But I went
further, and I believe 1 can assert that
Gurges was not deceived. Yes, the em-
perar has read this letter—this ia the
most important fact, and it matters littie
that we do not know why he has not kept
iL"

“You are right, my lord,” said the
Grand Vestal in a calm and dignified
tone, “it matters little! Domitian's
memory never fails him, and he does not
require written proofs! . And,” she
added with bitterness, “ when you be-
came certain that this letter contained
my death-warrant, you hastened to bring
it to me. . . Such is, indeed, the mis-
sion of pontiffs!”

The priest, astonished at this remark,
gave the Vestal a reproachful look, in
which she read 8o mnch sincere compas-
gion, that blushes suffased her pale fea-
tures.

“ Madam,” said Clemens, *“I go to those
of my brethren whom the hand of God
has chastised, to tell them it is time to
conflde in Iis mercy, and to hop3 in His
Almighty power. Why, then, should I
have not come to you with the same
words of comfort, if Providence threatens
you with some great misfortune?”’

The Grand Vestal made no reply; her
eyes were fixed abstractedly upon the
floor; she seemed indifferent to what she
had heard. A transformation had sud-
denly taken place in her, and Clemens
had no longer before him a weak woman
crushed by her sorrow, but a proud pat-
rician accepting with heroic calmness an
inevitable fate. Cornelia belonged to one
of those grand Roman races whose firm-
ness may be shaken in a moment of sur-
prise, but who soon recover their energy,
and display the most admirable courage.

“ Madam,” resumed the pontiff, “ has
that young woman, who was conversing
with you when I came in, never told you
that the ministers of Christ hasten near
the afllicted only to bring them hope, and
gometimes also, only to promise them
salvation?”

“Oh!” gaid the Grand Vestal, “hope!
. salvation! There can be none for
me if ever I fall into the hands of our

1 + « and notl \ rgl me |
this secret devotion—nothing the n- |
on orthat you may have to fearis |
unknown to me! But have you
been told that when Domitian left Rome,
it was to march with all his forces against
Lacius Antonius 7"

“Great gods! . . Can this be true,!
my lord 2" {
* It is an event known to everybody in
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vault of the Campus .
leratus, I will save you! 1 will not let
that abominable sacrifice be accomplished
under my eyes !”

At this sudden mention of the dread
abyss upon which her thoughts so fre-
quently dwelt, the poor Vestalshuddered,
and terror was depicted on her counten-

tombed in the

ance
“ My lord, my lord,”” she murmured

I must not hope for one! . . Prayto
nur God that He may inspire my enem-
es and the emperor to forget this letter—
the proof of an innocent affection in
which others may see a crime. .
have no right to ask or hope more!’

“My God, madam, is the God of Mir-
acles. . He has promised to His
servants who would invoke His name, to
manifest His power by the greatest won-
ders. . . He is the God of truth and of
life; I shall ask Him to reveal His power
foryon . . and He will doit!”

“Am I, then, one of you, my lord, that
this Almighty God should deign to come
to me even in the tomb . and to take
me out of it at your request ?"'

“Virgin of Vesta,” exclaimed the ven-
erable priest,  for thirty years you have
worn the immaculate garment which the
brides of Christ also wear. . . You
have not, indeed, made the sacrifice of
the heart which pleases Him above all;
but chastity has bloomed in you, and so
beautifal is this flower, that our God
looks upon it with loving eyes even when
it dwelleth in souls that have not known
Him! . . Becomforted, my daughter,
and hope in His mercy !”

The Grand Vestal was deeplr moved
by these simple words. Ae she gazed
silently at the venerable old man who
had spoken them, the remembered the
words of another pontiff whom she had
seen near her in similar circumstances.
What a difference between the pagan
priest and the minister of Christ! be-
tween Helvius Agrippa and Clemens.
Both had epoken of the same threaten-
ing perile; but how different their lan-
guage. What harshness! what pitiless
rigor! what cold indifference in the form-
er! What gentleness! what compassion !
what devotion in the latter!

The vaguest suspicions had sufficed
Helvius Agrippa to pronounce ber guilty :
the purity of her past life had had no
weight with him. Even when knowing
the weakress of her heart and her secret
feelings, Clemens honored the virgin
whose past was irreproachable; and ab-
stained from condemning her for asking
of the future some consolation for the
suil=rings of a life of sadness,

This indulgence was wheat the Grand
Vestal felt most keenly in the pontiff's
reply.

“1 return you thanks, my lord,” she
said simply, but the grateful look she
gave Clemens was more eloguent than
WOIUB.

“ Farewell, madam,” said he, “my mie-
sion is accomplished, Should worge
days come, you will see me again!”’

I'he venerable old man left the Grand
Vestal to her meditations.

“0 my God!" murmured the pontiff,
a8 he wended his way towards theCapena
Gate, and he turned to cast a last ook on
the Atrinm Regium, “there is in that
asylum, a poor woman to whom I hiave
promised Your help, and who knows not
how near may be the hour of danger! . .
Let not my promise be vain, O Lord! . .
but permit me to glorify Your name by
saving this virgin who will wish to know
Youn and to consecrate herself to You!”

Clemens extended his hand to blessin-
visibly the afilicted Vestal who, at that
very moment, was beseeching the God of
the Christians to protect her from the
fury of her enemies.

A few days after these events the news
came that Lucius Antonius had been
killed, and the insurrection was crushed.
In Jess than a month, Domitian returned
to Rome, with rage in his heart, and pre-
paring to carry out his long delayed
schemes f vengeance,

CHAPTER XVL
THE STORM GATHERING.

The reader will remember that Ilirsu-
tus, having been an invisible witness of
the conversation in which Marcus Regu-
Ina had revealed to the emperor the exist-
ence of the conspiracy headed by Lucius
Antonins, had immediately dispatched
a courier to the general, inviting him to
march at once upon Rome, where a
powerfual party would snpport him.

The events of the following day induced
Hirsutus to modify considerably his
pians. VWoen Domitian anaouaced 0
the assembled courtiers, that he wonld
march immediately against Lucius An-
tonius, and subsequently informed Regu-
lus that he would defer the execution of
his vengeance, in order to make it more
complete, the hideous dwarf saw that all
would be lost if, Lucius Antonius happen-
ing to be vanquished, the documents and
ulis of the conspiracy should fall into
Dohitian’s hands.

Now, Hirsutus foresaw the defeat of
Lucius Antonius, who had not had time
to assemble the forces necessary to the
success of his undertaking, and would be
taken by surprise. Ilow could he avert
the misfortunes which would follow Do-
mitian’s probable victory ? how check his
cruelty if he came back to Rome, having
in his possession the names of those who
had meditated his overthrow ?

Here is what Hirsutus imagined tosave
g0 many persons who might, at a later
day, and by new conepiracies, less com-
promised than the one recently discovered,
serve his secret resentment and avenge
him upon the master whose ruin he had
sworn. Between Rome and Germany,
a general named Lucius Maximus was
stationed, at the head of strong legions.
Like many others, he was in the plot,
and his forces were to strengthen the
army of Lucius Antonius when the latter
would move upon Rome. Hirsutus in-
formed this Luciue Maximus of Domitian’s
early departure, and advised him to turn
immediately againet Antonius, inorderto
preclude all possibility of the emperor's
fighting in person against that gemeral,
and thereby to prevent Domitian from
obtaining possession of documents, to
which hung the fate of the senate and the
life of 8o many illustrious citizens. The
trustworthy messenger selected by him,
communicated, moreover, with the prin-
cipal leaders of the conspiracy, and re-
ceived their private instructions,
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SURPLICE ANDISWORD.

BY JOHN A, FOOTR,

There was little in the appearance of
the Pennsylvania mining villages to
indicate that the great civil war was
raging. A visitor in the town of Mount
Vernon would not notice the scarcity
of men in the streets, and except for
the anxious ecanning of the dally pap-
ers, or the occasional sight of a wound-
ed soldier home on furlough, one
might forget that a state of war exist-
ed. Work at the mines was plenty,
wages was high, and the village seemed
to be experiencing a humdrum round
of prosperity.

Father ‘* Dan " O'Rourke was glad
that the town had grown prosperous,
for it enabled kim to pay the indebted-
ness of his little parish. It was hard
work to raise funds for the church and
the modest residence he had bought
when the miners were not working
well. But hig energy and his sunny
disposition had accomplished much
among the miners towards improving
thelr temporal as well as their spiritual
condition. Himself a son of toil, he
inherited the strong frame and robust
conctitution of hisancestors, and, when
he was not occupied with his pastoral
duties, it was no uncommon sight to
see him spading up the soll in his little
garden or plying the hammer and saw
in making some needed repairs about
his premises.

.Though the smallness of his income
sometimes made such exercise neces-
sary, it was valuable to him in another
way, for when the rough ‘' hewers of
stone " saw the tall handsome young
priest engaged in those menial tasks
they talked about it at the mines and
declared that ‘‘he hadn’t an inch of
pride” and was * just like one of
themselves. "

Even Sandy McDade, the ‘‘boss
driver " at the mines, who was called
behind his back ‘‘the blackest Scotch
Presbyterian in the country,” said of
Father Dan: ‘' He's a gade mon ; &
canny mon : though I dinne care for
Popish priests

Thae great war had raged for two
years, and conscription was reaching
out its inexorable hand summoning
the men to the strife. Now Father
Dan found a new field of duty--com-
forting bereaved families, breaking
the news of disasters that bad come
to them on the far-off southern battle-
fislds and giviog spiritual strength to
the weak ones ere they departed for
the theatre of the mighty conflict. In
the midst of hisapparently intermineble
labors he received a sudden and pain-
ful surprise—the more forcible because
he had never dreamed of such a con-
tingency. This was a mnotification
that he had been drafted for service as
a private in the Union army, ordering
him to report at Wilkesbarre the fol-
lowing week for medical examination.

The next Suuday, after he had cele-
brated Mass, he read the official notice
to his congregation, aud when the mur-
mur of surprise had been subdued, he
continued :

“‘My dear friends, it was supposed
by many people, as well as by myeelf,
that the sacred calling of the clergy-
man would relieve him of the obliga-
tton to take arms against his fellow-
man. Buat eince the Government,
which it is our duty to obey, has de-:
creed otherwise, I must prepare to
sever the ties that have grown so dear
to me and enter upon this new duty.
Whatever we may think of this decree,
let us not place our personal feelings
above our patriotism. Oar country
has much to contend with in these
troublesome times, and even if an oc-
casional error is made, all will be rem-
edied in the proper time and under the
proper authority. Daring my absence
you will have mno resident pastor, as
the Bishop has no priest available to
send in my place.

‘‘Now I must say good-bye to you,
and in saying this let me ask you to
remember your religion and your dut-
fes toward your neighbor. No matter
where I may be you may know that my
prayers will always be with you. I
am weak in the sight of God, my
friends, and I beseech you not to forget
me and to pray that, if it His is will, I
may be permiited to return to you. So
now, once more, good bye, and may
God bless you and protect you."

Hs they listened to the words of the
priest, the men of the congregation
were filled with mingled indignation
and grief. The women were openly
sobbing, and when, with a smile of
resignation, he made the sign of tha
cross over their heads, perhaps for the
last time, there was a hoarse murmur
of impotent protest.

As the priest turned to go, several
men rushed up to the altar railing and
commenced to talk excitedly in low
tones.

‘‘ You mustn't go, Father," said one.
‘‘The drafting cffice has no right to
compel you to go. It's a scheme to get
money, that's all! We all know that
these officers may be bought off. We
can raise the money ! say the word and
we'll have it in an hour."”

“Your impulsiveness has carried
you away, James," said the priest.
‘' What you suggest would be simplv
bribery, and [ cannot chuntenance taat
either directly or indlrectly.”

The rejection of this plan, which
seemed le to the men, left

t aud unresourceful, broond-

ples ge. At last one burly,

i v, who was noted for
his explogive language, blurted out,
‘‘ By crackey ! The so v that takes
you with him he will have to crawl
over me first !"

That was what they all wanted to
say, and now they had found a spokes-
man, their eyes glistened and their
fists clenched as if in anticipation of
the contest. There was a brief silence
and then an old woman groaned out :
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