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It was represented to Lucius Maximus
that this was the only feasible plan, in the
new sitnation brought about by the revel-
ations of Marcus Regulus; that Domitian

ssed immense resources, nnd.would
inevitably crush Antonius ; that it was
therefore advisable to forestall him ; to
fall suddenly upon the general of the
army of Germany ; defeat him; take and
destroy his papers, and thereby prevent
the emperor from wreaking vengeance
upon all who had participated in the plot
for his overthrow. With mnothing but
vague suspicions, Domitian would prob-
ably not dare to order the murders he al-
ready contemplated.

It is true that this would be sacrificing
Antonius; but what was the life of one
man when 8o many were in danger ; and
would not Maximus himself be one of the
victims, if Domitian learned the share he
was to have taken in the propcsed ineur-
rection ?

Those whom fortune abandons seldom
find friendships strong enough to remain
faithful in the hour of adversity. Maxi-
maus, frightened by the serious news sent
him from Rome ; knowing better than
any one else that Antonins was not yet
ready either to attack or resist; and fear-
ing for his own safety, resolved at once to
abandon his accomplice. He raised pre-
cipitately his camp, and marched with
his legions against Lucius Antonius. A
gudden rise of the Rhine had comp'icated
the embarassment of this gensral, who,
geparated from the greater portion of his
troops, was reduced to inactivity., Maxi-
mus attacked him at once. and gained an
easy victory.

Lucing Antonine was killed in this
battle. A soldier ent off his head, and
preserved this bloody trophy to present it
to Domitian. The latter arrived shortly
after to reap the fruits of his lientenant’s
victory. But his hopes were disap-
pointed. Maximus had hastened to de-
stroy every document conceraing the }nlun
of ingurrection. Domitian was in a fear-
ful rage when he learned that he conld
get no clne to the accomplices ol Anton-
us, and that the designs formed against
him mnet remain an impeune' rable mys-
tery. He did not punish Maximus, how-
ever, for the latter's hasty zsal, Buat he
committed unheard-of atrocities in Ger-
many, where he remained some time,
trying to discover the loat thread of the
COnBpIracy.

When hereturned to Rome Lis resent.
ment knew no bonnds. Then commenced
a reign of terror for the capital of the
world, Tacitus has described with in-
imitable energy of language ithose scenes
of horror.,  Death or banishment were the
fate of the wealthiest and most virtuous
citizens. Tne informers attained the
greatest favors: the rewards they reaped
were odions as the infamous acts by
which they earned them

Pliny-the-Yonunger, in his letters, has
also described those days of universal
desolation. But he mourns, above all,
the nnmerous friends of which he was
robbed by death and banishment.

But Domitian’s relentless persecutions
were not confined to men whose political
influence could have given him umbrage.
The philosophers had already been driven
away by him from Rome and Italy ;
scholars, historians and poets were now
comprised in the renewed edicts of expul-
sion. Ior some secrat motive the Chris-
tians were eparad, and neither I'iaving
Clemens nor hig two sons were molested
at the time., It is only two years later
that the Christian persecation commenced
in which Ilavius Clemens suflared mar-
tyrdom.

It may be that the uneasiness cansed
to the emperor by the recently suppressed
insnrrection was the s cret of his leniency
towards his relatives. 1'heyoung (Caesars
wore very popnlar, and the people who

ad horne 8¢ g Domitian's
crimes, wonld probably not sufler him to
sacrifice to his fary the princes they
looked upon ag their future rulers,

There may have been another canse
for the (vrant's hesitancy. T'he strange
adventure of Minerva's statne, disarmed

lorg with

by a God more powerful than Jupiter,
was still pregent to his memory, and he
conld not help thinking that be would,
perhaps, himaelf suceumb, if he dared to
attack the worahippersof that mysterions
and terrible divinmty.

What became of the Grand Vestal
amedat general gloom and terror?  Since
} mperor's return she had lived in

wmed anxiety., She had found
irage to bear the burthen
rows ouly in the devoted friend-
ship of Cecelia and Auarelia, who scarcely
left her,

Cecelia, wishing to complete the work
commenced, spoke to her with aflection-
ite parseverance of the celestial hopes of
Christianity, and of the contempt which
the greatest misfortune musl nspire to
those who 8ee in another life an averlast-
ing reward and eternal repose. [Dut the
Grand Vestal was too cruelly troubled to
nnderstand these words of comfort, She
conld think of n othing but the fearfal
prospect of & terrible death in the vault
of the Campung Sceleratus, and it seemed
to her that Christianity, far from saving
her frcm this cruel fate, would only be
another motive for the pontitfs to order
the death of the unfaithful priestess who
had renounced her creed.

She derived more comfort from the as-
gurance given her by the divine Aurelia,
who proposed to intervene near the em-
peror a8 soon as she who had been to her
a second mother would be seriously
threatened, and to save her once more,
Domitian would not resist when he
ghould set his niece at his feat.

Domitian seemed to think no more of
terrifying Rome with the execation of a
Vestal, condemned in accordance with
the most rigorous provisious ot the an-

ih and «

“ Regulus, it is for you to find this man ;
you took c‘:uge of the management of
this business: you must bring about its
succeesful termination.’

The emperor was dissatisfied. He dis-
miseed the informer,

Decidedly, Regulus was unlucky. The
two great undertakings to which he had
devoted himself, and in which he had
displayed so much activity, contributed
little to strengthen his credit and to
maintain him in favor. His denuncia-
tions againet the Christians, had, doubt-
less, seemed rash and dangerous, for the
emperor, far from provoking new revel-
ations, would not suffer him to refer to
the subject. The accusation against the
Grand Vestal bad succeeded better, since
Domitian had resolved to proceed : but,
neverthelees, there was always some cir-
comstance happening to diminish in the
prince’'s mind the high opinion he had
formed of tha informer’s great ability.

The disappearance of Metellus Celer at
the very time he was wanted, was not
likely to revive the emperor’s singularly
weakened confidence. Regulns under-
stood this, and made extraordinary
efforts to find Cornelia’s pretended ac-
complice. He neglected all cther busi-
nees and took very little part in the per-
secation of the citizens. Yet, for a long
time, he almost despaired of success.
He had lost the spy he had boasted of
having placed near Metellus. The young
man having diacovered that his servant
was the agent of his worst enemy, treated
him a8 he had done Parmenon.

At last, one day, when the disappoint-
ed informer was beseeching the gods to
crown with snccess the search which was
to lead an unfortunate young man to the
most cruel death, a courier came to in-
form him that Metellus Celer had been
seizad in his retreat, and was now on his
way to Rome, well secured in a closed
litter, and under good escort.

The wretch hastened to carry thisim-
portant news to the emperor. Bat, no
his way to the Palatine house, Regulus
met with an adventure so strange, that
we must devote to it a new chapter,

CHAPTER XVII,
THE SATURNALIA,

To go from his residence to the Pala-
tine house, Reguins had to cross the For-
um. He found that spacions place filled
with an immense crowd of people, enjoy-
ing themseives in & noisy aud disorderiy
manner,

The informer suddenly remembered
that it was the day of the Saturnalia, and
this delirious multitnde was entirely
composed of slaves—temporarily the
masters of Rome—and who were there
only to give themselves up to the wildest
revels, and all the license permitted by a
a few days of freedom.

Marcus Regulus would have turned
back, but it was too late. A slave, who
was seated on the pretor’s chair, had per-
ceived him, and cried out :

“ By Saturn, here comes, 1 believe,
that rascal, Marcus Regulus! Lictors!
let that man be arrested and brought be-
fore me !"”

The individual who gave this singunlar
order—which made the informer shudder
—was one of our oldest acquaintances.
It was Palaestrion, the slave porter of the
divine Aurelia. He was accompanied by
his huge dog, so well fed upon cooked
frogs, and which he had sworn to set up-
(lm Regulus, the first day he should meet

m.,

Yes, it was Palaestrion, in person, no
longer chained by the waist to the wall of
his lodge ; but Palaestrion trinmphant,
honored, obeyed ; Palaestrion wearing
the insignia of the urban pretor and sit-
ting upon his chair ; commanding to lict-
ors, and giving orders which were as
promptly carried out as the magistrate's.

He had hardly epoken when the lictors
seized the informer, amidst the joyful ac-
clamations of the multitude. This Regua-
lus, whose name made 80 many tremble,
now stood abashed and humbled, at the
feet of the slave whose disdainful and
ironical looks increased hisanxiety. Bat
how came DPalaestrion to obtain this
power, and to preside over the tribunal of
the pretor ?

One word will soffice to explain this
mystery : Palaestrion was the hero of the
feast of Saturnalia.

On the evening of the sixteenth day of
the Kalends of January, a pontifl' had
appeared, according to long established
custom, under the portico of the temple
of Saturn, situated in the centre of the
Forum, and had cried thrice in a loud
and solemn voice : Saturnalia | Saturnalial
Saturnalia!

At this proclamation, long expected by
the impatient and tumultuous multitade,
cries of joy rent the air, and a thousand
voices replied to the priest by repeating
the consecrated exclamation :lo! lo! Sa-
turnalia ! o ! Saturnalia !

In answer to thissignal, gangs of slaves
rngh from every direction, invading the
Forum with an impetnosity which the
current of the Tiber would have scarcely
attained had it suddenly broke through
its dikes. All these slaves wear the cap
of liberty, as though they had just been
set free. Their joy is delirious and the
air i8 filled with their songs and shouts,
The last comers find no room in the
crowded Iorum, and they spread in
every direction over the city which will
remain during seven entire days the
threatre of their wild revels and of licent-
ious excesses authorized on this occasion
by both law and custom,

Sach was the inauguration of the Sa-
turnalia; such the first outburst of the
popular intoxication whose increasing
manifestations ended only after every
pleasure had been exhausted,

This season of liberty for the slave was
alsgo one of rejoicing for the master, It
was the time for making friendly calls
and sending presents. 1This ancient cus-
tom was generally observed by the poor
and the rich, the humble and the great.
Nobody would have liked to mneglect it
and everything, from the precious jawel
to the toy of trifling value, or even the
bunch of onions from the little garden |

jent religions law whose traditions he
wished to perpatuate. DBut, at last, this |
project, conceived long ago, presented il-]
solf anew to his mind. It wonld be the

IMeans i 1instrating his reigo. i

He therefore sent for Marcus Regulus,
wnd stated to him that he would proceed |
as High Pontifl against the Grand Vestal, |
and this Metellus Celer, who had been in- |

itated into the projects of Lucins Anton-
ius, and consequently, deserved death on
two grounds of accusation,

“Yes, my lord,”’ replied Rogulos; “but
Metellus Celer is not in your power ; and
without an accomplice to show to the
people, the accusation against a Vestal
hacomes diflicult to manage, and must, at
all events, lose ita intended eflact.

| memento of good omen for the coming

plot, was received with gratitude, as a

year,

['here is nothing better than this an-
nual exchange of little gifts. We canuot, |
after eighteen hundred years, criticise a |
custom from which we have derived our
own practice of New Year's gifts, and |
even our letters of congratulation and
compliment, for at the time of the Satur-
nalia, people who could write exercised

common, and piety, justice and concord
reigned upon the earth. S ing gener-
ations had sought to perpetuate the mem-
ory of that happy time which the poets
styled the Golden Age, by annual festiv-
ities which should recall that primitive
equality, that peace and happiness, now
flown forever.

In the principle, this feast was cele-
brated in one single day—on the four-
teenth of the Kalendsof January (Decem-
ber 19th)., Julius Caesar when he re-
formed the calendar, added two days to
the month of December, which were
claimed as belonging to the Saturnalia,
and this was confirmed by a subsequent
edict which fixed their legal duration to
three days. Subsequently, the celebra-
tion of the Sigillaria, also in honor of Sa-
turn, and of the feast of his wife Ops, the
goddees of the earth, were added to the
Saturnalia, extending their duration to
seven days. g

The male slaves alone erjoyed this
short period of liberty in December; the
women had theirturn on the Kalends of
March, when the year formerly com-
menced. The servants then became the
mistresses, and the proudest nations of
the aristocracy had to sabmit to their
exigencies. This feast, which lasted but
one day, was styled Matronalia,

Banqueting was the principal source of
enjoyment during the Saturnalia, and
custom required that it should be at the
expense of the masters. The latter were
sometimes admitted to partake of their
servants barquet, and then in the midst
of the general confusion and unrestrained
license, they had to suffer at the hands
of their drunken slaves, the violent re-
proaches, the offensive railing and harsh
truths inspired by a revengeful recollec-
tion of evils suffered, or by a simple de-
pire to debase those who were condemned
to bear temporarily these trials. Atother
times, the slaves were even more exact-
ing, and they compelled citizens of the
highest rank to wait on them. In this
case, the most ridiculons commands,
orders the most difficalt to execate, and
gubjection to the most fantastic whims
were added as a bitter derision to the
necessity of this temporary slavery.

The law aunthorized everything short
of bodily violence, and the masters had to
submit tamely. It was even expressly
forbidden to exercise reprisals upon the
slave, when, after using to its full extent
his vexatious privilege, he resumed the
yoke of servitude,

These were not, however, the only joys
to which these wretches aspired during
these few days of interruption to their
habitnal condition of suffering., Afier
the intemperance of the table, they must
try the intemperance of honors. Having
copied the vices of their masters, they
must ape them in their dignities.

The forum became necessarily the
theatre upon which were given these
grotesque representations of social organi-
zation. Theslaves assumed the functions
and privileges of the magistrates and
civil functionaries. All this was done
geriously, with comic importance, and
with due regard for all the accessories ap-
partaining to each different dignity, such
as the costumes, the lictors, the curule
chair, and even the rostrum for impro-
vised orators. The fanctions of pretor
were the most sought after in these sati-
rical and often humorous mummeries of
the * life in the open air ”’ of the forum,
because they gave occasion to the most
amusing decisions.

On this occasion Palaestrion had been
designated by the votes of his fellow
slaves, in the mock election held for the
office of urban pretor.

Palastrion, the slave porter of the
divine Aurelia,—the niece of Domitian
and future Empress of the Romans—had
immediately conquered a consideration
and importance proportionate to the
gupreme destinies of that young and
noble matron. The eervant reflects the
greatness of his master, and this reflaction
had thrown around Palaestrion a sort of
halo, the brightness of which he did not
suapect.

No other glave had better enjoyed the
liberty of the Saturnalia; never before
had such pomp decorated his humble
person. Quicker than any one elss he
had rid himself of the chains which held
him captive in his lodge, and had
rushed to the Forum, followed by his
faithful dog. He had been one of the
first to hear the proclamation of the Sa-
turnalia,

To relate everything worthy of note
that Palaestrion and his dog had accom-
plished during the first six days, would
require a volume,

He had plunged headlong into all the
ardent pleasures of the Saturnalia; he
had left far behind all who attempted to
follow him ; he had particularly distin-
guished himself in those huge banquets
worthy of Homer’s heroes.

In one word, Palaestrion, as we have
already stated, was the hero of the Sa-
turnalia. He had been proclaimed the
king of the festive board ; and when
from the triclinia were carriel to the
Forum the last scenes of this festival of
liberty, upon which another sun was not
to shine, the unanimous voice of his com-
rades enthusiastically proclaimed Pal-
aestrion worthy of the dignified office of
pretor.

Palaestrion donned bravely the magis-
terial robe; appointed his lictors ; and,
sitting in the pretor’s chair, prepared to
perform his judicial duties. But a judge
without a case to try cuts a sorry fizure,
and poor Palaestrion saw with embar-
rassment the disappointed looks of the
audience, as the hours passed withont a
single pleader presenting himself in
court, though the criers made themselves
hoarse in inviting the people to test the
prudence and justice of the learned
Judge.

Palaestrion’s face was growing purple
with shame as he listened to the increas-
ing titter which circulated in the mirthfal
crowd, and the big sweat drops rolled
from his brow. It wasat this perplexing

juncture that he caught sight of Ragalus.

I'ne slave-pretor recognizad immediately
his quondam tempter, and, in a stentor-
ian voice, ordered his arrest. He intend-
ed to carry his revengeful j ke as far as
the license of the Saturnalia permitted,
and with this view he called to his dog.
I'he animal, who was circulating freely

l among the crowd, in two bounds took his

place near his master’s curale chair,

“ Ah ! Cerberus!” said Palaestrion, pat-
ting him on the back, * attention | old
boy, we are going to have some fun |”

themselves in the flowery style of com-
position, sending graceful or pleasant
epistles to their friends.

The Saturnalia was instituted in the
remotest period of antiquity,in commem-
oration of that fabulous reign of Saturn
during which there was neither master
nor slave ; when everything was held in

The dog wagged his tail and showed
his double row of sharp teeth, as if he
understood what was coming,

the crowd. Palaestrion had reconquered
sll his waning popularity, for curiosity
was awakened and every one looked for
scenes of more than usual interest. A
thousand voices mingled with the growls
of the dog, who, his glowing eyes fixed an
his master's, only awaited a signal to
|Kring upon the trembling wretch whem
the lictors had brought to the bar of the
tribunal.

“Jo! Io! Saturnalia! Io! Io! Pal-
aestrion !” repeated the multitude with
wild excitement.

Palaestrion was epjoying his own tri-
umph and the terror of Marcus ulus,
His silence and the ironical expression of
his looks increased the: intolerable an-
guish of his victim. At last, the slave-
pretor extended his hand to command at-
tention, and the tumault ceased as if by
magic. The slaves iooked on in breath-
less expectation.

“What is your name ?"’ asked the
magistrate, addressing Regulus,

“T am a citizen, and I protest against
all acts of personal violence,” replied the
informer, trying to give some assurance
to his voice,

“ Very well,” said the slave -pretor;
“ but this is the time of the Saturnalia,
mda;m are accused. ."”

“ What charge can be trumped up
against me ?"” asked Regulus.

“ Wag it not you,” replied Palaestrion,
who, by corrupt means,tempted the fidel-
ity of the woman Doris, a slave in the
household of the divine Aurelia, and
brought upon her the punishment which
caused her death ? . . Whathave youn
to reply?”

The informer shuddered, but remained
silent.

“ Was it not you, again,” resumed the
magistrate, * who, concealing your name,
came ta a poor slave named Palaestrion
to cffer him his freedom, and who en-
deavored by your insidious questions to
surprise the secrets of the divine Aurelia's
household, thereby exposing said Palaes-
trion to perish, like Doris, under the pub-
lic executioner’s lash ?”

“Palaestrion, Palaestrion,” exclaimed
Regulus in a supplicating tone, “ I swear
that my intentions towards you were sin-
cere, and it was not my fault if they were
not realized.”

“Hush! wretch, . Here I am no
longer Palaestrion. I am a jndge whoin-
terrogates. . Come, are these facts true
or false? . . By Saturn! take care

tlab wn 1

A nat nravaricata

But instead of replying to thie gnestion,
Regulus sprang back, uttering a piercing
cry. This unexpected incident was
caused by Cerberus. Pending the inter-
rogatory, the dog had gradually ap-
proached the informer, and had finally in-
gerted his sharp fangs into the latter's
thigh ; sach, at least, appsared to be the
fact, from the manner in which the ani-
mal still heldon to his tuniec.

“Cerberus | Cerberus!” cried Palaes-
trion angrily.

The doz immediately let go his hold.

“ Lictors | chastise this insubordinate
animal who will not wait for the signal.”

The lictors, detaching a few rods from
their fasces, struck the dog who howled
with pain. The crowd applauded this
act of justice.

“ Regulus,”’ resumed the slave, evident-
ly gratified by these public marks of ap-
probation, *“ have you anything to say in
justification of these charges? . . .
Speak ! . . . I listen.”

The wretched man could find only
words of cowardly supplication.

“So,” said Palaestrion, * you admit the
truth of these allegations . . . and
you have nothing more to say 2"’

“ Palaestrion, I swearit to you again
. . Idid notknow . ., . Icould not
know that I was exposing you to any
danger.”

“I am not concerned in this case: Re.
gulus ; cease, therefore, misunderstand-
ing my words and pronouncing my name,
The question at issue is the trade you fol-
low and the misfortunes which result
from your informations, . . Is it not
enough that you have attempted to intro-
duce treachery under the roof of my noble
mistress, and that a young girl has per-
ished, a victim to the temptations of your
gald? . . . That is what von mnst
justify yourself from . . Or other-
wise you cannot escape punishment, As
for me, I despise the solicitations with
which you tried to deceive me, and as a
judge, I must forget them. For the last
time I charge you to answer without
equivocation.”

Palaestrion had spoken these words
with great dignity and firmness. The
humble slave seemed to be gradually
penetrated with the greatness of his func-
tions, and he introduced the majesty of
truth in the fiction undertaken for amuse-
ment.,

Marcus Regulus, completely over-
whelmed, could think of nothing except
how he should effect his escape; his eyes
wandered about anxiously, watching a
favorable opportunity. Bat flight was no
oagy matter. Cerberus was there, an at-
tentive sentinel, and all around, the ser-
ried ranks of the muititude presented an
impassible barrier. Nofriendly face met
the informer's eager glance; he saw,
everywhere, nothing but cruel smiles
which told him plainly how much the
spectacle of his anguish was enjoyed by
those who waited for Palaestrion’s judg-
ment.

The Pretor, silent and collected, was
thinking of what sentence he should pro-
nounce, A new incident here distracted
the attention of the crowd. The melodi-
ous sonunds of & flute were heard in the
direction of the portico of Saturn’s temple,
and the pontiff was seen issuing from the
sacred edifice, where he had been per-
forming an expiatory sacrifice,z He was
accompanied by Misitius playing the har-
monious instrnment used upon such oc-
cagions, The crowd made way respect:
fully, and the pontiff and his musician
soon found themselves in front of the
slave-pretor’s court.

A drowning man catches at straws, and
Regulus no sooner recognizad the priest
than he sprang towards him, claiming his
protection in the most pitiful accents.

“Saturnalia!’ cried Palaestrion, to stop
the movement which the pontifl,surprised
at finding Regulus in this embarrassing
predicament, was about to make in his
favor; “Saturnalia! this man belongs to
me until the sentence I am going to pass
shall have been executed !”

“]t is true,”’ said the priest, “ we are in
the days of Saturnalia, and you are the
masters!| Regulus, may the goda protect
thee, I can do nothing.”

The pontifl went away, leaving to his

Marcus Regulus saw this, and his
cheeks grew pale, as he asked himself
what the slave's intentions might be.

The most savage clamors greeted the
informer, who had been recoguized by i

fate Regulus who trembled with rage and
gave vent to his disappointment in the
most fearful imprecations. Misitius
would have followed the pontiff, but
Palaestrion would not permit it

“Flute-player!” he cried, making a ges-

ture of command, “ your presence is re-
quired here. Your instrament must
mark time for the exercise to which I
shall condemn Regulus as a just punish-
ment' for his crimes. I command you to
stay "

The unfortunate Misitius would have
rather been a hundred miles from Rome,
than to find himself inthe presence of the
wretch he had so much cause to fear!
but it was as imposesible for Misitius to
disobey Palaestrion, as for Regulus to
escape from the punishment about to be
inflicted.

Misitius stopped, and waited patiently
for farther orders. The look that Regulus
gave him made the poor fellow shudder.

Palaestrion, seated on his curule chair
ﬁroclnimed silence and announced that

e would now pronounce the sentence of
the culprit.

The crowd listened with eager curios-

ty.

“It appears,’”’ said the slave-pretor in a
solemn voice, and using the consecrated
formula, “ that Marcus Regulus, inform-
er, here present, is the author, through
his seductions, of the death of a young
girl named Doris, a slave in the house-
hold of the divine Aurelia. Consequent.
ly, I order that he shall be tossed in a
blanket, and that the flute-player shall
accompany with the sounds of his instru-
ment the execution of this sentence.

The whole Forum shook under the
thunder of applause which greeted the
judgment of the wise Palaestrion. No
sentence could have been imagined to
crown with a more diverting practical
joke the feast of the Satarnalia and to
reach, at the same time, the much feared
and hated man upon whom it was to be
played.

A large circle was formed arnund the
downcast informer ; twelve athletic slaves
seized him and, despite his struggles,
stretched him at full length on a wide
carpet, which impatient hands were lift-
ing ; and Misitiue commenced playing a
symphony amidst the plaudits of the de-
lighted crowd and the cries, repeated by
a thousand voices, of—

“Saturnalia! Io!
Io! Palaestrion!”

Regulated by the modulations of Mis-
itiug's flute, the cadenced motion was ac-
complished with a perfection that gave it
additional force., The informer's body
scarcely touched the carpet than it was
again thrown to a prodigions height,
These aerial evolntions conld be witnessed
from all parts of the Iorum, and the sav-
age acclamations which greeted itshowed
how keenly the multitude erjoyed the
distress of the wretched Regulus. His
most cruel enemy must have pitied him!

At last, not perhaps through mercifal
feelings, but because every punishment
must have an end, Palaestrion ordered
the tossers to stop. Marcus Regulus fell
back once more on the carpet, whence he
was permitted to roll on the pavement.
In a moment he stood on his feet. His
face was deathly pale; his eyes flashed
with rage ; but his voice failed him ; he
could not utter a word. Palaestrion
ordered the crowd to give way and let
Regulus go where he pleased. The
wretch, still dizzy from his recent per-
formance, and assailed by the jeers of his
tormentors, availed himself of this per-
mission and fled with the precipitancy of
one who escapes from some terrible
danger.

Palaestrion had come down from his
carule chair,

“ Regunlus " he cried, when the inform-
er was at some distance, “I am no longer
thy judge, but I made an oath and it
must be falfilled !”

Then, called Cerberus, he pointed out
to him the retreating form of the inform-
er. The dog sprang after him with the
speed of an arrow. A few bounds suf-
ficed him to overtake Regulus, who
uttered a terrible cry and turned to throw
on Palaestrion a look full of deadly hate.

“ Cerberus! Cerberus! enough! come
back, sir!” Palaestrion called to his dog;
and his voice had a satisfied and trinm-
phant tone. He had kept his word and
consummated his vengeance. At the
sound of the master’s voice, the obedient
dog had let go the leg, into which he had
inserted his sh v

Saturnalia! Io

hie returned gu i
piece of Regulus’s tunic as a irophy.

Palaestrion was carried in trinmph to
the banquet of the last might of the Sa-
turnalia.

On the next morning he had resumed
his chain in the porter's lodge for another
year. So he thought. at least, for the poor
wretch could not foresee what was about
to happen.

Regulus, notwithstanding his cruel mis-
bap, had not rencunced his design of ad-
viging the emperor of Metellus Celer's
capture, He arrived at the Palatine
house, still trembling with rage and fear,
and thirsling tor revenge, hut prepared to
dissemble in order the better to secure it.
At sight of the informer's haggard looks
and disordered dress, Domitian was
struck with surprise,

TO BE CONTINUED,

CROWFOO0T'S PRIEST.

Canada is older and younger than
the Uaited States. Itis not uncommon
to pass within half an hour’s journey
a settlement dating from the time of
Richelien, and a colony not yet a week
old. The whole vast Dominion con-
tains only five millions of souls—a pop-
ulation about equal to the combined
census returns of Greater New York
and Philadelphia. The Canadian In-
dians, still tribal and picturesque, are
far more interesting than our ducky
‘‘ wards of the nation.” Almost always
they are Catholic, their religion the re-
sult of the untiring labors of the
French missionaries. Julian Ralph,
when traveling through Western Can-
ada, was keen to notice the work of
missions, Himself a Protestant, he
did not hesitate to testify to the in-
fluence of those whom Stevenson called
the only real missionaries—the priests
who sacrifice all for God's work among
those who know Him not.

The former chief of the Blackfeet,
Crowfoot, and Father Lacombe, the
Catholic missionary to the tribe, are
described as having been the most in-
teresting and influential characters
in the newer part of Canda. They
had much to do with controlling the
peace of a territory the s!zs of a great
empire. The chief was more than
eighty years old, the priest a dczen
years younger, and yet they repre-
sented in their experiences the two
great epochs of life on this continent -

In the chief's boyhood the red man
held undisputed sway from the Lakes
to the Rockies. In the priest's ycuth
he led, like a scout, beyond the ad-
vancing hosts from FEurope. But
Father Lacombe came bearing the
clive branch of religion, and the
Christian scholar and the barbarian
became fast friends, intimates in &
companionship as picturesque and out
of the common as any the world could
produce.

When not even a half-breed Indian
has dared to risk his life among angry
Indians, the French misslonaries went
about their duty fearlessly and un-
scathed. There was one, just after the
massacre of the I.ittle Big Horn, who
built a cross of rough wood, painted it
white, fastened it to his buck-board
and drove through the country in
which a white man with a pale face
and blonde hair would not have lived
two hours.

It must be remembered that in a
vast region of country the French
priest and voyageur and courier de
bois were the first white men the Indi-
ans saw, and while the explorers and
the traders seldom quarreled with
the red men or offered violence to them,
the priests never did. They went
about like women and children—or,
rather, like nothing else than priests.
They quickly learned the tongues of
the savages, treated them falrly,
showed the snblimest courage and act-
ed as counsellors, physicians and
friends. There is at least one brave
Indian fighter in our own army who
will state {t as his belief that if all the
white men had done thus we would
have had but little trouble with our
United States Indians.

From Father Lacombe's parsonage
one sees the snow capped Rockles sixty
miles away, lylng above the horizon
like a line of clouds tinged with the
delicate hues of mother-of pearl in the
sunshine. Calgary was a mere post in
the wilderness for years after the
priest went there. The buffaloes
roamed the prairies in fabulous num-
bers, the Indians used the bow and
arrow in the chase, aud ihe waps we
studied at the time showed the whole
region enclosed in a loop and marked,
*‘ Blackfoot Indians.”

Baut the other Indians were loth to ac-
cept this disposition of the territory as
final, and the country thereabout was
an almost constant battle-ground be-
tween the Blackfoot nation of allied
tribes and the Sioux, Crows, Flatheads,
Crees and others. The good priest—
for if ever there was a good man,
Father Lacombe is one—saw fighting
enough as he roamed with one tribe
and the other. His misslon led him to
ignore tribal differences and to preach
to all the Indians of the plain. He
knew the chiefs and head men among
them all, and so justly did he deal with
them that he was not only able to min-
ister to all without attracting the en-
mity of any, but he came to wield a
formidable power over all of them. He
knew old Crowfoot in his prime, and
as the writer saw them together they
were like bosom friends. Together
they had shared dreadful privations
and survived frightful winters of
storms. They had gone side by side
through savage battles, and each re-
spected and loved the other.
® All through his reign Crowfoot was
the greatest Indian monarch in Can-
ada ; possibly no tribe in this country
was stronger in numbers than his dur-
ing the last decade or two. Never was
seen a nobler looking Indian or a
more king-like man than he. He was
tall and straight, asslim as a girl, and
he had the face of an ancient Roman.
He never troubied himseit to learn the
English language ; he had little use
for hic own speech. His grunt *‘ yes”
or ‘“no"” ran all through his tribe.
He never shared his honors with a
squaw, preferring to live and die an
old bachelor.

Altogether Crowfoot was a haughty,
picturesque, taciturn, grand old sav-
age, a veritable story-book Indian.
He never rode or walked without his
head men in the retinue, and when he
wished particularly to exert hisauthor-
ity and to impress all beholders, his
apparel was royal indeed. His coat of
bead-work was a splendid garment,
and weighed a dozen pounds. His leg
gear was just as fine—his moccasins
would fetch fifty dollars in any city to-
day. Toa mere scion of effeminate
civilization his kingly crown looked
remarkably ltke an extra tall plug hat,
with no crown in the top and a lot of
crows’ plumes around the band. You
may be sure his successor wears that
same hat to-day, for the Indians re-
vere the ‘‘state-hat ” of a brave chief,
Crowfoot 18 dead, and Father La-
combe has followed the chief. Oaly in
the far Northwest and in the Indian
missions of remote districts in the Pro-
vince of Quebec may their like be seen
in these days of ‘‘Anglo-Saxon” dom-
ination. Loretto, Canghnawaga, Oka
—in these tiny ‘‘reservations " the
French priest is still the father and
theyfriend of the dusky tribe,

A QUESTION?

As the strength of the Catholic
Church is in the Sacrifice of the Mass,
€0 the strength of the individual Catho-
lic in the Sicrament of the Eucharist.
How then can the Catholic who believes
the words of Christ: ‘ Unless you eat
My Flesh and drink My Blood, you can-
not have life in you," stay away from
Communion for months and months
and months? Does he prefer in his

soul the presence of the devil
Presence of God ? s

Take your crucifix In your hand and
ask yourselves whether this is the re-
ligion of the soft, easy, worldly, luxu-
rious days in which we live ; whether
the crucifix does not teach you a lesson
of mortification, of self-denial, of cruci-

the barbaric and the progressive.

fixion of the flesh,~—Cardinal Manning
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‘WHEN FARMS WERE ABAN- go
DCNED. go &
eithe
Just over the hill on the old Mili %fm
Road as you go out of Charenton, you S
will notice the two homes, one & mere | o o

e cottage, long bullt, and lying
::e}:) back i the field behind a little | Al ¢
grove of lllac shubbery ; lthu o{)hetr, a

lling of more pretention, but 80
‘tl':s: togpllng toward ruin that the | BPY!
very vagrants from the wayside, and
the painters who come out from+ the
city with their etching-follos, regard
the habitation as in great manner
their own.

The huge, homely chimney rears
itgelf stiil boldly up but every other tha
portion, from the eaves to the door sill,
has ylelded more or less to the persist: the
ent forces of demolition. The old-
fashioned gables are weather stained
and riddled ; the elanting roof shakes
with the wind as if it would slide cff to
the ground; the pale green shutters
bhang loosely on their fixtures,
and the white paint of the clap-
boarding has grown washy where it
has not altogether disappeared. The
great front door 18 never opened now ;
the eagle shaped knocker that has
hung there for ten decades has grown
brown with its crusting of oxide, and pos
the grase parterie, which runs down
from the threshold to the two great
elms bending over the road, is no
longer a smooth- shaven lawn, but is a
general free camping ground f9r the
flowery children of Mother Nature.
Hollyhocks side by side with dock
weeds, ribbon grass close at hand with
Jamb's quarters, violets £0 tender and
sun flowers 8o hardy, are all huddled

together in that community of abode,
and live out a life of sweetness even
amid that anarchy. It is the realiza-
tion of the vistonary's soclal dream.

It was here that they lived, bothlads

of nineteen, when the war broke out ;

Mike Hartley in the little house at the

lilacs, Harvey Stedman in the big

manse near the road. Batween the
two householde lies the well kept ceme-
tery where Coareuton has becn bury-
ing its generations ever since the
epoch of King Palllip’s War. Paritans
of the old days and Paritans of the re-
cent, many of them good men, some of
of them wicked men, repose b‘eneath
the tufty verdure, waiting for the
trumpets of the resurrection.

Mike and Harvey were comrades ;

yea, almost brothers. In those years
there was no high school in Charen-
ton ; and when the two boys had
passed together through the last class
of the grammar grade, Mr. Stedman
came one evening to the little Hartley
abode and very generously, in his
whole souled way, offered to young
Mike the same chance in life that he
was offering his own, single son.
This chance was the opportunity of
learning the trade of carpentering ;
for Harvey's father was himself the
master-joiner of the village. Mike,
in his heart of gratefulness, never
forgot this act of purest kindness, and
when Mr. Stedman died, Mike cher-
ished his obligations toward the son a8
all the more tenaciously binding.

Neither was very rich ; neither was

extremely talented. Yet Mike, rating

the roadside manor as & residence
veritably palatial, looked up to young

Stedman as to one surreunded with

lavish wealth, and Harvey on his side,

having noted Mikes cleverness in the
schoolrooms, thought that Hartley wat
nothing short of & human genius, Ib

the first five lustrums of one’s life it 1

eagy to become a hero worshipper.

Pslities wera stirring in those im

pulsive days. Excitement ran nigh
the voice clamoring for abolition ha
roused every village population froo
Bunker Hill to the Berkshire valleys
in districts further south blows wer
struek that left rankling wounds, an
bitter words were hurled that provoke
many a caustic memory. Mike wa
an abolitionist of the better but ine
fective sort. He instinctively looke
up to Douglas, of Illinois, as the ide:
patriot ; and when he epoke of ti
matter at all he said that the genuine
best remedy for the critical case wou
be for the nation to buy the slaves
any cost shurt of bloodshed ; pay ar
price in the money of the land, ar
then turn the Africans over into t
body of American free men. In
vague way Mike felt that at twent
one he would be in principle oblig
to cast a different ballot from the tick
vhich he knew Harvey Stedm
was going to vote. But as yet th
interest in national qug.stlons v
merely platonic ; it hung fire, and
not fret them much.‘l Ij]vetn the (111:
campaign, wnich had just woun
witanlflcélu‘a triumph, had failed
stimilate within them the moment
enthusiasm, 80 well-nigh gene
throughout the North. South
States had proclaimed their manifes
of secession, Southern Sanators w
resigning their seats ; but, never
less, the déeclarations of secession ®
not heeded with genuine or gen
seriousness. The widespread belle
the time was that in a few mor
after the mnoisy storm of discon
would have spent itrelf; after all
froth and talk and bluster, the S|
from below the Dixie line would ¢
back, like real but wayward child
to thelir places in the national hc
hold.

Mike used to say that ‘* most of
talk.” Haraey used to call it
bluff game of politics.” Poll
The politics that interested them
were the fishing-pole and the fow
plece. To come in from the !
with a string of beauties, spe
with the tints from the rainbow,
or to come back from the heart
lowland thicket with a brace of §
partridge ; these were the vic
that made their young faces bean

ride.
¥ Politica! One candidate W




