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Viniclus, the Pagan, is intraduceci
ta the reader by Petronius his uncle,
as ii a beautiful anci athietie young(I
manii, who kncxv how at the sane
timie ta preserve a certain a.sthetic
measure in his prafligacy"; his uncle
would almost ri-quire an introduction
ta Vinicius -the christian- who
writes hirn: " It is not the Parcae,
who, spin out aur ]ives so agreeably;
it is Christ who is blessing- us, our
beloved God andi Saviour.. Thou
diclst say that aur teaching xvas an
enerny of life; and I answer thec
now, that if froin the begiinning of
this letter 1 had been repeating the
three words -j~ arn happy! " I caulci
flot have expressed my happiness ta
thee. To this thou wilt answer, that
rny happiness is Lygia. True, niy
friend. Because I la ie hier immiiortal
soul, and because xve bath love each
ather in Christ; for suchi lave there
is no separatian, no deceit, no change,
noa aid agre, no death. For, xvhen
youth andi beauty pass, when aur
bodies wither and death cornes, lave
wvill reinain. Befare rny eyes were
open ta the light I was reacly ta
burn miy own hause even, far Lygyia's
sake ; but now I tell thee that 1 clid
flot lave hier, for it xvas Christ wha
first taugyht me ta love. In Hirn is
the source of peace and happiness."
Vinicius' troubles are aver:

"Like rainbaw's lighit,
Thy variaus tints unite,
And farrni in heaven's sigrht,
One archi of peace !"

There is but anc sad religlious
chord struck in the triumiph of
Christîanity; aur hearts feci sore for
paor dleluded Petranius wvha lives
and dies a pagan. \Vould that this
soul also hazd. becin gathered into
the Father's fold! B3ut, alas! The
leprous distillation of sceptical philo-
SOphy had vitiated that superiar

ii. A man, lost at nighlt in a
swampy place, is often begruiled by
a Iaibent, iiickering flie of lighit
that dances in chilli'sh gylee as it re-
cedes farther ani-i farther, eniticing
the weary traveler into the cleepest
morasses of the miarsh. The will-'a-
the-wisp, false glitter that burnt deep-
ly iii the animial passions blackened
Petranius' iniagination, consur-ned
the pure grold of his heart ancd left it
a shapeless, worthless rnass-the un-
holy ashes af mnan's beastly desires.
Petranius journeyecl throughi life on
the wide-graugce raad that led ta
perdition ; the engipeer of the on-
rushing train-his own conscience-
warned hini in vain, tl1at a mine was
about ta be sprung upon him. He is
crushied through. his owfl blind folly.
Foolishi mortal, recagynizingy the
superiority of the Christian religion,
hie would not emibrace it; hie prefer-
reci ta be termeci the " arbiter cie-
gantiaruin ' Let himi tell the tale
himiself " No, happy husband of the
Aurora princess! thy religion is not
for mie. Arn I ta, love the Bithynians
who carry miy litter, the Egyptiahs
xvho heat rny bath ? Arn I ta lave
Abenobarbus ancd Tizellinus ? I
swear by the wvhite knees af the
Graces, that even if I wishied ta love
thern I cauld not. In Rame there
are a hunclred thausand persans at
least who have cither craoked
shaulders, or bigy knees, ar thin
thighs, or staring eyes, or heacis that
are too large. Dast thou command
mie ta lave these to? \Vhere arn I
ta find the love since it is not, in rny
heart ?" Petronius' cutting, biting,
sarcastic letter ta, Nera is the signal
from the mnaster of ceremaonies, ta
announce that ail is ready ; the fare-
well speech in the banquet signalled
the air-ship of life inta highier regians
whiere the ill-starred, self-dcluded ex-
plorer of the great hereafter would
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