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AURELIA ;

or,

THE JEWS OF CAPENA GATE.

Vibius Crieps snd Metellue Celer took
Jeave of the two maidens and withdrew
Aurelia called her nuree, and placed Ce-
cilia in the faithful woman's care. Then,
when she fonnd herse.{ alons with her
who had been the guide of her childhood,
and whom she loved a8 a mother, she
threw hercelf in her arma and wept 8il-
ently.

« Uornelia’ said she, at last, “ Vespas-
fan is & Christian! All my dreams of
happiness are ended !’

“ Daar child,”’ said the (irand Vestal,

preesing the wesping girl to her heart,
“ this prieat is great { . And this
religion very beantiful! oulifl
were not what I am! I, also,

have nothing left bnt fearful degpair in
my heart! . . . Metellng | Metellus!
. . . On implacable divinity ! a
The monsters ! they will sacrifice ue
both "’

Aurelia nnderstood that there was here
a 8till more bitter gorrow than her own,
and suppressing her sobs, 8he embraced
the Vestal, and lefs her to her 8a | reflec-
tions.

—
CHAPTER XV.
FIAEDRIA,

(ecilia's emancipation was merely an
act of bodily release, since, being ingenn-
ons, or freeborn, ehe hal become a slave
only by legal fiction © yet it presented
grave difficaities, a8 Vibing Crispns had
foreeen.

There was first the .1 ia Santia law,
which prohibited the emancipation by &
minor, nnless there was just canee to per-
mit the act. This just or legal canse de-
pended npon varions circnmstances, sel-
dom found united, and had, besides, to be
gnbmitted to a conncil presided by the
Pretor, with the assistance of five genators
and five knights. P

Aurelia had not yet attained the legal
age—twenty years—and no cange existed
for her action, which conld be admitted
a8 just in law, : :

The clauge of non-emancipation 8pect-
fied by Parmenon, formed another seri-
ous obstacie, 1t could wol hinder Aure-
lia from relinqnishing her rights on the
slave she had purchased ; butit parmitted
Parmenon to replace his hand on Cecilia,
the moment she ghonld become free
throngh the voluntary act of her mis-
tresa,

Pliny-the-Younger, upon heing con-
gulted by Vibius, attached importance
only to this gecond difliculty ; the first ap-
pearing to him as & Means f protection
in case the glave-dealer sh uld vindicate
his righta.

“ One of the two things'' he said to
Vibins ;  either Parmenon will claim the
girl on the gtrength of this clanse, or he
will remain silent. This last byp thesis
geems the most probable, for Regulus,
however great his andacity, will not dare
to contend openly, before the Iretor,
against the power of the divine Aurelia;
gtrengthed, moreover, by the ir fluence cf
all her relations.

« Bat I suppose the elave dealer should
interfere : well | to prevent him from re-
covering poseession of Cecilia, you will,
yourself, in your quality of guardian,
clam the nuility of the emar cipation, a8
contrary to the 1lia Santia law. The act
being annulled, as 1 have no doubt it
would be, your angust ward can neverthe-
less carry ont her generons intentions, by
gimply permitting her slave to live in
frecdom, and no one will gainsay her
right.

Pliny-the-Younger's advice was, there-
fore, that the legal emancipation should
be attempted, and that it ehonld be done
in the most sclemn manner, even if they
had to fall back npon the very imperfect
means snggested, —to let Cecilia remain a
glave in name, though free in fact.

Congeqnently, Vibing Crispus informed
his ward that it was possible to manumit
Canilia, bt it wonld be neceesary that
she appear before the I'retor. Aureiare:
plied that she was perfectly willing, and
fixed thesixth hour of the day for the
ceremony. She requested Vibins to call
on Flavins Clemens and Vespasian, and
ask them if they would assist Lier on this
golemn occasion.

Flavius Clemens and Vespasian replied
that it was their intention to unite them-
selves with their young relation in this
act of generceity.

Oftheseveral modesof manumission ex-
isting in Rome one only, the manumission
per vindictam, conld” apply to Cecilia's
case, on acconnt of Aurelia’s youth. It
was, moreover, the oldest and most
golemn of thess forms, On this occasion,
the high rank of the mistress, and the
paculiar circamstauces con wecled with
the slave’s history, ind reasel the interest
and added to the solemnity cf the cere-

nony

)

\urelia entered her litter atthe hour
appointed, and started for the foram,
with the brilliant escort we have already
described when we followed her to Pom-
pay's portico; only, instead of her
women, 8shis WAR NnOow Aact M l'{\ll"‘\‘ by
vigorons and well-armed slaves. 3

Ihe youog patrician was sad.  Melan-
holy thoughts cast & clond of gloom on
her fair brow, although her eyes rested
on the handsome face of Vegpasian, w ho
geated in another litter with his father,
greeted her with loving gmiles,

Vibius Criepns was on horseback, near
his ward’s litter ; but he did little to die-
pel ber eadness, for he was, himself,
plupged in anxious thonght.  The un-
fortunate courtier, while compelled to
obey his ward, trembled for the conseqn-
ences of a stroggle against Regulns., Was
there not some hidden anger in this
affair 7 What wonld the emperor think
when he weuld learn that Vibius had
mingled in the enterprises of the Chris-
tions, or al least that he helped to restore
the freedom of & girl belonging to this
hated sect ?

e conld avgur nothing good from the
diffienlt and dangerons undertaking in
wyich he had become entangled against
his will. e counld acarcely disguise his
irration whenever liis eyes foll on Cecilia,
who walked before him escorted by some
of Aurelia’s waiting.women.

The young girl was clad in the garb of
aslave, required by the circumstances,
and which she must wear until, the P're-
tor's wand having been extended over
her head, she would hear the solemn
words which would make her free.

This dress consisted in a plain tunic of
coarse woollen stofl, descending a little
below the knee, and fastened around the
waist with & narrow bet. But she wore
on her head a small cap, insignia of the
{reedom slie was goingto obtain.

Aurelin would have liked to spare the

oung girl the humiliation of preceding

{er on foot, in the midst of ber pompous
escort ; but the imperious rules of eti-
quette and time-consecrated ueage must
ve obeyed, and all she conld do was to
committ her to the care of some of her
most trusted women.
When Anrelia’s cortege appeared in
the Fornm, an immense clamor, a cry o
joy and hope, ascended from the crowd.
‘Al the friends of Cecilia had hastened to
the Forum, upon learning from the Yon-
tifl Clemens the news of her approaching
release. They were mostly Jews from
the neighborhood of the Capena Gate,
who crowded round Ceciling, Olinthus,
and old Petronilla, who had come to re-
ceive in her arms the child that God was
abont to restore to ber.

Wa ghall not do our friend Giarges the
irjostice 10 forget his presence 1n the first
rank of the multitnde gathered aronnd
the Pretor's court. The worthy veepillo
made himeelf very disagreeable to his
peighbors by the exuberance of his joy,
and the gestures he freqnently addressed
to his companions. He had brought
with bim his father's hired men bat
merely a4 a measure of precaution, for he
nad ceased to fear Regulus, and he was
ready to knock down any oné who wonld
have asserted that the vileinformer could
interfere. The precaution was & good
one, Lowever, for Regnlus was there, not
far from Parmenon, and waiting to see
what would occur.

Gurgee was at first thunderstruck by
this double apparition; but he had got
over his emotion; and his anger rising a8
he acconnted for the presence of tbeze
two ruffians, be resolved 1o exterminate
{hem if they made the least hostile
demonetration. This was the canse of
the extraordinary excitement manifested
by the worthy vespillo.

Meanwhile, Aurelia's Namidian horse-
men had succeeded in forcing & passage
thrcuzh the dense crowd, and her litter
had stopped in front of the Pretor’s burule
chair. The young girl stepped out, lean-
ing on her guardian's arm, and Flavias
Clemens and Yespasian took their place
by her side.

The Pretor's lictors lowered their fas-
ces, in token of respect for the consular
citizen and the heir of the empire.
Cecilia was placed opposite her mis-
tress, who, smiling kindly, placed ber
hand on her alave’s head. Vibiug Cris-
pus could mot help starting, as Aurelia
performed this first act of the ceremony
of mannmission, for Parmenon, followed
by Regunlue, had approached and almost
tounched him.

Gurges actually roared with rage, and
sprang forward, followed by his men, to
surround the slave-dealer and his com-
panions. Olinthus imitated the vespillo’s
movements.

Amidst the deep silence of the anxious
mnltitude, the Pretor asked Aurelia the
mctive of her appeal to justice. The
young girl, ber hand still resting on
Cecilia’s head, replied that she had come
with the intention of granting freedom to
the slave who had become hers by virtne
of a regzular act ¢f mancipation. she
then added, in a firm and clear voice,
which was heard by all the crowd,—

“T want this yonng girl to be free ik

Having pronounced these words, she
withdrew ber hand from Cecilia's bead.
The Pretor then took & long, DArrow w and
which he extended over the slave's head,
and giving her a slight blow on the cheek,
pronounced the formula:

“1 declare, young girl, that thou art
free, by the law of the Qairites "’

The magistrate’s lictor, taking Cecilia's
hand, now made her turn a complete cir-
cle and let her go,—a last gymbolic cere-
mony, which meant that she was free to
go where she pleased.

As Cecilia turned to spring into the
friendly arms opened to receive her, Par-
menon rushed forward to seize ber. Bat
the slave-dealer reckoned withont Garges,
who was closely watching him, and who,
throwing himself between him and his
vietim, struck him a terrible blow in the
face, which sent him rolling amidst the
crowd. A thunder of applause greated
this act of vigor.

he succesnfol hit

inoorder W oexpaln B
made by ths gallant vespillo, we must re-
veal the fact that Gurges, to make gure
of victory, had slipped his hands into a
pair of iron-clad leather gauntlets, not
unlike the modern instrument known a8
“ brass knnckles,”’ and the terrible weight
of which few men could resist. The
slave-dealer had fallen, bruised and bleed-
ing, and was writhing with pain and
rage, giving vent to the most fearful
threats and imprecations, but unable to
rise,

A scene of confusion and disorder en-
gned. Regnlus, tearing his garments,
clung to the Pretor's curule chair, and
clamored loudly for justice Meanwhile,
Parmenon's people attempted to throw
themselves on Garges, and avenge their
mester: but Aurelia’s Nomediang and
other armed slaves coming to the reecue
with the vespillo’s companiong, the siave-
dealer's hirelings were compeiled to fall
back. Tureats and furious clamors were
heard on all sides, and the exc ited crowd
geamed ready to take part in the contlicts

At last, the Pretor, I'ablius Auliaius
Namusa, who had not deemed proper to
prevent the straggle which, as we have
already siated, generally preceded such
contestations for the vindication of a
claim, thought that it was time to bring
it to an end, and ordered his crier to pro-
claim silence, and his two lictors to reatrain
the multitude.

Order was instantly restored.

«\Whoisthe citizan that claims justice?”
demanded the crier.

“] amtheman!’ replied Parmenon, in
a voice hoarse with pain and rage; and
he dragged himeelf forward, with the
help of two of his men

“What do you wsnt?" inquired the
magistrate.

“1 want to replace my hand on the
glave who has been manumitted in vio:
lation of the express stipulation of my
deed of sale.”

“What clause was that’

“Tpat Cecilia could never be emanci-
pated. She has been set free! Aurelia
could transfer her rights to another party,
but she conld not give the slave her free-
dom. I, therefore, claim Cecilia a8 my
proparty !

Wlhe clause is legal,” said the Pretor,
amidst the general anxiety. * You have
the right to make this <laim, and 1 grant
it, provided it ig not contested.”

Vibius Crispus, assisted by Pliny-the-
Younnger, then stepped up, and declared
that as Aurelia's guardian he made
opposition to Parmenon's claim. He was

| proceeding to state the grounds of his
| opposition, when, having cast his eyes on
| the slave-dealer, he stopped suddenly,
struck with stupor.

The extraordinary change which had

likely to astonish any one. Hia features
bad lost their wonted expression of auda-
eity, to assume that cf excraciating an-
guish, In prey to the most abject
fear, he trembled in all his limbs, a cold
sweat oozipg from the poree of his face,
mingled with the blood that trickled from
his wound. He was hideous to behold !
gnaehing his teeth and looking at Regulug
with that expression of mute supplica-
tion which the human face assnmes in
presence of some terrible, unavoidable
danger !

Ant Regulug, himself, seemed over-
whelmed by & strange fear and dared not
to raige his eyes.

A young citizen, accompanied by an
old man, had silently wended his way
throngh the crowd, and upon reaching the
Pretor's tribnnal, had laid his hand
hLeavily on Parmenon’s head.

The plave-dealer turning ronnd ab-
ruptly had eeemed thonderstrack, and
bad fallen on his knees, upon recognizing
him whose hand was thus proudly laid
on him, and whose calm, penetrating
and implacable geze made him cower.

This young man Wwas Metellns Celer
and his companion, Sositheuns, the faith-
fal freedman !

Since his arrival in Rome with his
master, a few days previous, Sositheus
had devoted his time to geeking some
clew that wonld put him on the track of
Lucius Metellng’s marderer. He hoped
that the time which had elapsed since
the first investigations were made, Me-
tellug Celer's subsequent exile, and con-
gequently the security of impnnity, might
have led Piwiria to return to Rome.
Two days previous to the scene we are
describing, Sosithens was wandering
throngh the etreets, after dark, peering
into the taverns, and examining every
face he met, when the gound of a voice
gpeaking at some distance, startled him.
Hastening in the direction from which
the sound had come, he saw a man of tall
atature leaving & house, whoee door was
immediately closed.

Sositheus could not see the features of
this men, bnt his form was familiar, and
the faithful freedman felt his heart throb
with revengeful exultation at the thought
that his suspicions awakened by the
voice, might prove correct. He followed
the stranger who was hurrying through
the dark streets, and rever lost sight of
Lim, althcugh his aged limbs scarcely
permitied Lim 10 keep np the pnranit
After many turnings the man reached
one of the taverns in the Villa publica,
and knocked at the door, calling to thoee
within in & voice that again canged the
freedman to start. The door opened and
closed upon the stranger, who had no
suspicion that he had been followed.
Sosithens having examined the tavern
and its surroundings, in order to recog-
nize it, songht some drinking-shop in tbe
peighborhood, where he could make in-
quiries withont raising suspicion.

There was no gcarcity of such establish-
ments in the Villa publica, and the old
freedman waa embarrassed only in mak-
ing his choica. He selected one of the
most brilliant in appearance ; and being
decently clad and well provided with ses-
tertii, befound in its ownper & willing and
complaisant talker.

Sosithens having described the appear-
ance and indicated the residence of the
strapger, was toid that it must be one
Parmenon, a slave-dealer, who did a
large businese and always kept & fine a8-
gortment of siaves, The inn-keeper evi-
dently held him in great esteem, and re-
commended him warmly to the old
freedman, whom he took to be a purchas-
erin search of a slave-dealer.

Sosithens took good care not to nnde-
ceive him, and baving obtained all the
information he sought, bade him good-
night, promising to call again soon. The
old man then hastened to join Metellus
Celer, to inform him that he felt almost
certain that he had discovered Pr@lria,
concealed under the name of Parmenon,
and keeping a slave tavern in the Villa
publica,

1t was surely Parmenon whom Sosith-
ens had followed ; but the question was,
whether Parmenon and ¥t ®iria were
one and the same person. Metelins Ce-
ler, who, necesaarily, had o act wilh
great circumspection, wished Sositheus to
agcertain positively this fact, before tak-
ipg any decisive steps.

Oa the next day Sositheus re'urned to
the Villa publica, and found Parmenon
exhibiting his tlaves to the crowd. The
cautions old man, concealed behind a
p llar, remained for long hours scrutiniz-
ing the features of the glave-dealer,—anxi-
onsly watching every muscle of that hide-
ons face. But Parmenon was 80 strange-
ly disfigured by the numerous SCATS
which had eaten deep into the flesh, dis-
torting every feature, that & eitheus hesi-
tated to recognize Phedria under this in-
acrntable mask. It was the same v vice,
the same treacherous eye, the same tall
form and roffianly insolence, and yet it
might not be Pheedria,

< sitheus, after witnessing the sale of
Cecilia, returned home, wavering in his
first suspicions and almost digeouraged.

« Very well, remarked Matellus Celer,
when his old freedman related to him
these facts, * to-morrow I shall go myself
to the Villa publica, and, by all the gode !
if that man is Preelria, T will recognize
him !’

When Metellus went to the tavern, on
the next day, Parmenon Wwas not there ;
he was closeted with Marcus Regulus,

The informer had heard of Aurelia’s
prcjects, and ascertained the hour at
which she wounld go to the forum. He
wae, in conseguence, giving his last in-
structions to his accomplice, and making
him rehearse the part he would bave to
play before the Pretor.

Metellns Celer waited a long time near
the tavern, hoping that the siave dealer
would refurn ; but be finally became con-
vincel that farther delay was useless
when the ugual hour for the pablic sales
were past,

« I ghall come again to.morrow,"” said
the voung man, He had resolved not to
leave Rome until Le would have exam-
inped this clew, however vague and un-
certain, by which he might possibly find
his father's murderer.

He was returning by the forum, the
nearest way to Aurelia’s house, where,
potwithstanding the advice of Vibine
Crispus, he wished to see the Grand Ves-
tal once more, when, at the entrance of
the place, he found his progress impeded
by the dense crowd agsembled to witness
(ecilia's emancipation.

The young man recognizad Aurelia’s

Numidian horsemen, who, mounted on
their high steeds, towered above the
crowd, and a ery of joy escaped his lipe.
Why had he not remembered 1t sooner ?

\ She was there to manumit Cecilia, and,

i

the young slave having been bought from

taken place in Parmenon, was indeed ' Parmenon, this man whom he suspected

of being his father's murderer must
donbtless be present also.
Like an echo of his own exclamation,
another cry arose from the midst of this
maultitnde which hid the tribunal from
his eyes. This sound, which made Me-
tellus and his faithful Sositheus start and
exchange & look of trinumphant hope, was
the cry of pain and rage uttered by Par-
menon, #8 he fell under the dexterous
blow of the valiant vespillo.
Metellus pressed forward, followed by
Sosithens, the people opening their ranks
before him as if they foreeaw that a new
incident of powerfal interest was abeut to
ocenr. Having reached the wide circle
formed by the lictors of Aufidine Namusa,
Metellus laid his hand on the elave-deal-
er, and in a loud voice prounced this
gingle word,—
“ Phaedria !”
The trouble of the wretch when he
Leard this familiar and terrible voice,
and fel't the contact of this govereign
hand, left no doubt in the young Roman's
mind.
(oneentrating in his look all the hatred
and revengeful fary that filled his soul, he
added, with the same terrible calmness of
tone,—
« Phaedria, you recogniz? me!
got you, atlast | See e
His sharp eword had cu' open Parmen-
on’s toga, and he poiuted to the letters L.
M., branded on the wretch's ehonlder,
and which proved that he was the pro-
perty cf Lucius Metellos.
Ashort and fearfal pause ensued, dur-
ing which the bystanders contemplated
this strange scene with gilent stupor.
Then Metellus raised the short, sharp
blade, and plunged it into the breast of
Pt @ lria.

« Murderer of my father," he cried, in
a voice of thunder, *let Tartarus receive
von 1

1 have

Prwelria fell like a heavy maes; one
convulsive shudder ghook his powerful
frams, and be was dead.

The awe-siricken multitude recoiled
with a ery of horror ; and the Pretor, who
did not know Metellns Celer, ordered his
lictors to geizs the man who had dese-
crated bLis tribunal by the murder of &
citizen,

The young man smiled disdainfally.

“Aufidine Namusa,” said he, turning
to the magistrate, * when has & masater,
in Rome, lost the right of putting his
slave to death? I am Metellus Celer,
and this man, who murdered my iatner,
wes my slave! Do you understand now
what I have done?”

The Pretor declared that Metellus Celer
had acted rightfually; and there being no
other case for trial, he lefc the forum.

“This is the day of jostice "’ said Me-
tellus. “young girl,”’ be added, address-
ing Cecilia, “you have pever been a glave,
for this Parmenon had no right to buy
you! Bat yet,” he remarked, pointing to
Aurelia, “remember always with what
generous kindness that noble hand rested
on vour head!”

Cecilia, prostrate at Aurelia’s feet,
kissed her hands and batbed them with
gratefal tears, more eloguent than words.

Petronilla, the sublime virgin, had
fallen on her knees, and with eyes raiced
to heaven, gave utterance to her joy in
ihe racred language of the canticles :

“ Lord, the glory of Thy name hath
manifested iteelf! . . . . O terrible
and good God, Tay right hand hath
crushed the strong and raised the child I”

Cecilia ran to her, and they held each
other in & long and tender embrace.

She then went to her father, who
clasped her in his arms and wept; and
she held out her hands to Olinthus and
Gurges. But the joyfal emotion of being
garrounded by ail she loved was too
much for the poor child, who had evffered
with 8o much fortitude, and she fainted.

“Glory to God! Praised be the Lord's
holy name!” repeated the pious Chris-
tian women, 28 they surrounded Cecilia
and tried to revive her.

“Daar Aurelia!” said Flavius Clemens
and Vespasian, to their young relation,
“you have been the chosen instrument
of Providence!"”

The young girl gave them a long, sad

look, but made no reply. She did not
even smile, and when she stepred into
her litter, her pale face was bathed in
tears. Cries of wild enthusiasm greeted
her, a thousand voices nnited to thank
and bless her ; but she remained pensive
and indifferent, absorbed in the secret
thought which was gnawing at her ycung
heart.
As Metellus followed the crowd which
was slowly wending its way out of the
fornm, a man approached him, and
whispered in his ear,—

¢ Metellus, this is the gecond time I
have found you in my way . « . .
l'ake care that we do not meet a third
time !’

The young mau turned round to see
who had spoken, and recognized Regulug
flying by the Sacred Way!

A few minutes later silence reigned in
the deserted forum.

TO BE CONTINUED,

——————

OLD DR. JOHNSON ON PERVERT-
ED CATHOLICS.

0ld Dr. Johnson used to say in his
own bluff fashion that the perversion of
a Catholic could not be sincere, but
that the conversion of a Protestant
« would have both the qualities of
sincerity and durability.” Sir William
Scott (says Boswell) informs me that he
heard Johngon 8ay :

“+ A man who is converted from Pro-
testantism to Popery may be sincere.
He parts with nothing: he is only
superadding to what he had already.
But a convert from Fopery to Protest
antism gives up so much of what he
has held as sacred as anything that he
retains. There is so much laceration
of mind in such a conversion that 1t
can hardly be sincere and lasting."”

To this Boswell adds these words:
« The truth of the doctor's observation
may be confirmed by many and emi-
nent instances,some of which will occue
to most of my readers.” What would
the fiery old lexicographer have said
te the ‘‘organizing secretary of that
delightful soclety, whose only aim
(according to the ‘' Rck ") 18 to per-
vert the one million, five hundred
thousand Catholics of England ?”

AT S 4

We {mpart to the smallest acts the
highest virtue when we perform them
with & siocere wish to please God.
The merit of our actions does mnot de:

pead on thelr importance —St. Frac-

THE BOTTLE MILLIONAIRE.

How Mike Tussier Made and Lost a For
tune in the Black Hills.
My friend Mike Tussier was 8 cow-
boy par accident. Nature bad made
bim an Irishman, and the favor of &
ward boss had made him & policeman
in Boston, yet here he was beside a
sagebrush campfire, with the cattle
bedded down for the night hard by.
Some good cow boys come from Boston
—a few. There is a doubt about Mr.
Tussler 28 to whether he wss 80 effi
clent a vaquero because he was Irish
or for the reason that he was nansual
ly bow legged. Al auy rate, his ana-
tomy fitted to & horse very accurately
and he bestrois & bucking broncho as
gracefully aud securecly a8 a sawbuck
on & Gothic roof. It ia sald—but I cen
give you only & bearsay on this point
—that Mike would lock his toes to-
gether under the horse's ribs, and thus
ride out safely the hardest gale of
pitching and tossing that any cayuse
could put up. Added to the anatom-
{cal reason for the Irishman's making
a good vaquero there appears to he an
interesting ethnological one.
There is a hypothetical racial rela-
tion between Ireland and Spain. The
Spaniard and his American progeny,
the Mexican, make the best horsemen
on earth, and the Irishman is a good
gecond.
Mike eays this is all wrong.and [ am
confounding cause with effect : that
his legs were straight as young eap-
lings before overmuch riding effected
and perfected their present graceful
curve.
Also, he is not a real Irishman at
all, at all, but belongs to that honor-
able and abounding clan, * S:otch
from the North of Ireland.”
But this is his own yarn—Ilet him
tell it : ** When my legs was straight I
was three inches taller than I am now,
and good looking in proportion. With
my broad shoulders aud fine chest I
was one of the best-looking offizers on
the force, and so they put me out at
Cambridge to keep an eye on the hoys
at the v. I staved there only
one year, when I had to resign from
the force on account of my health,
being threatened with sympathetic
tremens from seeing them students
gtaggering home in the morning.
Fine cffizers i3 ruined that way every
year, b'ys, and John L says they
ought to have a pension.
** But a policeman i3 like a soldier—
he has to go where ha i8 ordered ; £0
when 1 was ordered off the force I
went. Then I joined a private detec-
tive agency, and was sent out to Black
Hills to find & gold mine that had been
lost there. My employer was an old
lady who had taken a half interest in
the propearty to oblige a friend, and it
was my sad duty to write her that it
was no real mine at all, but salted,
barrels of salt having bean imported
for the purpose. I found thatout at
once by the empty barrels that was
plled up near the entrance. The
poor old lady died oz hearing how she
had been buncoed, and so I never had
tho chance to let her know I was mis-
taken, the barrels not being salt bar-
rels, but all bottled beer barrels, just
dumped in the canyon to get them out
of the way. The Hills was a great
place for beer, reminding me of Cam-
bridge, and the railroad ©ot bein’
built yet, everything had to come in
two hundred miles on wagons, making
freights eky high and the price of beer
likewise.

“The old lady's mine was called the
‘Sparhawk,’ and all there was to it
was a tunnel about sixty feet into the
mouantain right close to town, 80 a8 the
miner could have all the advantages of
town and country life. Not being very
flush of money, on account of her dy-
ing so suddenly after getting the re-
port on the mine without having time
to sign my check, I boarded up the
front of the tunnel and moved in.
made some elegant furniture out of the
old barrels, and I found a lot of beer—
about a dozan bottles—that had bheen
overlooked in the straw packing in the
barrels. It was getting cold weather,
but the straw had kept it from freez-
ing, 80's 'twas all right.

“ Now, having a corkecrew in my
pocket at the moment was the fouada-
tion of my fortune, for if I'd been
obliged to break the botties to get the
beer, the idea would never have come
to me to save 'em. But seeing them
standing all up in a row, good as new,
and only wanting more beer in them
(llke me,) think, says I, ‘Why not
save 'em and get 'em filled ?’

«] wrote a letter to my cousin in
Boston, and I asked him, * What be-
comes of all the beer bottles ?’ knowing
him to be an authority on such points.
And he answered me back: ‘We
were used to throw 'em into the bay,
but they stopped us on account of fillin’
up the harbor, and now we gends 'em
back to the bottling works to refilled.
We get two cents for them.’

“When I got my cousin's letter, I
gpent the night laying out my plans,
and the very next morning, bein’ a
man of action I begun to carry them
out, I got me abarrow and went over
to the town collectin' bottles, ani I
fetched 'em to me residence in the tun-
pel and stacked 'em up inside, about
twenty feet back. Well, b'ys, the pile
got 80 big that it like to crowded me
out entirely, for I went to every place
in towa that sold beer, and asked them
to save ms the bottles, and I swept out
their places and washed windows, and
did all sorts of jobs for them, so they
would do it. And I was called ‘ Crazy
Mike.' Frequently a man would tell
me: ‘Don't you know, you loonatic,
that bottles is worth only two cents in
Omaha, and it wounld cost four cents to
get ‘'em there ?’ But to all such I says,
‘Leave me be. I'm here for my
Lealth,’

« But very well I knew I couldn't

toarsite
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get them hauled out by the freight.

teams. 1'd been to every one of tham
fellows, and they all would go out
empty sooner than load up with cheap
freight. So I keeps on piling up the
botties, and I bad to pull down the
stack and begin 'way back at the end
of the tunuel to get more room, Aund
[ became quite the celebrated character
in that town. 1've been mentioned in
sermons, the preacher saylng : *' Lat
us be faithful to our ideals, &s the heer
bottle man 1s tohis.’ And the tourists,

they had to have a look at me and my
stack of bottles in the tunnel, for the
people said : ‘You musn't g0 away
without seelng our botile-mad man

He iz unique.’

“ The town continned to prosper
and to drink beer. Oaly one mine,
the Homestake, was paying big, but
there were lots of big prospects, and
now and again some fellow would
strike a rich pocket and take out gold
enough in a day to quit on. And it
kept everybody hopeful. Without
neglecting my businese I took lessons
in miniog, and I learned what they
mean by °‘salting ’ a mive. And I
felt sorry that the old lady, my former
employer, was dead, 80 that I couldn’t
let her know, tco. And I learned tha:
the Sparhawk mine never had struck
any ore at all, but was just run inoto
the hill on a venture, llke you might
fire your gun into a leafy tree on the
chance that a squirrel might be hid in
the branches, and mebbe you'll hit
him.

“ ] kept my eyes open and took
pointers wherever I could get them
and by the time I'd been a year in
the Hills I koew about all that was to
be learned in that department So
partly to practice my knowledgs, and
partly to make more room to store
bottles, I began to dig. Not down in
the far end, which was blocked with
bottles, but about half-way from the
entrance, in a place where the rock
looked soft, I started a drift in the side
of the tunnel.

“ ¢« Twas slow work on ascount ol
me putting in such small blaste s0 as
pot to shake up the bottles.

« Rat it's all luck in minivg, and I
only got in a few feet before 1 struck a
pocket of the real stuff. It was rich
Just & huok of soft rock, and all full of
the shiny flakes of pure metal, O
course, 1 considered the mine my own,
me being in possession for xo loug a
time ; but, not having the papers for
it, I worked rather private, pounding
the rich pieces of quariz in a mortar
and washin' out in the stream &l the
hottom of the canyon. I did my wmili-
ing and washing at night, pursuipg
my regular business by day, and ere
long 1 had a beer bottle full of gold—
and another, and another. Aud I was
only working the richest of it, and no
sign of the pocket peterin’ out.

“ It was a great day for the Hilis
when the railroad camein. There was
a celebration and speeches, and beer
run like water. I had to hire some
boys to help me gather the botties
That was tbe last lot I got. By pext
day people had woke up tome The
rai'road bein'in, bottles was the same
as cach, and bottles riz. They called
me ‘Crazy Mike ' nc more, well know-
ing I had a million of em stowed away
in the tunnel. Being, asI said, a man
of action, 1 sold my bottles at once by
wire to the works at Denver. Butmy
troubles was not over, for when I coma
to see the agent about shipping he told
me that empty bottles not being on the
schednle he would-have to bill 'em as
glass, double first class, and the high-
est rate of all. I told him the road was
a hog, and he allowed that most of the
stock was owned in Chicago. 1 made
2 hinf to hold on & few years till an-
other road came in but somethiug hap-
pened just then,and I let 'em go quick.

The thing that happened was the
nephew of the old lady that owned the
mine. He came in on the very first
regular trains into the hille. He had
the papers all straighs enough, and he
looked up the property. When he
found it he found me and my bottles
And he told me to get out. Bat, b'ys,
it broke my heart to think of leaving
the mine and my rich pocket not half
worked out. 1couldn't do it. Andl
fixed up a trade with bim, and ii he
wonld go along and dig gomswhers
alge, and not bother me, I'd sell m)
bottles and buy the mine. Bat he
was a hard man to deal with, not
knowing anything about mines. He
aod the road between 'em got every
cent of the preceeds, and I got a deed
to the mine.

“The rest of the details are rather
painful. 1 wagundoubtedly & million-
aire for a short while, Fortune cams
up, looked me square in the face, and
then, like the priest and Lovite,
pa:ged by on the other slde.

«In the excitement and hurry of
packing and shipping ell them botties
—and ttey all had to be put into bar-
rels packed in leaves, straw not bein’
found in the hills—I forgot my bottles
of gold, which for safety was placed at
a certain point in the big stack of bot-
tles, and the boys that helped me pack
‘em put ’em in, gold and all, and they
was sent to the bottling works at Den-
ver. It made me sick.

¢ ¥hen I recovered from my illuess
I went down there and demanded my
gold. But they stood me cff. I could
prove nothing, and they said procab'y
the bottles was not properly corked
and it shook out in transit, But I
know they had it. 'Twas only this
summer the head of the firm retired
from business and went to Milwaukee
and married a lovely beer lady there,
1 saw her picture in 'The Hanky-
Panky Magazine.'

“ And so 'tls, b'ys, that I'm a cow-
boy, and you all are assoclating with
me on equal terms

“The mine? Oh, yes. Being now

the legal owner, I put the deed on re:

cord and picked out some chunke of

tte richest rock for the assayer.
' He didn'c charge me a cent.

He
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just looked at it and me contemptuous.
 That's mica,’ sald he ; ‘ what do you
mean by bringing fool’s gold to me r

v But it looked llke the real stuff I
bad in the bottles. So I made up my
mind that my eyeeight wasn'c good
enough for mining, and 1 quit.

i And that's the truth,”—The Argo-
naunit.

THE DECADENCE OF HELL.

Under the somewhat flippant titie,
v« What Has Bacome of Heil," the Rev,
De. Shien discu ses, in the North
American for June, the remarkable
change which of late years hag come to
pass in the Protestant world with re
ference to future punishment. The
Protestant press and Protestant pulpit
have, with remarkable unanimity,
ceased to discuss this unppleasant sub-
ject. In fact, bell ig eeldom mentioned
except in the profanity of the day.

¢ It was not always thus,” says Dr.
Shinn. ‘' In days not very long past,
men argued with each other concern-
ing the place and concerning the
people who were on thelr way thither.’
Appeals to flee from the wrath to come
were the great featurs of old fashicned
revivals. Bolief in hell was a practl:
cal incentive to missionary endeavor,
Without the Gospel the dwellers by
Africa’s sunny fountains and India’
coral strand could not escape the pain:
of hell.

But such views are now quite out o
date. When one of the speakers a
the recent so-called Ecumenical Con
ference ventured to suggest that
little old-fashioned fire-and-brimston
preaching might be found beneficis
to-day, he was greeted with peals (
derisive laughter.

Dr. Shinn asserts as a fact, whic
cannot be contradicted, that belief i
hell as a place or state of punishme:
nas been the persuasion of Christia
people trom the beginning of Chrl
dianity down to a few years ag
Hell is recognizad in the Scriplurs
and the writings of the early Fathe
are full of references to it. But wh
has become of it lately? Why 18
that the preachers have ceaged to nr
what is for the majority the enly effe
ive motive for virtuous living ? F
though one may be accused of taki
a low view of human nature by endo
ing such gentimeuts, the fact is ti
few men are attrected to duty by
moral beauty of duty, and few IN
God's law out of pure love for God.

According to Dr. Shinn the mo
ment for the discrediting of hell beg
with the introduction of Uuiversal
intojthis country away back in 17
and Universalist notions have gra
ally infected all denominatiors C
on Farrar's book on ‘‘ Ecernal Hoj
in which he branded the doctrin
eternal sufforing as an affront to |
and a violation of the instincts of
manity, found a large and sympatk
audience. The world, for reasons
known to itself, wanted to get ri
hell, and the Canon's amiable a
ments ministered to the want. g
+¢ thinkers ” who could not quite
cept Farrar invented a theory of
bation ; which is a caricature of
doctrine of Purgatory. The sum
gubstance of it is that God will i1
world to come give a second chan
working out their salvation to
who fatled to work it out in this m
life. Bat suppose a man fails to
himself of the second chance ?
what will be done with him aft
has rejscted his last chance?
dently the tneory ofa #8c0UG Prob
will not do

The usual plan for doing away
hell is to explain away the lang
of Scripture which is supposed to
to it. Another plan is the revi
the alleged views of Origen, W
gaid to have believed in hell, b
an eternal hell. Still another p
based on the assumption of & ‘*
tional immortality,” which mean
only those who have been fillec
the spirit of God during this 1
gurvive eternally. Sinners will ¢
cenge to be. But this view, tk
according to Dz, Shinn, there are
things connected with it which
make almost any one wish he co
cept it, 18 open to the serious ob
that it contravenes the funda
Christian persuasion of the imme
of the soul.

Against all this theorizing—¢
the growing popular relucta
hear anything about ** the plac
cannot be named in the pres
cultured persons,” Dr. Shinn
that hell ** cannot be obliterate
gays that there is DO fact whic!
trudes itself as the fact of retr!

The law of retribution works
present life and why may it n
nereafter ? The time has C
emphasize this point. The
to appeal to healthy fear acce
part, according to Dr. Shinn,
noticeable generai decline in |
religion. * The consciences

must be aroused and the most |
quickening of coneclence {8

the dread of the judzment tc
He who dies in sin passes |
judged for the deeds done in t]
Having rejected the cffer o
here, he must meat penalty th
man who dies impenitent an

given finds his retribution.”

Dr. Shinn {s to be comme
speaking thus frankly on & &
utterly distasteful to hisco reli
We hope his deacons or elders
men will appreciate his ze:
cauge of truth—that they w
scandalized by his assertion
ing to believe in hell does D
hell. For the rest we submit
he more knowledge he wo
made a more telling artic
argument from the visible |
tribution is good as far as it
there are others far more cog
can readily be fourd in any !

Ca:hoiic doctrine, Wby m
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