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THE CATHOLIC RECORD

JUNE 30, 1000;

AURELIA ;

OR,

THE JEWS OF CAPENA GATE

e —

Sach are the events and the abomin-
able calcnlations which explain the pres-
ence of Cecilia on Parmenon’s slave-
stand, at the time the divine Aurelia's
cortege, returning from Pompey’s portico,
passed near the Tiaminius circus, on i18
way to the Villa publica. Marcus Regu-
lus, concealed behind one of the pillars of
the portico, was enjoying the spectacle of
the young girl’s shame and her friends’
sorrow, when he recognizad the livery of
the divine Aurelia.

“ Oh fortane " exclaimed the wretch,
“ will yon cease at last to defeat my
gchemes ? Let the em yeror's miece pur-
chase Cacilia, and 1 shall gacrifice to you
a white heifer "’

This vow of Marcus Regulue can be
easily explained. The divine Aurelia is
rela ed to Flavins Clemens and the two
Flavias Domitillas; the Vestal Cornelia
lives with her, If Cecilia enters her
house, whether she speaks or persists in
her silence, the informer may geize2, by
one lucky effort, the proofs he has 8o far
vainly sought.

Will not the relations of the divine
Aurelia feel the most hopefal joy, when
they learn that Cecilia fills the place of
Doris ? If her protectors could not ob-
tain her releass from [P’armenon, will it
not be easy now to restore her to her
father, by applying to their young rela-
tion? Doubtless ; but Regulus  will
watch, and if Cecilia ghonld cross that
door with her freedom, ’armenon will be
ready to claim her in accordance with the
conditions of the sale.

Besides, in these eflorts there would be
a new proof of Christianity, and Ragulus
may surprige it. Cecilia is aJewess! If
¥lavius Clemens and his family had not
embraced her creed, why should they de-
vote themselves to this poor ¢aughter of
the people, placed 8o far beneath them ?

Cecilia is a Jewess! But, then, will
she not associate herself to the efforts
mada to veraunade the divine Aurelia to
adopt this accursed superstition, — the
new faith of her relations ? Oh ! Regu-
lus is well aware that Christianity, like
the bright flame, seeks to spread itself.
But Aurelia is destined to the empire !
ghe will not renounce this glorious des-
tiny ; ehe will bid her slave hush, but she
will ery out against her family ; and Re-
gulus will be there to hear that cry, to
bring that complaint to Domitian’s ears.

And in that house, so closely watched,
the informer sees his two other preys, the
Grand-Vestal and Metellus Celer, who
must, in time, be dragged into the abyss.
Dacidedly, it is & good thing that Cecilia
ghonld be bonght by the divine Aurelia.
Reguius will have no cause to regret the
death of Doris. The new slave will be
more useful than the old one; she who
keeps silént in order not to betray her
brethren, will be worth more than she
who spoxe to betray her masters, Roagu-
lus, with his crafiy foresight, must have
read in the fature, for no sooner has Au-
relia bought thie young girl, than a cry of
joy is heard,—

“ Danghter of the Cmiars, take this
young girl to your home |"

And this cry comes from Christians.

85, the genius of good and the genius of
evil are in presence !

They have had the sams thought and
the same presentiments

Their aim alone is diffarent !

CHAPTER XIL
[IE OMBN TREE

When Aurelia returned home, she
went at once, fillowed by Vibius Crispus,
to the room occapiel by the Grand Ves-
tal. Cornelia, still overwhelmed by the
shams of the punishment which had im-
paired her health, was reclining on the
richly embroid «d, purple eughions of
her conch. Near her sat Meteliuy Celer,
who,since the Vestal'sarrival at Aurelia’e
Lionse, srarcely ever left her.

Cornelia was then about thirty-five
years old, Her features wore an august
and imposing expression, and her tall
fignre was full of majesty, Her face had
become wan and thin from deep-seated
gorrow, and in her black, sunken eyes
glittered a sinister fire. And yet, when
ahe smiled, there was on her features an
undefinable blending of touching kind-
nees and secret tenderness, of virgin pride
and long-treasured resignation. She
wore the plain and elogant dress of the
viraing of Vesta: a long stole of the {inest
inen which fell over her feet, and a short
white tunic, worn over the stole, and
reaching a little lower than her waist ;
narrow hands held the heavy tresses of
i \ 1ok hair ; and the safibulam,

or aquare vell, fall in graceful folds over

i 3 r WAS BsOven VOars )1!!11 4

or 0 the Grand Vestal, He wasc ad
1 18 ave, or tunic ornamset ted
wit purple band, by which the
wre distinguished from

IHis face » the bloom

nd vet sorrow had leftits un-

nig \ pon 1L, His smile
\ 1, a1 londed brow often be-
rayed the wnxiety which embit-
tared his life. Motellus loved the \estal
th & pon's tenderness and a br ther's
pass ‘e devotion, This feeling is

easily ¢

he owed his life to her;

she had m from a fearfal death.
It seemed as if some great danger again
threatened him, for there was an invol-
antary degpondency 1n his manner ; and
Cornelia was gazng at him with a sort of
terror. When Aurelia came in they
were conversing in a low voice, a8 if they
feared baing overheard. At her sight
they ceased speaking.
«(lyrnelia,”’ said the young girl, joy-
ally, “1 have just bought & charming
little slave, to fill the place of Doris. Now
don't yon gat her killed a8 you did the
other,” she added, aldressing, also, Me-
tellus.
he Vestal and the young man ex-
changed a rapid glauce.

not keep this new slave olyonnlllnsle‘
?"!‘" he must be sold without de-
ay

“ And why, if you pleaze, my dear
guardian 7" asked Aurelia in a tone of
playful irony, for she thought Vibius had
gpoken in jest.

« Because,’ replied Vibins seriously,
“ that young girl belongs to Regulus ! be-
cause it is he who sold her to you, he
who introduced her into your house "

« Ah 1" exclaimed Cornelia and Metel-
lus in & tone of alarm, for they realized
the fearfal import of this discovery.

“ But my dear guardian,” resumed An-
relia, who could not understand all this
terror, “ why, then, did you not prevent
me from purchasing her? You should
have told me !—"

“You are perfectly right, my august
ward, but on your way here 1 have re-
flected upon certain circumetances, and
I am sure my conclasions are correct.
ghall explain my meaning; listen ! This
young girl has recently been the objact of
a lawenit that made a good deal of noise
in Rome, although I am not acquainted
with the particulars. However, 1 was
told by Pliny-the Youuger, who pleaded
against Regulus, that this wretch had suc-
ceeded in having your slave adjudged to
to him under the name of one I’armenon,
—the very man who had just gold her to
on!”
Vibius Crispius paused, for it seemed to
him that Metellus Celer had made an in-
voluntary motion of surprise upon hear-
ing the name of Parmenon. DBat the
young man gaid nothing.

' What convinces me now that I do not
mistake, is that whilst the form of man-
cipation was being gone through with, I
recognized Regulus, who seemed to take
a great interesi in it, for he approached
the girl and whispered gomething in her
ear which I could mnot hear. Well! is
clear enough? What do you think of
it

“Oh! thera can be no doubt,” replied
the Grand Vestal and Metellus Celer.
“This young girl must be a new spy sent
by Regulus!”

“So," added Metellus, “you are qnite
sure that the slave-dealer’s name is Par-
manon ?"’

“(Qnite sure,” replied Vibius, looking
at the young man with surprise. “Do
you know him?”’ ¥

“No,' said Metellus thoughtfally.
«And yet this coincidence is very re-
markable! This man, Parmenon, inter-
ests me more than you can think !”
“wAh!" gaid Vibius, curiously.

¢ Come,” continued Metellus, but speak-
ing to himself, “Spgithens will return
directly, and 1 shall know what to think
about it !"”

“ Bat, after all,” asked Aurelia, ““is that
man Regulus 8o much to be feared? What
would be his object in setting spies to
watch what takes place here?”

“My dear ward,” replied Vibius, “ per-
mit u3 not to reply to your question.
Only, 1if you do not wish the deatu of your
friend,” he added, pointing at the Grand
Vestal, who shuddered, “gell that slave,
do not keep her in your house e
Metellus Celer was pacing the room in
deep thought. The troubled condition
of his mind was visible.

“ My lord,” he said, at last, stopping to
address Vibius, “ there i8 something pass-
ing strange in all this, 1 cannot move &
step without finding Rogulus in my path;
his name is like a sword continually eus-
panded over my head! Oace already I
well nigh perished! . Listen to
me, my lord; I have strange and terrible
things to tell you, You will know then
why I am so devoted to the Grand Ves-
tal, and whether there is anything
criminal in our intimacy. You may
then, perhaps, discover the cause of Ragu-
lug's persecution, and tell us whether or
not we should trembla.”

« 1 listen, young man,"” gaid Vibius, in
whom this preamable excited a lively
curiosity.

“As for me,"”
ghall retire. 1 idugl quesuiozn, nyseid,
my new slave, and find ont if there is
really any cause to distrust her. She is
charming, and I warn you that I am not
at all inclined to deprive myself of her
gervices . It is enough that Doris
has been sacrificed to Regulus . . . .
Great gods! that Rogulue is like the
Swaggering Soldier in the comedies of
Piautus; he disturbs everything here!
But this state of things cannot last. 1
shall complain to uncle Domitian!”
Metallus Celer and Cornelia made no
effort to detain the younggirl. Her going
was a relief to them, for there were cer-
tain circumstances connectad with the
events the young man was about to relate,
that concerned Domitian, and could not,
therefore, be mentioned in the hearing of
the emperor's niece.

“ Proceed, Metellus,”
impatient coriosity.

remarked Aurelia, “I

said Vibius, with

“You know, my lord,” began the
vouny man, “‘that my father, Cucins Me-
tellug, had the honor of being the dearest
friend of the mperor Vespasian He
was much younger than that princa; but
his family living in R in the Sabine
country, had always been iniim ate with
the Ilavius family, which had been
established in that city many years, & d
Vespasian carried back to my fatber,

whom he had seen in his cradle, all the
love he had received from our family.

“ [n Poalacring, not far from Reata, the
Flaviug family had a modest country-
house, It was there Vespasian was born,
on the fifteenth day of the calends of
Dacember, during the Consulghipof Q1in-
tus Sulpicing Camerinus and Caius Pop-
picas Sabinus, There he was brought up
by his paternal granemother, Tartalla;
there he died on theeighthof the calends
of Juling, at the age of gixty-nine years,
one month and seven days. It was there
also that the limperor Titus, of glorious
memory, died at the age of forty-one
years, of the gwift and mysterious dis-
ease which carried him to his grave two
months and twenty days after he hal
succeeded to his father.

1 insist on these details because I be-
lieve them necessary for a proper appro-
ciation of the events I have to relate.

« Dear child,” eaid Cornelia, “you do

not know, you cannot know all the harm
that Doris has done! Motellus was
gpoaking of it when you came 1n, We

are hoth denounc ed "

« Indeed ! exclaimed \ ibiuns,

“ It ig & positive fact,” said Metelluy,

for I have it from a Pontifl, who got hig
information from Helvius Agrippa him-
gelf B B

' And who made’ this Jenunciation ?"
askad Vibiuas. ] )

1 have every reason to believe that it
{3 that infamous Ragulus, upon the in-
ormation ohtained from Doris {4

« 1t could not be otherwise,” remx‘\rkvd
V ibius, sumply 5 and turning to the divine
Aurelia,—

" My'dear ~ard,” he added, “ you can-

csar and emperor like me!’

“This tree was a very old oak, con-
secrated to Mars. When Vespasian's
mother, Vespasia Polla, gave birth to her
first child,—3 girl,—a weak shoot grew
on the same day from this tree, but was
soon withered, It was an omen of the
child’s destiny, for she died within the

year.

“Vespasia then had a son, and from
the tree sprang a vigorous shoot, which
caused the wonder of every one, and was
interpreted as announcing & great for-
tune for the newborn intant. And, in
fact, this child was Sabinus Major, who
became prefect of the city, and with
whom commenced the fame of the Flavia

race.

“Finally, at my birth,’ said the Em-
peror Vespasian, who narrated these
wonders to me, ‘the shoot that grew from
the oak was 8o strong that it looked like
a young tree. This time,’ continuad the
emperor, laughing, ‘my poor ifatber Pet-
roniug, who had run to his oak, could not
control himself. He hastened back, breath-
less, to the house, crying, * 1t is a Cc3ar
who 18 born unto me! Mother, it 18 a
Cicar!” Poor old Tertulla thought that
her son had lost his senses. Sne often
quizzad him about it; and yet, you see,
Metellus, that the tree was right.

«1 ghall abridge,” continued the young
man, “ in order to come to more import-
ant facts. After the death of Vespasian
and Titus, my father, throngh respect and
afl'sction for their memory, purchaged the
house where he had 8o ofien enj yyed the
intimacy of these two great men. Tue
Emperor Domitian did not like to pre-
gerve a villa which reminded him too
much of his low origin. You are aware,
my lord, that about that time Domitian
was accused of having poisoned his
brother, whom he had, nevertheless,
placed among the gods; and it is certain
that what had taken placeat the death of
Vespasian, to whom he attempted to
succeed, proves with what impatience he
must have borne the reign of Titus—"
“Take care, young )1an 1" gaid Vibius,
gravely ; * such accusations are danger-
ous in these times, and you would do
wisely in not repeating them !”

« I know it, my lord,” replied Metellus;
% pui I mustspsak of them, since T have
been accused of originating them, to-
gether with other reports, and that this
was what caused my condemnation.

“TFinally,” he resumed, “ having
reached the age when it became neces:
sary to complete my education, my father
gent me to Rome to attend the publie
schools, and to listen to the teaching of
the orators and philosphers. Meanwhile,
he remained at his house in Reata,
which he seldom left, for he despised the
abject life of Domitian's court, and feared
ita perils.

« Now commenced a bright and happy
period in my existence ; I lived in the
intimacy of the most charming minds and
joyous companions ; but this was of short
duration. My father's frequent letters
were filled with sad details and gloomy
forebodings. Hespoke of a growing state
of discontent among the slaves, of at-
tempts at revolt which it had been found
necessary to put down by force, of threat-
ening rumors, and of plots reported daily
by reliable persons.

< T must not omit to mention, my lord,
that, a short time before my depariure,
Lucius Metellus had purchased from a
glave-dealer, who had called at our house,
afow slaves destined to agricultural lab-
ors of some importance, which my father
had undertaken with a view tothe im-
provement of his new property. Among
these slaves was one named Ph:rlria,
whom I would recognize amidst a thou-
gand, if I could ever find him.

« Thig Pheedria enjoyed perfect health,
and his uncommon scrength and stalwart
frame made him eminently fit for the
arduons labors of the husbandman. He
geemed, moreover, to Dosgess an experi-
ence in such matters which would relieve
Metellus, to a certain extent, of the cares
of personal survel . Pnt at the
game time, Phiw lria inspired one at first
gight with an unaccountable feeling of
fearand repulsion, from which I ¢could not
defend myself when I met him for the
first time. His look was treacherous,
and the, assumed submissiveness and
gervility of his manner ill-disguised the
native bratality and audaciousness of his
nature.

« T watched him clogely during feveral
days, and my apprehensions acquired a
new etrength. I spoke to my father
about it, and urged him to get rid of this
man ; bat be replied that my guegpicions
were without foundation, and, moreover,
he could easily check any attempt at in-
subordination. Oa the day of my de-
parture from homse, I ingisted again on
this subjact, and ¢ ymmunicated to my
father new facts that had come nnder my
observation ; but it was in vain. My
father had got used to this maun; he
found him useful, and did not believe
him dangerous. Ha therefore persisted
in resolution to keep hini.

« §yon after my arrival in Rome, I com-
menced to receive those letters which

gave me 8o much uneasiness, but my
father, far from complaining oi Phwedria,
was enthusiastic 1n his praise of him, and

langhed at my fears. But he confided to
me that he could not account for the in.
gubordinate dispositions of his slaves;
that he was threatened, and felt himself
aurronnded by a continnal esplonags, of
which he could neither comprehend the
motite or digcover the object

« Finally, I receivel a letter containing
such alarming facts, and so full of bitter
complaints, that [ jidged my father’s sit-
nation intolerable, and I resolved to
hasten to his assistance. 1 left Rome
that very evening, on horseback, and ac:
companied by a single slave, We tra-
vellel all night, and towards the middle
of the next day, I arrived at the place

my eyes, and, with a cry of anguish, I fell
on the barren soil !

“When I opened mg eyes,” resumed
the young man, who had paused, over-
come by his emotion, “ 1 saw a elight
clond of smoke rising from the spot
where our house had stood ; and, stand-
ing in the middle of the plain, a man
who had answered my cry. 1t was Soei-
theus, an old freedman, who had played
with my father in boyhood, and taken
care of my infancy! He was mourning
over the smoking ruins of our home !
“¢Sogitheus ! Sosithens!" 1 cried
from afar, ‘ where is my father ? in the
name of the gods, where is he ?’

o Angl I heard him reply that my
father is no more, and that Phslria had
murdered him during tbe night that pre-
ceded my departure from Rome.,”
Metelins paused, overwhelmed by these
sorrowful reminiscences. Vibius was
silent andgrave. The Grand Vestal wept
with Metullus, and pressed his trembling
hands with emotion.

“ Sositheus,” resumed the young man,
when he had recovered his composure,
“told me, in a few words, the particulars
of this mysterions and dreadful catas-
trophe. He was absent when it occurred,
my father having sent him away on some
important business, a few days previous.
Oa his return, be had found the place as
1 now saw it. But he learned that our
glaves, two huadred in number, incited
to revolt, had suddenly attached the
house, armed with fire and sword
Pecdria led them; Phwlria excited
them to bloodshed ; it was Poeelria who
plunged a knife in the heart of my father,
who murdered the poor defenseless old
man !

“ Everything wa3 destroyed, scattered,
or burnt by those two hundred demons,
whose rage seemed to accrue a3 the work
of destruction progressed. A tempest
sweeping over those fields, the breath of
the gods seeking their annihilation, could
not have made the work of desolation
more complete. Nothing was left stand-
ing,—not a stone, not a tree! nothing !
nothing but the silence of death i

“Bat,” asked Vibius, seeing that the
young man stopped, *' could you discover
noclew to the cause of this terrible event ?
What became of all thesa slaves? What
was this Poewlria’s fate ?”

“ The greater number of those wretches
came back toimplore my forgiveness, and
to beseech me, with tears, to grant them
life. I consented;for who could I punish,
when 8o many were guilty ? But none of
them conld reveal to me the real cause of
my father's murder, and of the terrible
disaster of that eventfulnight. 1 havere-
captured, one after another, all the slaves
who had not surrendered themselves. 1
used tortures to make them confess.
. . butamong all these men, some of
whom had been spared by my indul-
gence, and the others had felt my just
geverity, not one was found who could
throw a light on thisdark deed! 1 found
in them only poor wretches excited fo
pillage by the hope of freedom, and led to
crime by thoee cruel instincts, unknown
to our souls, but which boil over sudden-
ly, in the mire of those abjact natures.

“wAs for Phaedria, whose perfidious
schemes and murderous objsct all had
confirmed, I have searched Rome and
Italy, during six months, to wreak upon
him my rage and just vengeance, but I
have failed to obtaln the least clew tohis
whereaboats "

« All this is strange and terrible !"’ gaid
Vibins, who seemed plunged in deep
thought.

*My lord, will youknow my secret opin-
ion?" asked Metellius.

“Well,” he continued, reading assent in
the old man’s eyes, ‘' these things hap-
pened at the time Domitian proclaimed
himself & god, and had his goldenstatue
erected in thecapitol. Tam convinced that
the disasterat the villa where Vespasian
and Titus were born, was ordered to de-
stroy the testimony of his plebeian origin
writtenlon its walls; that Phaedria was
the instrument of Regalus, and Regualns
the infawous ageut of Domitian’ ol
wishes!”

“Oh! young man! young man " ex-
claimed “Vibius. “ But why, then, this
murder of your father "'

“And why the son's condemnation?”
replied Metellus. “For you have yet to
learn, my lord, what happened to me, I
was hunting up Phaedria,’” he continued,
«when 1 found myself all at once aseailed
by the most singular acc 1sations. It was
alleged that I was the author of the re-
ports I have already alluded to, and
which were circulated in Rome, concern-
ingthe sudden death of the Emperor Tit-
ug; and, moreover, that it was I who
gought to throw the power of the Em-
peror into discredit, by repeating to
every one that his ancestor was only a
poor undertaker of public works. Ipro-
tosted against these allegations;but1 was
told,—which is very gignificant,—that 1
had got this story from my father, who
had, himself, propagated it in Phalacrina
and Reata.

“Oue evening, a8 I was returning h
I wae sesailed by a cohort, drazged ba-
fora a jadge, and triel and sentenced on
that same night. 1 was marching in the
midet of an escori of soldiers to meet my
fate, when Bat,”’ said the youny
man, tarning to the Veatal, with eyes
beaming with gratitude, it is you, not Iy
who should inform Vibius of what then
took place.”

1t was a verysimple occurrence,” said
Corneha, “and I claim no particular
merit for acting as I did. You know, my
lord, that one of our most ancient and in-
dispatable privilezes is to pardon any
citizen on his way to be executed,
provided we can declare that we
met him accidently. The full exer-
cise of this right is particularly guar-
anteed to the Grand Vestal. No sentence
of death, even if decreed by the emperor,
can be executed when the lictor who pre-

me,

where should have been my father's
house, the tormer villa of Vespagian and
Titns. 1 use this doubtful expression
purposely, my lord, for my first thought
was, that I had lost my way, or that an
inimical divinity wanted todeceive me by
fal-e appearances.

The Emperor Vespasian Was yagsionately
| fond of this poor country-house, He
| went there frequently and would never
| allow any change to be made to a place
where everything reminded him of his
infancy; his son, the great Titus, enter-
| tained the same worshipful veneration
I for that humble cradle of his illustrious
| family.

« ] remember that when I was six or
geven years old, the great Vespasian
often took me by the hand, and led me
out to walk over thegrounds. On several
occasions we stopped before a magnificent
tree, which rec elved the astiduous care of

the gardener, and the ewperor never

failed to tell me, with a smilgy—
| wiMetellus, when you have a fine tree
like this, in your garden, you will be

«] was standing in the middle of &
vast plain ; the soil around me was naked,
and as level as if the plough had passed
over it. In the distance, I could recog-
niza all the familiar sites of the neighbor-
ing country, which convinced me that I
| was on our land ; but there remained not
| a vestige of the house; the omen tree
! which stood go high and whose branches
! extended so far, had disappeared, If 1
| wag not the victim of a hideons dream, if
1 really stood on my father's land, it was
evident that everything had been devas-
tated, swept away, leaving nothing but a
fearful wilderness.

codes her has extended his fasces over
the condemned man’s head.

«At an early hour on the morning of
the caleds of May, of last year, I was re-
turning in my litter, from the Consul’s
house, where I had presided during the
night at the mysteries of the Good God-
dess, to the Atrium Regium, when, at the
angle of the Sacred Way and the Foram,
I met the escort which accompanied Me.
tellus. My lictor cried aloud, *The Grand
Vestal! and extended his fasces towards
the soldiers, who immediately halted. 1
asked the centarion whither he was
taking this man, for I did not know Me-
tellus, 1la repliad that he was taking
him to the Tallaniam by order of the
enperor, TR

“'Yoang man, you ar3 free, said Ito
Metellus, and I made the prescribed
declaration to the centurion.

look at the young man, “ it is nothing, for
who knows how Metellus repaid his
debt ?"
“You forget, dear Cornelis,”” remarked
Metellus, “ that Regulus having sought to
have me rearrested during the day, pre-
tending that you had no right to pardon
me, you claimed me from Domitian him-
self, and the emperor dared not forget the
duty of the Great Pontiff!

“Having avoided this danger,” con-
tinued Metellus,* I soon fell into another.
Ragulus was not the man to give up the
vietim who had once escaped from his
clateh. It is clear, my lord, that the
wretch had been instrumentalin my con-
demnation, for, otherwise, why should he
have attempted to deny an indisputable
prerogative? Iamrightin my suspicions,
and my poor father was likewise the
victim of an accusation, the principle of
which is to be found in the facts I have
alllluded to. There can be no doubt of
this,

“Having failed in this first attempt,
my enemies seek new means to injare
me. Bat this time their objact is twotold.
They wish to destroy not me alone, but
algo her to whose interention I owed my
pafety. The Grand Vestal saved Metell-
us ; she must perish with Metellus! Oh!
this is dreadful! . . . What more
shall I say, my lord! I soon discoverad
that an implacable hatred was seeking to
work out this atrocious revenge. Natur-
ally, Cornelia had become, and is still for
me the objsct of a pious worship, and ofa
gratitude which will forever fill my heart.
Well! they havecalumniated these noble
gentiments and given them the most
odions interpretations. Bo great were
the euspicions thus aroused, and 8o per-
fidiouely woven the web, that 1 had to
leave Iiome, and to condemn myself to
live in complete solitude. Yes, my lord,
gsuch has been my life for near a year
past. 1 had selected an unknown and
almost inaccessible retreat, and these
accusations were hushed by my absence.

IN THE WAKE OF THE GREEN
BRIGADE.

W. ArcHIBALD MCLEAN IN DONOHOE'S,
Timothy Flynn and I were ex-
amined for the service on the same day
at the recrulting offize in Pniladel-
phia. We had never seen each other
pefore that day, nor heard of the
other's existence. My name, Timothy
Rourke, followed his on the muster
roll. He was a big strapping fellow,
broad of shoulders, and standing six
feet one in his bare feet. 1 was
slender and just tall enough to pass,
and not be turned down by Uncle
Sam.

We were mustered into the 116G:h
Pennsylvania Regiment, under the
command of a loved and intrepid
leader, Colonel Mulholland. Oar regi-
ment became a part of the famous
Irish Brigade under that matchless
commander, General Meagher. We
were hurried off to camp to be drilled
and made soldiers of. From that first
day it always seemed to me that some
destiny or divinity, was shaping the
course of the lives of the two Timothys
to link them together. It hnppeuéd.
as though pre arranged, that we were
assigned the same tent and became
mess mates.

[ would not have had it otherwise if
I could have helped it, for he was a
lovable fellow, big-hearted as there
ever lived a man, and good natured
under all circumstances, It seemed
to me at times as though he felt I was
a younger brother he had been put in
charge of, so much did be concern
himself about me, and to me he was
always more than a brother. Aswe
grew inseparable the boys found a

But I heard of the Grand Vestal's sor-
rows ; 1 hastaned back to Rome to devote
myself to her for whom 1 won'ld give my
life, and at the first step 1 am again be-
set by this secret persecution . . 1
am denounced !”

“Young man,”’ said Vibius, golamnly,
when Meiellus uad ceased speaking, " you
asked my advice . . . here it is!
Laave Rome instantly, return to your
hiding-place. Should it not be safe
enough, burrow, if necessary, 1n the
bowels of the earth; but hide, try to be
forgotten! Tnis is all I can say to you.”

“] gha!l do it!” exclaimed Metellns.
“Yes, 1 shall go! but not until I have as-
certained whether a man whom Sositheus
followed yesterday, and whom he Baw
enter one of the taverns of the Villa pub-
lica, is not Poaedria, my father's murder-
er; the victim I demand of heaven and
hell, since two years past!”

“ Good-by,” said Vibiuz, addressing the
Vestal and Metdllus. “ You have heard
and understood ma! Reflact and act!”

Aud the cautious old courtier left the
room, muttering te himself,—

“By Minerva! one must have prul-
ence! Let us keep clear of these dauger-
ous mysteries! 1 havegot enough already
with my unlucky jest about the flies!”

TO BE CONTINUED,

IUPRDRRES

IS THE CHURCH LOSING ?

Prominent Catholic writers assign
the fo!lowing reasons for loss of church
mombers in this country:

1. Catholic families settling in
places many miles from church or
priest.

2, Mixed marriages

3. Neglect of religious {nstruction
and deficient education at home.

i Reading of bad papers, and the
jolning of anti-Cathollc socleties.

5 Staying away from the Church
to evade contributing towards building
rohes and keeping np schools.

6. Catholic children compelled by
limited means to leave home to secure
a living.

7. O:cupations where there is no
chance to hear Mass on Sunday.

8. Emigrants who had little faith
when they left Earope.

9 The absence of solid Christian
literature from the average Catholic
home

10. Not enough priests.
cause is gradually disappearing.)

11 A false idea of social position.
This causs ig confinel principally to
womsn of fat parses and little brains )

12 Not being taught Christlanity
and tha begiunings of theology in the
vernacular,

13 Thoaoft repeated attempts to in-
treduce and kesp alive foreign cus-
toms manners, moaes of thought
which teud to make the Catholie rolig-
fon appear as an exolic, instead of hav
ing it racy of the soil.

14, Iatemperaunce

15. Want of activity in Catholle
Church circles for young men and
women

16  Briefest and best, A summing
up of them all. Tae world, ths flash
and the davil,—American Herald,
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THE HERESY OF THE DAY.

(This

Thinking men see in the attempts
of soms so-called Catholics to balittle
aud even deride the work of the Sacred
Congragations great and imminent
danger to the faith. Lo XIII has
time and again censured the tend
ency of modern civilization to
dispanse with God, to abjure faith, to
believe there is no supernatural, and
to refer all things to measurement by
the narrow gauge of man's intellectual
powers.  If the critics ba thoughtfal,
they must fain admit that the head of
the Catholic Church could mnot look
with indulgence on guch tenden-
cies. To do so would be falsehood to
the awful trust reposed in him. But
there i3, on the part of true Catholics,
no foar. They have the consoling as-
surancs that the head of the Charch is
gutded by an inspiration which will
pot let him wander from the path ot
wiedom or fidelity. —American Herald.

A CerralN METHOD lor curing cramps,
diarrhees and dysentery is by using Pain:

“This is all I have done for Matellus.

“ Bat then, what had become of my
father? . + o At this taought, my
lord, I felt my heart breakwng ! 1shut

It is much,since I saved his life; but it is
{ little, since it only required a few words.

And,”" added the Vestal, with a caressing |

| Killer. This medicine has sustamed the
highest reputation for over 6) years. Avoid
| substitutes, there is but one Pain-Killer,
Perry Davis'. 25c¢, and 50e,

way to distinguish us, for they named
him Big Tim, and me Little Tim, In
time these were the only names we
were known by.

By all odds he was the favorite not
only of his company but also of the
regiment. I didn't have much more
than a speaking acquaintance at any
time outside of our company. Every
one hailed him familiarly as Big Tim.
He had in return a happy speech for
every one, He was a genlus at odd
jobs, with the strength of & giant, and
his services were to be had for the
acking. With them nine times out of
ten went a good story, one that many
a poor fellow beartily langhed over, in
spite of weariness and sickness. Yet
there were times when every one gave
him a wide berth, when he was in one
of his tantrums—in liquor At such
times I have often heard him referred
to as that Big Irish Devil,

He was a born soldier. He never
knew what it was to bs tired. Oaa
forced march he was eimply great.
When it came to a question of strength
there wasn't & man in the regiment
that could keep pace with him. He
could sleep just any place, wherever
we happened to be, in a tent, under
the eky, on & rock, or upon wet
grouvd. When it came to a forage
for something to eat he always outdld
himself, He was liberal, too, to the
last mouthful. He never saw the in-
side of & hospital unless it was to do a
turn for some poor fellow, and had
never known a day when he could
not sleep, eat, drink and be merry, or
as merry as he might be allowed to be.

His mirth was frequently the result
of his one bad habit —drink. The
days were gcarce that he did not have
a nip of something hot in his canteen.
He was a wouderful forager when it
came to something to drink. [ nave
often heard the boys say that Big Tim
could catch the smell of a etill house
ten miles away, and glven the run his
trail would lead there in an air liue.
I know that others, less fortunate
along this line, again avd again be-
grudged him his luck. He was
generous with the stuff, bat it
angered him to have his canteen re-
turned empty. He would express
himself to ma then that he thought a
last swallow might have been left for
the owner.

When we were in camp and he had
plenty of liquor there was sure to be
trcuble. Ha never knew how to gage
his capacity, He always took too
much. When he was started he kept
right at it a8 long as thera was any
liquoe in sight. His officers have fre-

quently admitted to me that when
drunk he could give more troubdle and
annoyance than a doz3n mean, When
drinking he was merry, witty,
noisy, rough, fighting or disagraeable.
Aslong as he was merry or witty his
company was sought after, He be

came the soul of a camp fire in either
condition. No one could match him
in sallies, or tell a story after him

Ha always told the last one, and it was
the best one. His gift of pocpetrat-
ing Irish bulls in his speech kept the
boys in a roar. Even when he was
noisy he was tolerated, for he could
do and say the most ridiculous things.
But when he was deeper in his cups he
was an ugly customar, The boys were
more or less afraid of him then, With-
out warning he would grab a fellow
and gave him such a terrible hug
that when he let go the victim would
fall out of his arms limp. Or he
would stand off and put a chip on his
ghoulder and make &ll manner of mean
contemptible epeeches, that at heart
he never meant, but doing his utmost
to pick a quarrel with anyone. If any
of the boys crossed him or gave him &
word, he would square off, and he was
liks lightening when it came to hit-
ting. He would listea to no one, un-
less it was myself, and always do the
things he was told not to do.

He, howaver, was never rough with
me. I have often come upon him
when a fizht was on, or when he was
in a disagreeable or offensive mood .
Agsain and again he hag turned upon
mo fiercely, until he saw who it wa3.
Then his whole manner wou'd change

and he would say, soft-like.
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¢ It's you, Little Tim, isit ; I aln't
doing nothing.
with me ?"

Unless I took charge of him, watch-
ing him like a hawk, he was sure to
get into some difficulty, He was ar-
rested & number of times, usually
after a fight in which the guards came

What is it you want |
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off worse than he did, and handeuffed, |

taken before the Major.
would plend for him aud get him off.
But more than once he was put lo the
guard house and fed on bread and
water. Other times he was made to
do police duty, all kinds of dirty jobs.
This he would do with such obedience
and at the same time such an inno-
cent shame-facedness that the Major
laughingly admitted to me one day
that it made him feal as though he had
added insult to ivjury in punishing
him. When time was up and he was
free, another drunk would follow in
the due course of time,

I have often heard our Captain
plead with bim to keep straight, to
stop drinking, encouraging him by
telling him that wheu sober there
wasn’t & better soldier in the regiment,
which was a fact. He would listen
quietly aud in the end mske many
promiscs, all of which he meant for
the moment to keep. They would last
until he caught the sight or smell of
whiskey. It seemed to me often even
the thought of a good swag was
enough to make him forget his pro-
mises and everything else.

We had a long spell of campaign-
ing, marching and counter marching,
crogsing and re-crossing the Rappa-
hannock and the Rapidan, during

which we not only had many brushes

with the enemy, but also fought the
battles of Fair Oaks, Gaines Mill,
Savage Station, Malvern Hill and
Antictam. In all of these Big Tim
displayed his great strength and en
durance and distinguished himself for
his courage and bravery. He could
be depended upon for any emergency.
He would carry out orders to the
letter. He waj bold, without fear and
indefatigable. When our regiment
came out of that awfu! feld of carnage
at Fredericksburg with the loss of
many men and & number of officers
and non coms, promotions were soon
the order of the day. Oar captain
sent the name of Timothy Flynn to
the Colonel as sergeant. He had well
earned the chevrons with which he
was rewarded. I was made a cor
poral.

He was as proud of his chevrons as
a boy with a new plaything. When
alone in our tent he would often pat
them lovingly, calling them his dar-
lings. In due time he celebrated hi
promotion by getting drunk. I wat
fortunate enough to come upon hin
before he was deep in his cups and |
pever let him out of my sight until
had him sober. The captain, knowing
my influence over him, had privatel;
said to me that among other reason
why he had recommended his promo
tion was the hope that the chevron
would be the means of keeping hip
gober. After this drunk I gave hin
a very serious curtain lecture, warn
ing him what the result would be if h
continued his spree and begging hir
to keep cober.

He made the most abject promises
which had their effect tor some littl
time. He wasn't the kind, howeve
that could ba restrained or could r
strain himself. The time came whe
he kicked over the traces, when I ws
least expecting it, and went off on
tearful spree. He was in a devilis
humor that day. He made a gre
noise, quarreled with a number of ti

triad tn 1

hove stvtka revaral, Aid hny
Seye, trie 5 voral, dld bun

several heads together ﬁzml the
ached, dared the guard to arrest hir
telling them he was an officer and
they laid their hands on him he wou
break opeun their heads. Drunk, |
had becoma more important in b
own eyes and hence wag mors di
agreeablo, He was reported to %
gent for by the Colomel, That offic
gpoke to him kindly, cautioning h
never to repeat his coffence, warni
him if he did so he would be compell
to disgrace him.

The next drunk came after a long
interval. 1 was expecting it a
dreading the result. He ontwitted
g0 that it was another public sp:
worse than the last. The Colonel s
as good as his word., Sending
him, he informed him that the ch
rons must ba stripped from his slee
and that he must be reduced to
ranks. The poor fellow wanted
argue the matter, saying,

‘‘ [ndeed, Colonel, [ haven'’t d
anything to deserve this. Haven
always been a good eoldier 7 Hav
I always done my part in every figh

** Yes, you have,” the Colonel ¢
wered. ‘* You have always been
of the beat of soldiers in every acti
and have done more than your j
when there was anything to be dc
but that isn't the question.”

“Can't ye overlock the mal
Colonel, just a little for I've %
doing me very best.”

The Colonel shook his head, sayi!

*¢1t can't be done. It can't be di
If you were moderate it would
different. But vou are never sati
until you are drunk. It is demor:
ing to the men. We are sorry
you and very sorry that it mus
done, but you will have to be red
to the ranks.”

“I'm awfully sorry, Colonel,
concluded, ‘* I don't suppose I
stop drinking, been doing it
since I can remember ; guess I
get along without what I oughr
have.”

I will never forget the day he
reduced to the ranks in the sig
the whole regiment. I though
thing would never be througl
hurt me as much or more than |
him. I feared it would go worse
him afterwards,. When they r

If I could I|
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