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young master and the old hag, and be-
seeching me to separate them, by motions
which were in no wise to be mistaken.
How he had come thither, or what was the
cause of all his anxiety, I had no time to
conjecture, for_ before I could say a word,
he began to bellow out,—* The horses, the
horses—make room there for the horses ;”
_and immediately those that stood near him
began to move a little, and then, the ery
being repeated, those that stood further off
mistaking the noise of their feet for that of
the actual approach of some new squadron,
there arose altogether a sort of rushing
among the crowd ; and, in a twinkling, the
voice of Pona was heard grumbling and
croaking at a distance from the place to
- which our party were borne by the cur-
rent of its multitudes. Close, nevertheless,
did the faithful Cretan stick to us; and no
sooner was quiét in some measure restored,
‘mnd the false alarm he had created at an
=nd, than he whispered into my ear, “For
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woman, arrayed in long white garments,
and having a fillet of laurel leaves twined
above her veil, where, parting on her fore-
head, its folds began to fall downwards to=
wards her girdle. Venerable and stately was.
her mien, but haughty, rather than serene,’
the aspect of her countenance. Witheut!
once looking towards us, or the place where
we stodd, she went up immediately to the
altar, and began to busy herself in trim-
ming the sacred fire, which, as 1 have said,
.exhibited only a lambent and fleeting flame
upon its surface. But when, with many
kneelings and other ceremonies, she had
accomplished this solitaryseryice, the priest-/
ess of Apollo at length turned herself again,
as if to depart mto the secret place from
whence she had come forth; and it was
the_n that first, as it seemed, observing the
presence of strangers, she stood still before
the altar, and regarding us attentively, be-
gan to recognize the Lady Rubellia,—.
whom; forthwith advaneing, sbe saluted
courteously, and invited to come with the
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rest of us into" her privacy, behind the
shrine of the God.

So saying, she herself led the way thi-
ther, Rubellia walking immediately be-
.hind her, and the rest of us in her train.
Through several folding-doors did we pass,
and along many narrow passages all inlaid,
on-roof, wall, and floor, with snow-white
alabaster and rich mosaic work, until at
length we came to a little airy chamber,
where three young maidens were sitting
with their embroidering cushions,whileone,.
taller than the rest, whose back was placed
towards us, so that we saw not her counte-
nance, was kneeling on the floor, and touch-
ing, with slow and mournful fingers, the
strings of'a Dorian lyre. Hearing the sound
of her music as we entered, we stood still
in the door-way, and the priestess, willing
apparently that our approach should remain
-inknown, advancing a step or two before
ns; said, ¢ Sing on, my love—I have trim-
med the flame—sing on—1I chall now be
able to listen to all your song ; but remem-
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Xerophrastes ! #hat T speak these things as
it \vere abstractiy, and not by any means'in
disparagement of Licinius, your excellent
patron and friend.” )

- To which the Stoic replied, in astonish-
ment—* What is this you have said ?- Do
you assert that action is sensual ?”

Then Parmeno, lifting from the pavement
the book which he had been reading, or ap-
pearing to read, said, It is evér_l so, most
erudite X erophrastes. Indeed, [have always
delighted in the most primitive and remote
doctrines handed down from antiquity ;
and among others, in the riddles of this
obscure Ephesian. Following the scope of
his philosophy, I am-led to believe, that, so
often as the mind impels, or is impelled by
other causes, it begins to lose sight of pure
knowledge, and becomes in danger ofthink- '
ing that every +h*ag is vain, light, and eva-
‘nescent, ex.ept what is perceived by the
senses. Heraclitus thinks, that Love and
Hatred g. vern all tkings. Now, when the
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them mutuall= o act and repel, in such a
way' as ta praservy ovder.”

« Nay, nay,” intefrupted Parmeno, his
hands being by this quite disentangled from
his cloak, and his countenance considerably
lighted up,—* Nay, nay, to such doctrine
I never shall assent. From Empedocles—
even from Xerophrastes, I must differ for
ever on this head. The order of which you
and the Sicilian speak, is the order of dark-
ness only, and of blind force,—a kind of
order in which fierceness and cruelty always.
re]gn

But Xerophrastes continued :—* And I
must confess, that-I further concur with
Empedocles in thinking, thatL.ove is a prin-
ciple of which the predominance is more fit
to turn order into a chaos, than to produce
the effects you have described.”

“ Nay, spea'z-not against Love,” quoth
Parmeno—< Speak not against Love, nor
believe that any respect is due to the dic-
tates of E.mpedocles, who talight the worst
that can be . ught by any man—that is to
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‘ere I recognized him from the sound of his
voice alone; and who, think ye, should
it be but my good friend Sabinus ?

I do not think I ever yet saw surprise
expressed so strongly as it was on the face
of the jolly Centurion, when his eye detect-
ed me. He checked his horse so sharply,
that the animal bounded into the air as if
he had been transfixed with an arrow ; and
“ Valerius!” quoth he, “ ha! by the life of
Trajan, what is the meaning of this? Va-
lerius in a Christian synagogue ! By all the
gods, there must be some mistake in this
matter.” But before I, in my confusion,
could make any answer to these exclama-
tions, his eye chaneed to glance on Atha-
nasia, who, pale and trembling, still retain-
ed the support of my arm ; whereupon there
Was an end at once, as it seemed, of his ex-
treme astonishment ; for “ ha! ha!” said
he,in a quite different tone of voice,  there
iaa lady in the case, is there 2 And thun,

stooping in his seat, he whiépered, half
VOL. II. I
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laughing, inté my ear, “ My most hypoeri-
tical smooth-face, you shall see what is the
consequence of bringing these trensatlantic
pranks of yours to Rome. By Hercales,
you wild dog, it may cost you some little
trouble to get out of this scrape.”

And when he said so, he at once turned
his horse, and rejoining the troop, appear-
ed to enter into close conversation with him
who sate at the head of the line; and
could see well enough, from the gestures
he used, and from the manner in which the.
other listened to him, that he was making
some explanation which appeared by no
means satisfactory to the person who heard
it. Sabinus raised his voice very much a3
the colloquy proceeded, but I could catch
nothing more than the sound of one or two
most violent oaths, while, all the time, the
Tribune (for such he was) continued to
shake his head, in a way significant at once
of doubt and determination. The end ¢f
it was, that he pointed with his sword; and
‘Sabinus, having apparcntly received a com
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mand he durst not dispute, forced his horse
backwards, at one plunge, into the place
from wkich he had originally rode forth.
And, whether the animal had been infect-
ed with something of the rider’s passion, I
know not ; but it seemed as if, after he had
compelled him into his station, it was.no
very easy matter to keep him there, for he
pawed and pranced so violently, that I
thought he would have thrown allhis neigh-
bours into disorder. The strong hand and
knees of the Centurion, however, prevented
this, and the chafing Thracian was ruled
into calmmess.

But in truth I had no leisure for obser-
ving any thing further, for some other sol-
diers coming up, with led horses and mules
in their hands, our party were immediately
separated one from another, each, as it
seemed, being destined to proceed to some
peculiar place of safety, under peculiar
guidance. I'saw the old feeble priest lift-
°d on a mule by one of the soldiers, and
then hurried_. away towards the city, with a
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horseman on each hand of him. The fiery
Cotilius, and one or two more, were com-
pelled to follow, with similar atter. dance, in
the same direction ; others, again, had toeir
horses heads turned more to the westward,
but all departed at great speed, and were
soon lost to my view among the projections
of the tombs. The last that remained to
be disposed of were Athanasia and myself,
and fora moment I had some hope that we
might perhaps be sent to the same place;
but this hope was in vain, and after I per-
ceived that it was so, scarcely even was
time permitted to me for bidding her fare-
well. To kiss her hand, and to whispera
single word of parting hope into her ear,
was all T could do. A tear rolled from
her cheek and fell upon my hand; yet she
smiled faintly upon me, and « Hope,” said
she— yes, dear Valerius, Hope and Faith
both go with me.” And with that the pale
maiden was separated from the arm to
which she had tr usted, and I saw her also
mounted and borne away rapidly from be-»
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fore my eyes, in the midst of a cloud of the
horsemen. While I was yet strainix;g my
eyes to gaze after her, 1 found myself, in
like manner, seized around the waist by a
strong man, and lifted upon a horse, whose
bridle one of those that were to guard me
held in his hand ; and almost before I could
look around me, we had escaped from the
flare of the torches, and the crowd of the
soldiery, and were stretching at a rapid
pace, I knew not whither, although I sus-
pected, from the wideness of the road, that
we had already regained the Appian, and
were proceeding in its course. :

.~ But I have forgotten to mention to ¥ ou,

that just at the moment when they were

lifting Athanasia upon the mule that was

to bear her from my sight, my eye canght

a glimpse of the witch Pona, who was sit-

ting ot the.root of one of the pine-trees,
close to the tower. The two dogs, whose

barking we had heard before the soldiers
broke in upon us, were couched beside her

as she sate ;. and behind her stood,. leaning '
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against the tree, a figure wrapped in a rich
red cloak, which I suspected to be a female
also, but could not be certain, because the
countenance was quite concealed in thefolds
of the garment. To this person, whoever
it might be, the witch turned round eager-
ly, while the soldiers were carrying off
Athanasia ; and I heard again, at the same
moment, that low croaking laugh, the re-
membrance of which has power, even at
this distance of time, to make me shudder
when T think of it. I saw—1I heard no
more,—for, as I have told you, immediate-
ly afterwards I also was carried away. In
the midst of all the confusion, however,
both of my own mind, and of the scene
around me, that hideous laugh of the old
enchantress could not be heard without
making an impression upon me ; and I'think
its note rung in my ear duung half of the
tempestuous ride which ensued.

1 say tempestuous, for our has“y pace had
not borne us to any great distance from the
place where all these things occurred; er¢
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the sky, which, as ye have heard, had all
that night been sufficiently variable; began
to exhibit appearances which they that rode
by my side interpreted as significant of the
approach of one of those nocturnal storms,
to which, at that season of the year, the fair
heaven of Italy is peculiarly subject. That
\they apprehended somewhat of this sort, I
perceived from their looks, as they stopped
for a moment to draw the hoods of their
mantles cver their brazen helmets ; for as to
words, of these they uttered none, either to
me or to each other, until our journey drew
near to its close. For me, however, the
numberless agitations through which T had
passed in the course of the few preceding.
hours, had, I suppose, communicated an un-
natural measure. of ardour to my boyish
blood; for neither did I feel the night-breeze
¢ ehill me, as we rushed through it, nor par-
took, in any sert, of the desire my com-
panions testified to cover themselves from
the rain, which seemed to be about to dis-
charge itself out of all those black and lower- |
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ing clouds now gathered above our heads
from every region of the heavens. When,
on the contrary, the first heavy drops fell
on my face and hands, it seemed to me as
if they were but the foretaste of a cooling
delight, and I bared my burning forehead
to the grateful moisture, with the eagerness
of one who, in a parclied and dry place,
comes suddenly upon the green margin of
a well-spring. Nor did this sensation sub-
side even after the storm had thickened to
the utmost, and the dusty roads had drunk
abundantly of the plashing rain. The de-
light grew upon me as I proceeded. The
strong wind blew with redoubled coolness
upon my moistened neck—the rain-drops
dashed big and heavy on my hot hands; and
T perceived, that, as is the nature of those
animals, the thunder which was mustering
in the air, filled my horse one moment with '
dread, and the next with a blind fierceness.
Atlast the great voice of the thuner shout-
ed over-head, 2nd its echoes spread wide and
far on either side, until they seemed to he
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absorbed to the left in the remote gulphs
of the Appenine, and on the right hand in
the measureless bosom of the Western Sea—
of which, as we galloped along the hill side,
the broad lightning (unless my fancy de-
ceived me) revealed ever and anon a distant
and melancholy glimpse.

W e had passed a hill covered with towns,
villages, and stately mansions, (which T af-
terwards learned was no other than the fa-
mous Alban,) ere the storm subsided be-
neath the influence of the reddening dawn.
Yet even then we slackened not our pace,
although the horses were by this time not
alittle exhausted with the swiftness of their
motion, and the weight of their wet riders.
Onrodewein thegrowinglight of the morn-
ing; but I perceived ere long that we had
left the wide and magnificent Appian Way,
and were pursuing the line ofa narrower
road, which seemed to carry us more and
‘more westward. : o3

At length we halted for a momeht on

the brow of a dechvﬂy, where three paths
-9
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separated ; and I perceived that zimong my
guides there was some little uncertainty as
to which of these iv belioved themm to follow.
While they were muttering together,Ilook-
ed and beheld at length the wide sea hea-
ving far below, over what apypeared to me
to be a forest as mighty as I had ever seen
in my native island.

.Old hoary oaks leaned on elthel hand
quite over the narrow path-way, into which
(after their brief pause of consultation) my
conductors directed our course. Flere and
there, such a shield had those huge leafy
boughs extended over the road, thiat the
dust rose from amongst the feet of our horses
as if all that night not one drop of rain had
fallen there ; although elsewhere, in the ab-
sence of such mlghty trees, the water lying
across:the path in pools testified abundant-
ly that the tempest had not spared the fo-
rest any more than the champaign. Vast
waving gulphs of bay and ilex, with here
and there some solitary pine raisin.g itself
proudly in the midst, seemed to strefch
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away on either hand between the groves
of those glo”antlc oaks.

The path we followzd carried us ever
deeper and deeper into the bosom of the
woods ; an{d, at length, so buried were we
in the windings of their stifling shade, that
I had lost all notion of the direction in
which I was moving ; until, after two or
three hot hours, weary man and jaded horse
were, I believe,equally delighted with snuff-
ing once more the open current of the air.
We reached not the edge ofthe forest,
however, before I' could hear distinetly the
dashing of the Mediterranean waves 3 and
the last ascent we climbed laid open to my
view a long sweep of the rolling waters,
and their rocky coast garnished cverywhere
with the richness of superincumbent woods.
Far, very far, in the distantnorth, I thought
I could recognize some of the stately towers
of Ostium, bosomed apparently within the
billows over which they presided. All be-
tween was one wide waste of weod and
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rock, save here and there a watch-tower
perched on the margin, and whitened half-
way up with the fcam of the yet uncaled
sea - ‘
Then, nor ever could I look upon the
waters of the great deep, witliout some-
thing of that filial yearning which seems
so natural to every native of our sea-girt
island. But neither could I contrast the
condltlon in which I now approached i,
with the str ong and light hopes under which
1 had so lately left it behind me, without
.many thoughts more sad and serious. than
as yet had frequently visited my Losom.
What a strange brood of visions had passed
before my eyes, since, but a few days be-
fore, T stept for the first time, light of heart,
beneath the shadow of those far-off bul-
warks | What new emotions had arisen
within my breast in the interval | How had
every sense been gratified ! how had every
dream of imagination been exceeded ! Yet
what a void had been created within—what
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a void felt—not, alas, filled |—Alas ! said T
to myself at one moment, why is it that 1
kia7e been subjected to all these novelties ?
Had I tot done bettér to have remained,
after all, where life flowed ever calmly

where affection hung over me like a pro-
tecting buckler, and my soul could sleep
in the security of unbroken faith ! But this
was only for a moment. The thoughts of
Athanasia haunted me more deeply and
more firmly. I thought over every word she
had spoken—every look of hers rose up in
succession to my memory, with all the vi-
vidness of a beautiful and a troubled dream.
I seemed to feel as if she were yet present
beside me the trembling of her pale fingers
upon my shoulder—I kissed the hand on
which her parting tear had fallen, as if it
were yet wet with the dear moisture.
When I thought of the perils in which she
must now be enveloped—of the pains she
‘must have suffered—must at that moment
be suffering,—it was as if I could have burst
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bands of iron, like flax, from off my hands
When a glimpse of the darker future ope:-
ed before me, I shuddered, and, urging »y
poor horse onwards in the recklessness of
total abstraction, I perceived that even my
guid.es pitied the visible agony wherein all
my boiling spirit was involved.

We stopped before the gate of one of the
watch-towers, which, as T have told you,-I
had seen scattered along the edge of the sea.
But this, when we came up to it, appeared
to me a great deal larger than I had ex-
pected to find any of them. The narrow
way, alongst which we had been riding,
brought us close to its gate, on the side to-
wards the land ; but the rock shelving ra-
pidly on the other side, gave it the sem-
blance, at a little distance, of being sus-
pended over the waves.

It was a building of rude, and apparent-
ly very antique structure, the under part,
where the deor was, square—but the upper
circular ; as is, for the most part, the old
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_Roman fashion in such erections. And
tlis, indeed, I doubt not, might have stood
¥ re long enough to have shewn a beacon,
when some fleet of Syracuse or Carthage
darkened the blue sea over against the
Lestrigonian bay, renowned in old song,
or the snow-white promontory of Gaieta.
Now, however, it was easy to see it had
been devoted to purposes of a very differ-
ent order.

One of the soldiers dismounted forth-
with, and began to knock rather violently
at the door ; but some little time elapsed
ere any sound from within responded to
the clamour he raised. At last, however,
‘the hard and withered face of the keeper
of the tower, made its appearance at a lit-
tle opening, a short space above the door,
and then the helinets of my companions
passed, T suppose, for a sufficient warrant,
forin a twinkling we heard the bolts creak-
_ing, and the old postern was soon set ajar
for our in-going. It would.be more pro-
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per to say, in the first instance, for the
out-coming of the keeper above-mentio i-
ed, for, I assure' you, that persor woi i
have thought it a very strange taing for|
any one to be admitted into the entrance
of his old tower, before he had scrutinized
him on the outside of it, with his own au-
thoritative and piercing eyes.

And great indeed as were the troubles
of my mind at that moment, I swear to
you I could scarcely forbear from laughing
outright, when this venerable personage
did present himself at the threshold of his
garrison. Imagine to yourself a tall, thin,
skinny man of threescore years, with a face
as dry and yellow as ye have seen on the
outside of a pye. and hair as white as ever
the skill of a confectioner could represent,
and legs bearing, it may be, the same sort
of proportion to the feet below them, which.
the shaft of Saturn’s seythe usually does to
its blade. Clothe the nether part of this
absurd figure in a pair of Dacian, or Gaul-

11
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1sh breeches, throw a very decent looking,
hut somewhat threadbare toga over his

tshoaldeys, and to finish the outfit, deck
his head with a military casque of the true
Macedonian cut, that is to say, sitting close
and compact above the ears, and topped
with a bristling plume of horse hair, the
ends of which fell down on his shoulders,
as thickly as if they alone had been intends
ed to turn the edge of a sword in the as-
sault.

He stood with an air of great dignity be-
neath his lintel, and listened with the most
profound gravity to the message which one
of my Pratorians whispered into his ear.

On its conclusion, he shrugged his shoul-
“ders, and regarding me (who by this time
had also dismounted) with a glance made
up, I think, in pretty equal proportions, of
surprise, contempt, and curiosity, signified
by the motion of his hand, that we might
all three enter. He whistled at the same
moment, and there came forth-a very young
and comely damsel, who, with man); blushes
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and smiles, took possession of the reins cs
our horses.

¢« Stand there,” quoth he, « starid theze,
little Cestia, and see if there be never a
handful of corn to be got for the prince's
cattle,—stand there, and-we shall be with
you again anon.” And then he also whis-
pered something into the maiden’s ear, and
I saw her looking at me from under her
eye-lids with an expression of very uncom-
mon curiosity. T'wo or three curly-pated
urchins, of different sizes, joined her at the
same moment, and to them, in her tum,
the maiden whispered ; whereupon the
eldest of the children, retreating behind
her, eyed me earnestly along the skirt of
her tunic, while the younger ones conti-:
nued to gaze where they were, with looks
of open stupidity and wonder. Of all this
I could make nothing at the moment, but
when we had got fairly into the inside of
the tower, I heard the children syhispering
distinetly enough to each other, A Chris-
tian! A Christian! A Jew ! A Jew I7 ana
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then I was at no loss to comprehend the
(secvet cause of all the astonishment I had
: o:Ls:‘;rveC : 2 :

The lower part of the tower, into which
I had now been conducted, seemed to form
nothing more than one huge, bare, and
quadrangular apartment, serving, I suppo-
sed (and rightly) at once as hall and ves-
tibule to the upper chambers contained
within the walls. A small flight of steps,
in one of the corners, seemed to afford the
only means of access to what was above ;
but from the position of a door immediately
below these, T suspected a part of the pri-
son must be placed under ground. Close
beside this door there stood, upon a very
rude pedestal, a still more rude bust, either
of Jupiter, of Apollo, or of Hercules. The
workmanship was such, that I could not be
very certain which of the family it was
whose features this was intended to repre=
sent, nor whether the prinecipal appendage
was meant to be a club, a lyre, a bow, or a
thunder-bolt ; but it did not escape my
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observation, that the old keeper crept as
close as he could to the sacred stone, as scon
as I stepped over the threshold. Th . guaras,
who had come with me, did not, however,
permit him to remain very lorg under the
shadow of that protecting tutelary; for, say-
ing that it behoved them to return as soon
as possible to Rome, they insisted on his.
extending to them some portion of the same
kindness with which, as I have said, he had
already desired their horses to be treated by
the young womar,

¢ Come,” said one of them, ¢ old comrade,
although you have taken to the gown yout-
self, you must not quite forget the old Sa-
gum. TIll be bound such a snug situation
as this was not given to one that had never
distinguished himself. May T ask, if you
have énjoyed it long ? or is it only since
the present Caesar’s accession that yor: have
been so fortunate ?”

“ Forget the old Sagum !” juoth the
senior. “ By the eye of Mars, I helieve
had worn out a score of them, before ny
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one that now hears me was born. I pro-
wise you, I shall never forget the Sagum.
Here, boy—here, Anthony—little Antho-
ny—bring out the cheese, and ask your
mother for the key, for these gentlemen
must drink before they depart.”

One of the little boys that had come out
to the door on our arrival, re-entered speedi-
ly, hearing this command, and busied him-
self in setting forth a wooden-board, where-
on he placed in great order a huge piece of
yellow cheese, and a heap of crisp white
cakes of rye. A large jug of water also
garnished the mess ; but there seemed to
be a little less of diligence, or more of diffi-
culty, about the wine.

= Fall to, comrades—fall to,” says he of
the tower ; « plain fare is ours—but ye have
a hearty welcome for your own sakes, and,
under favour, for the sake also of my dear
old commander, whose likeness graces the
pummels of your swords.—Kall to briskly ;
but where is the wine, Anthony? Don’t
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you see we are waiting ? Am I not master
in this fastness ?”

« But my mother ‘has the key,” quotb
the boy.

« Fven so, little spark,” replies the se-
nior ; “ therefore fetch it from her quickly,
and tell her, Anthony,” added he, in alower
note—** be sure you tell her, there are two
gentlemen of the Praetorians here, with a
young Christian, who is to be our pr
soner.”

‘With that the little boy began to ascend
the stairs within the tower, but still in &
very leisurely manner. He knocked at 2
door apparently half way up, and I heard
him deliver the whole of his message; for
he spake it perhaps rather more loudly than
had been intended. But she, to whom it
was addressed, seemed to hear it with‘z_m"}’
thing but that benignity with which poets:
have ever decorated the transmission of the
gifts of Bacchus. e

“ What, jackanapes?” quoth she, in 2
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Ivoice loud, boisterous, and all but maseu-
line~—* Must he send you to tell his lies for
him ?—Fraetorians and Christians, quotha!
Here is a pretty lie got up, sirrah.—But
hark ye, youngster, tell this father of yours,
who will be the ruin of us all, that though
Trajan himself were in the tower, %e should
not have one drop till mid-day, and then
not a hair-breadth above the thread that I
have tied round the blue goblet. Praeto-
rians indeed ! ha ! ha ! ha | —Get you down
stairs, little Anthony, and learn to lie more
cunningly the next time.” '
~ “Mother, there are certainly three soldiers
below. Cestia is holding their horses at thes
gate ; and they have brought a young man
-with them, who, they say, was caught eat-
“ing a little child in a tomb last night, and
I suppose he must be a Christian.”

Some more words passed between them,
but the old man made such a clattering on
his trencher, and talked at the same time so
ldudly:to the soldiers, that I could not un-
derstand the rest of what was said. How-
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ever, little Anthony had certainly been gift-
ed with some powers of persuasion, f.r many
minutes did not elapse (although it is true
the yellow cheese had timeenoungh to receive
many mortal gashes) ere down of a surety
came in proper person, the lady of the tower.
The sound of her descending step was so
heavy on the stair, that before she appeared
I was prepared for the entrance of a very
portly female ; but her bulk, notwithstand-
ing, astonished me when I did see her. In
spite of her enormous dimensions, however,
she had evidently been at some period, no
doubt a pretty distant one, something of
scomely person.—Features, in themselves
small and handsome, were seen to no great
advantage, cased in an immense superero-
gatory circumference of cheeks and chiny
and an gbsurdly tidy foot glanced from un-
der ancles most disproportionably massive.
A string of amber beads floated to and fro:
on the ocean of her bosom. She had fine
golden bracelets on her arms too, out they:
were only half seen, bzing almost buried
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in fat 3 and to crown the whole, she wore a.
flaxer: wq; which did not entirely conceal
the original dark bristles below.—At the
girdle of the amazon hung, on the right side,
the much desiderated bunch of keys, being
balanced on the left by a dagger and tooth-
pick case, almost of equal dimensions.
| Her face seemed to be flushed with the
promise of a storm when she came in, but
the sight of the three horsemen, T suppose,
quieted all her suspicions, for she satisfied
‘herself with saying to her husband, * You
stupid old fool, why did you not come up
| and fet me know the gentlemen were here
{ so0ner?—and then to send children with
your. messages, whom nobody can frust
“tol” A glance of high seorn accompanied
,\th%e agreeable words; and then her face
asuming an expression of the utmost cor-
 diality, she went up and shook hands with
each of the soldiers where they sate; and
“Welcome,” said she, comrades, a hearty
Welcome to the sight of your helmets.—
VOL. IL. £
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in case you also have a full cup given you?
and, by the bye, I think you must naye al-
most as much need of it as any of the rest.?

I nodded assent to the proposition, and
the matron, for the first time, deigning to
cast her eyes on me, said,—* Come, Mas-
ter Christian, they say you were caught
eating a raw child, but -may I be so dieted
myself; if 1 believe it; for I've seen a good
deal both of peace and of war in my day,
and I never yet knew any body that pre-
ferred such fare when he had choice of any
other. Come along, draw a stool for vour-
self, and try W'hether a piece of rye.cake : nd
cheese wont serve you this morning.” And
while I was complying with this courteous
invitation, T heard her wHisper to one of
my guards,— By Jove, ’tis a proper lad,
after all ; is this true that they have told m_é
of him ?” The soldier shook his head in -
turn, and looked very sagacious, but I don't
think he said any thing. “ Ay, ay,” quoth
she; “prudence in a Practorian! this s
something new, however. By heavens,”
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< Well Well z quoth she again; *Tet

every one mind his own matters, and T
fshall mind ‘mine.—Havé you brought any
{money with you, young man ?”

« Not m-ich? said I—for, to me the
questlon was addressed—“ not very r much,
I think”>—At the same time takmo‘ out a:
pursc which, from good luck more than
foresight, was, after all, very tolerably sup-
plied. :

. No matter,” quoth the Amazon - %o
| matter whether you have inuch or little
Jwith you. . If you have mnot much, you
“shall zend to my good friend,” the Centu
iom Sabinus, and he will give you more.
f ou shall have the best room in the Tower,
howeve1 and (bating child’s ﬂehh) whether
‘you be Christian or not, by the plllaxs of
 Ilercules, you shall have the best we can
glvevou Husband, bring down your book,
~and let the gentleman enter his name with
hisown band. Tt has been uselessifor a long
‘time, T trow, but yowll find it in the old
5 Plapeabelow your bedstead. Come, stir, old
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Ainsane oppression, and immediately under
Mis & wrote my own name, with that of my
. fathe: @

The woman seized the parchment before
the wrltmcr was dry, and handing it to one
of the soldlers, said, ©“ Read aloud, if it please

| you,—let us hear how the gentleman is call- '

‘. ed.” But: the soldier being apparently no

- areat clerk, shuffled the seroll into the hiand
of his companion, who, equally puzzled, I
suppose, handed it back to the lady of the
tower. It was then, at last, that she con-.
des_cended torcall her husband into council 3
an{ he assuming without question an air of
0o inconsiderable 1mportdnce, pronounced

/forthw1th very dlstmctly, the name as it
was written. But when he came to the

name of my father, the old man dropping

the seroll, turned to me with a face of infi-

nite surprise, and said, ¢ So preserve me the

. power of Jove ! I believe you must be the
son of the same Valerius who was Certu-

*ion in the ninth legion during the wars of
the great Agricola,” ‘ .
K 2 '
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£ You ‘have guessed rlghtly ,—I am Lhe

same.’ :
«Then the more is the pity,” hf‘ wphed
in a grave voice, and : rising frora his seat,—
“ the more is the pity that you should have
entered, in suéh case as this, the dwellig
of one that was a true soldier beneath the
eagle of your father s—the more, I say, is
the pity, young gentleman. But forgive
me if in any thing we have been disrespect-
ful.” s
< There is no occasion,”Asaid'I, sfor Aﬁy |
such apology. I am here as asprisoner, and
have been treated with all courtesy beyund
what a pusone1 could expect.”

“ By Jove I” mteuupted the spouse, ¢ 1\
thoughtThad some knowledge of the yoting
gentleman’s pretty face from the beginning:
—Well, for all that has come and gone, 1 I
hope ten years hence he will"be as fine a
man as_ his father was the day he slew the
Ca'edonian giant, and tumbled him fron'
his chariot in front of all the line—yes, in
sight, of Galgacus himself. It was the same
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“day,” said she, turning to her lord, * that
you were taken prlsoner, and du‘ven away
into_.ne wowds.”

[ * ¢ As w‘ness these marks,” quoth the
man ; and with that he instantfy stripped
open his tun‘ic,‘ and displayed part of his
breast, stamped with various figures of blue
and yellow, after the Caledonian fashién_,
and bearing withal the traces of one or two
very formidable wounds. 'The Pratorians:
regarded the exhibition with great “indif-]
ference ; but you will believe I could net

| see without interest scars that had been re-

{ ceived beneath the banners of my father.

There was an obvious restraint, after all
this, in the behaviour of the whole. of the
party; for although the huge hottle was well
nigh exhausted, they hdd not got enough
to make them feel qmte at easesn the pre-
sence of one whose rank they had discover-

“ed to be such as mine. The woman, on her
; l)alt redcabled her kindness: but seelng-
‘that 1 interrupted their merriment, I soon
‘req»xest_ed her to shew me the place where
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T was to be confined.—And, indeed, as you
may imagine, I had by this time not a livle
need of repose.

Both she and her husband xcordmgly
arose to usher me to my prison. I gave
money to the soldiers, and requested them
to inform Sabinus of the place to.which I
had been conveyed ; but did not choose to
write any thing, either to him or to Lici-

‘nius, until T should have had a little tlrne
«for reflection.

‘I then followed the ancient pair to the
upper part of the tower, where I was lod-
ged in a small chamber, the open window
of which afforded a wide prospeét of the
sea, but with difficulty permitted my eye
to take in ‘even a little stripe of the rocky
margin. A single low couch was almost
the whole of its furniture. ,

Here, hévi_ng summoned a tall young
clown to keep guard behind the door, they
left me to my reflections ; but such had
been my fatigue, that, in spite of all the
anxieties which surrounded me, I ere lvng
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had left her,—even this of itself, without
plunging deeper into the distant future, was
‘mor<*han sufficient to press upon all my:
spirits with a. subduing and irre‘sistiblé
weight.

Yet the admlrable regulation of all the
details of public procedure, under the then
Bmperor’s administration, on the one hahd,
and the strong necessary influence of Atha-
nasia’s noble family, on the other; these

“considerations, it is true, recurred from

time to time to my harassed recollection,
and broke; or at least relaxed, f01 the in-
| stant, the bonds of my anxiety.

The sound of my footsteps, as I paced in
‘my perplexity from one end of the apart-
ment to the other, had, I take it forgrant,—

"ed, reached the ears of the people below, for
many minutes had not elapsed ere the wife
of the old soldier entered, bearing in her
‘hand- a goblet of wine, and a supply of
fruit and . cakes, which would have been
more than sufficient for the supper of one
as easy and as huppy as I was otherwise.
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To her first salutation, which was equally
scheerful and courteous, I could with ditf-
culty bring myself to make any rezl;, but
she exerted herself so much ir arranging
every thing for my convenience, that I
could not be insensible to the kindnt?sé of
her meaning; nor suffer her to depart with-
out acknowledging it. But I heard her whis-
per, after she had left me, to one of her
children who had been waiting behind the|
door—¢ Poor young man, he is in a sad
state ; you see what it is, child, to have an
evil conscience. He hasdenied the Gods, and
no wonder that they permit evil thoughts
to torment him. You remember what the
priest told us about those terrible Furies,
whom Jupiter lets loose upon mortals, when
he is thoroughly provoked with their per-
versity.”

* Mother,” replied the child, « you told
papa he was a bad man for drinking so,
much wine every aay 1 }iope Jupiter:
will not Tet oose the I‘ur_les upon poor
papa”
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« And if I do,* said T, ¢ T hope I shall
always be equally fortunate in my jailors”

“ By the beard of Jove [” quoth Sabinus,
% it needs no great skill to see that 'you
have been fortunate in that respect. i
swear that, if the truth were known, you
are almost as unwilling to be taken out of
this tower now, as you were last night to.
be taken away from another.”

“ O, Master Keso,” quoth she acraln,
< when will you have done with your jo-
king ? ha, ha ' —Well, your father loveda
jest in his time himself; but now he, I sup«{
pose, is quiet enou crh And how is the old
gentleman, and_how does he wear ?>—Can|
he still sit in his porch of a fine morning,
and listen to the news, as he used to dd,j
with his cup of old Falernian at his knee‘?’"

“ I trust in all the Gods, good dame, |
was his answer—¢ I trust the old grashop-
per can still chirp when the sun shines.
But to tell you the truth, it is Iong sincel

_have seen him ; and if this young Llade has,

e - »
AT
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the door of the old tower. I made inquiry
before T went forth concerning the old sol-
dier likewise; but T could easily gather
from the expression of face with which his
wife accompanied her indistinct reply, that
he had, long before that time, reached a
state in which she felt little desire to exhi-
bit him. The Centurion whistled as he step-
ped across the threshold, and there forth-.
with drew near a soldier, wearing the Pre-|
torian helmet, (now sufficiently familiar fo
‘my sight,) and leading in his hand three
horses. In the rear, T recognised, not w1th-;
out satisfaction, the busy countenance oﬁ'
my friend Drome, whose ass did not ap-
pear quite so eager to ‘join the party as ifs|
rider. : o
A’ few sturdy thumps, however, at last.
brought the Cretan close to us, who saluted
me with great appearance of joy, and then
Whlspered into my ear, “ Great Jove! we
must keep silence for the present. What
a story I have to tell, when we are alone;
and, by Heavens! I suppose there is one to
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plainest manmer possible, but notwith-
standmg, there®was something about lnm
hlch gave one the idea of rank supeuor
to that of “the company in which he was
séated ; and his complexion was so exceed-
ingly dark, that I could not help thinking
to.myself,— Well, Lam not the only pro-
I vincial in the room, however ; here is cer-
 tainly somenoble Africanor Asiatic.” Who-
ever he was, he seemed not to covet obser-
vation, for I perceived that he took notice
“when my eye rested’upon him, and that he
shifted his position, as if to throw his coun-
tenance more into the shade.
" This man had a cup of wine and a bunch
of grapes before him, and indeed few- of the
company were less comfortably provided ;
for it was sifficiently apparent that Virro
was the tavern-keeper, as well as the bar-
f ber of the village. I had little doubt that
the horses I had seen at the door were'
those of flim and his companion, and that
,the riders were now refreshing themselves
forsthe pursuance of their j ey
VOL. IL M
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« You have not told me, hoivever,” said
he, after a pause; « whether or not this b;
the same bcﬂnnm that was lately ln Bn-
tain.” ;

¢ Sir,” said I, hearing him repeat. the o
qxfiry, “ it is the same; I myself camesn
the same ship with*him from Britain, but
a few days ago: He is a Centurion in the
Pratorian Bands.” .

¥ Yes,” replied the stranger, <1 guéssed'
in truth, it must be the.same ; for I remenn.-
ber no other of that rank bearing the same
name.” '

= If you are acquainted with him,” said
1, “you may have an opportunity of see-
ing him immediately, for T expect him
here every moment to take me to his fa-'
ther’s villa along with him.”"

“ Well,” quoth the barber, who by this
time had ended, without further misadven-
ture, the trimming of the Cretan—“wel] I
hepe he will stay for a moment when he
does ecome,.and then we shall ke sure to
hear the truth as to this story abouv the
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Chnstlan assembly They may talk as they
'pleasc, but may Jove devote me, if I had
Tigjan’s ring upon my finger for one night,

1 would take good care thls should be the
last of them.” :

- % And how, friend,” said the strancﬂ
‘who had spoken before, “ by what means,
‘if I may ask of you, should you propose so

speedily to do away, with this fast-spread-

ing abomination 2

“ By Jove,” quoth he, « I'll tell you how

I should do I would place my self thus i

my tribuna *__(he took his seat at a little

table, beside a goblet of wine, as he spake)

— I would seat myself thus in the midst

of a field, as Cato arid the great Censors'of
old‘used to do. I would cause Rome to be

emptied—fnan, woman, and child, should

pass before me ; and evety one that did

not atknowledge the gods as lie passed, by

all the gods, he should be strung upon a
“tree, in presence of all the people. What
| ;avails watching, and _prying,sand spying,
an@ surprising ? B should make a shorter
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work of.it, i trow By Jove I thlnkI
should shew you what it is to deal in the
old root-and-branch fashion, for onde/ I
would let all the Woﬂd see that I can let
blood.” :

. ¢ T'll be bound you would,” quoth Dro-
mo, rubbing his chin; “and I hope the
world would thanlk you for your pains.”

' Come, come, jolly boy,” quéth the ton-
sor, < there is a salve for,every sore. Here
is a cup of such wine as the Emperor-him-'
self would not disdain to moisten_his lips
withal. Taste—drink—forget the cut, and
sit more steady the next time you hear
such a story. May FHermes be my guide,
good friends, if he did not shake as much
under my hands as if the Chrlstlans had at-
tempted to make a meal of himself; and
if they had done so, would they not haye
had a savoury banquet? Ha! ha! hal”

“Ha! ha!” re-echoed half the company;
and Dromo was fain fo accept of the cup
that was offered him, mstead of attemptlm‘
to make any further 1Pnp1ess1on on the jo-
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'.c’ular.barber._ _.But before he had seen the
foundation of it, Sabinus himself reappear-
ed at the door, and summoned us t6 go
with him. -The inmates of Virro, how-
| ever, prevailed on him to enter for a mo-
ment, and the Centurion having taken his
seat in the midst of the company, their con-
versation was resumed.
. * You may say what you will of them,”
- quoth one of the company, who I think had
not before spoken since our entrance,—
“you may sdy what you please about them,
"but I believe I have seen a little more of
them than any one among you all, and I
cannot bring myself to.believe cvery thing
I hear said concerning their superstition. T
_neither know, nor desire to know, what
i_thelr faith is ; bat, by J upltel in point of
,practlce I have known some of them be-
“have so as might shame the best of our-
i selves ; and I shall make bold to say, that
g if their rnhglon does not create-goodness, it
“at 1eas’c does not always extmcrmsh 1622

-
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selves. No, that was not what I was think-
ing of. By Jove, I would rather judge of
‘aman by hisliving than his dying—ay,"or
of » woman either.”

« True, true; 'tis all true you 'say,” re-'
joins Virro ; ¢ and pray, what have you got
to-tell us about thelife, then, of all the Chris-!
Hians 2.

« Not much,” said he; *not much, mas-
ter barber. Only, if they were all like one
that I know, I should not be "as'hamed to
commend them—ay, if it were before the
face of the Emperor himself. But you shall
hear. My old mother, (peace to her manes,)
~was passing the Salarian one day last year,
and there cameby ahot-headed youngspark,
driving four abreast in a chariot as fiercely as
if he had been a second Nero in the Circus.
He called out, that I believe, but the dame
‘was deaf, and whether he tried to pull up
_orno, I knownot, but over shewent,andone
| of the hevses trod npon her old limbs as she
fell.  Another of the same sort came <lose
behind, and I have: been ‘told they were
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runnmg a race; but however that mlght
be, on they both passed like a wlnrlwmd
and my poor mother was left -by -hers If
among the flying dust. But the gods had
mercy on her, they sent a kind heart to her
aid ; and,.by all Olympus, it beats in the
“bréast of a Christian.” e :
_“ So the Christian took up your old mo-
ther and was kind to her, friend Marecus?”
“ Kind I—why, she was carried into one
of the stateliest, grandest villas on that side
of Tiber, and tended for six weeks by a
noble lady, as if she had been not my mo-
ther, but her own ; and this lady, friends—
by Jove I suspected it not for long after—
this lady was a Christian ; but I shall not
say how I found it out, nor would I men-
tion the thing at all but among honest men
and good friends. . She is a Christian, that
is certain. T would give more gold than I
ever sliewed in my booth at the Saturnalia,
rather than hear she was one®f thuse whom
the Pratorians seized last night. But I
! shall hear leeu' I rettirn to t,he_ci'ty, beth
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_where they were taken, a.nd who they
were.”
“ Where they were taken " " said the
stranger, whose appearance I ‘described a
‘little while ago; * I can tell you well
‘euough where they were taken, my good
{ man ; it was not far from the Appian Way,
within one of the old monuments there,—
the monument, it is said, of one of the
noble branches of the Sempronii.” :
© «Of the Sempronii?” ‘said the gold-
smith. ¢ Phaebus, Apollo, shield us!” and
‘I think his colour changed as suddenly as
_ever it did in the cheek of a damsel, and
from that moment, he became as silent as
hitherto he had been communicative.
The rest of thecompany were as quiet as
he for some little space. The swarthy stran-
 ger, the silence yet continuing, arose from
| his seat, laid a piece of money upon the
table and moved towards the door, as 1f to
take his departure. The barber also rose
aip, as if to assist him in mounting, but he
.s23d to him, “ Sit still, I pray you, my
.2

- -~
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roofed, havmo no external orndment but a
single portico, with a few statues ranged be-
tween its pillars. We entered by this pe.-
tico, and found the fecble old man sitting
by himself (for his wife had already retired
to her own chamber,) in an apartment in-
mediately adjacent, wherein the beams of
the moon, having partial access, were niin-
gled with the almost equally soft and sub-
dued lightofapainted lamp, suspended from
the ceiling.  The father of my friend had all
the appearance of being sinking apace be-
neath the progressive influence of the most:
hopeless of maladies—old age; yet herecel-
.ved me with an air, not of cheerfuluess, but
of kindness. The evening breeze, which
found admission to his couch through the
open, pillars of the porch, he seemed to be
inhaling eagerly, while his countenance ex-
hibited in its wan and faint lines the plea-
sure with which its coolness affected him.
Bes'de him were placéd baskets of fragrant
roses, gathered from the abundance of his

A
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gardens. The young Verﬁae, “who frem
time to time brought in these newly pulled
\'owers, came into the chamber with a de-
cent appearance of ‘sobriety and conecern
i but they were hever.long gone, before we
could' hear- them- laughing and shouting
again at their play.—“Poor ehildren,” quoth
the old man, observing that his son heard
the noise with some displeasure; “ check
not the poor children in their mirth, Keeso ;
—why should they trouble themselves with
thmkmg of the not Temote victim of Or-

pe .

eus?”

To which the Centurion replied, some-
what softening, as he spoke, that loud and
cheerful tone with which he was accustom-
ed to address all persons—< Courage, my
dear father, you must not speak so of your-
self.  Cerberus, I perceive, has only been
maxing an ineffectual snap at you, and you
will be growing younger again after - all
this.”

T * Childrep of domesticslayes.
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At which the old man shook his liead,
without any external sign of emotion, and
replied, in a low monotonous voice,—
« Younger in the wrong way, my boy ; for
I become every day smallér in body, and
feeble1 and less able to do any thing to help
myself —Nor am I unconscious that T have
seen my due proportion of time. And yet,
oh !-fast sliding gentle brook, which I see
between these paternal trees—T am still
loath to exchange thee for Styx, and to lose
the cheerful and sacred light of the sun and
mooit. I wish only I were once more able
to repair with thy stream to the banks of
father Tiber, that T might salute the good|
Emperor, who has been so kind to my son,
and who would treat even an old broken-
down, and long-retired soldier, like myself
with more favour than is to ‘be expected

_ from Rhadamanthus Trajan lives, (Iong
may he live,) and is in vigour, and may
carry whither he will his eagles, which
never droop their wings; but I—an old
man and a feeLle—fecl full surely that it *s
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thelo’ of human nature to tend doxmﬁa;ds
at last,—As clouds let down their drops, so
t\ ¢ many-peopled earth lets fall dismissed
ghosts upon the Stygian shore.”

While he. was saying this, and other
things in the same strain, an ancient Egyp-
tian slave, who seemed to have the chief
management of every thing about the house,
came into the chamber, and after desiring
some of the boys to bring forth- refresh-
ments, took his place on a low stool by the
foot of his master’s couch, yet with the air.
of one aceustomed to share both in the meals
and the conversation of the family. < Come,
Tarna,” said the Centurion to him as he
‘sate down, * what has.become of all your
boasted philosophy ? Why is it that you do
not take care to inspire our old friend with
notions of less gloominess ? Why is it that;
you do not bring out for his use some of
those old stores, with which, when I was
young, you were more, willing to treat my
ears than they were to attend to them ?”

* Nay, I know not how i{ is,” said the

-
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old man, before the Egyptian could make
‘any answer,—* nay, nay, I liked very wel
to listen to Tarna’s fine theories when I wds
_able to walk about the fields; and to take
-y evening eup. beneath the shadow of the
old pine upon the green 3 but now I would
‘rather have him be silent, for he fills me
only with troublesonie thoughts, which task
my rnmd to wrestle with- them, and which
always end in- dlscomposmg my serenity.
He 15 a philosopher,” continuéd he, turning
-to me ; “and you must know he is one of
. those they call the Epicureans. But what-
_ever others may say, T think their doctrines
are all either fantastic and unprofitable, or
infidel and wicked. Do not trouble me any
more, dear Tarna, with an y of your speeches.
Keep your mind to yourself, Allow me
to believe as all my fathers did, and to con-
template not only the same sepulchze in
which their urns are placed, but the same
dim regions in which all their snades are
now expecting the gr eetmo~ of another de-
seendant. 2 :

-
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% |{ay; sir,” then said the Egyptian, “ad-
dressing himself to me, “my good master
1\ay say whatever else he pleases. against
.my doctrines, but T am sure they appear to
‘me to be as tranquillizing against death, as
‘all men must admit they are in themselves
{grand to contemplate. 'To me it seems,

that by the rushing shower of atoms which
moves every where through space, the mind
is soothed and soothed, as by the sound of
a great river carrying continually the wa-
tery offspring of.the mountains into the
bosom of the wide ocean.” - .

“ Nilus—Nilus, for example,” interrupt-

ed the smiling Centurion. ..

“ Even so, if it please you,” continued
-the phllosoplnc slave,— even let it be be-
lieved that my mind cannot easily divest
itself of the imagé of that king of rivers,
with the magnificence of which my eyes in
infancy and happy .youth were familiar.
The mind, sirs, appears to me to be sooth-
ed by the contemplatlon of 1nﬁmty, even
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as the ear of an Bgyptian sleeper is ca'med
by the eternal music of the rolling Nilus.
It mingles itself wich that which it contew 4
| plates ; it perceives—it feels itself to be a
liquid part of that great and endless stream
of universal being—a-part which has been
-casually arresfed and detained, but which
will soon mingle again and be scattered
away in a thousand fragments, to swvander
no one knows whither through the great
all-receiving void—not to lose existence,
for in that my dear master entirely misun-
derstands me—but to cease from feeling as
a Valerius, a Sabinus, or a Tarna.”
During all this the old man kept regard-|
ing his Egyptian with a plac1d smile, sha-|
king his head, however, every now and'
then, in token of his incredulity. But T
said to the philosophic S!éve, for it was to
me in truth he appeared to be chiefly ad-
dressing himself,— : '
* What is this you have said & Do yOll
assert that T can cease to be Valerius, to,
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feel a . Valerius, and yet not lose my exist-
‘ence? Can I be, and yet not be nyself ?”
« Most easily,” replied he, *“ most easily.
The divided fragments may move about
for a thousand years, before it befal any of
them to be stopped in some future combi-
‘nation of atoms. These, it is mamfest ‘only
tremble and suffer when they form part of
- asoul, but are immediately released from all
‘pain or mischance, when this confinement
and cohesion are at an end, and they being
dispersed regain liberty and wander about
siagly, as of yore ; for,as our great dispel-
ler of delusions says, When death is, we are
mots:-If, .therefore, Sabinus shrinks from
the fear of death, it is an idle fear. - Does
he not perceive that ‘when" death arrives,
. Sabinus is no longer to be found. What-
ever its effects may be, they -must affect
not him, but an army of innumerable dis-
: Jointed essences, in no one of which could

he by any means.be able to recoo‘mze lurn-
‘ self &
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» To make a very short story ow of a
very long one,” interrupted the Centurion ;
“ you dor’t think life is worthy of tb
name of existence—that being so, it is no
wonder you should think lightly of death.”

« Mistake me not,” quoth thesage, « you
do me great wrong if you take me for the!
entertainer of such loose notions as these..
No, no, life és existence ; I not only adml!:,
that, but I assert that it is the business of
every man, and the sole true object of hu-
man wisdom, to render life while it endures
as pleasant as is possible. Though the
atoms be fortuitously, and not pél'mar'lent;-
ly united, that is no reason ~why, while
their union lasts, they should not haye theif
corners smoothed off, and lie as Gomfortably
together as is possible .FEarthly pleasure |
consists.in a’ bland- ‘]U‘{t’l-pOSItlon of atoms
necessarily, thotigh temporally, conneted ;-
the removal of pain implies the presence of |
that calm quiescence which pe:vades the
nobleness of the uninclosed aLL; To ex1_st
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in th s shape; we are compelled ; it is our
‘msmecs to render our existence as near an
“approach to felicity as we may.”

{  “Fill your cup, godd Tarna,” quoth the
Centurion; “ I am no great philosopher;
yet methinks I can see the drift of this part
of your story. Fill up your goblet, most
venerable Epicurean, and see (if it be not
below your dignity;) whether the atoms,
which, by a fortuitous and temporary jux-
ta-position have formed your throat, will

I not feel their corners very phllosophlcally

softencd by the rushing of a little rivulet of

good Falernian—one cup of which, saving
your presence, I hold to be more worthy
of wetting my guttural atoms, than all the
water that ever sported its music between

' Memphis and Alexandtia.”
~ While the slave and the (‘entunon were
‘thus dlscomsmg, T wish you had been pre—

sent, that you might have seen with what
delight the old man listened to the words

_ that his son uttered. Propped up among

. the cushions, and scarcely sufficiently mas-
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ter of his trembllng hand to be able to llft
the cup to his mouth, he appeared to tastp

as it were, the pleasure of a renovated ex-
istence, in contemplating the brown health
and strong muscular fabric of the inheritor
of his name. The hearty masculine laugh
with which my friend usuaily -concluded
his observations, was, T take leave to think,

richer music to his ears than ever Egyptian
heard 1n the dark rollings of the Nile, or
Epicurean dreanit of in the airy dance of
atoms. I suspect he was more reconciled:
to the inevitable stroke ‘of fate, by consi-
dering that he was to lecave such a repre-'
sentative behind him, than by any argu-
ment which either his own superstition, or
the philosophy of his attendant could sug-
gest to him. In return for the obvious ad-
miration of his sire, the Centurion, with-
out question, manifested.every symptom -Of
genuine affection.  Yet, I’ think, the in-,
stirctive consciousness of his own strength,

made the piety of the robust son assume an

air, more approaching to that of patronage,
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than mght have been altogether becommg
Uf such a fault there were, however, it was
quité’plain that it escaped the notice of the
“old man himself, who continued, till Tarna
insisted upon his retiring to bed, to gaze
upon my friend, and listen to his rémarks,
with looks of exultation ineffable.

« The Centurion retired with his father,
‘that he might take farewell of his parents
both together, in their private c}}amber.; SO
that T was left alone with Tarna for some
Jtime, and it was then that, in my juvenile
simplicity, I could not help expressing my
surprise at finding, in a servile condition, a
‘man possessed of such acquirements as his, |

and addicted to such pursuits.
« It would argue little,” he replied, < n
favour either of the pursuits or the acquire-
ments, you are pleased to talk of with so
|much respeet, if they tended only to make
‘me repine at the place which has been al-
lotted me—it is no matter whether by the
i;Qecrees of fa-te, or the caprices of fortune.
And after all, I ami not of opinion that any

L 2 _ a -
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such external circumstances can much affect
the real happiness of any one. Give to him.
that has been born a slave, what men are
pleased to call his freedom ; in a few weeks
he will become so much accustomed to the
boon, that he will cease to think of it—
Heap wealth upon him ; to wealth also he
‘will gradually become habituated. Rank—
power—with all it is the same. Tt is in
‘the mind only that the seat of happiness i§
placed ; and there it never can be, “unless.
in companionship with thoughts that look
down upon, and despise bemo‘ aﬁ’ected by
trifling things.”
“ And. are such,” said I, “ the views of '
all those who follow your sect ?” '
T wish it were so,” he 1e_phed = bUt
ere you remain long in the city, you will
perceive well that it is «quite the reverse.
There you will meet with not.a few, phﬂﬂ’
" sophers only in the name, who having smaﬂ;
means of submstence, but being desn'ous of
leading a luxurious and aoleeable life, b8~g
come teachers of such doctmnes as may ac-










































302

S

at last down T came, and you may judge for
yourself what a story I had to tell to young
T.icinius when I reached home.

'To do my dear boy justice, he behaved
with as much spirit as might have done
credit to any one of double his years. In-
stead of waiting to ponder and hesitate; as
he used to do when his own matters per-
plexed him, he went from me straight to
his father. I followed him, and would have
listened to what passed between them ; but
the thickness.of the door prevented me
from very well understanding them, Your
name, and the name of Athanasia, and the
name of your friend the Centurion, were
almost the only words I could pick up.
But before they had done with their con-
versation, Sabinus himself arrived, and he
was immediately taken into the same chams,
ber where they were. Licinius and he went
out together soon afterwards, and I think
they walked towards the Palatine in the
@apitol ; but whithersoever they went, they
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had.a2 good deal of work before them, for
the duy had advanced consulerab]y before
they returned. The Centurion’s horse was
brought to the door shortly after, and my
master desired me to accompany him ; and
they gave me these letters for you at the
same time, which I had almost fm gotten
to deliver.”
Such was the story of the faithful Cre-
tan. 'T'he letter of Sextus, which I -first
opened, contained nothing but expressions
* of affection, concern for what had befallen
¢, and anxiety to see me agnin. That of
Licinius I have stlll preserved, and here,
it is.

°

LicINTUS f0 VALERIUS sends health.

“ Sinee our Sabinus desires that I should
~ write to you, although his own kindness
‘renders it unnecessary that I should de so,
T cannot refuse. I understand little, my
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Valerius, of what has brought you intc \this
condition, from which, not without diffie
culty overcome, you are, notwithstanding,
speedily to be delivered. T guess, that has-
tiness of various sorts, not, howéver, entire-
Iy without excuse in a person of your age,
has been the means of implicating you in
the affairs of a sect, equally unworthy of
your communication, whether you consider
the country in which their superstition ori-
ginated, or the barbarities with which it is
stained. But even for beauty, my young|
friend, it becomes not a Roman, least of all-|
a Valerius, to forget what is due to the laws |
of Rome, and the will of the Prince. Con-
sider with yourself how nearly you:have
escaped serious evil. Return. to us, and
forget what has passed, except for the les-
son it must teach you. Of Rubellia and
Kerophrastes I am unwilling to believe,
without further examination, what has been .
told me by my slave Dromo. We shall.
speak of that and other matters, when
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CIIAPTER XI.

Frowmvariousinterruptions, not necessary
to be recited, the next day was already far
advanced, before the friendly Centurion
and myself once more drew near to the pre-
cinets of the city. When we reached at
length the brow of the first declivity be-
yond the Anio, the sun was just about to
sink behind the Janicular, and all the wide
surface of the city lay before us bathed in
the richness of his farewell beams. The
innumerable sounds of the great Capitol,
blended together as it were into one mighty
whisper, seemed only to form part of the
natural music of the air, and but for some
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momentary echoes of a louder note, rriight

almost have been confounded by the ear of

a traveiler with the universal hum of twi-

light insects, and the twitter of birds among

the trees. We paused for a moment to con-
template the evening splendour of Rome ;
and then rode slowly down the hill, at the
base of which the path is ever darkencd by
the broad shadows of the éypress groves
and funereal monuments of the Appian

Way. ; .

We advanced in silence' through that re-
gion of melancholy magnificence, the natu-
ral effect of which was, as you will easily
imagine, not a little deepened on my mind
by the strong associations that connected
with its scenery the causes of my own in-
ternal distresses. I scarcely knew whéther
I should be able of myself to recognise,
among so many similar edifices, the mau-

{soleum of the Sempronii, and there was
some feeling in my breast that rendered
me uuwill'u;g to put any questions concern-



308

ing it to Sabinus. As for Dlomo, he, with
the Centurion’s attendant, had fallers con-
siderably behind us ; and on the whole, in-
deed, I am not quite certain, whether my
curiosity was not crossed and balanced by
an equal measure of reluctance. ' As it was,
1 rode on in silence, and my companion
(although during the day he had talked, if
not laughed, as much as usual) seemed to
be as quietly disposed as myself..

*But while we were moving omwards thus
slowly and silently, we heard of a sudden a
clang of cymbals among the trees, a little
to the right hand, and the Centurion, say-

|ing,-* What procession can this be 2” led
the way down a narrow path branching
from the main road, which appeared to con-
duct towards the place from which the sound
proceeded. This path was winding and
dusky, being edged on either side with pines
and cypresses, so that for some space we
sawnothing; and the cymbals having ceased
agail., the _Centqrioﬁ said, « I é.uppose it is
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some funeral; they have probably com-
pleted every thmg, and have seen out the
last gleam among the einbers. et us get
on, for perhaps we may be kept back by
their procession, if they are already return-
ing.”

We quickened our pace accordingly, and
held on till at length a sharp pummg of the
road discovered to us a great number of
persons who were standing quite silent, as

‘if in contemplation of some ceremony or
vother spectacle ; but what it was, owing to
the sinking of the ground beyond, and the
intervention of such a crowd of people, we
could not sce. Several persons on horge-
back seemed,. like ourselves; to have had
their progress interrupted ; but they were
ssitting quietly, and making no complaint.
The silence of the whole assembly was in-
deed such, that Sabinus motioned to me to
ask no questions, adding, in a low whisper,
' “Take off your riding-cap ; it is some re-
ligious rite, and you see every body is un=-

ﬂovel ed »
02
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The Centurion himself, however, was not
a person to be stopped thus, without wish-
ing to understand something further of the
cause of the interruption ; so ere long he be-
gan to manifest considerable symptoms of
fretfulness. 'The one side of the road was
guarded by a high wall, to the top of which
a number of the more juvenile spectators
had climbed ;—the other by a ditch of great
breadth, and full of water, beyond which
was a grove of trees; and I saw him eye-
ing the ditch, as if considering whether by
passing it, it might not be possible, without
disturbing the crowd, to get nearer the ob-
ject of their attention, or at least to make
progress in our journey. At last he beck-
oned to me to follow him, and the bold
equestrian at one leap passed easily over
the ditech, and all the reeds that 'borderetl
it. I imitated the example, and so did the
Practorian soldier, who had now come up
tc us; but as for Dromo, he was obliged
to remain ( patiently orimpatiently) behind;
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for, of a truth, the animal he bestrode was
in nowise caleulated for such feats. :
We rode very quickly, therefore, along-
the margin of the trees, and ere we had
reached the bottom of the declivity on which
they grew, I perceived plainly that we had
come close to the Sempronian monument,
_and that_ the ceremony, whatever it might
be, was taking place immediately in front
of the old tower upon the road. We gave
our horses to the soldier, and contrived
with some difficulty to gain the bank on-
the side of the way immediately over
against it—the same place, infact, where the
Cretan slave had taken his station among
the pinc-trees, on the night when all those
things occurred of whieh I have already
spoken to you.  Like him, we placed our-
selves as quietly as we could behind the
‘trunks of the trees, and, indeed, for our
purpose; there could have been no better
situation. We were contented, however,
'-fd‘oceup'y it as much as possible without



312

attracting observation ; for it was evident,
in spite of the curiosity that detained so
great ain u]tii:ude near at hand, there must.
be something mysterious_ or ominous of na-
ture in that which was taking place, since
not one of the crowd had dared to come
forward, so as-to be within hearing of the
officiators. ;
And these, indeed, were a velfy" melan-
choly-looking group. For men, and wo-
men, and children of every age, to the num-
ber it may be of an hundred, appeared all
standing together sorrowfully, and in gar-
- mentsof black; while, in the midst of them,
and immediately b)-I the base of the monu-
ment, two or three veiled priests, with their
necessary assistants, seemed to be preparing
© for sacrifice a strong black bull, whose hoofs
spurned the dust as they held him, and his
_gilded horns glittered in the light of the
declining sun. Sabinus no sooner discover-
ed the arrangement of the solemr company;
_than he suspected*what was their occupa-
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tion, and he whispered to me, while as yet
all was silent, “ Be sure, these are all the
kindrea of the Sempronii. Without ques-
tion they have come to purify the mauso-
leum, and to avert, according to the custom
of antiquity, the vengeance of the violated
manes. -Behold,” said he, © that tall and
stately figure, close to the head-of the ani-
mal on the right hand; that, I know, is
Marcia=—yes, Marcia Sempronia—she that
is priestess of Apollo the Palatine. With-'
out doubt, these by her are her brothers.”

<« Some of her near relations they must
be,” T made answer also in a whisper ;  for
observe you that young woman, whose face
is wrapped in her mourning veil, and whose
sobs'are audible even through all its folds 2
T had one glimpse of her countenance this
moment, and I am ‘sure it is the young
Sempronia, the cousin and companion of
_ the unfortunate Athanasia,—the daughter
of Lucius the senator.” :

s« Poor girl,” replied Sabinus, * from my
heart do I pity her. See how she is in



314

agony from thinking of that which hath
befallen her friend. They are all joining
hands, th'a‘tjthe nearest of the kindred:
-touching the ;;riest, his deed may appear
manifestly to be the deed of all. The Priest-
ess of Apollo takes hold of the left hand of
him that wields the axe, and they are all
hand in hand. She, poor soul, alas! she is
ill able to take any part in their serviee;
and they all appear suﬁ‘lmently down-
cast.”

At this moment, one® of the officiators |
sounded a few mournful notes upon a trum-
pet, and its solitary echo thrilled the air
. The priest who held the axe, clave at one
blow the forehead of the blind-fold bull.
The blood streamed, and wine streamed
with it abundantly upon the base of the
mausolenm ; and then, while we;were yet
gazing on the convulsions of the dying ani-
mal, the trumpet sounded a second time,
and the whole company sung toge*her, the
sacriticing priest leading and. directing

11
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them. Distinet above all, yet:low and
stedfast rather than loud, T heard the voice
of the stately Priestess:of Apollo s but as
- for poor Sempronia, her notes were broken,
and her assistance feeble.
Theshadows of the tower and of the pine"
trees lay strongly upon theniand I thought
there was something of a very strange con-
trastbetween the companyand their chaunt,
on the one hand, and the beautiful sculp-
tures, full of all the emblems of life and
happiness, on the other, with whichs accord-
ing to the gay dreams of Grecian fancy,
‘ the walls of the funereal edificetsclf had
“here” and there been garnished. Fauns,
_and torch-bearing nymphs and children,
“crowned with garlands, and wr eathed
_groupes and fantastic darices, seemed to
enliven almost to mockery the monumental
" marbles ; but one felt the real gloominess
both of death and of superstition, in the at-
titudes =nd accents of the living worship-
pers. It was thus they sung e
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Ye Gods infernal ! hear-us from the gloom

Of venerable depths remote, unseen ;

Hear us, ye guardians of the stained torb,.
Majestic Pluto—and thou, Stygian Queen, .
On the dark bosom leaning of gfeat Dis—.
Thou reconciled Star of the Abyss.

Blood, not for you, unhely hands have pour’d,
Ye heard the shriek of your insulted shrine ;
Barbazsian blasphemies, and rites abhorr’'d,
Pollute the place that hath been long divine ;
Borne from its wounded breast an atheist cry
Hath pierced the upper and the nether sky.

With blood of righteous sacrifice again

The monumental stone your suppliants lave ;
Behold the dark-brow’d bull—Behold him slain!
Accept, ye powers of the relenting graye,

The sable current of that vital stream ;—

And let the father’s hope upon the children gleams

And ye, that in the ever dusky glades

Of Hades wandering (by Cocytus’ shore,)
Ancestral spirits—melancholy shades—

With us the trespass of the tomb deplore ;—

Oh! intercede—that terror and disgrace = .
May not possess (as now) your restmg‘ place..

. What, though the ]xquld serpent of the deep
Between lie coil’d in many a gllttermg ring,
Not.unobserved of your pale eyes we weep;

Nor to deaf ears this doleful chaunt we sing ;
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Strong is the voice of blood through night to gb,—
Through night and‘hell, and all the realms below.

Then hear us, kindred spirits—stately Sire

And pensive Mother ! wheresoe’er ye glide ;

If ever solemn pile and soaring fire

In freedom sped you to the Stygian tide,—

Haye pity on your children : let the breath

Of living sorrow melt the frozen ear of death. *

For Hen, that sprang like us from your high line,
Hath mingled in the sacrifice of guilf,— -
Ye know that angry star, her natal sign,’

To expiate whose curse this blood is spilt ;—

If not suffices this atoning blood, :
Oh, steep the thought of her in Lethe’s flood.

. Beneath that current,-lazy and serene,
In whose unfathomable waters lie
The slumbering forms of horrors that have been
Tn Hades, and in Ocean, Earth, and Sky—
With long forgetten curse and murder old,
Steep that lost daughter’s errors uf'\mf'old

Once more for you an hallow'd flame there burns,
Once more for you an hallow’d stream there flows;
Despise not our lustrations of your urns,

Nor let unhoused Manes be our foes!

Above the children of your lineage born,
Hover‘nc‘, awful ghosts, in anger and in scorn;

Thése words were sung, as I have said,
vy the whole of this kindred there assem-
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bled together ; the first part of them dis-
tinetly, though not loudly, but the las
verses in a note so very low, that no. one,
unless quite near (like ourselves) could pos-
sibly have comprehended any thing of their
meaning. But as for the young Sempro-
nia, when they came to that part of the
chaunt, in which reference was so particu-
larly made to Athanasia, not only did her
‘lips refuse to join in the words, but her
agitation was such, that I thought the poor
maiden would have sereamed outright, had
she not been controuled by the eye, and
the hand also, of her aunt, the Priestess.:
Sobs, however, and low hysterical groans,
could not be stifled ; and at last so great
was her agony, that even the haughty
priestess'was compelled to give way to it.
“ Bring water,” said she ; « dash ye watcr '
upon the foelish thing ; methinks it seems
almost as if she had pantaken in the ﬁenzy,.
of her unhappy ;
And before she could finish the sentence,
one or two of the females that were presens
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did take hold of Sempronia, and began, see-
.ng there wasnowater nearerat hand, tobear
her slender form towards'the small stream,
of which T have already spoken, and which
flowed immediately behind the clump of
pine trees, amongst which the Centurion
and I were standing.

She was quite passive in their hands ;
and they dragged her without resistance
or difficulty to the place wheré we were
standing ; but they could not pass without.
seeing us : and no sooner did the eyes of
Sempronia fall upon me, than she butst-by
one unexpected effort from the arins of
‘those that -were sustaining her, and ere I or
any one could suspect what she was to do,
there lay she at my feet, clinging with her
arms around my knees, and looking up to
‘me (astonished, ) with a face of such anguish
‘as never before, nor T think since, did I see
pournayed in any human lineaments, The
‘tresses of ner hair, which, in her struggle,
‘had altogether unbound themselves, hung
'uovnd her neck, and lay upon her shoul—
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ders in dark masses, that, heaving with the
heaving of her bosom, seemed of thezaselves
to be instinct with the elements of life and
agony. Her beautiful features were at one
moment pale as ivory, and. the next saw
them darkened almost with the scarlet of
disimprisoned blood,—and, ¢ Oh ' Vale-
rius,” said she in a voice as full of tremour
as her complexion was of change—*Oh!
dear Valerius, they curse Athanasia! Where
is my Athanasia? where have they taken
her? imprisoned—devoted—where does she
lie? Oh! tell me, that I may go to her—,
that T may go instantly to her—that T may
go to comfort Athanasia 7
« Peace !” said, before 1 could answer,.
the Priestess of Apollo,—¢ Peace, mad,
wretched thing,—has infatuation blasted
the whole of our line 2> And so saying, she
seized Sempronia by the arm, and compell-
ed her to spring from her knees. But the.
maiden still clung by her hands <o me, and
continued, with looks and words of misery,
to demand from mé that knowledge which,



321

clas! T would myself have given so much
i to'possess. - Sabinus, however, smote me on
the shoulder, as if to make me recollect my-
self; and T had resolution cnough not to be-
tray the feelings with which T listened to

Sempronia’s frantic supplication.
<« VWhat is this, sir ?” then said the Priest-
ess to me,— What is’it that you know of
‘Athanasia? and why is it that you have
presumed to witness the sceret sacrifice of
| anoble race?—Speak,—or is there no mean-
ing at all in this poor ghl's phrenzy ? And
yet, methinks I have seen you before, and
that, too, if I mistake me not; was in the.
presence of- : :
‘Tt was,” said I, hastily,—¢ It was in-
deed in the presence of Athanasia; but that
circumstance, if you please to remember,
[ was altogether accidental. . I was with the
Lady Rubellia when you found her in the

Temple of Apollo———

“ Yes,” said she, “it was that same dey
| when she refused to name the name of Phce-
' bus ir his own precincts!| Ha ! little did T
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ima;;ine what thoughts were in her breast,
else might we at least have been spaved this
open degradation. And yet you, methinks,
saluted: Athanasia—What is your name,
sir >—Know you, in truth, whither the La-
dy Athanasia has been conveyed ?”

“ He. was with her |—he was with her
exclaimed Semploni‘a, ¢ he was with her
in the tower when the soldiers came.—Oh,
Valerius'! if ever you loved Athanasia, tell
me where she is now,—into what dungeon
have they cast my friend—my sister ?

“ Ha!” quoth the Priestess, * he was with
her in the tower !——Romans—kinsmen—
T.ucius—Marcus—hear ye this? I charge
ye, seize upon this treacherous blasphemer!
—Ttis he that has deceived Athanasia; and
now must he come here to taint the smoke
of our sacrifice, and pollute'our prayers with
his presence.—Seize him l—=Seize him "—
And she herself grasped my cloak as she
spake— Scize, I charge ye, this accursed
Christian.”

But Sabmus, when he saw the Prlestess
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I am Sabinus, a 'Qenturion' of the Prwto-
rians.” y ¢ B Sa

“ We have all heard of your name,” said
Semproniustespectfully ; I perceive there
is some mistake in all this matter. If it
please you, let us walk aside, and under-
stand each other.” :

So saying, he withdrew Sabinus to a lit-
tle distance, and beckoned to me to accom-
pany him, and I did so, the Priestess ha-
ving in her confusion lost her hiold of my
cloak; while young Sempronia, who had
fallen on the ground, occupied the atten-
tion of the Centurion, and the rest of those
who were near her.

“ Valerius,” said the old man, when he
perceived that we were out of hearing 5 “T
crave you, in the rﬁrst'place, to forget all
this trouble which has been occasioned to
you by the violence of my daughter, on the
one hand, and of my sister on the:other.
They are women ; and, for different reasons,
the violence of both is excusable. I have
been for a considerable part of this day.v-ith’
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Licinius, and have heard from him enough
w0 satisfy me how guiltlessly you yourself
‘have been involved in this affair ; and your
speedy liberation from confinement is more
than enough to confirm my belief -of all
that he said. Yet there is much which I
do not understand—I pray you speak open-
ly, and fear nothing—you have indeed no-
thing to fear. Was it in consequence of
any private meeting with my niece—nay,
I mean not to suspect you of any thing
amiss—in one word, how was it that you
happened to be taken into custody with
that unhappy girl ?” 3
 Sir,” T replied, * you are a noble Ro-
man, and the near kinsman of Athanasia.
You have a right to put these questions,
and whatever reluctance Imay have to over-
fcome, I feel that I have no right to refuse
an answer. I might easily say; and truly,
that it was not in consequence of any con-
nection between myself and Athanasia, that
I came into the situation of which you
know the.consequences already. = And yet
VO I P ;
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in saying so, I should not tell you.the whole
truth, which I do desire to tell you.  Know,
then, that I eame.to this place on that un-
fortunate night, not enly without any ex-
pectation of seeing Athanasia, but for a pur-
pose entirely unconnected with her.” . And
so Ftold Sempronius, plamly and dlstmctl),
the story beth of my unwilling ‘entrance
into the mausoleum, and of my forcible.ab-
duction from it. In short, T saw no reason
to conceal any thing from the person who.
was most likely to be able to serve Athana-
sia, if any thing to serve her were possiblé.
Finally, seeing how kindly he received this
communication, I told him T had gathered
from the lips of Sempronia, the moment
before, that she considered me as the lover
of Athanasia.

« What I have felt,” said I, « what T still
feel, and I perhaps shall.ever feel, in regard
to her, is nothing. I have never spoken of
love to Athanasia, and I havé no reason to

i suspect her of havmg ever thought of me
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of Domitian will not easily gain credit for
his new-sprung sanctity.”

“ Cotilius ?” T answered. ¢ That was the
very name of the man that seized me, as I
have told you.”

“ 1 should have guessed as much,” quoth
he. ¢ Yes, I promise you, how little spever
poor Athanasia might have known, secrets
you may depend upon it they had ; and Co-
tilius was well aware at what peril they
should be revealed.”

“The late example of Thlaso,” said I,
* must indeed have alarmed him.”

< What,” said he ; < do you speak of the
old fanatic Syrian that died t'other day, ra-
ther than join in the sacrifice of Jupiter?
My good friend, you know little of Coti-
\lius, if you think it was of danger by such
means avertible that he stood in terror.
No, no—had the worst of his fears been the
necessity to worship all the deities between
Ganges and Rhine, I assure you he would
have slept more soundly on his pillow than
I think he has done ever since the death of
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ing had been to stand vouchers for happi-
ness, I should have said, (father though I
be myself,) that Rome did not contain such
a creature as my brother’s.orphari. But Co-
tilius, this knave Cotilius, has I fear blast-
ed her hopes and ours.”

“ It occurs-to me,” said I, ““and I should
have mentioned it to you before, that there
seemed to be no great understandfng be-
tween this Cotilius and Athanasia. She
was evidently diépleased with many things

" he both said and did ; and he, on his part,
-did not appear much to relish her interfe-
rence.” : :
“True,” he continued,  you have already
hinted as much ; and I assure you; these
are some of the circumstances in the whole
case that tend most to excite my hopes con-
cerning its termination. Great Heavens !
what would Caius have said had he dreamt
that his orphan girl was to be suspected of
having sympathy with any of the dark de-
signs of that shame to Roman knighthood 2.
P2
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swords of the sbldi'ery at his palace gate,
this Cotilius was more than suspected to
have had a deep and most traitorous con-
cern. When Petronius and Parthenius*
were hacked in pieces, it needed no great
witcheraft to detect some of the moving
spirits that produced their catastrophe ; but-
proof there was none at the time, and even
had there been proof enough, the good old
man would have been too timid to act up-
on it. These things, hqwever_,'could not
be forgotten either by Nerva or his succes-
sor. Hitherto the strong hand of the pre-
sent Emperor has repressed every rebelli-
ous motion ; but be sure that no man ever
lived more an object of suspicion, than this.

* These were the principal conspirators by whom
Domitian was slain. They were afterwards butchered
by the Pratorians, who regretted the tyrant; and it’
was supposed to be chiefly in consequence of that
slaughter, and its shameful consequences to himself,
(for he wa=_compelled, among other insults, to rcturn
public thanks to the butchers,) that Nerva calleA to his
‘aid the personal vigour and high military genius of
Trajan. : - : 3

.
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man has done ever since Nerva adopted
Trajan.”

¢ And you think,” said I, *“ that, among
other intrigues, it had occurred to this man
tomake his own use of the Christians ; des-
pised and persecuted though they be, there
can, indeed, be no doubt that their numbers
are considerable, and that their faith is a
strong bond of cohesion.”

“ Yes, yes, Valerius,” replied the Sena-
tor, “now, at last, I think you begin to see
something of the matter. « Their numbers,
Heaven knows how or why, multiply daily,
in spite of all the evils to which the least
suspicion may subject them. Their faith,
be it what it may, must, indeed, be admit-
ted to contain abundant elements of power ;
and to tell you the truth, my only wonder
is, that long ere now some bold designer
has not taken, or attempted to take advan-
tage of the means presented by its formi-
dable, though untried energies. - But still
we must not forgcet, that so far as the rest
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are concerned, all this is mere conjecture.
As yet the treason even of Cotilius rests on
suspicion only,.and report,—with perhaps
some aid from the scarcely less credible
confession of a few hirelings; and, after
all, even if he were proved guilty of ha-
ving nourished such schemes, the account
you give of what you both saw and heard
at their assembly, inspires me with very
considerable doubts whether he can be sup-
posed to_have ever as yet ventured to in-
vite their participation ;—unless,indeed, we
are to imagine that they ‘practised decep-
tion while you were with them.”

 As yet, then,” said I, “ neither Cotilius
nor any of the others have confessed any
thing 2”

“ Nay,” replied he; all T can answer
for is, that a few hours ago nothing had
been confessed. What has passed in the
interim, it is impossible for nre to conjec-
ture. The moraent I heard of what had
happened—and 1 even to héar of it might
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have been denied for a long time, but for a
female slave of Capito’s, who had “been in
the custom of attending upon Athanasia—
T went to the Palatine, in hopes of attain-
ing either assistance from Urbicus, or mer-
ey, if that were all we could look for, from’
Trajan. But Urbicus told me very distinct-
ly, that as yet he could give me no satis-
faction, except that of knowing that my
niece was in a solitary and perfectly saie
place of confinement. The charges, he said,
against one-of the leaders (he meant Coti-
lius) were great and heavy, and until these
were sifted to the bottom, it was impossible
that any access could ‘be afforded to the
person of any one of those who had been
.thrown into confinement. The Emperor,
he added, had himself shewn symptoms of
anxiety, much beyond what are usual with
him on any similar occasion ; ‘and had even,
so he hinted, been in person investigating
the matter at a distance from the city, du-
ring great part of the preceding mght and
day.
3

®
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“To tell you the truth, Valerius, till
this t»hing fell out, I was wont to consider
the new violence about the Christians as
somewhat unworthy of the enlarged and
liberal intellect-of Trajan ; but it had not
occurred to me, how easily the resources of
such a superstition might be enlisted in the
cause of discontent, if’ not of treason.”

.* And what,” said I, “ may now be, ac-
cording to your views, the most profnble
course of procedure concerning the pnsom
ers ?”

¢« T know not,” he replied ;  nor, by Her-
cules ! do I believe there is a man in Rome
beyond the palace-gate, that would venture
more than myself to form guesses upon
such a subjeet. . No, sir, I promise you se-
crecy is now the order of the day ; and this
Urbicus, and all the rest of them that are
immediately about the Prince, have learned
to wear faces of such more than human wis-
dom, that I confess I am sick w hen T look
upon them. At times almost could I'sym-
'p.xuuse w1th the unleﬂectmcr vulgar, who
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regret (even now) the careless swagger of the
discarded freed-men—but no, that thought
is unworthy of a ncan and a Roman. Far
be.it from me to arraign the well-tried pru-
dence of the generous Trajan. I trust in
Jove, our poor girl may be guiltless of this,
(if guilt, such as I have talked of, there be;)
and then I have no doubt her burden may
be lightened. As.for the weakness of mere
superstition, T believe the Prince is as free
ifrom it as any man of education in Rome.
He has, indeed, been greatly alarmed about
these Christians ; but he is not acquainted,
with the East so well as his father was. e
is at home in Gaul and Germany ; but I
think it likely enough he may have been
somewhat deceived about any thing of Sy-
rian origin, such as this superstition.” .

« Of course,” said I, « nothing will be
done in regard to Athanasia until all eir-
cumstances have been examined.” ‘

“ Done!” said he; “ so help me Phcebus
Apotlo, has not enough been done already
to justify almost in a. man more than you

.
-
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have seen among our women ? Has not a
whole family been disgraced ? Has not the
mausoleum of their fathers been prostitu-
ted for the mad, if not blasphemous, pur-
poses of this barbarian sect? and has not
all this been done through the silliness of
a single girl? By Jove! here is matter
enough to alarm the least superstitious of
us all. If the Senate should be swmmon-
ed, with what countenance should I shew
myself among my friends >—Mad, foolish
girl! How little -did she know in what
trouble she was to involve those that love
her the best.” ;

« Alas! Sempronius,” said T, * think what
a weight of suffering must have fallen up-
on herselfalone—helpless—hopeless. 1wish
to Heaven it were possible to learn where
she is.” ;

<« Impossible,” said he ; “ but why should
I be thus tormenting you with my own
griefs? I perceive, Valerius, that you in-
deed are more to be pitied than any of us.
W11, come what may, I shall never be able
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to think unkindly of poor Athanasia.—No;
no; when women err, men are ever-to:
blame ; depend upon it, we shall find some
cunning Cotilius or ‘other has been at the
bottom of the whole.” _

By this time we had come within sight
of the house of Licinius, and the Senator
prepared to accompany me thither; * for,”
said hey “ his head is cool, and that is more,
I think, than any one would say, either for
you or for myself.”

On entering the house, we were informed
that Licinius himself had supped abroad;
and was not yet returned; and the freedman
who told us so, added, that his master ap-
peared to be much engaged, and had gone
out in company with some friends, who,
he thought, were likely to detain him till
a late hour. ¢ In that case,” the Senator
whispered to me, “ I ilave no doubt he is
occupied with the same affair as ourselves.
I drubt not he will let me know if he has
any thing to communicate. In the mean
time, T must go to my brother’s house, and
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in the morning we shall all of vs probably
be becter.able to speak further together
with advantage.” So saying, Sempronius
departed, and T was left at hberty to in-
quire conzerning Sextus. :

I found my friend alone in his chamber,

where he enibraced me with all the ardour
of juvenile affection. * Alas!” said he, “ my
dear Valerius, at any other time 1 might
have found fault with you for taking so
great a part in my griefs, and yet keeping
so many of your own to yourself. Butif it
e indeed as Sempronia has said, I should
be a strange friend to choose this hour for
complaining of such trifles as- regard only
myself ; my only concern is for you, and
for Athanasia. Speak, has no 1nte111gence
been yet obtained of her place ‘of confine-
‘ment, and is there no prospect of her also
being restored to her liberty > My heart
‘bleeds fu~ you, Valerius, for T sce from your
countenance that the truth has been told
us.”

“Sextus,? I rephed st was only be-
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»

cause of the greatness of your own distresses
that I concealed from your kindnessany of
mine. But when did you see Sempronia,
and what did she tell you ?”

“ My Valerius,” he answered, * I shall
tell you every thing to-morrow ; at pre-
sent, I have only time to say, that the mis-
fortune of. Athanasia was communicated to
Sempronia almost immediately, by an old
freedwoman, who had been in the habit of
attending her when she went from home in
secret, and who, going to the mausoleum to
accompany her on her retumn, arrived there
just in time to see what befel her. She saw
you also, (how she knew who you were, T
know not,) and when she had told her story
to Sémpronia, the poor girl, before speak-
ing even with her father, sent for me to
come to her in the gardens. I did so; all
that passed I need not repeat ; but I hope
my advice was the right one. Atallcvents,
T acted for the best, and my father, who is
now aware of every thing, seemed to ap-

- prox;e of what I had done. Oh! Vale-ius,
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. were Athanasia free, and you happy, many
things have occurred to make me much
more at ease than when you left us. My
father is evidently much shocked with what
Dromo told about Rubellia; and as for
Xerophrastes, he had not once spoken to
him either yesterday or to-day. Indeed,
neither of them have been much here. My
father is continually exerting himself con-
cerning Athanasia ; and Xerophrastes, I
" suppose, being conscious of the baseness of
what he has done, is afraid of a discovery.”

« Without doubt,” T replied. « the so-
lemn hypocrite has many fears. Even from
what Dromo overheard of his conversation
with Rubellia, one might gather as much.”

“ True,” he replied ; “ and his fears are
all for himself. But, in the meantime, T
take no notice of any thing when I see him.
It is of my father he is afraid, and when all

_things a. = discovered clearly, I promise you,
T believe we may leave him very safely in
his hands.”






