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“peii was buried A. D. 79, under the reign of Titus. The

- letter to Tacitus, mentioning the 28th of August, another
_the 1st of November, another the 23d of November, &c.

e

iy PREFACE.

bones. The character of the priest of Isis is built upon the
manner in which his bones were found; and they may
seem to afford but a narrow basis for the superstructure
reared upon them. He might himself smile perhaps,
could he look over the pages of this veracious history, and
compare himself as delineated here, with what he actually
was. He might smile—he probably would not blush.
His virtues are his own—his failings are those of the
times, of situation, of paganism, and as there is good rea-
son to believe, of the Pompeian priests of Isis.

With regard to dates, I have taken some liberty. Pom-

day of the month I find variously stated; Pliny in his

It is sufficiently evident that it was at the time the inhabit-
ants were laying in their winter stock of fruits, yet I have
thought it probable that Pliny’s date was most likely to be
correct. Domitian succeeded Titus, A.D. 81; and the
second persecution of the Christians under that emperor,
took place A.D. 95. It is to this period that I have found
it convenient to defer the eruption.

Pompeii is situated on a plain at the distance of six or
seven miles from the summit of Vesuvius ; and as we sit in
the-amphitheatre looking towards the mountain, it is with
culty we can realize the possibility of such a eity being
buried by ashes thrown from such a distance. At present
but one fifth part of Pompeii is disinterred. Lying on the
“ banks of the sea, which wound round two of its sides, it
formed a peninsula. At the part towards the amphithea-
tre the shore made a curve which extended to Stabia.
Here was its-port, in a basin formed by the embouchure

of the Sarnus. { F.d ,.
Sarrastes populos et que rigat @quora Serays,—Firgil,!
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* INTRODUCTION.
cite contemplation in the lightest and the gayest mind.
On entering the limits of this sepulchre of a city, we seem
to have stepped back over a space of two thousand years.
We are transported at once from modern times to the days
of our Saviour and of his apostles. The curtain that sepa-
rated the past from the present is taken away, and we
breathe and move among realized dreams and fables.

Among the first of our schoolboy labors, is the study of
ancient history; and when by dint of spur and whip we
toil heavily along through labored accounts of wars and
men, temples and statues, gods and manners, so long be-
fore our day, we scarcely realize that history is other than
a fable, pleasing or otherwise, according as which of our
principal extremities did or suffered most actively at that
period in the cause of learning.

Accordingly, the moment we set our foot in Pompeii,
we are in a world of illusions. The temples and the gods

. are before us. The altars are still reeking as it were

from the sacrifice. The bones of the victims are around
them. Household utensils, ornaments, provisions, lie care-
lessly about, as if just left by the inmates of the house.
In the temples we see the secret passage and chamber,
running behind the altar and beneath the base of the

statue of the god, whence the sacred oracles could be

uttered by the priest. They have no secrets from us now.
We are not merely informed of their general history, but
are admitted in penetralie. We may enter the family
circle, and witness its domestic economy; we may see
their wealth, refinement, mode of life, furniture, the Lares
and Penates, nay, the very remnants of the half-eaten
meal, with the vessels overturned around them. Amphore
still recline against the walls of the cellar. Loaves of
bread bear the name of the baker stamped on them, while
the stamps themselves which were uﬁed for t‘his s’ \4 ose,
nml which have hkewm '. | only surprise




INTRODUCTION. vii

- M\ﬁtbwﬂ near an approach to the art of printing, that
mahould not have been discovered. We see, in short,
s in every object, fresh as if left but yesterday—

Mge as two thousand years can make them.
q@ﬁ amid the interest that all this excites in the mind of
 the visiter, there is blended a feeling of disappointment and
~ surprise, at perceiving not only how few are the boasted
improvements of modern times, but absolutely how little
: amhve changed. The world seems to have been run-
ning in a circle, and mistaking motion for progress.
mold utensils, children’s toys, ornaments, culinary ap-
- paratus, the fine arts and the mechanic arts (in both which
~ last they are even capable of being our masters), with the
luxury of their dwellings, all serve to fill us with surprise,
‘prove to us how much less have been our improve-
‘than” we have been in the habit of boasting and

" abmetimes fancied that something even of indi-

nces in which the skeletons are found. Thus in
e of Isis, one of the priests. was found at table,
ectory of the temple. He had been dining, and
of his meal lay before him. The dishes were
ied on the table ; and his own bones lay scattered

cell of the same temple, was one who had lain
~died quietly on his bed ;—and still another who
d in his cell, till, probably, unable to open the
 the collection of ashes without. Then, in his

MMMW@ of:huxm
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iracter may be gathered from the situation and

his seat. He must have been a gourmand. In

‘m he had seized a hatchst, and endeavour-
rough the solid brick wall. The wall still




viii INTRODUCTION.

from the tomb of Salvius; and among them a woman who
had apparently been very tall and gaunt. They had sev-
eral coins of silver and bronze upon them, a bundle of
keys, and a pick-lock ; whence it is supposed that they
were a party of thieves, who had been attracted by the
hope of plunder, and whom Vesuvius had justly punished.
Two skeletons of soldiers were found in the Civil Forum,
near the temple of Fortune, who had probably been on
duty there, and would not abandon their post. One of
them had been killed by the sudden fall of a column. In
the quarters’ of the soldiers, there were found in a room,
probably a guard-room or prison, the skeletons of four men
with their feet in the stocks.” Near this room, is that of
the centurion. At the door was found the skeleton of his
horse, most richly caparisoned. The skeletons of upwards
of thirty-seven of the soldiers were likewise found there.
A quantity of theirarms was also found in the different
rooms. i

The walls of the various apartments of the houses in
Pompeii are ornamented with paintings, supposed to de-
signate the purpose for which the apartment was used.
The Appian Way enters the city from Naples at the Her-
culanean gate, the approach to which is through a street
bordered with beautiful tomhs of white marble ; with
inscriptions which show that men felt and wept two thou-
sand years ago as now. Some of these tombs are of a
brilliant whiteness as if just erected ; others are of a dar-
ker or yellowish cast, as if a long time exposed to the air
and weather. This probably was the case at the time of -
the eruption. The city was much injured by an earth-
quake that occurred A. D.63; and at the time of the
eruption, they were still occupied in repairing it. In one
place we find half-built columns ; seeming as if the work-
men had just gone to their meals. In anotber, a tomb half
finished, with the blocks of marble that were to have com-
pleted it, lying strewed about it. These tombs are often

< - .
" . : - .
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INTRODUCTION. ix

of great magnificence and size, and of every form of ele-
gance and beauty. The sculptor’s shop still exhibits the
~ half finished statue that he ‘was employed upon at the time
n me ‘eruption. The streets are narrow, and paved with
W, flat, irregularly shaped stones, the product of some

~ houses are low, small, and, for the most part, covered with
m‘khat is painted of a dull red color.. The names of
- the owners are often painted beside the door. The floors
 areof lﬁ’osalc, laid in beautiful or fanciful figures. Almost
~ every house is provided with a bath, that great luxury of
"’ﬁm?ients. The houses are built in the form of a square
osing a central court. In the middle of this court,

] -& often paved with mosaic, there is ordinarily a
oir, into which small marble troughs conduct the
er, or the water from the fountains, that, if I may
expression, irrigate the house. These courts are
es open, sometimes covered. A garden is often

;"Gf‘fo'od are found in abundance ; fruits, some as
oking as if ye’sterd»ay p‘ut u‘p—-‘loaves too, bla'ck

or ﬁythe enchantress—rust. The streets are
th ruts. Shops, where liquors of some kind
till bear on their stone counters the marks

% the mark of its rim. Mills are seen
Ji Fm&,*‘ﬁﬁoﬁ’ﬁhﬁh a concave stone

3| from
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mﬁemptmn A narrow side-walk borders them. The

Keys stand half turned in the lot:ks, ﬁxed :

~glass has been inverted upon them, and |

tre, and crushes the grain,
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. we meet, now Jascivious satyrs and charming nymph%

" INTRODUCTION.

Inscriptions, scribbled upon the walls by boys or idle per-
sons, advertisements painted upon them,* public notices of
magistrates, &c. all confirm the fact that cities, boys, and
magistrates, are the same now as in the time of our Sa-
viour. The female toilet too, differs not greatly from that
of the present day. Combs, hair-pins, whose heads are of
every elegant form, metal mirrors, tooth-picks, ear-picks,
pins, thimbles, and even rouge !! “ Regarde-les, o lecteur,”
says Bonucci, after enumerating the various articles of the
¢mundus muliebris,” ¢ et tu diras qu’on les a volés-a ta
maitresse. Eh bien' tu sais maintenant que la coquetterie
est plus ancienne que tu ne I’aurois pu supposer.”

% These habitations,” says Bonucci, “were the abodes
of luxury and softness. The free threshold seems still to
invite to hospitality by the beautiful word Salve. Varie-
gated mosaics and precious paintings embellish their floors
and walls. There are seen, in abundance, arabesques, land-
scapes, divinities, and mterestmg histories. At each msta.nt .

now drunken Bacchantes and voluptuous dancing-girls,
with forms so delicate and so seducing, that neither did
Guido so well represent the Hours, nor were the Graces
so charming under the pencil of Albano and of Carlo
Dolce. Their architecture is simple and ingenious. Courts
and porticoes form the interior ; and these last remind us of

* The following is a specimen :—
ook N. Porin:
Ruri FAm, GrADp, 1v. Ki Nov. PoMPEIIS
- VexaTrio. ET x11. KA. Max
MarA ET VELA ERUNT
0. PRocURATOR. FELICITAS.

« The gladiatorial family of Numerius Popidius Rufus will #VC}.
on the 29th of October, a hunt in Pompeii ; and on the 20th of
April will be erected the poles and awning of the amgblm
Octavius Procurator, May happiness attend you.”
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’Wntc custom of the ancients of walking there half
- the day, discussing the objects of the Lyceum with their
. ds and freedmen—recall to us the dialogues of Aztécus,
aﬁﬂi&ero, and of Pliny.
% Further on we observe the place, where, after bav-
~ ing spent half the day in business, the Pompeian refreshed
& ‘himself with the bath, anointed himself with essences, and,
- stretched voluptuously on cushions, raised languidly his
m to taste of the most exquisite viands, while the flow-
" memhe neighbouring garden exhaled for him the sweetest
- perfumes. On the other side, we observe the secret cham-
~ ber of the timid girl. She could see from her little win-

- dow only the long porticoes of her garden. There may be

- repose, while the silent lamp, the sole confidant of her
3 ﬂ ns, threw over her, from the gilded candelabrum, a
lishing light.”

nong the temples,” observes the same author, “that
vas one of the first discovered. There every thing
s of mystery. The Goddess is veiled ; she repre-
Nature. With one hand she held a sacred instru-
, with the other the key of the Nile. Itis thus that

ents deified their interests. We next behold the

'lmm. '

 temples. The vestibules, the altars still cov-
e ashes of the sacrifice, the mythologic paint-

. Google

IMn her toilet and her low, narrow bed, which, for-
- merly covered with carpets of Tarentum, invited her to

Fortune, adorned with the statue of Cicero and

ry difficult to remst the illusions of paganism in

hly painted columns, seem to transport you
d. Imumnamm the priests in their



Original from
HARVARD UNIVERSITY

A

-
Ay

<SP

ad
-

R

-

Digitized by Google

316006-pdgasn ssadoe/bioisniityrey - mmmw//:dyly /  pazritbip-o16o0g ‘utewog 2T19nd
88eGXY PAY/LZOZ/I3u  a\puey py//isdily  / WO 8E:T1Z LZ-10-720Z U0 eTUBA1ASUURY 1O ALTSJI3AT 1€ palelausn



Original from
HARVARD UNIVERSITY

Digitized by Google

31600b-pdgasn ssadoe/bao'isnaityiey mm//:dizy /  pazritbrp-216009 ‘utewog 2119nd

/' IW9 8E:1Z LZ-10-720Z U0 eTueAlAsuuad 1o A1TSI3ATUR 1€ Paledsauss

88BGXY PAY/LZOZ/I3U" 31puey 1py//isdidy  /




-

-

2 TALE OF POMPEIL. .

so fresh over my mind, that it caused the somewhat
unusual circumstance of my taciturnity. This manu-
sqﬁip’t was originally, as it seems, in the possession of a
hermit, who lived on this island. But at his death it
somehow found its way into our convent, and is now
in my possession.” , .

¢ May I beg the favor of perusing it?” I asked.

¢ Assuredly ; I will send it this evening to your inn.”
~ He kept his word: An hour after parting with him,
I had the satisfaction of regeiving an old, musty, worm-
eaten scroll. My friend retired to. bed, raising his
shoulders with pillows, that he might listen at his ease.
Then trimming my lamp and putting up my feet on
the table, with my chair-lolling luxuriously backwards, *
I read to my friend the following Hilag

TALE "OF POMPEIL
Born amid the free énd be;mtiful scenes of nature,
solitude produced its usual effect on a sensitive tem-

- perament and, I may say, a rather cultivated mind. I -

loved it. I wooed it as a lover a‘mistress. I was never
happy but when wandering under the leafy arches of
the woods. The moonday sun and starry midnight
found me still faithful to this first love. Often would I

~ pass the long summer’s day, stretched lazily on the
~ bank of ‘ttle stream, that flowed  noisily @ough

through the depths of a wood, which I had made my "
favorite haunt, watching the figures of the clouds that
seemed to float over me as lazy and as listless as my-

self. - There T bowed in secret to the Dryads, and Naiads,

and Oreads ; while a little Harpoc.tates stood crowned




%  TALE OF POMPEIL | 3
with flowers upon the bank of the stream, which I had
~ thus dedicated to silence and myself
| - My character, suffered thus to fashion itself amld
S mh scenes, became, as commonly happens under such

_ circumstances, dreamy and visionary. 1 was naturally
shy, and proud, and diffident. Of course I was reserv-

ed ; and-many took reserve for coldness, and believed

the heart to be cold as Alpine snows, wlose feelings

were deep and intense as the secret fires of Vesuvius.

What mattered it to me? I cared not, or I thought I
- cared not, for the opinions of others. But I knew not
dpalf. I knew not that such an education causes at
‘the same time extreme sensibility to the opinions of

Mof life, and wrestle manfully against them.
ut the time was fast coming when this dream was
'-broken. Domitian had succeeded to the throne

e city of Pompeii, just without the gates; and as
‘now arrived at an age when he wished to see me
, he proposed to leave his rural dwelling for a
;md remove to the city, where he could more
y accomplish his object. .

e we were slowly making eur preparations for
me lwportant event, it was suddenly reported
;Eror was about making a visit to thxs de-

. or delay. Hitherto I had not well known my own
mth regard to the oontemplated removale.

K Yet' to a youth whou whole life. had
°n spent in the quiet retirement of the

- *

/
5o =0 . ’ '_"
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Aher ; and perfect inability to step boldly forth on the '

is brother. My father had a villa in the suburbs

little city. *There was no lon ne nor



4 TALE OF POMPEII.

country, it was an event pregnant with anticipations of
astonishment and delight, to go for the first time to the -
city—to see the games and the fights of the amphithea-
tre—to hear the music of the Odeon—the recitations
and represeritations of 'Ennius and Pacuvius at the
tragic theatre—to behold the pomp of religious shows
and processions—the temples, and altars, and statues,
only faint and exaggerated reports of all which had
as yet awakened my fancy, brought up by some
straggling rustic, who had occasionally strayed to
so great a distance from home, for the purpose of
selling his superfluous produce in the crowded mart of
the Forum Nundinarum, and who had returned in safety
to astonish his gaping neighbours with the wonders he *
had seen and heard. But above all it delighted me
that I should see the Emperor, and with him all that
pomp and parade, which must of course, on such an
occasion, fill the little city with life, and astonishment,
and delight. ~All these thoughts crowded through my
mind, blending with and tempering the pang that I
felt.at leaving my lovely and beloved solitude. One
other sentiment, one spark of a better feeling, mingled
with my pleasure on this occasion. It was, that I
should see the urn*of my mother, whose loss I had
never ceased bitterly to deplore. ;

It was near the kalends of July that we removed to
the city. #Never shall I forget the bustle and the sen-
sations attending ‘our departure. Afier the greater part
of the night, spent in packing, and unpacking, and re-
packing, in giving orders and countermanding them ;
in wondering, and bustling, and making all the confa-

»
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' TALE OP POMPEIl. 5

sion possible ; at about three o’clock®! our large, old-
fashloned travellmg carriage, a rheda, inlaid with silver
and ivory, and drawn by three mules, came lumbering

to the door. : : ’v

‘Strange as it might sound in many ears, although

scarcely a day’s ride from Pompeii, I had never before

undertaken what then seemed to me so vast a_journey,
~ asavisit toit; and now that I was actually commencing
it, it seemed almost impossible to realize so astonishing
and unusual an event. Poreia, my kind and ever gen-.
tle sister, although not less delighted than myself, sat
lost at once in wonder and j @ silence ; while my fath-
er’ ’s grave and serious countenance relaxed into a
‘Qxle—happy, because we were so.

- Our course lay through the laughing vineyards of
.mgama, and along the base of the everburning
Vesuvius.

2 ith all the diligence that we could exert, which in

] m‘h was not much, it was not till the close of the
l&nﬂ hour of the first watch, that we arrived at my
ther’s villa,2 within the suburbs of the city. Here
~the constant throng of passengers, the rumbling of

( @ra, the shouts-and noises of men and boys, and the
- occasional flashing of lights, serving but to show the

. ",.k. outhnes of what I then took to be houses, but

.; st me with my own fruitless eﬁ'orts | y imagi-
ion, excited by its own fervor, and exhausted by my

toil to distinguish objects amid the indistinctness
light, at length yielded to weariness and fatigue, in
" the novelty and excitement of my new situa-

HARVARD UNIVERSITY



6 ' TALE OF POMPEIL.

tion, and after long tossing on my restless couch, I at
last fell into a deep sleep.
It was late the next morning when I awoke, and it
was some time before I could sufficiently command my
thoughts, to recollect my change of situation. Never
shall I forget the sensation that came over me, as the
thought flashed upon me, ¢ I am in Pompeii.” I threw
on my dress as hastily as possible, and girding my
tunic, and thrusting my right arm for modesty’s sake?3
under the manly gown, which my father had not long
permitted me to assume, although nearly three years
beyond the usual age, I gﬂied forth into the street.
Here I found myself surrounded at once by the
abodes both of the living and of the dead ;% and of all
objects, the latter was one from which I always turned
with a sensation of unutterable loathing and horror. It
was a melancholy thought to a character dreamy and
impassioned as mine—the power that was to blast for
ever all my burning affections and thoughts. There was
a shuddering and a horror came over me wherever I
dared to fix the monster death, and to gaze for an inter-
minable moment on his ghastly face. This horror cer-
tainly was not mitigated, when the first thing that met
my view was my family name engraved on a sepul-
“chre, in the centre of a frontispiece of white marble
with Corinthian pilasters at the sides.

-

M. Arrivs J. L. DiomeEDES
Sis1 Svis MEMoRr1E
MagcisTER PAG. Ave. Feric. Sus Urs.

¢« And here,” then thought I, ¢lie the poor ashes
of what was once my mother, never to revive again.

» Google



TALE OF POMPEIL _ 7

Here is the desolate wad-of that deep love, which
ﬂm)ugh the wide world and the long life, comes not
~asecond time to any. In bitterness of spirit I wept
over the ashes, that never before were insensible to my
~ grief, as I twined a coronal of fresh flowers around the
alabaster urn ;—for there is something in our hearts
that always claims kindred with flowers—a language

~ that will touch the heart ;—for they too fade away like
ﬁnﬂlmd and lovely -things ; and on the blossom in |

' whose bosom the bee has revelled to-day, the canker- 1

- worm will banquet to-morrow, and we may mourn and
moralize over the beautiful ruin, but the spoiler within ,'
will not heed us.”

- Scattered about were other mementos of those- of

| my family who had preceded me to the gloomy reglons

~ of Pluto.

- «Why,” thought I, ¢ why should the heart ever love,
m lover is for ever to be wrung by separation ?
- should our affections become the racks to torture

: iﬁ‘! “Why should heart ever be bound to heart, if ties
wd&fg“htful in life, become to the survivor at death,
Mbed arrows to be torn from its quivering, bleed-
ﬂﬁﬂe’ ” But my heart from its inmost depths sent

; "M%ﬁb answer; (Thou too shalt die.”

Y .h'ag shalt die ! ” There it was—death, the fiend
cared peace from me. Could I lose all at once,
t;"_’eould I stand alone, however gloomy the
ty, I should still be happy. Death, that bugbear
peace, was ever with me. He met me at every
eapoke to me from every object. The world

- one vast charnel-house, and wherever

y ‘view, the grave bounded the prospect. -

l‘f e

:

&
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8 TALE OF POMPEII.

“ Thou shalt die.” Wherever I turned my eyes, I
read it in characters of ice. Amid the warmest pulses
of life, and the most brilliant hours of joy, the fatal
sentence came, freezing and chilling my soul likea
blast from the tomb. I watched the young birds, as
they warbled their first notes, and stretched forth their
untried wings for life’s commencing task. I looked at
the budding rose, when it first peeped out from be-
neath its green covering, kissed into being by the
genial sun, and I thought, ¢ How vainly do ye pour
forth a music that the next winter will silence, or ex-
hale a fragrance that the next breath even of the sum-
mer wind may scatter! Ye shall die.”

Wherever my eye or my heart rested, they shrunk
withered before the fatal truth. It was written on the
blossoms of spring, on the summer roses, and the au-
tumn leaf. Sleep shut it not from my eyes. The
voice of mirth died on my lips, and when my tongue
would have given utterance to the jest, it died away in
the sentence, ¢ Thou shalt die.”” In vain at the
banquet did I strive to forget the decree—in the
brightest cup I saw ¢ death” written at the bottom.
At the feast it was always at my side that the skeleton
reclined. In vain about the funeral urn, sculptured
Bacchanals and dancing Satyrs moved in the lifeless
marble—in vain roses twined around it, cheating and
seducing the imagination by artificial beauties, from
the poor ashes there. My heart saw too truly through
the smiling exterior—it was still death within.

Such were my feelings then, as I passed hastily
through this melancholy street, observing the differ-
ent inscriptions to the Dus Manisus. Here I saw

L E
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' TALE OF POMPEII 9

‘N.»anmo Graro Vix. ANy, XII. Near it another
aLvivs PUER Vix. ANN.V. Near it another large
m&ﬁmn.u Amico ANIME.
‘-&ﬁhtues ‘and inseriptions and urns and villas rose
&k -around me. - I passed hastily on, till I found my-
leiﬁt-the gates of the city. After a moment’s hesita-
tion I resolved not to enter ; but turning aside to the
l@t, "I:“threw myself into a semicircular seat that I
ed there, to enjoy the delightful prospect of the
mmd the neighbouring mountains—of Stabia, the
ipe of Misenum, and the island of Capri. But an-
r loftier association attached itself to this seat.
>, as I well knew, it was, that Cicero, whose fame
ed the world, was accustomed to sit and con-
with the augur Scevola ¢ in hemicyclo sedente,
B&t‘.” Here, too, he wept his beloved Tullia,
rec ted to Marcus Marius, and to Petus, the trea-
at he wrote at Pompeii. :
d the seat was the following inscription. Mam-
. Sacerpori PuericE Locus Sepurtur: Da-
vrioNnum DEcrETO. After some time enjoy-

it greatly surprised me, was the vast torrent
beings, that was continually pouring into the

& GO . ’gle HARV ; i)*‘ \,_:I“jj’ E RSITY

e ——



10 TALE OF POMPEIL.

heard the deep roar of the lion, or the angry snarl of
the tiger ; filling the air with invocations and impreca-
tions to and by Hercules and Jupiter and Apollo and
the whole catalogue of divinities, uttered in every lan-
guage and in eveéry different dialect. T attributed my
surprise at all this uproar to my rusticity and ignorance
of city manners and customs.

It was with some difficulty that I could make my
way through the increasing crowd, which was all pour-
- ing into the city, back through the street of tombs to
my father’s house.

CHAPTER IL

On entering the house, I found my father convers-
ing with a plump, resy-cheeked, merry-looking priest,
whom he introduced to me as Caius Marcus, a priest .
of Isis, and an old friend of his.

% 80,” said the latter, * you have stolen a march
upon me; and while I was thinking to do the honors
of the city to the son of my old friend here, he has
been running about alone, to enjoy his pleasure and
~ his surprise by himself. Well, you have been to the
amphitheatre, I suppose ? "’ | '

“To the amphxtheati'e,” I ejaculated in surpnse,
(43 Why ? ”

“Do you not know,” he rephed surprised in his
turn, ¢ that to-day there is to be a famous exhibition of
- gladiators, and wild beasts, and Christians, in honor of
the Emperor 7 ” . i1
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. ,I felt the blood start—bound through my veins. I was
. arrived at the summit—ay, above the summit of my

gast sanguine hopes. Not only should I enjoy the
ong-co veted sight of what I had so long heard in the
w of the country, as, in the stillness of sight, men
listen to the far-off echoes of music, but I should actu-

@y see the Emperor Alas! pleasure is not always
Bsd . o

rangwered I know not what, but some extravagance
er of delight. The broad, jolly countenance of
th st expanded in sympathy with mine.

« Well,” said he, eat a little first ; for you will feel
m enough before we have done ; and if I might
We to recommend, I know nothing better than
'w ﬂﬁd chlckens, moistened with a draught of good

‘Massicum, such as stands in the amphora below*
 against the wall. I know it well, that wine.
k t_me Massicum ; inferior to nothing but your
T rnian, and that is fit only for gods.”

id their priests,” rejoined my father.

ainly,” replied the ruby-faced Mareus ; ¢ but
'_1ally is it befitting the priests of Isis.”
y so,” said my father. ¢ Theirs is such a
erity and self-denial, that they require it to
them in the performance of their sacred

returned Marcus. ¢ By Hercules, that
' Venusia had the true taste for the beau-
! how those fellows know good wine.
might have been a priest of Isis, instead
nd there to this very ﬁqur in the cellar of the

~
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of a mere favorite of Augustus. My father knew him
well. - He used to call him the blear-eye ; and when
the emperor dined with Horace at his right hand and
Virgil at his left, (the Mantuan always had a wheezin
asthma,) he used to say, that he sat between sighs and/
tears.”
Meantime, delighted with the unexpected news,f
ran to my sister’s apartment to inform her of it and to
invite her to go.
“No,” said the gentle girl; “ I am too much of a
rustic to desire to witness such an' exhibition, and I
will content myself with your description, Lucius.”
Accordingly I returned to my priest, who was still
laughing at the emperor’s ofi-repeated jest, and signi-
~ fied my readiness to attend him. We were soon crush-
ed' and crushing in the crowd, that was squeezing its
way into the city. On arriving at the gates, I saw,
what indeed I had before noticed, a soldier standing
at each little gate.® If-I was surprised at the narrow-
ness of the streets, I was yet more so to see with what-
perfect order all this multitade passed on, not only
without accident, but even without danger. Whenever
we approached a corner, we were almost deafened with
the sharp jangling of the bells,” attached to the cars or
litters of those, who, borne luxuriously along, thus at
once gave notice to the crowd to give place, and for-
bade any other car from turning into the same street
till they had passed the corner.
We followed in the great tide of lmng bemgs that
was now flowing through every avenue to the amphi-
theatre. Passing stralght on for some distance, we
turned to the leﬁ and in an instant after to thanght o
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The crowd for the most part continuing straight on,
by our last turn, we avoided a great share of its uncom-
- fortableness and jostling. Still, however, a very con-
siderable number seemed to be of our opinion, and
- turned likewise. This irritated my merry conductor,

i ‘\y@‘turning again to the right, left the crowd to pass

~ on. I soon found myself in a large oblong square, bor-
~ dered on three of its sides by magnificent porticoes,

- sustained by colonnades of superb Doric pillars of tra-
vertine, and surmounted by a second colonnade of the
Tonic order. In front of these porticoes, at the interco-
lumniations, were ranged a number of statues on lofty
- pedestals, each with its inscription. I only remember

‘*m there was a statue to Rufus, to Sallust, to P,ansa,

‘Scaurus, to Gellianus, in short to all the illuste

- Pompeians. The pavement of this square
fWe. | e

' ‘MHere,” said Marcus, as he wiped away the sweat

‘that was bursting from every pore of his ruby face,

he stopped to recover his breath, ¢ here is the

Forum.” I gazed around me absolutely stupefied

wonder and admiration. My companion enjoyed

irprise ; and drawing me farther into the Forum,
ed me by the shoulders and suddenly whirling
ut, I at once stood before what then seemed to

.;nasterpiece of beauty and of human art. It

e, said my conductor, puffing out hlS words
th together, as he gazed with evident ad-
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piter, and in that temple is contained the public treas--
ury. Let us examine it more closely.”

So saying, in his zeal he seized me by the border of
my toga, and fairly dragged me towards the temple.
We approached a flight of magnificent steps, on each
side of which were ranged colossal statues, whose
gigantic size and form seemed to excite an involuntary
fear. In the midst was seen the altar elegantly carved—
a vestibule with six columns of'the Corinthian order and
a covered cella with two wings, each of which was sus-
tained by eight Ionic columns. At the extremity there
were three small chambers, strongly grated with iron
bars, serving at once as the deposit of the public
money.and documents, and as the sub-base to statues
placed upon them, in the centre of which, and above
all, rose the lofty and kingly head of father Jupiter.
The effect of this temple was in the highest degree
imposing and majestic.

“ Come,” said Marcus, ‘ let us breathe a little here,”
as he seated himself upon the lowest step of the temple.
Taking my place beside him, he began to lament that
he had eaten so little this morning.

« T foresee,” said he, ¢ that we shall suffer; and I
think that a couple of chickens with about a dozen of
eggs, would help us better to sustain this toil of pleas-
ure. What say you, Lucius? We can easily pass the
temple of Isis on our'way to the amphitheatre; and I
will engage to give you a draught of the wine of sts,
as I call it—the true Falernian.”

I did not dare to object outright, yet I ventumd

- gently to suggest a fear that we might arrive too late
to see the commencement of the games, or to secure a
" seat.

[
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= ¢ Never fear, never fear, boy; I cannot arrive too
late Tor a good seat; and for the games, if they are no
better than the last, there will be little lost; such a
shabby set of gladiators, such tame wild beasts—such
‘amiable lions and gentle tigers, were never before ex-
~ hibited in Pompeii.”

¢ Shall we have contests with wild beasts too, to-

day '! ”
- “Yes! alittle of every thing, in honor of the Em-
peror ; the whole to conclude with the slaughter of
some Christians, unless they recant, which Jupiter
forbid ! ”

- I blush now to say, that to this sentiment I echoed
amen. I felt exceedingly impatient to have him re-
sume his walk ; but he seemed in no such haste.

~ Quietly stretching out his legs, he began to explain to
me the different buildings we saw about the forum.

- “ Observe,” said he, “ in the first place, at our right,

that long, low range, whose narrow doors are barred

with iron. They are our prisons. The vast quanti-

ties of cloths and stuffs for sale yonder, speak for

7 %melves The cavities or vases that you next see

_yonder, are the standard public measures. They have

ﬂl been proved in the presence of magistrates, whose
- names are inscribed on them, to contain the just meas-
~ You next observe a handsome temple. Examine
|, Lucius. It is the temple of Venus8 Ah!
enus and Bacchus have more than one temple
npeii. Our late earthquake shook the goddess

.

-

s a sad business that ‘earthquake. See how it
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I proposed approaching it, in the hope that if once
fairly started, my good-humored, garrulous companion
would continue on his route. No such thing. Stop-
ping before the beautiful temple he had been last
observing, he made me remark the masterly statues of
Venus and her son Hermaphrodite, with the ears of a
Faun. :

“ No one understands the fine arts like a priest after
all,” he ejaculated. * Yet the paintings of these
priests of Venus are but beggarly things. They boast
greatly of a very common-place painting they have in
a secret chamber of that temple, of a young Bacchus
sleeping to the sound of the lyre of Silenus. The

o 'ff-'_'truth is, we priests of Isis may be said to be priests both
- of Venus and of Bacchus; therefore we are just twice

as good judges of excellence as the priests of either of .
those divinities, for we are filled with the inspiration of
both.”

“ And what is that vast quadrilateral building next
beyond,” I asked, edging along at the same time.

¢« No wonder,” replied Marcus, observing my action,
“that you are so desirous to pass this temple in safety.
But you need not hope that you will always escape
Venus with impunity.”

« T shall trust to my head to take care of my heart, ”
said I laughing, but still edging on.

« Here,” said he, stopping before the building con-
cerning which I had just been inquiring of him, * here
is our Basilica,? our court of justice.”

In front of the tribunal, which was elevated about
seven feet, he made me observe a beautiful equestrian
statue of bronze, gilt. ¢ Those three large rooms,”
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said he, “mnear the entrance, with each an elevated
seat, are the places where inferior causes are tried ;
but here,” marching, as he spoke, towards the tribune
which was deserted then, and showing little openings
in the pavement, here is the prisoner’s place, in the
apartment below into which these openings lead. There
" he can be addressed and be heard by his judges, without
being brought from his prison.” The porticoes at the
sides of the basilica were adorned with marble statues

and Hermes of bronze. |
[ succeeded, however, at length, in extricating my-
 self from the basilica, and was instantly carried oppo-
* site to the edifice of Eumachia, which consisted of a
Chalcidicum,!? a Crypt, and the Portico. The Chal-
cidicum presented on its architrave an inscription,
~ which in my impatience I resolved never to read.!!
- Passing therefore by a large door from this vestibule,
- we entered the interior porticoes. They were formed
of forty-eight columns of Parian marble, of exquisite
- 'l_i,orkmanship, surrounding a large court; at the bot-
tom of which in a niche, stood a charming statue of
- Concord. 1In the Crypt stood the beautiful statue of
~the priestess Eumachia,? raised to her by the washer-
- women, fm; whom at her own expense she had built the:

rFal

L v
i

.V'"'!f.;Now at least,” thought I, ¢ I have seen and heard

Il that is to be seen or heard.” But my good con-

r began to return down the forum, to explain to

e object of the. different buildings on that side:

me however resolved not to stir a digit back,

took his stand by my side, and proceeded.
o : g .
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“of exciting the curiosity of Christendom. For the rest, I shall

- glass have been found in the various houses, taking all this into

 that, with all due Qeference to their opinions, I cannot but diﬁ!
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« This next little building,” said he, ¢ is the temple
of Romulus. The semicircular space beyond, adorn~
ed with seats, niches, and statues, with an altar in the
midst, is the place where the Decurions hold their pub-
lic meetings; and the noble building beyond is the
temple of Augustus or the Pantheon.!® If you would
but go there you might judge of the effect of the new
plan for the application of glass to windows.* It is

* Some critics may find fault with the mention of glass window
panes. To their theories and creeds upon the subject, I can only
oppose the simple fact, that they have actually been found there,
as described. A specimen of the glass is now in the possession of
the author. It is thick, coarse, and imperfect ; distorting the objects
seen through it, yet for the admission of light, as good as any.
This discovery, so long boasted as of modern origin, was fora
time a sad blow to the long cherished opinions of some of
the antiquarians, till, in a happy moment, one of them conceiv-
ed the idea that it must have been made and deposited there
by some modern rogue, for the express purpose of puzzling
them. This luminous thought is well capable of being improved ;
and perhaps in time it will be discovered that the whole city is a
modern toy, buried by some laughter-loving wag for the purpose

only observe, that as in the Museo Borbonico at Naples there are
hundreds of glass bottles, entirely resembling the common Flor-
ence flask, and whose antiquity is alike unquestioned and unques-
tionable, crushed, like lead, out of form by the suferincumbent
weight of the matter that buried them, and evidently caused by
that matter having previously heated them to nearly the point of
fusion; and moreover, as innumerable vessels and ornaments of

consideration, I would observe, that glass being, once known,
the improbability of its not having been thought of for so obvious
‘a purpose as windows, seems so much greater to my [mind than '

is the probability of the solution offered by these antiquanm, .

from them.
& . ' ey

» Google



 TALE OF POMPEII. 10

M ﬁne. I will show you this bulldlng when yon
‘are in less haste than you now seem.”

- “My good friend,” said I, “I would not lose one
moment at the amphitheatre, to be made Pontifex Max-
imus ; no! not even to be deified myself.”

- “Enough said, my young friend,” replied he; and
turning into the Appian Way, opposite nearly to the
basilica, we hurried on. The crowd had evidently
diminished ; and the diminution augured no good to my
wish to witness the commencement of the show.
Turning again to the right, we soon came to another
triangular forum, called the Forum Nundinarum. My
guide cast longing eyes at the temple of Hercules
- and Neptune, that stands upon this forum; but seeing
my no longer disguised impatience, he reluctantly de-
ferred for the present his wish to explain, or rather his
- j‘ﬂvﬁ%r hearing himself talk, contenting himself with
mly indicating it to me, aid informing me that here
- were the tragic theatre, the Odeon, and the quarters of
kY he soldiers. Leaving this forum on our right, a few
teps brought us to a temple, which my companion
1stan y indicated as the temple of Isis ; 1 and calling
 a slave who stood near, “ Curio,” said he, ¢ bring
the shments I ordered, and follow us.”

~and we proceeded once more on our path, '

 , Lucius,” said my conductor, who seemed
¢ of -commenting upon the richness and
: supenm'ity of hxs own city, ¢ observe that
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the magnificent monument of Eumachia, the baths,
two theatres, and shops most sumptuous and number-
less. In that short space are more than eight hundred
and thirty columns, of every material, and of every de-
.gree of beauty; and at the same time he made me
notice an advertisement of nine hundred shops to let
by a votress of Isis.15 i

Meantime the press of the crowd increased, and we
at length found ourselves in a spacious opening or
piazza, which served as a circus for chariot races ; and
in the centre of which, towered the huge black walls
of the amphitheatre. This circus was now thronged
with men and vehicles of every kind. There was heard
the cursing of men in every language and tongue, the
yells and growls of the beasts, brought up for the day’s
sport, and which stood in close boxes along the circus
around the amphitheatre, the starting and snorting of
terrified horses, the deep-baying of dogs, the shrill ex-
clamations of women, and tlie deep steady hum of that
vast multitude, like the hoarse voice of the distant
ocean. ‘ : |

Marcus seemed well known and respected. Every
one strove to give him way, and we walked deliber-
ately to the principal entrance of the amphitheatte,
where lictors were busily employed, by dint of heavy
blows and loud words, in repressing the occasional
attempts of the crowd to force their way in, in a disor-
derly manner. Directly opposite this entrance, I no-
ticed a triclinium or dining-couch. I inquired the
meaning of it. ¢ There,” replied my companion, * the
prisoners condemned to death, are sumptuously feuted,
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This repast is called free. The law would teach its
~convicts the value of the life they have forfeited, by
holding its most luxurious indulgences before them,
‘who must so soon be deprived of it.”

“Alas!” thought I, ¢ and is this all that life can give,
“all that death can take away? Do all the joys that
make life dear, consist in gratifying the animal appe-
tites? What then is life when age has palsied or sick-
l_léssl destroyed them—when pleasure has ceased to
please, and the joys of the past, by their vivid contrast,
- only point out to us the more palpably the wreck of
the present. Alas! it is but httle then that even the
public executioner can take away.”

~ Such were the tenor of my reflections; but any
. reply was prevented by our entermg at that moment

1 -tﬁa amphltheatre.
1 '__'/ '
,‘l' Yie CHAPTER IIL

" Passine under a broad, deep-vaulted passage, de-
clini g downward, we soon entered another passage,
 intersecting the first at right angles, passed en-
‘round the amphitheatre, beneath the spectators,
parallel with the edge of the arena. Upon the
mf this passage, were numerous inscriptions,
d by boys or idle persons with charcoal and
i "Steps passing up from this passage, all around
heatre, form numerous entrances called vom-
'fc.;greventmg the confusion and toil of a large
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crowd, struggling for admittance at a few narrow
doors. Mounting one of these flights of steps, we soon
emerged into the crowded amphitheatre. My com-
panion presented a couple of tickets, and was instantly
shown to a couple of seats, whose numbers, painted
red, corresponded to the numbers he had presented on
his tickets. 'T'he space to be occupied by each one, is
designated by lines drawn upon the seats.

The Emperer had not yet arrived, and of course the
games were not begun; and I had leisure to gape
around me, and to satisfy in a degree the first cravings
of curiosity, before the spectacles should commence,
whose overwhelming interest I knew would swallow
every other emotion. The amphitheatre is a vast ellip-
tical building, intended to contain about 20,000 per-
sons. The arena is likewise elliptical, and the seats,
which are of stone and rise one behind another like a
flight of stairs, have the back part of each step or seat
scooped out, that the spectators may not be troubled
by the feet of those behind them. These steps are of
a breadth sufficient to allow the space necessary for
this double object.

The people meantime were amusmg themselves, as
is common with the crowd before the commencement
of the spectac]e. Some were yawning upon their seats
—others conversed soberly with those next them—
others again were greeting their friends, whose seats
were at a distance from their own, and carrying on a
conversation, certainly not in whispers, across the seats.
Some whistled—some sung—and some drummed upon
the seats with their feet and fingers. Others, too dis-
tant from their friends to excite their attention, were
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amusing themselves by throwing figs or olives across
at them—while others sat wrapped in their own deep
meditations, and apparently so completely absorbed, as
to be unconscious of the presence of any other being
“than themselves. ’
‘My companion, knowing my rustic habits, and con-
* sequent ignorance of every thing about me, was kind
enough to explain.
¢ The first seat with its wall prOJectmg over the
arena, covered with beautiful paintings,” said he, “is
the podium. There sit the senators, the Vestals, and
“the foreign ambassadors ; and yonder pavilion which
rises from it, is the Emperor’s throne. The next few
rows, so comfortably cushioned, are the seats of the
- knights ; and there, as soon as Caius Cennius comes,
"ﬂhb is an old friend both of your father and myself, we
will contrive to get a seat. The division of seats that we
now occupy is called the popularia ; while that at the
top of all, where you hear such an incessant chattering,
“is the place for women, who, as you see, have not been
“backward about filling it.”
; ’a"ﬁere Marcus suddenly broke off in the midst of his
'mﬁons, nd turning towards hxm to learn the

; loéking old knight, who had just entered.
Lucius,” said he to me, ¢ yonder is Cen-

, he instantly left his seat, and partly by
the crowd with a good will, partly from the
pect in which he seemed to be held, we
e to reach old Cennius, to whom, and to
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his son Julius, Marcus introduced me. The good old
man was desirous of showing me every attention, and
accordingly placed me with himself on the first row of
the knights’ seats, and next to the podium. Our seat
was on the side of the arena opposite to the Emperor’s
tribune. But directly before me was a sight that at-
tracted most strongly my attention ; and whispering to
Marcus, in a low voice lest they should hear me, I
asked who were the ladies with the long, white, purple-
bordered robes, and whose heads were adorned with
fillets and ribbons. -

Marcus instantly burst into one of his loud and
merry laughs.

“Ah!” said he, ¢ put that question properly, Lu-
cius, and you will ask, who is she? By Bacchus, I can
always read a young man’s question in his eye.” :

I felt myself blush a little, for in truth my question
had reference but to one, whose large, soft, black eye
looked out under her high, white brow, across which a
single lock of black hair was seen just escaping from
under her head-dress. Her complexion was pale, and
the whole expression of her countenance serious and
calm; while her soft, flute-like voice, as she conversed
with her companions, seemed to me to realize one of
my own dreams. Assuming, however, his own tone,
«« Well then,” I said, ¢ who is she ? ”

¢ One, Lucius, that you must not make love to, not-
withstanding her pretty face. That is Lucilla, a Ves<
- tal, as are also her companions. So,-bgware of eyes
however bright, that Venus must not inspire.”

« T thank you for your warning,” said I; “I §hd1
need it, and all the other armor you can give me, if If
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- should meet those glances often. And who is the
- pretty Vestal next her 7" ;
- “Pretty! Canuleia pretty ! Now we must change that
rustic taste of yours. Look at those white eye-brows,
and light hair, over a pair of fine, large, black eyes,
and lament with me that their expression and beauty
should be ruined, only for want of black hair. Why, it |

isnot in good taste. Itis like a noble foundation of

solid marble and Doric pillars, to support a light fan-

tastic pavilion of wrought ivory.”

¢ But the cheeks, my good sir, looking like a ripe.

peach, they surely were never made to wither in ever-

lasting virginity like a dried-up berry. Look at her.

There is surely more of Venus than of Vesta in that

large, well-opened eye. But the other Vestal, Lucilla—

there is a countenance for a Juno.” )

¢ Conclamatum est ,* 17 by Venus,” exclaimed the

laughing priest. ¢ But speak lower if you please, for

Cennius may not like——”’
~ How he finished his sentence I know not ; for at
that moment the fair Lucilla, whether she had heard
- any portion of our remarks, or whether she only desired
~ to survey the assembly, turned round, and glancing

~ over the whole of that great multitude, ere she turned
- back again, rested for a moment her large, deep eye
‘upon me, as I thought, with a slight expression of
|

»

S moment a trumpet sounded. In an instant -
dark mass of living bodies, rose as by one
€. A man entered, bearing fire 1¢ in a little cen-

28
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nt to saying, < It is all over with you.” See rfote 17.
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ser, and was followed by the Emperor himself. On his
head was a brilliant crown, and on his shoulders a
magnificent triumphal robe.l? e was accompanied
by few attendants. The air was instantly rent with the
acclamations that burst at once from twenty thousand
tongues. 'The Emperor ascended the tribune ; and as
he bowed slightly and rapidly on each side, the sun,
flashing upon his glittering crown and robes, gave him
the appearance of a divinity surrounded by his glory.
The sound of voices ceased with the acclamations
upon the entrance of the Emperor ; and the noise of
that vast multitude, rising and sinking again to their
places, sounded like the rush of a mighty wind. A
silence succeeded, almost appalling from the contrast
of its intensity with the shouts and uproar that a mo-
ment before rung through the place. Deep expecta-
tion seemed to hold every breath suspended.

Suddenly on a signal from the Emperor a trumpet
again sounded. A door, communicating with the arena,
was thrown open, and the gladiators entered in pairs,
armed with wooden swords. Slowly they marched along
the edge of the arena, till they had compassed the
whele circuit of the amphitheatre. Then, at a second
signal, they suddenly separated into two lines, which
facing each other, commenced a sort of mock combat
with their wooden swords. 'This combat had lasted
but a short time, when the trumpet again sounded, and
the combatants instantly separated. Laying aside their
wooden swords, they now carefylly armgd themselves
with the different weapons with which they were about
to contend in a more deadly combat. Gradually, as
their arming was completed, they left the arena, with
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the exception of two, who were doomed first to feast
the eyes of the multitude.

y stood at some distance from each other, their
hands resting on their drawn swords, and with stern
composure awaiting the signal to commence. They
had not long to wait. Instantly facing each other, and
ugﬂmg themselves into the position for combat, it
began. At first, to judge from the slowness and delib-

eration of their movements, it seemed to be any thing

but a mortal strife. But gradually the strokes fell
thicker and faster. Fire flashed, as the deadly blades
crossed each other. The spectators sat breathless with
1 fig‘t,em‘,_intetest, and leaning eagerly forward. Not a
sound or a whisper was heard. It seemed as if the
- world’s fate depended upon the issue of the combat.
It was after a long time decided. One was shghtly
!wfliaed in the arm.
e combat ceased. The deep silence that had
to pervaded the assembly was instantly bro-
thousands of voices sheuting tumultuously,
s it—he has it!””* The wounded man turned
the Emperor, and lowered his arms. The con-
on whose sweating brow not an emotion of ex-
was perceptible, turned, and slowly and care-
‘the will of the people with regard to the

both parties had fought well. The people

"";V..""O‘nposlﬂl'e- which had marked his de-
wout, and sheathing his sword, he turn-
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an. The contest had been long and ani-
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ed and left the arena. Assistants came forward, and
while some busied themselves in aiding the wounded
man, others scraped away the bloody sand, covering:
the place with fresh, that it might not cause the next
combatants to slip. They seemed to take an excessive
degree of pains for this object, raking it over with the
utmost care, and again and again examining and level-
ling the arena in different places, until, as if at length
satisfied, they retired.

There was an interval of a few minutes, during
which an universal buzz of conversation was going
actively on throughout the amphitheatre. Some were
making bets upon the next combatants ; others were
wrangling about those lost or won—others were specu-
lating on the weather—some were detailing domestic
misfortunes or evil omens, and some were yawning
listlessly till the next combat should commence.

The signal was soon given. Conversation was in-
stantly broken off, and the immense, dark, living mass
was seen suddenly sinking to the seats, as if vanish-
ing into the earth. Presently a door was thrown open,
and an instant after a gladiator of the order called Mir-
millones, bounded into the arena with all the agility of a
deer. He was armed like a Gaul, with a buckler on his
left arm, in the centre of which was represented a fish.
In his right hand, he carried a crooked sword or cutlass.
He was closely followed by another, a Retiarius, of equal
agility, armed with a trident in his left hand, and a
large net in his right. Scarcely was he well out upon
the arena, ere seizing, as he thought, a favorable op-
portunity, he hurled his net at his flying foe. But the

nimble Gaul was prepared ; and darting with incredi=
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ble swiftness off his course, the net fell empty upon the.
sand. It was now the Thracian’s turn to fly, which.
he hastily did, dragging the net after him, and gradu-
ually working it up into his hand again. This the Mir-
millo tried eagerly to prevent, and to slay his antago-
nist before he could regain his net. But in this he
was constantly foiled by the wary Thracian, who to the
most thorough coolness and indifference, joined the '
most surprising activity ; and in spite of all the efforts
df his opponent, he succeeded in regaining his net after
‘ s hot pursuit, and in preparing it for another cast., It
e necessary now for the Gaul again to fly, which
'hevdld and I think with as much celerity and address
as ‘before ; but unfortunately, in attempting to turn
short off his course, his foot accidentally.slipped back.
; "qpleclous moment was lost. It was instantly seized
by the dexterous Thracian, and again his net was seen
- darting from his hand.
3 md that I thought that the slip of the Gaul’s foot
~ was an accident, and by no means his fault. But the
, thought otherwise. The net fell not this time as
~ So true was the eye, and so practised the

1s, by a rapid motion suddenly drew it togeiher,
e time repeating the stale jest, ‘ Why do you
Gaul ? 1 would only catch your fish.” * As

ohitheatre. But the unfortunate slip of
fore stated, had displeased the people,

¢, piscen peto. Quid me figis, Galle 2%
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who had promised themselves a long amusement from
the fight ; and wherever the eyes of the Thracian were
directed, the thumbs of the people were turned up.
Slowly the cool eye of the victorious gladiator regarded
the will of the assembly, his gaze gradually wandering
- from the farthest popularia to the podium, where it
rested at last upon the tribune of the Emperor. This
deliberateness of the gladiator displeased the Emperor,
and he half rose from his seat, with a gesture of impa-
- tience, at the same time hastily elevating both thumbs,
Meantime, the Gaul stood captive im the net, the
cords of which his conqueror held in his left hand,
much as if it were the halter of a beast. The captive
just glanced around, and his mouth curved in a con-
temptuous smile, as he saw the determination of the
people with regard to him; but his countenance un-
derwent no other change. But when he saw the ac-
tion of the Emperor, he drew himself proudly up to his
full height, turning at the same time his well-expand-
ed chest full to his foe. The action was the work of
a moment. 'The glittering points of the trident were
drawn suddenly back, trembled for an instant, and
then darted into the unshrinking body of the Gaul, who
continued erect for a moment, then, as the muscles re-
~ laxed, fell heavily to the earth. And as the instrument,
on accour?of its barbed points, was withdrawn with
difficulty, the Retiarius planted his foot upon the quiv-
ering body, and seizing the haft with both hands, for-
cibly dragged it out. The blood and bowels bf the
unfortunate victim followed the instrument ; and some
of the latter adhering to the barbs, were calmly twisted ,
~ off by the deliberate Thracian, who then mendedtog o
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&ce;hls net from the stnll gasping gladiator, from whose
firm-set lips not a groan had escaped. A hook was
then attached to his heel, and he was dragged by it off
the arena to the spoliarium, the body painting red, in
its passage, the gully that it scraped in the sand. An
assistant followed with an instrument with which he
raked the dry sand over the blood, and the arena was
again clear.
~ For my own part, at this bloody spectacle, I could
not avoid an involuntary groan of horror, which accord-
" ed better with my rustic habits, than with the place.
But it caught the ear of the fair Vestal, who instantly
ﬁmed her deep, full eye upon my face, with an expres-
sion that I shall never forget. It spoke volumes—nhor-
ror at the bloody scenes we had just witnessed—won-
6&: that any other than herself could entertain such
MB, and, pardon the vanity of the remark, as
Mt a smile of approbation, that sent my blood
‘boiling through every vein in my body.
-my delight was soon interrupted by the renewal
.gaines, between a pair of Dimacheri, who
t each with two swords, one in each hand, and
ve evidence of the most surprising address.

- 4

cult Qf ,not winking ; and this, it was thought, ren-

hem nearly invulnerable with single swords.
however, one of them was shglg; scratched
Ve y]oug contest, and they were dismissed with
M came two Iaquearu, who were armed
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Retiarius. But it lasted much longer ; and the efforts
of the two gladiators to entangle each other, and to
avoid each other’s noose, kept the whole amphitheatre
in an incessant roar of laughter. This was well for
the poor combatants; for when at length one was
fairly noosed, the good humor of the people spared the
victim that had entertained them so well. But why
should I enumerate these different contests ? Suffice it
to say, that at length the Emperor rose to retire for
awhile, and the games of course were suspended till
his return.

CHAPTER 1V.

In an instant all was confusion and bustle. Some
were crowding and fighting their way to the vomitoria
in order to retire and refresh themselves in the interim
between the games,—others were pressing forward to
secure the seats of those who were leaving the amphi-
theatre,—others stood gazing with vacant and listless
eye upon tlie arena, their minds obviously far absent
from their bodies. Some were paying lost bets, ming-
ling the business with execrations upon their own ill
luck, or the gladiator’s want of skill,—some were laugh-
ing,—some were dreaming,—and some were eating ;
nor was it long before my jolly companion desired to
know if my appetite were as good as his own. Y

“Did I not well, my young friend?” he begm,,g.. A
after much bawling he was able to get the davemg B
ciently near to obtain possession of the much M
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basket. ¢ Trust to the providence of your true priest
of Isis, if you wish to live well, which, I take it, means
to eat eggs and chickens. Now some of your whining,
beggarly, barefooted, bald-headed priests, eat lentils
and drink cold water. But our Pompeian Isis is a
jolly goddess afier all, and likes a warm religion and a
full belly.”

“ But how is it,”” I asked, ‘ that the priests of Isis,
who are enjoined perpetual chastity, and mortification,
and mendicity, live so freely, that one would swear that

. Venus, Bacchus, and Isis, were brother and sisters ?
L Trigemini,” replied the laughing priest. “ Do you
not know the motto of our goddess, ‘I am all that has
been, and shall be, and none among mortals has hith:
~erto taken off my veil. The fruit that I have begotten
is the sun.” ”

» hﬂ ‘remark.
-~ “Oh!” interrupted Cennius, laughing ; * our friend
Marcus has peeped under the veil ; and satisfied with
'amon of the bliss of immortality, he embraces what
is, leaving what have been and shall be, to jealous hus-

- 1Fhe have always begotten the sun.”

xﬂ}“l have heard,” I said, ““that offerings, and pres-
| m and prayers are constantly brought to the temple
big "mm, by childless wives and heirless old men.”

' M& is our friend’s influence with his patron god-
- dess, that his prayers seldom fail to be answered.

o (GO 'gle ﬂ;‘::y.x;.:‘:::“‘_‘1"1' "‘,:E:t'{ TY

% Well,” said I, not understandmg the apphcatwn of

@!ﬁﬁ; and impatient lovers. I greatly doubt, howeVer,»

%Ay, ay,” returned the chuckling old knight ; ¢ and
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and after six months’ experience of hope deferred—and
six months is something, young man, when one gets to
the age of seventy-five, he brought her in despair to
the goddess Isis. By Hermes, never was prayer more"
expeditiously answered. For lo! in exactly nine
months from the time of her visit, a fine, fat bouncing
boy was brought into the world, the very image of
our worthy Marcus here, and weighing even at his
birth, as much as the shrivelled anatomy of his good
father. There is a miracle, by Jupiter, and not a soli-
tary one either ! Isis is a generous goddess, and half
the husbands of Pompeii have at different times had
cause to be grateful.”” 20

The jolly priest attempted to reply ; but apparently
the chicken’s leg that he was then most eagerly dis-
cussing, prevented his success ; and discovering after
one or two fruitless attempts, that the emission of
words implied also the emission of chicken, he con-
tented himself with a laugh in which his defence died
away. |

I have already mentioned having been introduced to
young Cennius, whose fine, manly, but rather melan-
choly cast of countenance, interested me deeply in his
favor. He had listened with a smile to our conversa-
tion, but had not joined in it. It seemed as if his own
grave and thoughtful countenance belonged more pro-
perly to more years than he had numbered. - There
was an expression of sedateness, that while it indicated
thought, indicated also that which is too often apt to
accompany, or rather perhaps to cause, its early devel~
opement—suffering. Turning towards his father, ho‘
inquired in a remarkably soft, low voice, if he relllg
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believed that the Christians would be brought upon the
arena as reported ?

“Believe it, Julius,” replied the old knight ; ¢« why
sl»uld I doubt it? Do they not well merit death ?”

‘Happening at this moment to cast my eyes towards
the. fair Lucilla, I was instantly struck with her man-
ner. From her situation immediately before us, she
could readnly hear our conversation, if she desired ;
and now her beautiful head, without being turned to-
wards the speaker, was slightly thrown back ; and the
fixed expression of deep attention, that I could easily
read in her full eye, indicated a strong interest in the
snbjsm of Julius’s question.

“Deserve death!” interrupted Marcus. ¢ Ifall coun-
tries made as liberal contributions to the dominions of
Pluto as our wise Emperor does, I can-only say, that a

‘man of good parts, your good, useful, practical man,
~ would stand a chance for promotion either above or

’ m for even Pluto could not govern such a rascally
: mbas is daily ushered into his realms, without some
Wmml pretors and viceroys—and the ranks of the
- Emperor here are getting so thin from his liberal trib-
m his infernal brother, that meritorious men may
~atla hop&to be distinguished, instead of being lost
0 in the crowd.”

to this hazardous jest, which had not even
e of being good to palliate its recklessness.
‘again asked Julius, ¢ why should these poor
h for worshipping a different deity from the,
ommunity ?”
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« Why,” replied Marcus, *the wiser part of the
community worship no one but themselves ; and if this
new-fangled sect would only be content with believing
nothing, no one would care a straw about them. Bat -
they not only believe nothing-in our anciéent and
faithful gods, an aberration of intellect that they
share with some of their ancient and faithful priests,
but they believe in another ; and one, which if the
creed prevail must knock all religion on the head.
And since our religion is so connected and interwoven
with our civil establishments, that the one cannot be
subverted without destroying the other, those attempt-
ing it must be treated as traitors.” Then, like one
satisfied that he had given a luminous and satisfactory
statement of the merits of the case, he turned again to
his basket ; and, to say sooth, old Cennius and myself
found the contents of the subject therein contained,
not less interesting than that we had abandoned.

The return of the Emperor, and the renewal of the
exhibition, soon interrupted our employment. I had
remarked, during the intermission, some men busily
employed in wheeling opposite to the tribune of the
Emperor a large and closely covered frame. When
they had placed it to their satisfaction, the frame was
removed, and there appeared a large, majestic statue of
~ father Jupiter. He was seated on an ivory throne,
holding in his left hand a sceptre and in his right a
thunderbolt with an eagle. Around his brow was a
garland of his own sacred oak leaves. At his feet was
an altar decorated with flowers and green leaves, among
which those of the oak predominated. A fire was
burning upon the altar. o WS
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- Upoum gmen signal, a door was suddenly thrown
‘open, and there appeared a long and brilliant procession
of the different orders of priests, headed by the Flamen
Dialis, with his rich purple robe and conical cap,
attended by lictors. No sooner had he entered, than
all the speetat'ors, as by one consent, arose, not even
excepting the Emperor. He was followed by the other
Flamines. Then came the twelve Salii, with their em-
broidered tunics, brazen belts, spear, sword, and an-
cilia, leaping and dancing violently, and singing, as
they slowly followed their Preesul. Next came the

‘Luperci nearly naked, or having only a girdle of goat-

- skin round their waists, and thongs of the same in their
) ,m. Next followed the Potitii and Pinarii; who
mnbwad by the Galli, the mad priests of Cybele,
mg a great noise with drums and cymbals, using
r‘ ‘eéxtravagant gestures of madmen, rolling their
m; ~and beating their breasts to the sound of the
‘VA flute. A score of soldiers succeeded, and behind them

1%

l_L.._‘_?f-‘« the real or supposed Christians. Of

1ance, and faltering gait—some walked boldly
with firm step and erect carriage—some trip-
ly and carelessly along—and others, and by far

W anxious, indicated at the same time, the
!mermmed spirit within. Another score of
f followed to secure the prwaners, and
closed he prooemon. :

ssior memm winded slowly round‘ﬂ{e
it stopped for some minutes. The

, some followed with downcast eyes, dejected

part, with countenances, which, though

1 alone to the altar, and after the-
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I have already said, that they who threw incense
upon the altar, passed on with the procession and were
dismissed. The rest were conducted away* under a
guard of soldiers, but to return again; and shortly I
was condemned to witness a spectacle, whose bloody
cruelty surpassed immeasurably all that I had hitherto
witnessed. Armed only with short, straight swords,
these men were obliged to contend with furious wild
beasts, and were soon torn limb from limb. Some,
who had fought successfully with single beasts had
two fresh ones let out against them. I was grieved
when any of these poor men came off' victorious, for it
was evidently only prolonging their sufferings; since
they were instantly beset by fresh and more numerous
assailants. :

- The poor father who had so much interested me
‘was condemned to contend with an elephant. It would
seem as if a victory might be easily obtained over so
heavy and unwieldy a beast; but he was armed only
with a short, straight sword, sharp-pointed indeed, but
without an edge. Consequently, in order to wound his
foe, he was obliged to approach him so nearly, as to
come within the reach of his trunk. The victory to the
elephant would have been almost bloodless, but for an
accident. During some part of the preceding exhibi-
tion, some one had dropped a short, sharp sword, which
meantime lay buried beneath the sand, having escaped
the notice of the persons employed to level the m :
after each contest. This sword, in the course of the
present conflict was disclosed, the sand having been
accidentally brushed away during the scuffle. R/
poor man, after a violent thrust at the side of the

Google
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animal, in an attempt to turn short round, slipped,
and he fell directly over the weapon mentioned. He
grasped it with all the energy of a desperate man !
The ponderous beast stimulated by his pain had turned
after him with a rapidity hardly to be expected from
his mountainous bulk. A desperate scramble ensued.
I saw him at one instant, as I thought, crushed into
the earth with all the weight of his terrible antagonist’s
body—the next he sprang up and I saw the bright
~ blade of the weapon vanish in an instant, as it darted
into the body of his foe. The motion of lightning is
scarcely more rapid, than was the motion of that des-
perate and dying man, as he ripped up the belly of the
beast,  This terrible and unexpected attack seemed to
stagger the coufidence and courage of the elephant.
He bellowed fearfully for an instant, as he even attémpt-
ed to rear his huge bulk. The amphitheatre rung
- with acclamations at the unexpected feat. A torrent
&blood followed, and the very bowels of the beast
m from the wound. But recovering in a moment,
2 wound his trunk round the poor and, I hope, sense-
man, as he lay writhing on the earth, and hurled
: "nintor the air ; then elevating his head and throwing
g back his trunk, received him as he fell, with the aid of .
ﬂunk completely impaling him upon one of his
usks N ever shall T forget that hornd spectacle

‘«ibeast held him up as if in triumph to tha
- The crowd, that a moment before had
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Christian, now again strained their throats in honor of
the victorious beast ; while many in mockery turned
up their thumbs. The elephant, as if he understood
the laws of the amphitheatre, instantly seized the poor,
mangled victim in his trunk, and dashing hlm upon
the arena, stamped him to death.

But the beast himself was now become an ob-
ject of interest. He attempted to move away, but
‘his excessive weakness prevented him. Perceiving
how his:gtrength was ebbing, the poor animal stopped
—held down his head—blew out his trunk—uttering
through it as through a trumpet a succession of deep,
short sounds. 'Then, as if endeavouring to combat
with his weakness, he raised his head. In vain—it
again sunk—again a deep moan was blown out, as it
were, from his trunk—a rocking sort of motion follow-
ed—he staggered a few steps, and with another groan,
the ponderous animal fell like a tower upon the sand.

Disgusting as are these revolting details, I should
have spared you them, but that I wished you to know
what was the nature of the dangers and sufferings of
those, who in the beginning® dared to acknowledge
their Master. For myself, I can truly say, that this
horrible exhibition gave me any thing but pleasum*
and when I looked around me, and saw the brlg §
eyes and the fairest cheeks of Pompeii, gazing :
flushed with intense and delighted interest—w. ‘Y
saw white and delicate little hands, loudly applau
the bloodiest scenes of this bloody tragedy, mocking
the sufferings of the courageous martyr, by giv: 7 | 43
signal of death to the elephant, while their ﬁﬂl
bosoms heaved with ‘del_:ght, I could not :
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claiming to myself ¢ Either these are all monsters, or
I am too imbecile to be a woman.” 1T could not how-
ever but observe that the fair Lucilla, instead of en-
joying the scene, looked steadfastly down; and once
for a moment, and as if involuntarily, covered her
face with both hands. But as my exclamation burst
from my lips, she again turned towards me with a look
of surprised and increasing interest, and a smile—that

1 still wear in my heart.
- It is time I had left the amphitheatre ; but one more
~incident, as connected with my story, I must not omit.
The last Christian who was brought out to suffer was
an old and venerable man, whose white hairs and
benevolent countenance pleaded eloquently in his be-
half. 1In the procession he hobbled along by the aid
of his staff alone—the last of the Christians in the
procession. But the feebleness of his body extended not
to his mind ; and he had joined the band in the centre
- of the arena, with a countenance as calm and a spirit
as firm as the boldest martyr there. As he advanced
~ into the arena, leaning upon his staff alone, witheut a
‘weapon, which he had refused as being too old and
‘too feeble to wield it, the door communicating with
- the vivarium was thrown open, and a huge lion rushed,
ith a deep roar, into the arena. The helpless old
turned instinctively towards him, but without
g any show of resistance. The infuriated ani-
ashed his sides with his tall and tore up the sand,
~ ash w’hbunded furiously round the arena. The old man
astantly turned towards him, with his eye fixed upon
" vhile the lion, as if he wished some apology for
tack, seemed endeavouring either to rouse him to
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some show of resistance, or to attack him in the rear;
for as he sprang towards him, he constantly turned
aside as he met the calm, fixed gaze of the unwavering
Christian. At length, amid the deep and breathless
silence, the old man’s voice was heard, as he turned
upward his gaze, “ Father, into thy hands I commit
my spirit.”’

“Now,” whispered Marcus, ¢ the charm is broken ;”’
and at the same instant, the lion was seen bounding
towards him with prodigious leaps. This time he
swerved not as before from his course, and in an
instant he was seen crouching quietly at the feet of the
old man. A pause of astonishment held the specta-
tors breathless for an instant; then * A miracle! a
prodigy ! 7 burst from a thousand tongues, in every
part of the amphitheatre.

The Emperor liked not this ; and at a pnvate sngnal
from him a tiger was turned out upon the arena.. The
lion instantly recovered his fierceness—his loud, deep
roar sounded like thunder—his mane bristled, and his-
eye flashed fire. The tiger came leaping towards
them, but was instantly met by the ravenous lion.
-~ The contest was fierce, but it was short. The short

snarl of the tiger was heard, mingling with the deep
roar of the lion—now they appeared like two wrestlers
‘erect, and closely embraced in their desperate strugg
—and now rolling together upon the, sand, and hal
buried under the cloud that their struggles P
about them. There was sudden leupmg back and for e, 8
as each tried to gain some advantage in a new attack.
Gradually however the contest seemed b »; A
vxahm, and as the cloud of sand
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~ buried in his throat, from which he was evidently
_draining the blood to satisfy his ravenous appetite;
while the tiger, by the feebleness of his occasional strug-
gles, which gradually became only convulsive efforts,
and terminated in what appeared a mere spasmodic
shiver of the limbs, showed how complete was the vic-
tory of his foe. The emperor would gladly have
ordered fresh beasts to be turned in; but the clamor
 of the superstitious mob was so loud, that the emperor,
who was unwilling to give offence to the people so
soon upon his first visit, thought proper to consent.
- «It is the will of the gods—it is the will of the
gods!” was shouted on every side. The Emperor
yielded reluctantly to the will, not of the gods, but of
the people, and the old man was removed unharmed.
~ The spectacle closed. The people rose—while the
» ’;mr retired, and the confused hum and noise of a
- retiring crowd was heard.. ’
ﬁy. own part, I involuntarily exclaimed, as the
I man was lcd safely away I thank thegmhfot

1k Jehovah rather,” sald a soft, low voice at

- -inmmly round towards the Vestal, who, I
nvinced, must have uttered the remark, but
m her manner indicated it. On the contrary,
of the Vestals she seemed preparing to
ted and guarded by the lictor and the
! Wﬂ ﬁhmw "

was seen standing over the prostrate tiger, his teeth
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i "Mwmoregﬂwe and dismal sound ; mm
- mourning women, hired to lament the ;

B ‘band of boys and girls, employed to sing &em
B - ~ the deceased to the sound of the flute. Next came pi
- ersand buffoons dancing and singing ; mafm
; ~ Archimimus, supported the character of the m
R imitating his dress, manner, ‘words, dnd actions while
- alive. Some of these players from time to time ed
'f - with aloud voice quotattous from dramatic wnte&,m

- of which would come with striking force to aeryﬁ,
~ from their adaptation to the occasion. T-hm
* the freedmen of the deceased with caps on their 1
~ and forming no inconsiderable train. The

itself followed borne on an open couch, prec

‘ gﬂm-’oouehes, in which were placed the i
ﬁﬁmﬁlfmdofhm anbeston,mth m

~ Behind the wpnwﬂkedztheﬁmily«w
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~ The pile was built in the form of an altar, with four
equal sides, of inflammable and unpolished wood, and
- stuffed with paper and pitch. The body of Saturninus
~was then carefully laid with its couch on the pile.
ﬂ:@ eyes were opened. The family crowded around
 body, kissing it with many tears. His eldest son
m applied a lighted torch to the pile, at the same
mweﬁﬂly averting his face, as did also the rest of -
~ the family, in order to indicate the reluctance with
which they did it ; at the same time uttering prayers
: mha winds might assist the flames. As the fire
blazed fiercely round the body, the children of the de- .
~ ceased threw into it incense, myrrh, cassia, cups of oil,
'ﬁ little vessels bearing inscribed on them the names
R % substance they contained ; also the clothes, arms,
1,— rewards, spoils, and ornaments of their parent, as well
- as whatever articles of their own they supposed to
have been agreeable to him while living. To gratify
aste of the Manes for blood, whatever animals he
een fond of in life, were now slaughtered and
L in upon the pile. -
of doves, of which Saturmnus had been f@nd and

Te ﬁrst brought out to perish with their master.
.:presemed his ﬁnger, and the gentle birds in- '

rs about their necks, and uttering the hoarse
which they express their kindness. They
10t the treachery that awaited them. Their
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" But what grieved me most was the sacrifice that
followed. There was a large, beautiful dog, now old
like his master, who had been his favorite and constant
companion. During his illness, the dog had taken his
~ station beside his eouch, which he never quitted. After
his death he had stretched himself beneath the bier,
where he kept his constant and faithful watch; and
when the body was browght to the funeral pile, he had
still followed in the train, and now lay panting before
the pile where his master was extended. Upon being
called by the eldest son of Saturninus, the honest animal
arose, and instantly received a heavy blow upon the
skull. The courageous animal sprang up as if to seize
his assailant by the throat; then, as if recollecting
whose was the hand that dealt the blow, he seated
himself and fixed his eyes reproachfully upon the face
of his unkind master ; his angry yell changing into a
howl of extreme pain. A second blow instantly
descended, and the poor animal fell, but not dead. I
saw a tear drop from the eye of the young man as he
stooped over the faithful beast. He lay silent but not
dead, as a few convulsive struggles from time to time
gradually becoming fainter, indicated. He opened his
eyes as the young man bent over him, and fixing
them upon his cruel master, and feebly wagging his
tail as in forgiveness, he licked the hand that had slain
him, and died. His body was likewise thrown upon
the pile with that of his beloved master. ' O
When it was at length burnt down, the fire was

extinguished and the embers soaked with wine. The
bones and ashes of the deceased were then carefully
collected by his children ; and, sprinkled with the rich-

-
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ut,petfwmes, were placed in an alabaster urn along
with a small glass vial full of tears.?2 The urn was
then carefally raised by the eldest son of the deceased
~ and placed in the sepulchre. The friends then present,
- were three times sprinkled with lustral water from an
- olive branch, after which the Prefica pronounced
solemnly the accustomed form of dismission, “ You
may depart.” *
~ All present now came crowding about the tomb to
utter, ere they departed, the last farewell, and to repeat
their last kind wishes. ¢ We also shall follow you in
the order which nature shall permit,” was uttered by
many a voice—* May the earth rest lightly upon you,
my friend ’—* Fareweil "—was uttered and repeated
- by a hundred voices. Upon the sepulchre itself were
\— - graven the initials of the last kind wishes, 8. T. T. L.
L ﬁpmea all but the family had departed, the urn, -
- twined with roses, was carefully raised and carried to
: g_@pn]chral chamber of the family of Saturninus,
re it was placed on the little pillar erected for this
ose, while the family, on the couches surrounding
ook of the funeral repast.
h were the formal ceremonies of the funeral
iurninus. Passing the tomb some time after with
us, I saw them busied in the rite of oblation to the
;5 an offering periodically performed, and con-
sting of liquors, victims, and garlands. The tomb
-, ed with flowers, and covered with crowns
% ‘On the little altar before it, libations were
red, and incense was burnt; while within, the
n of dg@lth. was lighted by ever-burning lamps,

asi, Ire licet. 1 Sit tibi terra levis,

L
.
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The ceremony that I had witnessed, was one
well adapted to jar most discordantly the string
that was always most ready to vibrate in my bo-
som. I had just seen that, whose warm pulses, and
gallant heart, and glowing mind, but a few short days
before were animated and ardent as my own, reduced
to a handful of powder, that a goblet could contain. I
concealed not the feeling from Julius.

He seemed to ponder deeply for some minutes ; then
as if suddenly expelling his reflections from his mind,
. he said gayly, ¢ To-morrow one of my sisters is to be

-married, and I shall expect you as a guest. Perhaps
the wedding will efface the funeral. The sponsal con-
tract was sealed a few days since, and the ring placed
on her finger.?? To-morrow was then fixed for the
nuptial ceremony |

I readily accepted the invitation; and acoordmgly .
at the appointed hour, I repaired, nothing loth, to the
house of old Cennius. So great was the crowd of
friends that it was with -difficulty that I could get
sufficiently near to be presented to the bride; and
Julius whispered to me that he believed he must defer
introducing me to the rest of his family till the next
day, when I was to dine with him. But how was I
astonished and delighted at seeing among the crowd,
the fair Vestal, who had so charmed me at the amphi-
theatre. Could I but have crowded to the side of
Julius at that moment, I should certainly have made M
myself master of all the information respecting lmg; 3
that he could bestow. As it was, I could only gaze
and adlmre, and lament that she should be a Veml. “"' ,;' .
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The bride however, to all other eyes, was the great
object of attraction. She was dressed in a long white
robe, bordered with a purple fringe. Her waist was

“bound with a zone, made of wool, and tied in the knot
called Herculeus. Her face was covered with a flame-
colored veil 3* her shoes were of the same color.
With the point of a spear her hair was divided into
six locks, and crowned with flowers. = All then being
in readiness, the auspices were solemnly consulted, and
sacrifices were offered to the gods ; especially to Juno.

- The gall of the victim, previous to the sacrifice, was
taken out and thrown away.t The bridegroom then
asked her if she were willing to become the mistress
~of his family. She answered that she was willing.
In her turn she put the same question, and received
ﬂlesame answer. She was then taken as if by force
Mthe arms of her mother, to be conducted to her
husband’s house. Three boys, whose parents were
‘attended her; one supporting her on each side
e arm, while the other walked before, bearing a

g flambeau of pine. Five other torches were

carried before her. A boy, called Camillus, car=
in a covered vase the utensils of the bride, and
nings for children. It was not till night that the
ion left the house of Cennius, still attended by
eon”course of rela‘txons and friends

. ,ef G'enmus On our arrival, we found the door
' adomed w:th leuves and flowers, u%-

’mduey ' rig &
te the removal of all bittemeu from mamge,
5*

&



54 TALE OF POMPEIL

was. To which she replied, “ Where you are the
master, I am the mistress.””* She then proceeded to |
bind her husband’s door-posts with woollen fillets, and |
to anoint them with the fat of swine, to prevent en- |
- chantments.t? She was then gently lifted over the |
threshold, to avoid the evil omen of touching it on that - I‘
occasion.f 'The keys ¢ of the house were now deliver- |
ed to her, and a sheepskin {| was spread beneath her.
Both she and her husband then touched fire and i
water.** |
The nuptial feast was then given by the husbaud At
while musicians sang the nuptial song, in which the
- oft repeated chorus “Jo Hymen Hymenwe,” predomi- {
nated.
The house itself was one of the prettiest I had seen
in Pompeii.?> A passage for entrance, at each side of
which is a little apartment for the slaves, leads into the
central court ; and the room for the reception of com-
~ pany is beautifully painted with fruits and birds. In
the garden is a fountain, in the form of a niche or
grotto, encrusted with shells and mosaics, in the centre
of which is a comic mask, from whose mouth gushes a_
stream of water. This water flows into a basin, in‘ﬁﬁ
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centre of which rises a little column, surmounted by a
small bronze statue of a winged genius holding a swan
under his arm, from whose beak spouts another fountain.
At the side of the basin sits a charming little bronze
statue of a fisherman, who, with his hook thrown into
the water, is waiting for his prey. In a basket sus-
~ pended from his arm, is a bronze fish.
- On the opposite side of the fountain reclines another
small statue of marble, representing a fisherman asleep.
At his side lies a vase overturned, as if it had just
ﬂm from his hand as he dropt asleep. In the other
w is a basket. He seems to be wrapt in a seaman’s
~ cloak, with its hood or cape. But I return to the bride.
~ After supper, her husband untied the knot in her
‘already mentioned, and she was conducted to the
I chamber, by matrons who had been married only
e husband, and laid in the nuptial couch, which,
ificently adorned, was placed in the hall, opposite
e door, and covered with flowers. Around it were
ges of Pertunda, Subigus, and other divinities.
‘songs, the epithalamia, were sung by young
before the door till midnight. I forgot to men-
t lhe ‘husband on the completlon of the“r-

| V ngs of her childhood. The guests were gt
sed w:th sma]l presents.

shand, when presents were sent to the bride
d xmd relatwns. Hero she began mpre-
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Np

I have been thus minute in describing the two rites |

- of sepulture and marriage, not only from the deep im- A

pression they then made on my mind, but because as I {
now transcribe my history for my children, should I be ‘

- so fortunate as to become a father, it may not be unin- -

l
teresting to them as Christians or as men to be inform- n
ed of the nature of the rites practised by their fathers, i
which are already hastening to be done away and {
forgotten, in the increasing light and simplicity of

Christianity. At the same time they will rejoice that

I spare them any account of the nature of the feelings {

 that agitated and occupied my own mind durmg the

- deeply implicated. For the rest, and I car
- knows it, I never desire to be gai

'W -

day, from the presence of the Vestal. |
b L

< 16 y

: el pde Bt |

CHAPTER VI. Ll \

Tue following morning Julius called early upon me. %
He had thought much upon the remarks which had h‘
fallen from me with regard to the funeral, and he Mﬁ | i
endeavoured to turn the conversation into that channel. "
After speaking of the - ceremony and events of the |
preceding day, he at length suddenly observed, ,o

“By the way, Lucius, I have always n@mﬁw oh
ask you how you were pleased with the exﬁw "‘
the amphitheatre.” allle it ‘» gt

« Why, to tell you frankly,” I roplnd,rﬂ'ﬂm only ‘:
combat that pleased me, was that between the lion nd i
the tiger, in which the old mh'lm !

o (GO 'gle HA - D UNIVERSITS
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‘bloody exhibitions. They accord as little with my rus-
tic habits, as I suspect they did with the feelings Qf
the handsome Vestal who sat before me.”
- The rapid change in the aspect of a deep black
“cloud when brilliantly illuminated by lightning is not
more sudden, than was the vivid, kindling expression
of Julius’ 's countenance from its ordmary sad gravity,
a8 he fixed his eyes upon me.

% You love not then to look on death ?”
- Death! there it was again—the scorpion that never
slept—the dagger that hung eternally over me.
- “No!” Ireplied. «I confess I had heard so much
~ of these vaunted exhibitions, that I greatly desired to
Mels them. But I have seen enough. Julius,” I
- added, “there is a fiend that haunts ne, and wherever
' ‘I'see his terrible footsteps, and listen to his re-
ss voice—it is death. I would fly to the deep-
t, so I might shut out for ever his approach.”
ius,” said Cennius, in accents grave even for
'e voice, ‘“Death is a monster that you cannot‘
L you may conquer him.”
hat mean you, Julius ?”’
nat I say. Since life is short, you say, I ,,wll
out with pleasures—since but few sands have
in, they shall at least be golden. I say to
,ﬂme is short lay hold on eternity—since hfe
eting, seek that which endureth for ever.”
speak in riddles, Julius.”
aaphen no longer. Become a Glcmtmn 7
an!” echoed I in astonishment.” ¢ Is
"you. too have become a victim to that

n? Have the terrible tortures and death

-
Kl
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you so lately witnessed, not terrors sufficient to guard |
you from such a desperate credulity ?” '
But I will not detail our conversation. Suffice it to \
- say, that before we parted, I had agreed to meet him :
the following morning before daybreak, to accompany
him to one of the meetings of that sect ; having first '
plighted my word, neither to betray him, nor any that i
I should meet there. It was a bold promise—eternal !
life. But to what strange credulity will not fanaticism ~ ®
lead its votaries. My curiosity, however, was piqued, i
and never did lover pant more for the desired hour, 1
than I for that of the meeting of this Christian assem- ¥
bly. We had engaged, Marcus and myself, to sup with
Cennius. After running over the city till we were 8
heartily tired, we repaired at the eighth hour to the
bath, previous to meeting again at supper. On our way
home for this purpose, we passed a house on our right
near the Herculanean gate, which Julius pointed out
to me as the house of the Vestals.? 1 cast an eager
glance upon it, but there was nothing peculiar inits 1
external appearance. Having arrived at the gMﬂ‘ i
the city, Julius left me and returned home. '
After having bathed, I repaired to his dwenw
which is situated not far from the temple of Isis. Upon
opening the door I absolutely started back from fea
a dog, which, wrought in elegant mosaic upon the m
is represented chained indeed, but in the act of W
ing upon those who eross the threshold. Below ﬁ&
written in letters of mosaic, the words, Cave CANEMET
Passing through a narrow passage, adorned with ¢ ’
gant taste, I entered the atrium of the budding m =
crowd and hurry and jostling of the day before, i

oy
4
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merely passing through this court the thfngs I am about
to mention had escaped my notice. But now when it
was empty and I left alone in it to wait for my friend,

' % forced themselves upon me.
b‘thg centre of the atrium was a large basin for the
reception of rain-water. The walls were adorned with
 Homeric paintings. On the wall, at the right as I en-
t@pd,was a beautiful painting of the davghter of Chry-
ses, who, sought by Agamemnon, is received by Ulysses,
who extends to her his right hand, as he is about em-
@mg in the vessel destined to conduct her to her
father. The second was a painting of Briseis, parting
Wil "‘Achnlles The expression of Briseis, as she raises
p:l as if to discover at once both her grief and
uty, the consternation of the heralds, the fierce

d, all served to mark this a painting of un-
Qm with golden bracelets about her ancles. A

But the fourth—how shall I express my sur-

’&t& recognising in a Thetis, who accompanied by
’ pplicates Jupiter to avenge the wrong of her
.perfeet breathmg likeness of the fair Vestal.

. I’qﬁaod gazing in mute admiration, Julius en-
a

| » most important figures. All ﬁ!eaa,,
m sisters, to whom P shall have the

- are these portralts of your famlly 12 I in-

; of Patroclus, the group of the Myrmidons in the
beauty. At the left on entering, is a beauti- -

es at her feet, holding in its beak a branch

$ Wﬂn i sard he, * how like you our family

o \
it
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- « Is likewise my sister.” :
¢ But why did you never tell me before.”

¢ Because you never asked me before.”

Our conversation was here mterrupted by the en-
trance of Caius Marcus, whose broad, laughing visage
appeared at the door. What, Lucms ! here before
me,” said he ; ¢ for the last thirty years I have been
the first at all gle feasts, both merry and funeral in
Pompeii.”

¢« Yes,” interrupted I, ¢ and if fame speak truth, the
same has sometimes happened at the weddings.” :

¢t Doubtless that accident has sometimes happened—

- - o

years ?”’ \ ;

We were received by old Cennius with the rough, but
frank and manly courtesy of one more used to camps
than to courts. ¢ Come,” said he, as he ushezgd,gg
into the supper-room. ¢ If our number exceed
of the Graces, we shall contrive not to fall short‘of m
of the Muses.” 3 , M

« We are but eight,” I observed

« There is one already at the board,” he sald,
is always ready to complete the number;” at thg
time pointing to a motionless figure that already r
ed on his couch at the semicircular table. Then, |
his eye upon it, in a grave voice he added, ¢
to the accustomed form, Be merry, wlnle life
to enjoy.”” * ’r b
" Well did I know the everlasting form pf des
grinned beneatb its seml-tran@ag@nt @pﬂ g '
Wd&‘llwtﬁemwx@:‘. epulchre chillir
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sunny blossoms that enjoyment was just calling into
being. My place was at its side. I reclinéd upon the
same couch, in dreadful amity with the ghastly mon-
arch. The table was consecrated by the presence of
the Lares and the sacred salt-holders, which, beautifully
wrought in ivory, surrounded a little silver altar, sup-
ported by grotesque figures, that adorned the centre
of the table. Upon it burned constantly a pale and
attenuated flame. The old knight made the customary
invocation and libation, throwing a portion of the dif-
ferent viands upon the little altar, whose flame flashed
up brightly for a moment, as portions of fat fell into it.
The ceremony concluded, a number of slaves enter-
ed with baskets hanging upon their arms, and going
behind the company, crowned their heads with gar-
lands of flowers and leaves, tied and adorned gayly
- enough with ribbons, to prevent intoxication. Others
“carved the meats to the sound of flutes. As usual, the
- supper began with eggs, and remembering my worthy
priest’s apparent prevailing passion, I could not help
ing as I witnessed the fervor of his devotions,
ly could he find time to utter even a joke. But
smiles were exchanged for wonder, as I saw with.
unabated ardor, turbot and lamprey, pike and
heasant and thrush, were all vanishing away beneath
the ruthless mastication of the worthy protégé of Isis.
d when, to the sound of a flute, some rare dish was
ught in by slaves crowned with flowers, his attacks
1 it were made with as much eagerness as if he had
O remained famished. When at length even the
petite of Marcus began to betray symp-
y, the meats were removed. This was
6
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" followed by four beautiful young boys, who poured out

" tions flowed from the table and jests circulated around

- It was midnight before we began to think of separat-

-
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soon succeeded by slaves bearing amphorz. They were

the wine into a large bowl, mingling it with water from
which they filled the goblets. Other slaves brought in
the dessert. Music breathed its full, rich notes—liba-

it. The goblets were wreathed with coronals of flow-
ers—healths were drunk—and in a short time Marcus’s
jests were mnot the only ones that sparkled like their
own bright inspiration—old Cennius’s Falernian.

ing. We then poured out our libations anew—drank to
our host and to the Emperor—and when at last we had
risen to depart, Marcus insisted upon our taking a part-
ing cup, in honor of Mercury, that we might enjoy
profound repose. .

For myself, I must confess, that notwithstanding the
grisly companion at my side, .whose motionless figure
eternally spoke of the grave, by whom the jests passed
unenjoyed and the viands untasted ; whose rigid form
never bent in courtesy, and whose mute tongue neither
jest nor enjoyment could move,—notwithstanding all
this, there was no voice that echoed back the laugh or
scattered the jest more heartily than mine. Old Cen-
nius was boisterous, and Julius himself was warmed for
a while out of his serious gravity, to be as gay as myself.

" We took leave at last of our worthy entertainers;
and for myself, with a giddy and confused head, m'
gan to wend my way homeward. I had arrived nearly
at the house that Julius had pointed out to me i
house of the Vestals, when I observed a female
gliding before me, and evidenﬂy,huteningsat;‘ the s
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"of me as if afraid. Astonished to see one out so late
and alone, and somewhat flushed with the wine I
h’ﬁti drunk, I hastened to follow her. She perceived
my purpose and darted across the street with the
intention of passing down the first that leaves the Ap-
~ pian Way after entering the city gates, and which
passes off at a very acute angle. The moon was up,
and bright ; but this street lay in deep shadow, and she
evidently took it in order to baffle my pursuit. But
she met with an unexpected obstacle. The dark street
in which she had entered to conceal herself from me,
concealed likewise from herself the figure of a tall,
powerfully built man, who was approaching from that
- M@n, and who, opening his arms, received the fair
fugitive in them, as much to his confusion as to hers.
For a moment we all three stood motionless with sur-
prise, but when the man who thus held her, attempted
w her more closely to him, she turned her head
, who was standing in the broad moonlight, and
unutterable surprise, addressed me by name,
ing protection.

ished at this unexpected appeal, I advanced-

‘man seemed irresolute for a moment ; then, re-

vay, ‘ Beware, lady, for the future, how,
1 desire to find yourself in the arms of one
ou contrive to throw yourself into those of an-
t is no uncommon circumstance.” Then

rds me, he said, with a haughty air, <1
u, young man, on your prize. It is not
would so readily give up the plum that



-

_clear moonlight, the beautiful features of the Vestal.

~ remind you, that my life depends on your discretion.”

- nothing, but for whom I have an unaccountable an-

~ carefully opened, and the Vestal vanished. But um 2
 entered, she again turned towards me, and laid her
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had dropt into his mouth ; nor, to say sooth, should I,
but that I have commonly found such fruit to be rot-
ten.”” So saying he walked away, and the fair one
came instantly toward me ; but judge of my surprise,
I had almost said horror, at beholding, distinet in the

She saw my astonishment.

« Lucius,” she said, ¢ judge me not by appearances, -
but tell Julius of this rencounter, and he will explain
all to you, if it be prudent. Meantime I need not

I readily promised secrecy, and, before Ileft her,
already had half forgiven and acquitted her in my own

mind.

¢ Do you know that man?”’ said she. ¢ I do not, nor
indeed did I see his features very distinctly,” I replied.

«T know him well,” said she ; ‘ and woe to me, had
he recognised me. His name is Matho, a creature of
the Emperor’s. I have an indefinite feeling of horror
always at the sight of that man, against whom I know

tipathy.” ’ ' gl &
So saying we arrived at the house of the Vestals.
A light scratch upon the door caused it to be very

finger on her lips as she disappear_ed.’ For myad&}l
returned home, with my head more full than everof
the fair Lucilla; wondering, speculating, doubting, yets

after all, believing. - vl gk b Wik 5 W. -
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CHAPTER VII.

el

T uap not much time for sleep, had I felt ever so much
‘disposed to it ; since, in order to keep my engagement
with Julius, T was obliged to rise before daybreak ; and
lheording to appointment, I met him at the semicircu-
lar seat in front of the tomb of Mammia. He was
punctual to his engagement.
* 8o full was I of my last night’s adventure, that I had
scarcely saluted him before I commenced the history.
‘He listened, without betraying the least surprise, to my
% and after a moment’s silent dehberatlon, he said,
“T will explain this to you as we return.”
“ﬁﬂer passing a short distance through the street of
‘Julius suddenly turned off from the Appian
into a private path, that led behind a magnificent
~ On his touching a secret spring, the door start-
pen, and we entered. Julius carefully shut the

’ .
’bﬁer us, and we descended some steps, the en-

e to which was artificially closed by a marble
, which, even to'a close observer, seemed to be
5f those which composed the wall. At the bottom of
s there twinkled a single and feeble light, whose
e barely sufficient to show me that we were
n & crooked, low, narrow, descending gallery, whose

'Wefe oonstantly projecting masses of ragged

ailiarity enabled him to proceed with a ra-
at I found very inconvenient. A sudden sharp
e - g : 23
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tarn in the passage, brought us unexpectedly to the -
end of it, and we stood at the entrance of a spacious,
lofty cave, lighted by what seemed to me a blaze of
dazzling light, as I came from the dark and gloomy
passage-way. An altar stood at one part of the cave,
but there was no statue of a divinity presiding over it.
Instead of it, however, there was the figure of a cross,
around which blazed a score of tall candles. The altar
was elevated upon a platform, which was mounted by
three steps. Upon this platform stood a man whom I
at once recognised as the same old man whom I had
so lately seen at the amphitheatre, and whose venera-
~ ble countenance and wonderful escape had so much
pleased me. While I stood at the end of the passage,
almost blinded by the sudden glare and the strange
scene and rites, a sudden burst of delightful harmony
swelled from the united voices of that assembly. The
music was solemn and imposing ; and this, joined doubt-
less with the mysterious scene, and the recollection of
the tremendous peril incurred by the worshippers of this
unknown God, was well adapted powerfully to affect
the imagination. The congregation was very consid-
erable in point of numbers, and was composed equally
of males and females. But near the door was one,
whose low, rich, full voice, sounded to me as not alto-
gether that of a stranger. I started eagerly ﬁ;rwazd:,@«
gain a view if possible of her features, although so cmh
was she veiled, that a moment’s reflection oonm
" me it was a hopeless attempt. Julius noticed the action,
and, divining the motive, he gently drew me » i,
whispered in my ear, ¢ It is Lucilla.” o
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- Her Vestal robes were laid aside, or effectually con-
cealed beneath the long dress in which she was muf-

~ fled. At alittle distance from her, stood a large, athletic

* man, whom Julius pointed out to me as Matho. * Lu- -
cilla has a violent, and I think, a groundless antipathy
to that man. He is the one whom you met last night.
He professes to be a convert to Christianity ; but God -
only sees the heart.”

- Meantime the music ceased, and the venerable Ve-
tullius, which was the name of the old man, arose and
addressed the audience.
~ His first words fixed and chained my attention,

- for he spoke of a resurrection from the dead. How
my heart leaped within me as he proceeded and de-
monstrated, with the most forcible simplicity, the ground

. m doctrine, and its immutable strength. I listened
.m astonishment, which gradually yielded to hope

delight. Here then, if true, was what my heart
_sopanted for, a promise and a pledge of eternal life.
1 had heretofore considered the supporters of this doc-
A 1 1e but as dreaming enthusiasts, who had persuaded
- themselves at last of the truth of what they had so
2stly desired. But when I heard the grounds and
ments of the doctrine stated in the calm, forcible,

sed to him the pleasure I had felt in listen-
. The old man heard me with satisfaction,
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and taking from a little cabinet béneath the altar a
scroll of parchment, he offered it to me, first making
me promise both to conceal it, and to read it. I read-
ily agreed to both conditions, for my own curiosity was
now strongly excited to know what this doctrine was
which seemed to be able so to brace the most cowardly
against the fear both of tortures and of death. ,
¢« The God of the Christians must indeed be both

powerful and benevolent,” said I, “ since he interfered
in so miraculous a manner for your preservation at the
amphitheatre.”” ¢ He is indeed both,” replied the old
man. “ My escape was truly miraculous, but not in
the way that you imagine. That lion was reared by me.
I fed him, and he was attached to me. But when I
fell under the suspicion of being a Christian, he was
taken from me, with all my other effects, was sold, and
was subsequently purchased for the amphitheatre. But
the overseer of ‘the animals for the arena is a convert
to Christianity, and knowing this lion to have been
mine, he selected him for that purpose from the rest.
The artifice was successful, and my life preserv
After some more conversation with him, we parted, as
I flattered myself, mutually pleased. He invited me
‘to come often to see him, and I resolved not to neglect
the opportunity. "9y
~_ On our return I did not forget to ask of Julius the
explanatlon he had promised me. He readily consent-
ed. ¢Lucilla,” said he, “is a Christian. But the
danger attending the acknowledgment of tho;t M
fearful as it is to all, to her is tremendous. Thata
Vestal, a priestess, to whom so much is entruste
on whom in consequence such singular hor
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immunities are conferred, should become an apoétate

to her religion, would weigh against her with a fearful
force. Her precautions against detection, too, must
necessarily be great. Now, you must know that Lu-
cilla is not the only Christian Vestal. Canuleia is
likewise a Christian; and about a furlong from the
house of the Vestals, up the street, there dwells a Chris-
tian family, one of whose members lies at the point of

~ death. It is the daughter of the poor man whose doom
it was to contend with the eléphant. You may imag-
_ine how much she must need consolation and sympa-

- thy; yet how dangerous it would be for Lucilla to visit
her openly. She therefore takes advantage of the time
'l'hgn it is the turn of the other Vestals to officiate at

~ the temple, and only Canuleia and herseif are together
~ at the house, to pass a few moments with her friend.
But it must not be repeated. The risk is too great for
- the object. Lucilla told me this morning, that she
- thought that Matho had watched her, and noted where
she entered. It may be so, but I cannot believe it—or,
ﬂshe did so, that he did it from any other motive than

W‘FM my part, Julius,” I replied, “I agree wﬁ
- your sister. Hypocrisy is written upon every line abouth
~ h  mouth, and appears in every glance from his eye.” !
- “But is it just, Lucius, to condemn a man for his
- looks ? ¢ Julius,”” said I, “I will not enter into any
ent upon the subject 3 but this I will say, that if

undrel,’ in plain, legible characters upon a
, it is no fault of mine that I cannot look at
it reading it.”

_' choose to write ¢ knave’ or ¢fool,” ¢ hypocrite’

ac i bl 0 i
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 the dim twilight ? The mind changes—objects remain-

o repose—death, the universal conqueror—lay conquer-
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- Meanwhile time passed rapidly on. My intercourse
-with the good Vetullius was frequent ; perhaps not the
less so, that I often met there the fair Vestal. Her
inquiries and remarks showed that she took an interest
in my conversion, that flattered me not a little.

The doctrines and evidences of Christianity began
to have great weight on my mind. Day after day did
I unroll the sacred scroll, with new and increasing de-
light. The earth began to assume a different hue to
my mind, because my mind itself was changed ; and
who does not know with what different sentiments we
view the same object, under different states of feeling ?
Who has not known the scene, which in the morning
sunlight was gayly beautiful, look solemn and serene
in the quiet moonlight, and monotonous and dull in

the same. [

Blame me not, I say, that a spice of earthly love quick-
ened and mingled with my holiest aspirations. I had
known bereavement, and Christianity promised me re-
union. Death, the horrid spectre whose form had ever'
kened my days of happiness and startled my dreams

ed here beneath the victorious spear of Christianity. I |
doubted, wished, hoped, trembled, and believed. I \ -
became a Christian. I was as one who, after gropinga
lifetime in subterranean caverns, finds himself tnex-
pectedly emerged into the broad, bright, warming light
of the noontide sun. The nightmare that had so lo ‘S*’.'vl !
weighed down my soul vanished away. Forms of | A
and of loveliness, upon which I had long looked back i
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~ all the bitterness of hopelessness, as among the illusions
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that were, I could now joyfully hail as among the reali-
ties that should be. I had been as one launched with |
- afew loved beings upon a wintry, interminable, and
shoreless ocean, who had seen, one after another, the
loved ones drop away, helpless and hopeless, into the
insatiable waters. What mattered it to me w ither my
bark might be drifted then? Clouds, and darkness, and
solitude of soul were every where, and every where the
same, There was no cynosure to me. Suddenly, as
by the wand of an enchanter, my bark was floating
over the laughing surface of a summer sea, with a
glorious haven before me, on whose shores stood those
~ whom the restless ocean had swallowed, beckoning my
“homeward approach. Christianity was all this to me.
The world was no longer only one vast charnel-house,
for light and joy had sprung out of darkness, and life
out of death. The once freezing, chilly monition, that
‘was uttered in the withering herbage, and the fading

k _%Qver, no longer declared to me, ¢ Tliou too shalt die ”’
| _kt from the tongue of decay and of death was uttered
Mh in another tone, ¢ Thou shalt live again.” There
was a sentiment of exultation in the smile with which
ow gazed upon the sculptured galleys, whose anchor
: ping and whose sails are furling on the sumptu-

rest is not here. It is from hence that ye
‘weigh your anchor for another haven, and
yout sails upon another and a shoreless sea.”

« tegret with which I looked back to the de-
" ggzed on the funeral urn—for I knew that
hould spring from the ashes within—that

& GO\ 'gle HARV "]’v*"‘r:]‘xj' ""’E:\"} TY
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“Jife ”—¢ eternal life”” is writlen over the gates of the
grave

Blame me not, I repeat, if while listening to the
instruction of the venerable Vetullius, I sometimes
~ caught my glances wandering to the deep, eloquent eye
of the Vestal, as she drank in his words, or if I some-
times found my attention occupied with another sub-
ject, than that which occupied Vetullius and engrossed
Julius and Lucilla. Blame me not, I say, that while
the door of my heart was opened for devotion and reli-
gion to enter, love crept in unheeded behind them.

At the house of an unsuspected Christian, where the
Vestal could openly and fearlessly visit, was Vetullius
concealed ; and'here we were wont to repair at sunset
to a little garden connected with the house, and seated
on the turf beneath the refreshing shadow of a broad
ilex, amid the perpetual gush of fountains that played
sparkling around us, while their collected waters swept ~
clamorously by the foot of the tree, with Lucilla’s lyre
at her side, as 1f we were occupied with music, @‘1@‘ ),
listened to the words of the good Vetullius. ik’

But happiness like this was too like elysium to last.
Never shall I forget the last time of our meeting there.
It was the magic hour of sunset. Vetullius sat qnm" _.
little grass platform that surrounded the trunk of the
tree, scarcely less venerable than himself, beneath e
which we were assembled. At his left, but in adw
sat the Vestal on the fragment of a broken: ¢ o
which had belonged to a little circular Gree,k en
which had stood on the spot at the side of t
- enshrining a beautiful Harpocrates, who wath is fir

ger on his lips, still seemed to say, “Hush,” to tk

.
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that surrounded it. The late earthquake had over-
tﬁm: the light temple, and broken its fairy columns;
et, by one of those accidents that sometimes happens,
the statue stood uninjured. Tt was upon a fragment of
Mﬁese columns that Lucilla sat. Her lyre stood at -
W!ﬁe’ Her left hand vested carelessly on it, while

rge, full eye was fixed with intense interest upon
W}ﬁﬁins, her lips parted, her graceful form reclining
against the portion of the column which remained up-
right. At the base of the statue on a little fragment of
pllar that he had himself placed there upright for
s tﬁ pose, sat Julius. Reclining on his elbow as he
‘fortably stretched on the fresh grass, was our
 host. For myself, as Lucilla had taken the
left of Vetullius, I took his right, opposite to her ;
as I stood with folded arms leaning against a

\ in those of the Vestal, viz. an utter mattentron
etu l;ms. Above the whole group, towered the

‘ pnbroken by om' m An M
ence of the magic hour. On the coun-
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 gives up its inhabitants, and the bowels of the
1d their uncounted gold. Man is every where,

has been framed?” As Julius uttered these
he encountered the eye of Vetullius, bent

nion. He knew not why, but he felt that look a
> 5 and he blushed, and faltered, and stopped.
My son,” said the old man, “ man is great, but God
ater. Where do you learn that all these fair cre-
s are but ministering servants to this self-styled
ent? I know, indeed, that they who are accus-
50 to consider it, esteem the extension of this
ence to what we proudly consider as insignifi-
s, to be a limitation of it as regards them-
Hear me.
the banks of a beautlful river stood a gigantic
vhose venerable date was not of years, but of
,, Its majestic branches rose proudly from the
k, and with a graceful curve swept downward
), till their long, slender extremities dipped into
s at its foot, causmg a gentle ripple in the

‘of the elm, I have described the Ulmus Ameri-
1 of our forests, distmguxshed from the European by

>>>>>

R is ﬂowers have from six to eight stamens,

""..; 113 w'io oo v % 1) '.

h!m with an expressxon of benevolent mter-<
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its branches, build their nests among its foliage.!"
repose in the green shelter of its leaves. Be
its protecting shade sprung up a beautifal m
holding up its broad, green leaves, and exhaling a dek-
cious odor from the long bell of its white blosson
The green bank beneath it was sprinkled with a thon- .
sand flowers—the variegated anemone, the low]y vxg-
let, and the queen-like rose. Thither, amid the
of blossoms, the song of birds, and the ripple of wa
came lovers at the twilight hour, to breathe theu Ymr
and their sighs beneath its shade, to carve their names
on its trunk, and hang there garlands of fresh ﬂowe;p
as on an altar. But twilight darkened into eve ‘
the lovers departed, and the garlands withered. ;l'
birds folded their wings and hushed their voices. Th 'J
flowers shut their bells, and hung down their heads a
in sorrow, while the damp dews collected upon t]
as they fell drop by drop upon their fairy cups, g
~ thence, and fell back to the earth, again to -
vapor and descend in dew. But the ohangs;, |
external scenery came but as a change of
The breath of God’s spirit was altered, but lt wf
divine. Silence came with darkness. The rip
during the day was an almost maudlble murmm:
ed in the deepening silence, as the voice of
ters, Suddenly the' moon came slowly wh
silvery disk up the horizon. Through the
gqlden hours, the nightingale came woomg
ing to his beloved rose, as she hung breatli arou
her unheeded fragrance, beneath the shad‘" w of
elm, The plaintive note of the w,h;p- -will resc
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housand glittering lamps of the fire-fly, sparkled
shed amid its branches. The chirp of the
was heard, mingling with voices of a thousand
. intonations, that rose from every part of the
~ From time to time, the dreamy air seemed to
 for an instant, to emit languidly a breath heavy
load of fragrance and music ; and then, as if
ed by the effort, to subside again into a repose
‘this sabbath of nature. ¢How good is God,’
 exulting elm, ¢who has created so many beau-
r my use and enjoyment ; and how noble a being
‘Be to have such varied and exhaustless crea-
or my good. For me the birds sing, and the
s blossom. He clothes me in my robes of beauty
moon-beams are sent to lend with their silvery
ss an unutterable beauty to my exalted perfec-

ns "Ben‘evolent as happy, I protect the birds of

u .

nd 1 in the shower he stlll finds my ever benev—

par headed old man leamng upon a youth and
d themselves upon the ever flowery bank
i elm. ¢What a glorious creation,’ saxd‘
> as his young black eye flashed proudly

e .scenery amund hun.- : Thank God 4y
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pla.ced him here in a vast storehouse, replete mm
necessary and useful and glorious things, and has |
given him dominion over all. The rose-tree puts forth .
its leaves, and the summer its foliage, and the autumn
its fruits, only for his enjoyment and happiness. = For
him the birds sing, and the fountains flow, the bee
labors, and the silkworm toils. For him the clouds
are painted in all the gorgeous hues of sunset, and na-
ture is ever changing her garments of beauty, her
beauty only being for ever unchanged. Observe my
child the noble tree beneath which we sit. I am an
old man ; but compare my years with the years bﬁ%
elm, and I am but as an infant. For it, generation
has followed generation, as leaf follows leaf. Its own-
ers, like us, come to sit beneath its shadow, m
" boast of their venerable possession, yet hath it changed
them almost as often as it hath changed & , -.
Thank God then my son, who hath created you
glorious being.” So they knelt together upom
grant turf—the hoary hairs side by side with the
ing clusters of that fair boy’s young locks, an
‘ed their gratitude and praise with the odor '1
and the song of birds, and the mingling b
swelled from tree, and flower, and fountain,
. from the roaring ocean,.and the mstlmgu
rose to heaven with theirs as aoeepta
wmi ‘

e

,,,,,,

'..~“Tmﬂews~everonward The' :

"'l‘he worglvam is hqrq fo be undeutoodm hy
ehfbrﬁni'ty and not of fruitlessness. The
wish to be understood as putting on an equal
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t in its strength, and glowing in its beauty—
‘an unusual agitation seemed to exist in its branches,
- At times they were violently shaken, and its large
boughs waved steadily up and down as if swayed by
 the hand of a giant. A huge black column was seen
to dart into the air, high above its topmost boughs—a
straight and lofty pillar—then again with a graeceful
like neck, and head gently depressed, seemed
connoitering the far space around it—and again,
ith s&graeeful undulatory motion, it vanished from its
height, and the next moment was seen hanging as if
lifeless from its lowest bough. The huge trunk of the
elm ‘ s seen to rock like a sapling in the school-boy’s
ban o) The affrighted beasts fled in dismay—the birds
ith loud screamings flew shrieking from the place.
in the rich communings of their own hearts, two
e seen approaching. They were lovers. Ey-
Ty on of life and of movement vanished at once from
e graceful tree. Slowly and thoughtfully the fated
ir approached. They were pouring out the fulness
Mrts into each others ears. They dreamed
mnhappxness—why should they ?—they were .
: They sought the beautiful vicinage of the
b mmrt of instinctive wandering. Arm in arm,
%ﬂlem was an Eden wherever they wandered
| : it was not only’in Eden that the serpent basked
'8 of beauty ‘Nearer and nearer they approach-
trea s spot. Suddenly there was a rush-
tmge black body was launched from the
in an instant they were bound in the mortal
maconda. But nature’s agony could en-
r a moment. With an instinctive effort,
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the youfh threw his arms around the beloved ow )
as if to shield her from their foe; then perlshé&"m
“his embrace—and the crushing bones were heard to
crackle for an instant, like corn beneath the mill-stone.
¢ How good is God’; said the mighty serpent, as the
bodies fell, still locked together, from his relaxed folds;
“ how bountiful is He, who hath made such goodly
trees for my dwelling, who hath surrounded them with
flowers and fragrance, and who hath stocked this earth
with its inhabitants, as food convenient for me.” But
man allows no other tyrant than himself; and gorgea
with his prey, the monster fell an | easy victim to
arch-destroyer. H 3
« Swiftly speed the flying years. When the b
spring was playing amid the leaves and the bl
humming-bird came poising himselfon ghttermg’\v Y
as he reconnoitered the peaceful and beautiflﬂ'
There he fixed his habitation, and built his nut
nest. Its tiny inhabitants were soon clothed in
beautiful dress, and fluttering on fairy pinions,
conducted triumphantly away by their exulting pa
to enjoy elsewhere their dreamy and mdepend”en"t
istence. And as they wheeled sparkling away
untried wings, ¢ How good is God,” said the b
birds, ¢ who hath made this fair creation for ou

‘ .
B e ——— - o v T

and sunshine that we may sport in its beams, a
mer that we may live in its 'spicy brenth. Bat
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ell fluttering and lifeless to the earth.
breath of summer came floating over

e orange blossom, and the magnolia flower,
ieir odors with those of a rose-tree that
‘under the protecting shadow of the elm.
ut forth its buds, which opened their fra
5 to the lay of the nightingale, protected
shadowing branches from the scorching
too violent showers ; and in the pride of
ar dm{ulnealof its happiness, boasted of
mmldem of God for the necessities of
o had provided man to cultivate it, and
‘.:w»ad showers and sunshine to cherish

~

its slamk lea.m, md rewdhhg M
uties ;—and when these fair things had
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-world ; who for me hath painted the hare-bell

trious insects, as their summer task was ended, ‘ who
hath created all for our sole use ;—trees for our habita-
tion and blossoms to yield us their honey. The rain
descends, and summer opens, and man is sent us’,
to nurture our necessary flowers and destroy our em
mies, the birds ;—winter comes to give us rest fromfm
toils, and time to enjoy the fruits we have so mdus@-ﬁ kY
ously collected. Can man, with all his machinery,
rival, or even in any degree imitate our skill? What
important beings then must we be, on whom w )
knowledge and art is bestowed.’ Hakh 41 .'
‘ But another season came with its changes. A w
unsightly grub-worm was seen slowly draggmg*%
slimy trail along the trunk and boughs of theﬂm
There it selected a spot in a fork of the tree, and fas-
-

tening itself to it, resigned itself to the common
its nature ; and there this low reptile slept :

its leafy asylum, amid the high creations of God.
was its sleep not eternal. Again it came fer&
new state of being, the ancients’ beautiful image
soul, a bright and glorious thing, emerged |
sleep of death; and as it sailed proudly away o
beautiful wings, ¢ How good is God,’ exclai
delighted insect, ¢ who hath made for me, this

.A &
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violet, and scented the lily and the rose ;
made my bed in the tulip’s bell, and hath
the sweet breath of his zephyrs to ;oe;k m |
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voice of the bellowing thunder roared through the

The lofty head of the elm was reared high
| the neighbouring objects. The deep black
y heavy above it. Suddenly a sheet of fire
its opening bosom, and descended full upon
ic tree. In a moment, the air was darkened
s and splinters from its venerable branches,
‘and wide in every direction. Its verdant
ge shrivelled and withered in an instant, as be-
ath the touch of an enchanter. Yet the noble tree

that destroys all, also heals all ; and the migh-
in reared its head in the quiet sky; in all its
ure and majesty. The busy spider wove
its branches—the smaller animals burrowed
s root—the butterfly slept out his mysterious
pon its boughs, and came thence floating on:
\'!mgs, another and a higher creature—the
bees were again busy in its trunk, and the
ds in its branches. But another charm was
Q 'its beauty—it had seen centuries and it
le—but it had been riven by the lightning,
sacred * “Am I not strong,’ said the
vghpn even the bolt of heaven hath ‘but
opmost boughs, while I was still able to
;&da whn had sought the shelter of my
ful indeed must that be which can lay
me—whom years have sapped, and
ed, and lightning hath shivered in
m that moment ‘came the deamyer.
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“our gratitude to the great Giver for his blessings to us,
because he has thought proper to bless other beings
than ourselves ? Is our happiness diminished, because
others are made happy? Or do we fear to be overlook-

~ed or forgotten amid the immensity of God’s universal
family, by Him who ¢ hath numbered the sands on the

- sea-shore?’ Away then with the ludicrous vanity
with which man is eternally boasting of his own vast
_importance in the infinite scale of God’s works, nor
longer utter that proud boast, alike unsupported by His
works and word, and which may be echoed as proudly
by every being in the vast creation, down to the very
- earth-worm that fattens upon his corpse. ¢ Are not
%Qarrows sold for a farthing, and yet I say unto
you that not one of them is forgotten before God.’
e to reason from God’s omniscience to human
dom, or from God’s benevolence to human pride,
to make his goodness the measure of our vanity.
many birds skim the air that human eye never
? How many beasts inhabit the forest that human
hand hath never taken ? Myriads and myriads of in-
ects swarm in the air, too minute for human optics
ern ; and they too in their turn are perhaps
ained by and sustain others, as much smaller than
mselves, as they are than we.
an is but a solitary link in the infinite chain of
mn And as we know how wonderfully
in extends downward, in each descending step,
_ and more predommatmg over mind, analogy

- ‘,'~‘ .
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God and man is a vast blank ;—and as with man, mind
has probably arrived at the highest degree of perfection
and ascendancy possible, while connected with matter,
its mext step would naturaily lead to a state purely
spiritual, whose constant tendency is toward the Divine
perfections. Itisa beautiful theory, and surely beau-
tifally consistent with the benevoleuce of God’s char-
acter, to believe that the whole creation is thus tending
upward toward Him; that from the lowest and the
meanest insect upwards, each remove by death is but
a step advanced in this grand scale of Omnipotence,—
that the loved and the lost from their unseen state, are
yet permitted to watch around our earthly steps, and,
unseen and unheard, to sympathize in our earthly en-
joyments and sufferings.”

ik

CHAPTER IX. | i

" As the old man concluded, he arose; and weall
followed his example—for the broad brightness of the
full moon, and the deep shadows that the tree and the
broken columns threw around them, warned us that
night was already upon us. For myself I stepped forth
into the street of tombs, and as I strolled leisurely
along, I met the good-natured Marcus. ~But his broad
countenance wore an expression of anxiety, that with
him was indeed unusual. R

« T have been seeking you,” said he earnesﬂy,fw:
- young friend, to warn you that peril js about ym;‘“ 1%
extent and nature you yourself best know. A rumor
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is abroad that all is not right among the Vestals. A
whisper is in circulation, that the Vestal rites are per-
formed by those who have little claim to the honor.
- Fame as yet fixes upon no particular one as the crimi-
nal ; but the man, it is distinctly reported, who is the
partner of the crime, is yourself. You, it is said, have
turned Christian ; you attend their nightly, secret and
mysterious rites ; nay, you have been dogged when in
company with a Vestal, at an hour when there could
have been but one object in your meeting, and the
Vestal was seen to enter their house. How far you are
or are not guilty, you best know ; but the extent of the
_peril to yourself, guilty or not, is tremendous.”
Alarmed at these remarks [ instantly returned
to the house I had just left, to consult with Vetullius
upon what was most proper to be done. Instant
flight would have seemed the most obvious recourse ;
‘but this was at length abandoned, and it was resolved
“that I should remain as if nothing had happened.
Flight would not only instantly establish my guilt, but
might involve the fair Lucilla in my own destruction,
for I could not doubt that it was she at whom the ru-
~mor pointed. Julius meantime  joined our council,
having been informed by Marcus of the strait I was in.
His opinion coincided with ours. It was then agreed
- that in consequence of the peril and persecution of the
Mtlans, the services should be discontinued in the
- cavern before mentioned. The entrance was blocked
,”w,.ttand the stone that opened from the tomb was
ented to the wall. Julius then took me by another
2e, and one known only to Vetullius and himself,
iis cavern. Connected with it, were several



- the most powerful that ever actuates the huma
“Even I, while T felt its power, knew not its

88 TALE OF POMPEIL

other winding passages, which had been entirely un-
known to the assembly that had been in the habit of
worshipping there. Thus possessed of the secret of
admittance, I was to avail myself of it whenever affairs
should seem to have become so desperate as to render
it necessary. e
Meantime the situation of Lucilla occupied all my
thoughts. - What could have been the cause of this ¥
unexpected disaster, I was at a loss to conjecture. ol |
would have given worlds to see her, if but for a -
moment. I asked Julius if it were possible. Heas- |
sured me that it was not;—indeed none but a mad
man would have dreamed of it—but who is msi; i
love ? % : qw,
“Tt is Lucilla’s turn to watch the sacred ﬁr@
in the temple,” said Julius ; ¢ of course there'oouﬂ
be a more unpropitious time for the purpon.
sides,” added he, “I see no possible advantage to be
obtained by an interview; but on the contruy
most formidable perils.” He suspected not that i

strength. I parted with Julius at my fathelgils
which I entered with the consciousness of a cul
I imagined all eyes to be fixed upon me. But my
father, as usual on such occasions, was the last to hear
of the report. As yet he was ignorant of it.
Darkness closed around; and when ‘I: rose fron
my téle-a-téte supper with my father, I re
chamber. But vain were all efforts ntdeep,
tossing in feverish restlessness, I at length a
went into the street, to try if mmm wot
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M was not above half my own width, but my toga was
- dark coloured, and there was no choice. I gathered
‘myself into as narrow a compass as possible ; covering
- my face, and only leaving space sufficient to see those
who were about to enter.

- I had not to wait long. The door soon opened, and
‘there entered an old woman followed by a Vestal who
was to take the place of Lucilla at the sacred fire.

‘.% former stopped as she entered, within two yards
~ ofme; and turned round to see if the Vestal who fol-
lowed her had closed the door. I saw the dim, rheumy
- eye fall directly upon me, but it glanced coldly and

,.

m me. The Vestal too turned back to the door,
} ut her keen eye was more to be feared than that of
L pnrblmd conductor. She was turning her head

reless y back again, when as her eye glanced along
iadow in which I lay, I saw her suddenly turn
ead again, and fix her piercing eye intently for a
nt upon me, I gave myself up for lost. It was
1t that the misshapen shadow had not escaped
nick glance. The old woman passed straight on
ard the altar; but the Vestal advanced one step
aside ‘towards where I lay ere she followed her conduc-
or, with her head cast down, as if in contemplation ;
I thought I caught for a moment the glance of her
in bent upon me, as Ilay motionless as the dead.

o
=9

‘when I heard no alarm given, I could ,scarcely
1y own good fortune

o (GOC ’gle HARV H D UNIVERSITY

* Wy away, and I was convinced that she did not

gination deceived me; for she passed steadily

o 1
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- ceived, or to rise and tell her openly that unless she

- some embarrassed and improbable excuse. But she

- to a wild passion, the life and reputation of a

/
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The eye of the old woman again rested full upon me,
and again glanced coldly away. Not so Lucilla. I
saw her countenance speak unutterable things, as she
looked at me. But there was no possibility of commu-
nication, and she passed quietly out, and in a moment
I was left alone with the Vestal.

My embarrassment was scarcely less now than be-
fore ; since the difficulty of getting -out unperceived,
seemed insuperable. The alternative that seemed to
offer was, to worm myself along from shadow to shadow,
till T arrived near the door, and then either suddenly
to break out and trust to my speed to escape any alarm
that she might raise, or to endeavour to open the door
silently, as I lay on the pavement, and escape unper-

8 5 = .S

suffered me quietly to escape, I would report that
it was by her appointment that I was concealed there.
But my plans were of little use ; for no sooner were
the footsteps well out of hearing, than suddenly ap-
proaching me she said, ¢ Rise, Sir, and tell me why
you are here.” Iobeyed, for I saw that I had been dis-
covered. I advanced to the altar, and began to offer

cut me short. - ¢ You are a Christian,” she sai{l»}-*ﬂ’ ] ':
so is Lucilla. Am I not right?” ¢ Iam a Christian,” (=
I replied. “ And so too am I,” she returned. It was
Canuleia, and I was safe. I stated in a few words the
difficulty of Lucilla’s situation and of my own, It was ;" ‘
not new to her ; and she dismissed me with a charge

N N s s Camnld ks mmee S gy SR N 5 TR N = =

‘As I descended the steps of the portic
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object that met my eyes was the tall figure of a man,
whom I instantly recognised as Matho. Cursing hlm
in the bitterness of my heart, I returned home, to try
once more the restlessness of a sleepless couch.

- CHAPTER X

Ir sleep and I were at enmity before I had seen
Lueilla, how much more so were we now that I had
avowed my love, and that I had reason to hope that it
was not unreturned. Deep and darkening as were the
perils that encompassed us, there was a charm in the
thought of Lucilla’s love, that sent joy and hope
bounding through my veins. There seemed too a ray
of light in the proposal of flight. Could I but once
find myself at a distance from Pompeii, the deepest

- solitude, the darkest midnight, would be enough with
‘her. But our laughing hopes, like impatient children,
~are ever running before sober-paced reality ; and my
=iﬁswe dreams, after dancing for a while in summer
ns, were. always obliged to return from the sunny
%tb a gloomy present. There was too a dark back-
- round to the picture, in which Matho was a conspicu-

‘m eharacter ; but this I loved not to dwell on.

As ea ]y as [ dared, I repalred to the temple of Isis, to
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* the amphitheatre divided into cavew, cunei, &c. The

- ond cavea sat the citizens, and on the third and high-

- from the president, an awning, as if by mag

/Mschylus, I entered, and was rather agreeably sur-
prised by its appearance. Itis semicircular, and like

seats or gradins rise like a flight of steps, and were
elegantly covered with carpets and cushions. On the
first cavea sat the Decurions, the Augustales, and all
those who had the right of the bisellium.* On the sec-

est, the mob and the women. 'These last were guarded |
from the danger of falling by little iron bars. The !
cavee were separated from each other by parapets, |
On that between the first cavewm, was the place des- |,
tined to M. Holconius Rufus, flamen of Augustus, and
patron of the colony, indicated by an inscription. The
statues of Nero and of Agrippina adorn the thnatm
The orchestra + was occupied by many of the prw
pal magistrates. The scenery,adorned with six s -
and several niches, is of course stationary; andch he:
stage is raised about five feet from the. greund.,u"'
usual three doors serve for ingress and egress, ”
Regia Porta or central door being the principal.
a tribune at the extremity of the proscenium, sa
President of the show, in a curule chair ; while af
other extremity was another tribune, then unocc
In front of the stage there are seven niches, in
sat as many musicians. A s 2R
Meantime it began to wax warm ; when on a

* L’honneur du bisellium consistoit & s’asseoir
semblées publiques sur ce siége otily avmt plaee p J
sonnes. Histoire précis de Pompéi. A

t In modern phrase the pit.

-
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% And is it false then,” asked Porcia, ¢ that you

- have attended the secret meetings of the Christians—
'_‘mt you have joined yourself to that terrible sect?™

i '-‘Pptm,” I said, *“ I should indeed be unworthy the
”ﬂvﬂf that persecuted sect, if I hesitated to avow

: elief, whenever and wherever and however it may

" uestioned. I know the fearful persecution that
‘pursues all who avow their belief of Christianity—I

- —to the grave ;—but I shall not the less abide une
k rinking by the result.”
m father groaned aloud at these words, tnd Purcm,
- my gende sister, wept. The sublime firmness,
oras iﬁ was termed the obstinate obduracy, with which
they who had once embraced Christianity, dared and
red tortures and death, rather than abjure their
mnd it to be considered as it were a mortal
nediable disease, in which nothing could be
“ . fnll ;—and his friends watched him with much
ne sensations as they might feel, who, standing se-
oa the river’s bank, should see a son or a brother
it by them, on its swift current, to be dashed in
s over a cataract, without the power to aid, or to
:' m. My father reasoned much and even well
| the nature of the religion I had adopted. He
hough xﬁ aubverswo of all social order and governs
reia said nothing. She only wept in silence,
' as was this scene, the wishes, the prayers,
.uul. last but not least, the silence of those I
d, I was glad finally to retire to my room

b‘tlm.nmaybnngmeto the prison—to the arena -

tln wretched victim, but to weep over his

1 unroll the sacred soroll, that I might draw from its




l ..",- -f., }

. T Original from
Plgitized by GOOSIC HARVARD UNIVERSITY



TALE OF POMPEII. 101

place during the day ; but he strongly recommended
‘me to retire to the cavern, where I should be perfectly
m, even though the oracle, tutored by Matho, should
~ ¢riminate me in its reply. I was however too anxious
{0 witness a ceremony in which I had so deep an ine
~ terest, to follow his advice. I therefore muffled myself
~ asmuch as I could without appearing suspiciously so,

~ and sallied forth with Julius.

. The streets were crowded almost as much as on the
| dayof the show at the amphitheatre. We elbowed our

~ way as well as we wete able to the Civil Forum, the
- scene of almost all the public or solemn fétes of Pompeii.
o Mﬁm is about three hundred and fifty feet long
% liundred and ten wide. In the centre was raised
' J.Q  temporary staging or tower, sufficiently high to over-
- loo ‘ﬂl the buildings of the city. The centre of the
, in which this tower stood, was kept free from
’ﬁl’%ss of the crowd by soldiers, who with long
-.E: “walked backward and forward along the line
d by the dense multitude. :
dint of sturdy crowding, we succeeded in getting
ently forward to obtain a perfect view of all that
gon. We had not waited long when through
1e opposite to where we stood, and which had
3pt open by the soldiers, a man entered, who in
vém ordered all who heard him to leave their
\' oyments and attend to the sacred rites. At that
Mﬁt of the vast muititude gradually died

. pgﬁdually | r*eaeding'-ibirnd of the Tfm?»
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~ and the air was filled mﬁl‘m 1ght
 cations, mingled with oaths mﬂ-m;-
’ "‘Mqﬁmﬁ;’aﬁd‘c&m«aﬁaﬁw |
or crowded harder than was a
lﬁﬁdﬂﬁl&, the continuous hum of cons
ﬂﬂm ndisa mk‘tmy inatil* mﬁhiug

Wm, :ﬁie ‘axes éf &he hctom were
. M,a’m arowd, bhwly advanm
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pnor beast, though muncd and mwhem ‘

+ till the blow was repeated. Another murn
satisfaction ran through the MMG on
 this second evil omen. The poarmnml

“stabbed in several places, and goblets w ’
which the blood was caught as it spouted
wounds, and it was then poured out on the ,
victim was next flayed and opened, and the Harusp
mmmd the entrails. Their omens upon the
me favorable, and the sacrifice QW
W The parts which fell to the ¢
sprinkled with wine and fr‘ankmcme, M

the w ‘The m:ﬁce bemg wmptdﬁd,

nd ascended ‘e ﬁowe& ﬂvhngﬁm |
y hem down, haymg his head
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- Time, whose steady foot joy hastens not, nor sorrow
retards, at length brought the wished for hour; but

- with that hour Julius came not. In vain hour after
hour rolled by. T posted myself at length at the door

of the tomb, in order to catch the first sound of foot-
steps. The third watch had already begun, and disap-
pointed and grieved I was turning with a heavy heart

~ from the door, when I thought I heard some one cau-
tiously approaching. I retreated into the cave, and
was soon delighted with the sound of my own name,
uttered in Julius’s low musical tones. He threw down

- a heavy bundle that he had been carrying, and bidding
me wait his return, instantly disappeared. In a few

‘ ihoments, however, he again appeared heavily laden.
~ “Here,” said he, *isa spade, mattock, and imple-
 ments for digging, which Vetullius directed me to
: : bring with me, for what purpose I know not; and here
_is what is likely to be vastly more useful which I
“@ught on my own account. At the same time he
 struck a light, and lighting-a lamp, displayed helmets
1 swords that he had likewise brought along with
. ¢ Here,” said he, ¢ if it come to the worst, we

- been dogged, and suspected it to have been
he intention of discovering my lurking-place.
d, therefore, sent the implements that he had

thence, after darkness had closed in, to a
in the  neighbourhood of this tomb, where he had
R 10
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ordered them to be left. He himself, meantime, had
been loitering about the city till late. He had then
entered the house of a friend, and immediately passed
out by a private gate which opened upon another street,
and had thus rid himself of his pursuer. He next
repaired to my father’s house, whence he was but now
come. After securing the implements he had brought
in the back part of the cavern, we armed ourselves
with sword and helmet, and thus, in a secure disguise,
sallied forth to my father’s house, which fortunately
was not far off, certain that if met by any one, we
should be taken for two young officers who had been
on some youthful expedition without the city. Every
thing had been prepared by Julius already for my safe
reception. The slaves had all been sent out of the
way, and no sooner were we arrived, than, at a gentle
touch on the door, it was opened, and I was locked in
the arms of my father and sister. We instantly passed
through the garden down into an arched subterranean
gallery33 made in the form of the four sides of a square,
which afforded, during the heat of the day, a cool and
agreeable promenade. It was now the part of the
house the most secure from interruption. R
Here to my surprise I found Vetullius and Caius
Marcus. The latter, in spite of his sympathy wmhﬂ ¥
could not avoid from time to time moistening his : e
row in a cup of wine, amphore of which stood 3
along the side of the passage. There was sol
striking, I had almost said ludicrous, in the contras
. presented by the appearance of these two men, the
the minister of an idol, the other a servant o
High. The one grave and venerable, with p:

Digitized by GQ\ .gle . Or »)r \1 fror
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tenance and hoary head and beard, as he supported his

middle age, his athletic and almost Herculean person,
upright form, and broad, rosy face, manifesting any
thing but the mortifications and austerity which his
- dress, as priest of Isis, would indicate. But they
stood now side by side, engaged alike in a work of be-
nevolence; and, in truth, the danger encountered now
by the Pagan, was by no means trifling, if he were de-
tected, while that of the Christian was comparatively

account, a just and merciful judge will not weigh un-
‘avoidable errors of creed, against virtuous actions.
- He seized my hand.as I entered, *“ Well, Lucius,”

Pluto in which you have been burrowing to-day ? any
wine of Isis? ha, boy ? By Jupiter! I got two large
amphorz of our best for you, but I knew not how to
get them to you, had not Julius taken charge of them.
But what in the name of all the gods possessed you to
affront Matho, and make love to a Vestal? Were you
sick of life, that you took such measures to be rid of
233"
- I thanked him for his thought of me and mine, and
I walked round and round our promenade with Porcia
\ <‘9n\one arm and my father on the other, engaged in
annmg and hoping for the future, when suddenly a
t noise was heard above, and Julius, who went
tole arn the cause, soon returned with the unpleasant
s that the house was surrounded by soldiers, and
[ should infallibly be taken. This appalling intel-
e was scarcely less alarming to Marcus than to

. ~

aged body upon his staff'; the other in the fullness of

small ; and 1 humbly trust that in the great day of

said he, “ have you had any thing to eat in that den of

T T —
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selves were. Those who entered, naturally passed our

" with these men.” The artifice succeeded. We m

rush of all the soldiers at once to escape b
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me ; since for him, a priest of Isis, to be found coun-
tenancing and abetting an abjurer of religion, the sup-
posed violater of a Vestal, did not augur much more
favorably for him, than for me. ¢ Come,” said he,
filling a cup to the brim, “if I fall now I shall but do

for a friend, what I must soon have done for myself;

then pouring out a little in libation he drank off the

rest. ot
“ Now,” said he, ¢ extinguish all the lights but one

!
!
!
|
|
|
and open the door. For you, Julius and Lucius,do 1]
you stand behind the door. We obeyed almost me- 1
chanically, and no sooner was the door open than in l
rushed a dozen seldiers, armed pretty much as we our- |
hiding-place, if it deserved the name, a few only bear-
ing torches. ¢ Now,” whisperd Marcus, who had sta-
tioned himself near us, “come boldly out and mxﬂgh

ed the soldiers, takmg care to keep as much as possible
in obscurity and conceal our faces with our helm .
The soldiers, intent only on search after ‘me, drea
not of our being so near ; and, naturally occupied in
the search they had instituted, thought not of ‘our
being other than a part of their own band. But w
we were expecting detection every moment, we
denly perceived a dense smoke pouring into the
and the cry of fire was heard from below. ‘
diers, who hitherto had been so clamorous and ¢
in their search, now began to turn back to th ¢
in visible terror, which was increased by the w
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~the smoky torch flashed upon the low roof and sides of
the prison, Lucilla was discovered on her knees before
~ the little crucifix which has been already mentioned as
the gift of Vetullius. She moved not at first as he en-
- tered ; and when at length she raised her head, it was
not the pale, care-worn, haggard countenance of a
~ tender girl, the tenant of such a dungeon,—but a calm,
‘beautiful, and tranquil countenance, the slight glow
upon whose cheek might have been either the flush of
In:er, or of devotion.
- “ How now, fair Vestal ” said the intruder, “upon
your knees ! May I ask to whom the beauteous Lucilla
~ deigns to kneel 7”
%I do not kneel to you,” replied the fearless girl.
% The time will come, haughty lady, when that stub-
- born spirit will be less unwilling to beg the protection
Mtho. A word from me to the Emperor can save
ypu from the horrible death you are deomed to suffer ;
nay more, will clear your bleeding reputation. You

r the conditions on which alone that word will be
] bh

o indeed know and despise alike them and their
You clear my reputation! Yes! on condi-

y to ery up the commodity they may happen to
for disposal. But beware lest you outbid your
Vi) ll - P
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h } ~il“igh"_‘y°“ are not the first I have met with
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own market. Nay, blush not, this is neither plabe“nor
time for any but direct communication.” .
¢ Wretched, profligate, abandoned villain, I may well

blush that under any circumstances a pure mind should

_ be compelled to listen to the insulting language of such

a demon as you.”
« Will the pure mind of the chaste Lucilla deign to
inform my poor comprehension how the boy Diomedes
became so much more fortunate than the demon
Matho? how he was able to win the difficult love of
the Vestal ?” ~
i) ¢ By not resembling you.” :
~ « By Jove, this is too much. Foolish girl, I stooped:
to beg when I might command. Know that I came here
with a fixed and settled purpose ; and if you will not
yield to fair words and to fair offers, you shall to force. v
Here you are in my power. The jailor is my ore&tnm ol
and your cries will be unheard by any other ear.”
« You deceive yourself. There is an ear will hear
and an arm that will revenge me—ay ! faithfully.”” = "1
« Tt shall not lack the opportunity then;” and he
miscreant darted forwards to seize her in his a ms.
The Vestal stood quiet and composed, and as he ap i+l
proached her, she suddenly seized the short swo!
his side, and ere he was aware of the action, he
penetrate his body. He instantly started back
the act drew the blade from the wound. A gus
biood followed. Turning again towards her, as s
stood with the countenance of an inspired Sybil,
ing aloft the reeking blade, he muttered m;
and vows of vengeance, as he departed

4
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Meantime, a different scene was presented at another
part of the city. Cennius and his wife, believing like
all the rest, in the guilt of their child, resolved in the
first burst of their indignation to let her perish. But
the mother soon resumed its influence over the woman ;
and in the gush of her returniiig fondness, she resolved
to have recourse, if possible, to the only power that
could now avail to save her child—the Emperor. He
had been represented as mild and wise ; and although
the jealousy, the crimes, the cruelty, and the base de-
sires that he afterwards displayed, as yet lay compara-
tively in embryo in his character, yet startling traits of
them even now were occasionally exhibited.

The old knight, Cennius, with difficulty obtained
permission for an interview. It was therefore with a
beating heart, that with his wife, Favella, he repaired

.\ 1o the temporary palace of the Emperor at the appoint-

ed time. The guards at the door directed them to an

‘ante-room, where they were compelled to wait while an

~officer went to learn if the Emperor was at leisure to

receive them. On his return, he motioned to Cennius
to remain where he was, while his wife should proceed
with him.  After crossing several rooms and passages,

a door was thrown open in a large room, filled with

- soldiers. A few of them were on duty before the doors

0f the apartment ; the rest were idly lounging about,

-some collected in knots listening to the stories or jests

~ of their comrades ; others were lounging in listless soli-

- tude or dozing, as they lay reclining upon a bench that

Ml‘ounded the apartment ; others appeared to be en~

med in grave and serious debate. But one thing was

phervable amid all then' conversation, and that was
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- room. Passing between the two sentinels on duty, at a

_started back suspiciously, as in the earnestness of |
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the suppressed tones which all employed. It indicated
the neighborhood of the emperor. The officer who
accompanied Favella passed through the large hall,
whose beautiful mosaic floor might well adorn an Em-
peror’s apartment, to a door at the opposite end of the

signal made to a man who stood before the door, it was
thrown open and discovered a rather small apartment,
hung round with mirrors3® of highly polished metal.
At a table, at the extremity of the room, sat a man with
a good open expression of countenance, his forehead
high, and his nose approaching to aquiline.
The matronly form of Favella was clad in sordid

weeds, and there was a dignity in the manner in which
she approached and knelt before the Emperor,36 whq

- F— T — A —§ = =. _— == "=

ternal zeal she approached nearer to his person iﬁm
he was accustomed to permit. He was the ﬁrst so
begin the conversation.
“« Lady, what would you with the Emperor 'l” : '
The assumed, calmness and dignity of the woman
was prostrated in an instant before the workings of
ternal sorrow, and she burst into tears as she re
“'The life of my child.”
“ Your child has been capitally condemned b}« he
college of Pontifices. I cannot interfere in that bu By -
ness.” - 4 :
« She is innocent, she is innocent;” repeat
unhappy woman, almost unconscious of _wha,,ly:
uttering. ** My lord, spare, I beseech you, as you
would hope for mercy from the just gods,
innocent and the helpless.” g

L
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¢« Can you prove her innocence ?17”’

¢ Pardon me my lord, can you prove her guilt?”

“The nature of the crime scarcély admits of direct
proof, but circumstantial evidence was abundant. But
the gods themselves have taken the proof into their own
hands, and supplied miraculously the evidence that was
wanting. Matho has given me a full account of it, and
the Vestals one and all can witness, that while she
protested that water had been poured from the oil-flask
into the Vestal lamp, and that the oil-jar was empty,
the lamp was found filled with oil, the flask contained
not a drop of water, and the oil-jar was full.”

- The unhappy mother heard, what she knew before

but too well, in hopeless despondency ; then breaking
- into a passionate burst of feeling, she succeeded ap-

parently for a moment in rousing the attention even of

the cold-hearted Emperor. But he soon became indif-
ferent to the novel excitement, and bade her seek the
mercy of the Pontifex Maximus.

“ My lord, you too may become a father, and in the
hour of your need, may call for mercy as imploringly
as I do now. May the gods grant that it be not as
vainly—that when the hoary head and the feeble
limbs shall need the comfort that golden crowns and
‘imperial robes cannot give—that when the heart, the
weary heart, shall turn aching and sickening away
from the hollowness of pomp to the solid empire of the
affections—that when you have learned the sad lesson
that the myriads that bow before you, are not of equal
ﬂlne with one faithful heart—and you will learn that
sson—when you shall yourself have tasted of the

that merciful deeds have planted—and you will
11*
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"need that mercy—that the prayers and the thanks of a
'grateful mother, of a family redeemed from shame, may

plead for you before the the throne of Jove, and at any
tribunal that carthly power may ever erect for you.”
Favella paused, for the Emperor’s whole soul was at
that moment engaged in the act of catching a fly,3
that unhappily for himself had settled near him ; and it
was sufficiently obvious that he heard not a syllable that

“she was uttering. Perhaps it was fortunate for her that

it was so, as the allusion to any tribunal to which he
might become accountable was not likely to be very
agreeable to the jealous Emperor. Holding up the
captive fly with great glee, he proceeded to kill him ‘
with a bodkin that lay on the table beside him.

¢« My lord,” uttered the astonished Favella after a
pause, ¢ may I not hope for mercy? To grant memy
is to insure its being received for ourselves.”

¢ And what need can T have of mercy ?” G S

“ The fate of the first Cesar, great as he was, not
to mention others of your ‘august family, is the best
answer I can give you.” x:gd '

The brow of Domitian became dark at this pam
allusion to the frequent assassinations in the family of
the Cemsars; the fate he so much dreaded,
which he took so many precautions, yet whxoh he
nevertheless destined to undergo. ' ‘

Giving a signal to his guards, she was instantl;
ered from his presence. | j
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CHAPTER XIII.

EARLY on the morning appointed for the execution
of Lucilla she was roused by the opening of her heavy
- prison door, and Favella appeared, bearing a lamp in
lier hand. In the presence of the Emperor she had
made a strong effort to appear calm and collected.
She thought of Lucilla as of one who had forfeited, by
misconduct the most flagrant, the place she had hith-
erto held in her heart, and she endeavoured to forget
that she was a mother. But that time had passed by ;
and she stood now before her child, soon to be hers no
longer, bowed down beneath the heavy burden of a
mother’s sorrow. She saw before her now not the sac-
rilegious and fallen Vestal, but her own helpless child,
still dear, even amid dishonor and death.
“The unhappy woman wept as she hung over her
daughter, and Lucilla’s eyes were not dry.

« My poor child!” she at length exclaimed,  how
little did I think when we last parted, that our next
meeting should be here and thus.”

“ Better here and thus in innocence, than before the
altar in splendor and guilt.”

o ¢ Innocence ! ” famtly articulated Favella.

- “Yes! innocence ;" proudly repeated Lucilla.

~ “Are you indeed innocent, my child ? Say but that

you are—say that hereafter when I think upon my child
I may lament the injustice that has thus rent my heart,

‘, 1t not the shame that has blasted a spotless name—

&N tell me that though I must weep, I need not blush

e s M
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¢ Dare you swear it, Lucilla, swear it by the throne
of Pluto and the gloomy Styx 1”
¢« Mother, I dare-swear it by the throne of God.” .
¢ Yet, you acknowledge yourself a Christian ?”
« T do—but in that do I acknowledge no crime.”
« Well, I bless the gods that even a drop of mercy is
mingled in this brimming, burning cup.”
“Yes! mother; and it is well as it is. My convie-
tions would not have permitted me, a Christian, to
remain the priestess of an idol. An hour of parting at
any rate must soon have come, and this is no more.
Be thankful that the flower is culled at once, and not
Jeft broken upon its stem, to drown in the dews, and per- &
ish in the sunshine, and to hang lingering yet w1thermg w, |
beneath its parental shelter. Grieve not, I say, that I .
depart at once; leaving to life’s after years no pamfnl' b |
remembrance cleaving to the unweaned heart—-a,ﬁ; 1
rather rejoice that the flower drooped not till it m i
low—that the Iight, brief and faint as it was, WIQ* :
xiuded to its setting. T
« My tears are less bitter now, Lucilla.” A
« Shall I not see my father and my sisters before the,'*
horrid hour comes, mother M :
« Yes, your father, perhaps, my child—but there
pangs that only a mother can bear—deep agony,
quered by deeper love. But tell me how it is the
pearances are so strong against you if innoce

« The villain Matho had the presumption t’q,' I
to me of his lawless love; aware, that, as he knew
my conversion, I should not dare to have him
The response of the oracle, the wmr m the

o (GO .gle
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in short was his work—nay, only last evening he again
came to this dungeon, and offered me not only libera-
 tion, but new and increased honors, if I would consent
to his wishes ; and when he met the repulse that I be-
lieve he expected not in my miserable situation, the
unmanly villain even attempted force ; but I plunged
his own sword into his body, and he has now left me,

I trust, to my fate.” '
¢« Matho ! the miserable favorite of the tyrant Em-

escape the effects of your blow.”

«No, mother ; vengeance is not for man. There is
a power that will punish the guilty ; to Him only ven-
~geance belongeth.” _

‘A noise of the prison doors again opening interrupt-

meaning of those sounds. The mother threw herself
upon her daughter’s neck, and wept in the bitterness
of hopeless despair.  °
There are moments when even the boldest s

quails before the near inevitable approach of the l‘(?‘
of terrors. - What wonder then if a young and timid
girl should shrink for a moment from the tremendous
fate that awaited her. It was but for a moment, how-
ever; and when the lictors and jailor had entered
the dungeon, she stood before them calm, collected,

MA city, announcing the crime of Lucilla and its
intended punishment. Guarded by lictors, she fol-
ed the jailor from the cell. A crowd of weeping
s were collected around the door, who, following
elancholy train, accompanied her to the tem=

peror? But there shall be a day of reckoning if he

ad the conversation. Both knew but too well the

and resigned. Criers had already been throughout -
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ple of Vesta, whither the lictors were conducting her.
As they passed along, every house-top was crowded,
and every door-step lined with spectators. Curiosity
and horror seemed contending for the mastery in every
‘breast. The passengers whom they met in the crowd-
ed streets, would stand aside and gather up their gar-
ments, as if afraid of pollution from the very earth on
which she trod. Others turned their backs upon the
passing girl, and with uplified hands and arms seemed
calling down protection from Jove against the saqp:l-'
legious apostate. Even the children ran affrighted

‘% ~ away, though' they knew not why, and seizing their
? oz mother’s robes ventured to look back over their shbux«
L ers at the dreadful sight. 2R

- Arrived at the temple of Vesta, the whole colle

e door, the temple bein
- small to contain them. The Pontifex Maximus,

‘conducted, and there before the altar, the sacred .
taken from her head, and the Vestal robes
person, and she was clad in a long, white, mour
tobe A litter, or rather bier, was then bro

‘6

B, - kind of deep chest or coffin, made to close w
' greatest exactness and strength, in order that
- passion of the multitude need not be excited b
b cries. This litter was borne by means of two

_Q},,’ connected with its sides. Into this litter she
pelled to mount, and stretch herself at lerig!
lid was then closed and secured by the Pon
mus, and the melancholy processxon agam
its course. Going out at the Hercula

ssed through the street of tombs for a sh

» Google gy it
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then turning off to the right, after a few minutes’ walk
the procession stopped on an open plain. Beside a place
where a quantity of fresh earth had been thrown up, a
couple of lictors were seen slowing pacing backward
and forward. Here the litter was set down. The
earth that was thrown up there had covered a square
stone, which closed the mouth of a subterranean cav-
ern or tomb. The end of a ladder was seen projecting
from the mouth of the tomb. At its side lay the heavy
stone that was to seal its entrance, and around lay
spades and other implements for covering it with
~earth. The Pontifex Maximus now advanced and
opened the litter, muttering at the same time certain
prayers in a low voice. Taking the hand of Lucilla,
he assisted her to descend from the litter, and gave her
over to the executioner. The multitude pressed not
around the spot, but at a distance seemed watching the
horrid ceremony ; some on their knees with their faces
~averted from the direction of Lucilla ; others, curiosﬁt'j'
ﬂiﬂf prevailing over horror, fled, yet turned their heag
;ti]l toward the scene of execution, under the influéfiée
of that fearful fascination which almost every one at
times has felt, compelling them to witness what it is
;i‘!j&?lert'he]ess horror to behold. But this was not the case
§. *ﬂhh all. A few there still were who, despite the hor-
~ rors of the scene, pressed forward to utter their last

n to be silent. |
cilla herself seemed the least moved of any; and
~when folded in her father’s arms for the last
i he struggling feelings of nature triumphed for a
mc en t, ,,)ge!_:"it was but for a moment. ¢ My father,”
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she said, ¢ at this solemn hour hear me protest my in-
nocence of the crime for which I am about t’om
Carry to my mother my dying remembrance and m :
and let this hour remain in your memory thfougﬁm
after years, but without its bitterness.”
The sturdy old knight wept like a child over her
whom he had so lately believed guilty, and whom now
with the strong reaction of returning parentai lﬁm :
considered as a martyr in the cause of virtue.
“ Lucilla, T believed you guilty till I heard Tﬁé
tory of your wrongs from your mother. I little dr

and the strong man’s strength But T will dnnk
cup of vengeance yet, ay, in despite of the m

himself.”
The executioners here mterposed warnin,
that the time was passing, and that they could

hung for a moment upon his neck. It is
time,” she murmured, ‘ the last time I sk

ybu ”
“ Not so, my father. I would npt
to be dwelt on as men lookupa‘ a

cloud hanging in the blue and g

o (GO ’Sle RARVARE UNIVERSITY
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me as one living and in the midst of you still. Let the
room that you have called Lucilla’s, be called so still,
~ and tell Cornelia to cultivate the flowers I planted, as
if I were still there to watch them. Let my memory
recur to you as the echoings of distant music float over
the waters at midnight, stealing upon the sleeper’s ear
in notes too soft to disturb his repose. Farewell, my
father. May the Christian’s God protect you.”
- The executioner again interposed to hasten the part-
ing hour. Again she was locked in the close embrace
of her father, then addressing herself with dignity to the
executioner, she said, with a firm voice—* I am ready.”
The unhappy father turned away in agony from the
spot, and insensibility saved him from witnessing the
last distressing scene. Lucilla, meantime, assisted by
the executioner, stepped upon the fatal ladder, and
_with a firm bearing descended into the living tomb
destined to receive her. A small bed was then lower-
~ ered into it, upon which she was seated. A table
 was- placed beside it, on which was a lamp bu
ing. A small flask of oil, a loaf, a little milk, and
~ alittle water, were then placed upon the table. Im-
‘mediately the ladder was drawn up from the tomb.
The assistants applied strong iron bars to the heavy
 stone, and at length succeeded in heaving the weighty
~ mass over the mouth of the opening, and closing the
~ ligh of day upon the unhappy girl. In a few moments
e of the gravel was heard as n fe]l heavily
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length the last shovelful was thrown over 1t Itw
then carefully smoothed over by the assistants. The
crowd gradually dispersed, and at last nothing ‘was,
seen about- the place, except two lictors, who p&eei
slowly backward and forward to prevent any one from
attempting her liberation. e
The Pontifices now returned to the temple, before
which an expiatory sacrifice was made. The Pontifex
Maximus then took a large convex lens, and stood be- ]
i side an altar on which the sacred lamp was placed. |
; The Vestals stood around it. The wick was made wet |
' with some combustible substance, and after t:he-.-m A
' solemn invocations, libations, and prayers by the Pon- |
tifex Maximus, the rays of the sun, collected by the
lens, were brought to a focus upon the wick. It soon
began to smoke and in a few minutes flamed :upm
B high. The air was instantly rent with acclam
5 sacrifices were again made, and the sacred lamp&@i
taken up by the Vestals with great pomp and carried
in procession to the temple, where it was again plac:
upon the altar. A
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lent as was the excitement he manifested, mine I confess
was not less ; and I know not of what desperate extrav-
agance we might have been guilty, had not a message
that he himself brought from Vetullius fortunately hinted
to us, as we thought, that the punishment of Matho was
in his power. The forgiving doctrines of Christianity
were forgotten by both of us, and the only thought that
animated us was revenge—the most signal, and the
most ‘implacable. We waited with excessive impa-
tience, till darkness should bring Vetullius to the cav-

‘ern. A hundred times we cursed the lazy progress of

the sun, and almost thought that another Joshua had

commanded him to stand still.

- Time, however, idler as he seemed, at length brought
the desired hour. Vetullius appeared, and with him
the last man we should have expected to see there
and with Vetullius—Caius Marcus.

. “There,” said the latter, as he threw from his
shoulders a large basket heavily laden, ‘ since prison-
ers you must be, voluntary or involuntary, it is fitting
you should have something better than bread and wa-
ter. It grieved me to think on the pinched and starv-
ing condition of your strong-hold, and while I was
sweating under a porter’s load of wine and chickens,
Vetullius was talking” about spiritual food. What he

~ meant I know not; but I thought to myself if he had but

-seen the zeal of the onset that you made bodily at the

‘temple the other day, he would have had some reason

3 ‘igﬁimk that the food, whatever it is, should be solid.” ,
Vetallius sighed at what he thought the blinded con-
“dition of Marcus, and taking the torch led the way
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- and myself to take the digging implements that had
“been carefully concealed ever since they had been first .'

brought, he bade us follow him. We obeyed in silence,
as he led the way through one of the many long pas-
sages that branched off in various directions. Although
these passages or galleries were numerous and intri-
cate, Vetullius moved along them as one well acquainte
ed with them, till at length he stopped at a part where
several of the passages meeting formed an open place in
which we could stand upright with ease. Here Vetul-

‘lius began to study carefully, by the aid of his torch,

the stone walls. At length he seemed to have discov-

- ered what he sought for, and planting the torch in the

earth, he called our attention to the wall he had been
examining. It consisted like the rest, ef.a soﬁmm\
brittle, and in many places split, readily cmmblq
neath heavy blows. o |

« Now,” said the old man, “ as you valu,ow
friend, break away this mass.” RS T
- Stimulated by such an object, you will mdﬁy on-
ceive that we were not sluggish in our exertions. The
ponderous strength of the jolly priest was bestow ith
as apparent good will as our own ;. although he was in~
stantly aware of the object of our exertions, and n
of course himself suffer a terrible punishment, s
his part in the business ever be discovered. Yet,
all our exertions, our progress was but slow.

ed, and frequent were the visits uhl&
his own wine flask. A
% By Bacchus !” he exelaimd:,ml : s
hm drill and wiped Wﬂ&
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reeking brow with the corner of his robe, ¢ the Ponti-
fices would condemn but few to be buried in this man-
ner, if they had themselves to dig them out again.
Why, as to a ghost ever finding its way out of such a
Cretan labyrinth, old Pluto himself could never do it.”
At this moment the part of the wall against which I
had been drilling suddenly yielded, and my drill was
driven half its length into soft earth. A cry of joy an-
nounced my success, and we soon found that a large
fragment of the rock was loosened. Drills and levers
were all instantly at work. Even old Vetullius applied
‘his feeble strength to aid in the effort to force it from
its place. But our exertions were for a long time vain,
till Marcus, by a sudden effort of his powerful frame.
succeeded in starting it from its position. Again our
united strength was applied, and the ponderous mass, -
slowly sliding from its place, at last trembled on an
even balance. ¢ Now,” said Marcus, ¢ together ;”
and with another strong effort the heavy fragment slip-
ped from its place, and rolled upon the floor. But it
fell not alone.” Another and yet another came tumbling
after it, followed by a mass of earth that at once blind--
ed and buried us. An exclamation of “ By Vulcan,”
was buried as it were, in the very mouth of the priest,
as he was in the act of raising his heavy drill for an-
other blow. After the dust and confusion had a little

. sabsided, we all came crawling from the earth that had
- covered us, no one fortunately having been injured,
m proceeded in our business. Vetullius cautioned
now‘agamst speakmg loud, lest we should be heard
7 the lictors who were guarding the tomb on the
. After clearing away the rubbish a little,
- 1R*
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we proceeded more carefally. B,emovmg the~m
tered earth through the rent, we had soon excavat-
ed a place sufficiently large to stand erect in, and
continue our labor on the other side. After an hour’s
 work, I thought I heard, indistinctly indeed, the sound
of a voice. I listened with the most intense earnest-
ness. It was distant and seemed smothered, but I
readily recognised the soft tones of Lucilla’s voice,
which sounded as if above me. We instantly began
digging upward in the direction whence it seemed to.
proceed. Gradually the voice sounded louder and more.
distinct, and at length it seemed clearly and directly
above us. We were, therefore, obliged to scrappm
- earth over our heads, though with great pmm
lest it should suddenly yield and fall in upon us. With
the aid of a long drill we bored upwards, till atm
it suddenly slipped up as if encountering ne furthe;
resistance. Upon withdrawing it, a faint lig
Bl seen to glimmer through the narrow aperture
B 3 ed by the inétrument. The song of Lucilla ce
B and applying my mouth to the hole I called upol
E: by name. She instantly replied. If we were active
b before in our search, judge what we now were when we
Ece could communicate directly with herself, ;
E‘“ , “strument and every hand was occupied. 'l
'

~ from above our heads served still to xj
TN and prevent the roof from getting beyo!
as. we scraped the earth thence. er’
got the better of our prudence, mw
floor of the Vestal’s Wﬂmwﬂm

mm‘swm“fﬁmm-z -
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It is not in my power to express the rapture I felt at
this event. The very grave had yawned, as it were, and
given up its dead. 1 believe at that moment I could
have forgiven Matho himself. Julius folded her in his
arms, and Vetullius offered his thanks where only they
were due. As for Marcus, after shaking her heartily
by the hand, he had taken her lamp and table and dis-
appeared. We were all too much occupied with our -
own feelings to notice his departure; but when at.
length the turbulence of our joy was a little subsided,
we took her bed, oil, and provisions, and led by Vetul-
lius retired to the part of the cavern we commonly oc-
cupied. Here we found Marcus sitting at the little
table that had been left in the tomb with Lucilla, com~
forting himself with his favorite repast, for the toil, by.
no means a favorite, that he had sustained. His own
chickens, eggs, and wine, were spread upon the table ;
and to say sooth we did not long leave him to a soli-
tary discussion of them. |
- Lucilla informed us that she had heard us at work
a long time before the drill made its entrance into her
cell ; but at first she had supposed it to be Vesuvms,
‘whose deep and hollow bellowings had for some time
| uttered in a most menacing manner ; that after

| 1 ,mt}spaoted the truth, she began to sing, in order by
~ her voice to guide us to her, as calling might have
- caused suspicion in the guard above. She, however,
‘..L__mhd?of our ultimate success, until she saw the drill
~ working its way up through the floor. -
: eua,‘ the activity of whose tongue and stomach
‘C' in an inverse proportion to each other,
- Bow began once more to find the use of the former.

-
-
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¢ By Hermes, Lucilla, I have not had so good an appe-
tite before, since the time when I was starved as a Neo- ‘
phyte, in order, as I suppose (for I never could see any
other benefit that I derived from it), to give me a good
permanent appetite when I became a Hierophant.
For my own part, I should be glad to dig you up every
day, could I always be sure of as hearty a meal after it..’"
« I thank you,” replied Lucilla; “but for my own
part, I freely confess that if your appetite requires such

‘& whet, I should greatly prefer that it should have a.

different subject.”
«No need of that,” he returned.. “Experience is
always the best teacher of what is good for us, and T
assure you, you serve the purpose well enough. D
no, depend upon it, there is nothing like digging uta
Vestal to give a priest of Isis a good appetite.” gl
« T am not disposed to contest the point,” r@m;;.
Lucilla ; “ but I must request you, my excellent ﬁm
to oblige me so far as to see my parents, and allevia
the anguish they must feel on my account.” ,’
<« Ay, ay,” he returned. “ But as yet the bus
is but half done ; you will never be safe whﬂe
in ' Pompeii. For should any thing be suspec

(¥

unless indeed they should chance to take it
heads that you were innocent after all, in co
of which Vesta had translated you bag and
" After some consultation, it was agreed
method of escape should be intrusted to
Julius; for until the latter should \bq'
nounced, it was not thought necessa y 4
W!hmsalf in close c@nﬁmm
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find some bark going to Neapolis, which Julius was to -

~engage, in order, in case of discovery, that Marcus
might incur no danger. A place of rendezvous was
then appointed between them, without the city, for the
evening of the coming day, after which he departed.

CHAPTER XV.

Puncruaw to the appointed hour the next evening,
Julius sallied forth to the place of meeting. Marcus
was already there. He had been strolling along the
shore, and by artfully conversing with the boatmen, he
had discovered a light barge which he thought would

- amswer the purpose, and which was then unengaged.

Julius, therefore, instantly went to the spot deseribed

- by Marcus, and readily engaged the boat, intending at

‘Neapolis to dismiss the man, and engage another from

) that port, which might serve to bafile any inquiries or

~ search that might be made. Julins appointed the

~ place, and where and when the boat should be in read-
Jiness the following evening. -~ Returuing joyfully to

m Matho. He appeared as usual, occupied with his
-‘ wn sullen thoughts, and Julius, who at Athat moment
every possible motive to avoid both recognition

:mgnarrel thh him, though burumg with mge at

» Google .
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-moving with great precaution near him. Ha
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concealment, for he felt assured that I was still con-
cealed somewhere in the neighbourhood. It was not,
therefore, without some suspicion, that Julius from
time to time looked back to see if he were not followed
by Matho. Although the darkness did not permit him
to see far, yet he felt more assured when unable to
perceive any thing to confirm his suspicion. In order,
however, to baffle his foe, should Matho, notwithstand-
ing be watching him, instead of returning directly to
the cavern, he went first to my father’s house. I will
not say that there was not a spice of another feeling
that directed his footsteps thither. I had more than
once suspected that Porcia held an influence over his
mind, scarcely less powerful than that exercised by
Lucilla over mine. Nor would I dare assert that the
blush that covered her face, or the confusion and w
mor of the ingenuous girl, at his appearance, wﬂ
wholly on account of her brother. Suffice it to say,
that after a stay sufficiently long to have exhausted the
patience of Matho, if he were indeed watching m b o7,
coming out, he returned to the cavern. L5y VIR
As he stopped to press the spring on the door oﬁ" e
tomb, he thought he heard a sound as of some

v
=Y
¢

and listened ; but not a sound was again
jealousy itself needed tremble at. Before entering, h
took the precaution to look behind the tor
him, but nothing was visible} and convmeed
had been deceived by his own acute suspicior
tered, and informed us of his success.

That evening and the following d&y‘m

pleasing anticipations and hopes.
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: happy. at the prospect of the near possession of the
object of his deep love, after the fearful perils that we
were even then encountering, like the repose of our
own mountain after the tremendous agitation within it.
~But the eventful hour drew nigh. We accordingly
made a package of our arms and other things that we
intended to take with us. ‘Lucilla was disguised, as
- well as ourselves ; and it was agreed that Julius and I
should go first with the package, and Lucilla with Ve-
tullius follow a few minutes after, in order the better to
avoid exciting attention from any chance passengers.
Every thing being.in readiness, Julius and I departed
with our baggage, with which we arrived in safety at
the boat. But when, after some minutes had elapsed
and Lucilla and Vetullius did not appear, I began to
be apprehensive, Julius laughed at my impatience, as
he termed my fears for my companions; but this did
- not alleviate them. Accordingly, arming myself, I
once more returned to the cavern.
I met them not on the way; and on my arrival at
the tomb by which it is entered, I found the door open.
My foreboding fears were now quickened into agony.
I drew my sword and rushed into the cavern. I shall
not readily forget the spectacle that met my view.
‘There lay Vetullius bound hand and foot, and over
him stood a tall, gaunt figure with a drawn sword, to
‘guard more surely the defenceless old man. But I
paused not for him, for I heard the shrieks of Lucilla
ringing through the distant arches of the cavern. I
followed the sound with the speed of the wind. The
- man I have mentioned attempted to pursue me, but he
I on lost himself in the intricate mazes of the cavern.
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coward as well as villain. Our combat lasted but a h' :
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For myself, I knew not, I cared not for his pm'smt. !

- thought not of him. My whole soul was with Lueilla.

I well knew, too, the intricacies of the place, and I soon
overtook the villain. Lucilla was in his arms and
struggling violently. In one hand he held a torch.
At the sight of me she uttered a scream of joy. Matho
instantly relaxed his hold, and planting the end of the
torch in the earth he drew his sword; for he well
knew that his struggle now was to be for life or for
death, and with a desperate man. He was large and
powerful, but he wanted the necessary accomplishu;ent
for a villain, courage. Had he but possessed an ordinary
degree of coolness, he might have taken the advantage
that my passionate eagerness gave him. But he wuétA

moments, for what could withstand the fury of a rage
like mine ? I clove him through the skull, and ere‘-m
worthless villain fell at my feet, I saw the agoniz
expression of the starting eye, as uttering a deep gronl
he ceased from the struggle, and resting the poin

his sword in the sand, supported himself for a mc
upon it, though reelmg and balancing lmnself
difficulty ; then dropping his head on his che
muscles of his arm relaxed, he pitched fo., r
fell heavily upon the floor. A few convulsive str
followed—the eye was closed—then suddenly _
to straining—the pupil dilated as by a vio}ent fort
sight—and the soul of the villain departed. *

Supporting the almost hfeless Lucllla in my ' ‘m

e
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returned and unbound Vetullius, and we now once
more left the cavern. We reached our bark in safety.
But, arrived there, Vetullius refused to accompany us
farther. It was in vain that we urged, and prayed, and
implored.  There is work yet to be done here,” he
said. ¢ I must complete it before I can join you.
Meantime a friend of mine will receive you at the
quay. He already has notice of your approach. Trust
him fully. Do not make yourself uneasy about me;
He who saved me from the lion’s jaws, and who hath
this night delivered us from greater peril, He will pro-
tect me still.””  Finding our efforts to take him with us
to be vain, we bade him adieu, and parted, not without
tears. The old man then gave us his blessing, and rais-
ing our little sail, in a few minutes we had the pleasure
of seeing Pompeii gradually receding from our view.

Lucilla was deeply affected. When she last saw the
light of heaven and the blue sky, she had taken, as she
then thought, an eternal farewell of them ; and there
was a solemnity in the appearance of all things about us
now, which was doubtless aided by the scene we had just
passed through, the hour, and last though not least, the
angry appearance and sounds of the mountain. From
time to time a sound more hollow than thunder, yet
" not less loud, was heard echoing and re-echoing through
the air for several seconds, accompanied by vivid flashes
of light, which for an instant made every object as dis-
tinct as at noon-day. Then again it would gradually
fade away 1o a light as soft as that of the aurora borea-
- lis, which, too faint to illumine other objects, seemed to
settle over the mouth of the crater, lingering as if loth
to depart. Even this at times would die wholly away,

e 13 :
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so0 as to leave the mountain as black and dark as its
own desolate summit, till a new peal was roared out
from its sullen throat. Light barks were seen shooting
by us with the fleetness of an arrow and the silence of

a spirit. But whatever might be the nature of our sen-
sations or reflections, they had no opportunity to be of
long continuance ; for after a few hours’ sail we shot
into the full port of Neapolis.

We now enjoyed a‘very different view of the bay
from that presented in the crowded little port of Pom-
peii. Large galleys lay riding at anchor in the haven,
through whose sterns lights were seen flashing as we
glided along. The light barks of those engaged in fishing
appeared darting to and fro, and occasionally the voice
of the fislerman was heard echoing over the waters;
while his little boat, to whose prow a torch was fixed,
seemed gliding like a spirit over the deep. The moon
was just rising as our bark touched the pier, the boat-
man informing us at the same time that the old man
who refused to embark with us, had ordered him to
land us at that particular spot. We readily understood
the cause of this order; and accordingly we were
scarcely well on the land, when a man came np‘;v;in,
and as he passed us he inquired in a careless tone,
« How is the wind?”’ the words agreed upon as aﬁg
nal. ¢ Fresh from the mountain,” was the concerte
reply, and we were instantly acquainted. He k
the whole history of our difficulties and situation ;
instantly led the way, through the dark and in

windings of the city, once the ambitious rival of
opolis, till the two were united by Augustus,
lodgings he had provided for us. Here, ‘he ai :;
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we might remain in safety, till we should find it con-
venient to change our place of abode.

The next day he took us with him into the vast cata-
combs that almost undermine that city.3® 'The subter-
ranean galleries, like those at Rome, were used as a
place of refuge and interment for the Christian martyrs.
My heart sickened as step after step he raised his torch
and showed the £, the certdin indication of a martyr’s
tomb, graven on the wall.3? These catacombs he assured
us extended even to Misenum. But after wandering a
short time in these chilling regions, to which however
our residence in the cavern at Fompeii had somewhat
inured us, we ascended a few steps, and found ourselves
in a regularly farmed ehureh, which with ineredible
labor had been wrought here by the first Christians and
Christian martyrs. Columns, hewn out of the solid tufé,
seem Lo support the roof; while the altar and the sacristy
are wrought in the same manner from the same material.
In the latter were a number of inscriptions on mar-
ble. There was something really imposing in the sud-
den appearance of this church, lighted up in the bowels
of the earth, and the faithful, kneeling in silence before
the altar of Jehovah, in despite of persecution and in
the face of death. Hither, during our short stay in this
city, we daily repaired before daybreak, and united our
hearts and our voices in the worship of the Most High.
But that stay we were desirous of shortening as much -
as possible, never f{eeling in safety while so near the
city of Pompeii. This desire was not diminished by
the contents of a letter we received from Vetullius,
which informed us that our escape was effected only
by the interposition of a merciful Providence, and con-
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trary to every chance. Matho had contrived, by means
of spies who followed Julius, to ascertain our place of
retreat. He had then sent for a body of soldiers to arrest
us. These men were to have come as soon as possible
to join him, who was remaining on the watch that
we should not escape. Owing to some mistake or
informality in the message, the officer did not immedi-
ately comply with the request. Matho, meantime, who
with one of his friends was still in waiting, at last be-
“came impatient, and despatched another messenger.
This summons was obeyed ; but as if Heaven were de-
termined to frustrate the evil designs of this monster, the
soldiers repaired to the wrong place. Meanwhile time
glided away, and Julius and myself appeared. He saw
us leave.the cavern ; but cowardly, as is commonly the
case with villains, he did not dare to attempt to detain
us himself, but contented himself with cursing the sol-
diers, the messengers, and us, But when, a moment
after, he saw Vetullius appear with Lucilla, his joy -
became as great as was his disappointment before ; ﬂ‘ £~
entering, while his friend guarded Vetullius, he sei
Lucilla in his arms and was bearing her to the interior
of the cavern, when I returned. The friend of M
‘who in his pursuit of me lost himself in the numb
intricate galleries with which the cavern abounded,
was never again heard of, and as these galleries wert
said to be of immense extent, numberless, and formin
a perfect labyrinth, and he himself destitute ol
- light, there seemed little doubt that he perished r
__ably. The secret of the cavern was therefore
still. Vetullius advised our speedily purchasir
and retiring to the little island of Palmaria, :
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came floating to us over the waters. Fishing boats
were already actively moving. about the bay. Shouts
from the land, peals of laughter, and the animation of
the labors of the commencing day, were gradually be-
‘ginning to be heard and seen. As yet a dreamy quiet '
seemed to brood over the city, so that the slightest
 noise was echoed back, and the animation perceptible
seemed not, as at noon-day, the stirring life of a vast
city, but of a few individuals. The giant was gﬁ
awaking, but not rising from his slumbers. - M
birds were seen dipping their broad gray wings mﬁ-
the waters as they sailed past us, while our little
. _'bark with its sails trimmed, skimmed hghdy as M
on its course. -
Stretching out of the bay in order to round the' ro-
montory of Misenum, we passed the beautiful Por
Julius, made by Agrippa, by joining the lakmL
and Avernus to the bay of Baie. On our left we
the island of Caprea:, famous for being the scene -
debaucheries too groés for a name, in Whieli' T
past there the last seven years of his life.
- that he offered rewards to him who should "’
pleasures or procure fresh luxuries ; whxle S
friend and favorite worthy of the master,
insulted alike Rome, humanity, and the E
~ To me, every thing was- still new; and
%ll thaa& objucts of whxeir I-had Loﬂgi
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the anger of Jupiter, the fable that I once most fully
believed. On our right lay the city of Cume, so long
celebrated by the Mantuan band, as the residence of

the Sibyl called the Cuman. Butour flying course
‘was soon checked. The wind, which at first had been
light and favorable, soon increased to a fresh and
strong head wind. We were obliged to beat slowly
and toilsomely against it, oar little bark laboring
heavily in the rough sea. We coasted along the
beautiful shores of Campania, however, not less beau-
tiful now for the smiling repose that contrasted well
enough with our turbulent course, and passed the
Vulturnus, the celebrated river that gave its name to

the wind that blew from that quarter, and which so

- incommoded the Romans on the day of the bloody
slaughter of Cannaa when their eagles drooped before

the genius of the great Carthaginian. From time to

- time, galleys laden with merchandise came sweepxng
‘proudly before the wind, returning from carrying the
~ products of Egypt to Ostla or some of the super-
Mdance of Ostia to Pompeii, that mart for other

. from these vessels, and the smoke of incense from
K m altars gorgeously decorated, and raised near the
8 (W was not unfrequently blown to us, as the vessels
—" ~ came sweeping by. Sometimes the light Liburngs40
~ would come clipping by ; then again we would see
proa e,h:ing the gilded and painted prow of some tra-

S vmg poles ransed from the stern,on whose top ggy x

3 nﬁﬁnwers and rnbbons were tossed bx the wmd

‘cities. Occasionally the sound of music. reached us
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hung with garlands ; and, occasionally, some Pheenician
vessel, returning hotne, would be seen with the figure
of its tutelar god painted on the prow. These were
sometimes protected by a long ship,"l whose brazen
beak, with its three teeth or points, would be seen glit
tering in the sun for some time before it came up
g with us ; and while the dark mass increased.- as it ap~
proached, heaving its black bulk from the waves, the
oars of the rowers could be discerned, then the ﬂuhllﬁ
of the spray in the sun, then the glitter of arms, as the
proud array rushed by, cleaving the waters, and le ,"; |
ing a well-defined wake for a long distance behmi
graven as it were upon the waves. We looked w
peculiar interest upon the little island of Pontia, mﬁ%
the residence of him who condemned to death %
great Author of our religion ; and at length, at the ¢
of the day, we had only reached the beautiful §
Caieta, named from the nurse of Aineas, who
buried there. Here, dropping in, we cast anc
order to pass the night there. 3 ‘x ;
Our frugal meal was soon made ; and as d:
~closed around us, and we sat musing in the
silence, the most eloquent language of happy’ €
it seemed as if the day-spring of our hgppﬁn
length dawned. The flashes of the mour
were distinctly seen from this place, fo
deep and sullen roar, served but to heigh
~ the hour, by holding before us, in our f
the uncertainty and peril of the past.
moon arose, throwing -its soft hgbg' 7
it seemed to me that the beauty ¢
always be gazed on by moonlight, so well di
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adapted to her calm and serious countenance. While
I held in mine the soft hand that I so soon hoped to
claim as my own, the past seemed to me but as a fright-
ful dream, while the only reality of life was the present.
Early the following morning, we again set sail ; but
not as before with a head wind. A gentle breeze
wafted us propitiously on our course. Coasting along
the shores of Latium, we passed Anxur, the renowned
“city, sacred to Jupiter, and the Circeian promontory, and
at last saw the towers and domes of Antium rising from
the shore. This ancient capital of the Volsci, was now
shorn of its greatness, and fast hastening to the bourne
that awaits alike cities and individuals Hence it was,
that Camillus transported the beaks of the ships, which
were placed in the Roman forum, and which gave the

placed. Nearly opposite to this city, lies the little
island of Palmaria which we sought, and for which we
now stretched our course ; nor was it long before our

formed a natural harbor at this port. Following the
directions of Vetullius, which he had very minutely
laid down, we landed, and after a few minutes’ walk

of a high hill. Buried beneath the shadows of orange,
olive, and citron groves, whose foliage was blended with
that of the stately ilex, was a hut, built against a perpen-
. dicular rock, that rose from the side of the hill. Here

tullius. He received us with the kindness of a father,
and showed us a letter that he himself had received

5

name of “ rostrum” to the tribunal where they were

little vessel ran safely into a small cove or inlet, which

we arriyed at a beautiful little dell situated at the foot

dwelt Flavius Piso, a Christian, and the friend of Ve~

&M Vetullius, explaining to him the nature of our
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difficulties, and requesting him to sheltet and conceal
us for the present. This he readily undertook, and
had already made preparation to receive us.

But Julius remained not long. Freed by the death
of Matho from the imminent danger that hung over
him, as there was no one to accuse him of being a
Christian, he resolved to return. He was silent with
regard to the attraction that drew him so strongly to
Pompeii, but I needed not his confession to teach me
what observation had informed me of before. It was

not with dry eyes that we saw him embark one morn~
ing, with a fine wind, which landed him shortly in
Pompeii. From our observatory, as we called a pleas-
ant seat on the brow of the hill that overhung our hut,
and which commanded a full view of the sea, we watch=
ed the white sail that bore him away, and as long as it
was possible to see and to be seen, we made signals of
farewell to him, which he returned ; and when his sail
could be seen no longer, we turned to each other with
that feeling of strengthened trust and affection, that at
such hours of parting always seems to bind us-mﬁ
closely to the true hearts that are left behind.

Bu tears pass away like the morning dew, when W
sun of a happy heart rises upon the mind. Heﬂﬁk
was that I knew how deep are thé springs of joy, | L
hke*}‘oumams long hidden from the light of day,.
up fresh and pure from the secret places of the k
My dreamy and romantic turn of mind, that h
in secret upon its own imaginations of unreal i
beauty, had suddenly a reality to which to cﬁnr
its long-treasured hoard of affections, whlcb“ ad
guarded with all a miser’s care, were now «

» Google
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with all a spendthrift’s extravagance, before the young
idol to which it bowed.

Meantime I urged her to shorten the period of de-
ferred hope, and to become mine without waiting the
arrival of Vetullius; and my pleadings I began to
think would not be wholly void of success. Day after
day did we wander to our observatory, where hour
after hour we listened to the instructive conversation
of Piso, or to the works of some agreeable writer.
Sometimes it was the tragedies of Sophocles and Eu-
ripides that engaged our interest—sometimes we wept
over the fate of the hapless Dido, as drawn with the
glowing imagination of the Mantuan bard—sometimes
to the keen satirical humor and the elegant sweetness
of the famed Venusian. But it was not always imagi-
nary suffering that called forth our interest and our
tears. The venerable Piso would sometimes read from
that holy book, whence only the waters of life may be
drunk, of the suffering, the meekness, the agony, and
the death of the Saviour of men. He would enlarge
upon his character, his attributes, and the object of
his mission. He would point out in glowing language
the practical piety that he taught by his doctrines and
example, and its superior excellence over jarring creeds
and wrangling sectarism—the forbearance he manifest-
ed towards human infirmities and frailties,—the mild-
ness of his judgment and the spotless innocence of his
life. '

The very brute creation seemed to sympathize in my
affection for Lucilla. Various kinds of birds, accus-
tomed to be fed by her hand, daily assembled before

the door of a grotto she had elegantly covered with

A
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"’,shndaws of the groves that studded our little is
_and above our heads towered the stately boughs a
dark ilex. In a scene like this, with Piso by our side,

= -.3*

liquid voice of Lucilla would be sometimes
‘blending with the rich tones of her lyre, while
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sea-shells, and there, with various and clamorous notes
and after not a little bickering and pecking iimoxig
themselves, would run to claiin the food she was wont
to bestow. And as we passed from the door of the
hut to the grotto, these little pensioners would appear .
from every quarter, flying about the trees under which
we were passing, impatient for the expected distribu-
tion. A dog, until our arrival the sole companion of
Piso, seemed equally to attach himself to her. ¢ How
good must you be, my dear Lucilla,” said I to her,
“when even the very brutes follow you with that most
eloquent testimony of their affection—confidence.”

In the sacred hour of twilight, arm in arm did we
wander along the beach, attended by Piso and his dog
Pontus, whose task it was to carry, in a little basket,
sometimes the food for the birds, and sometimes the .
scroll that we were reading ; and sometimes, idle as
we, he seemed to loiter about us as if enjoying like =
ourselves the glorious creations of God. And when
the moon walked in her sad but beautiful brigh’tnéﬁ
through the sky, then would we all repair to the obser-
vatory, and gaze for hours in'silence upon that rmi
of lizht which seemed to float on the bosom of ﬂ
waves, trembling like the young heart even amid its
tenderest and holiest hours. Beneath us lay the d

and Pontus stretched quietly at his feet, the sof

notes of the evening birds occasionally were h heard ;"
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the pauses, lending its plaintive notes to aid the charm
of the scene. Sometimes a distant sail would appear,
lazily making its way over the tranquil waters, and
occasionally sending out a pale and sickly light from
the little altar at its prow. :

Yet spite of the fullness of my happiness, there was
at times an ominous misgiving that came over me, to
trouble the deep quiet of my joy. Piso had often
reproached me for the excess of my love—love that
bound too strongly to earth, what should belong only
to heaven. 'The venerable old man took occasion to
rebuke it this evening, when some passionate expres-
sion escaped me, in the following ominous manner.

“ When the great Creator of all things first framed
this beautiful world, he poured out on its lap, in all their
luxuriance, rich fruits, and laughing streams, and gay
flowers. The lofty tree, the lowly violet, and the light
harebell sprang together from the green turf. There
was heard the hum of the bee, the voice of the bird,
the stream’s prattle, and the ocean’s roar. One voice
alone was wanting to give to it its life of life—the voice
of intelligence. \
~ % For this the Omnipotent Creator formed the boy,
Love—not such as he is now represented, a mischiev-
ous and cunning urchin, but a lovely, laughing, weeps
ing child, all joy and life and tenderness and feeling.
+If but an insect fell into a stream, there was Love,
eager to extricate him from his difficulty ; and when

and laugh in the fullness of his'delight. But if unable
to relieve or to recover him, the gentle child would sit .

14

he saw him fly rejoicing away e would clap his hands -
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~ down on the bank, and weep over his fate. Such was
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 seemed linked with that of the beautiful flowers. But
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the being that God placed in this beautiful paradise.
¢ One thing only,” He said to him, ¢I claim. Remem-
ber me. Every night when yon sun shall set, to me let
your orisons arise. Do this and be happy—negleﬁt'it,
and paradise is lost.’

¢ Gayly the delighted boy promised to observe the
command ; and he roamed, all happiness, about the
beautiful world, enjoying the ever new and exhaustless
pleasures of every place and of every hour. Now
stretched in dreamy listlessness along the banks of
some stream, whose waters lulled him with their ever-
lasting flow—now chasing the golden-winged butterfly
through the perfumed fields—now bathing in the clear
waters—now cleaving the air with his sparkling wings
and anon nestling among the.roses, as he sunk tired to
his dreamless repose, w while his own fair existence

still at sunset he threw himself upon the fragrant sod,
and mingled the voice of his gratitude with nature’s.
« But it happened one day that he saw a butterfly,
whose gorgeous wings, as they floated by, glittered '
sparkled in the sunbeam. So Love ran off with e
haste to catch the gaudy insect. But this was
easy a task ; and ever as the gilded, coquefﬁsﬁ
seemed nearest, it would again start off, and lez
Love panting and tired behind. In the midst
eager chase, the sun went down. But the boy
eager in his pursuit to notice it ; and the rustling |
the humming insect, and the whxspermg M
on high ‘their solemn oxces, “unmingled with
,mtelhgence. At length, while the shadow,
ing were closing about lum, the txre&’
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Joyfully did Love seize the coveted object; but lo!
when he examined it, he found in his hand only a
crushed and formless thing, whose golden plumage was
effaced by his grasp. So Love sat down and cried him-
self to sleep ; and in the morning he recollected his
forgetfulness, and he knelt on the flowery turf and im-
plored forgiveness.

¢ Faithfully for awhile did he return to his duty;
but temptation came again and again, and again and
again did Love weep, and promise, and forget. And
when he found how easily he was swayed by the breath
of temptation, he flung himself upon the fragrant turf,
and wept in very bitterness, till he again sobbed him-
self to sleep. He was awaked by an icy chillness that
seemed to benumb his limbs ; and raising his head, he
found he was no longer alone. A stern, grim, ghastly
figure sat motionless beside him; and his shadow it
was that so chilled the animated boy; and whenever
that shadow fell upon him, he shivered with the icy
cold, and moved away to the sunbeam to warm himself
again. But wherever he went, that hideous monster
stood immovable at his side, and its icy shadow fell
on him. _

“¢<Who are you?’ he at length exclaimed to his
tormentor ; and a harsh voice, like the voice of the
stormy sea, when heard in the mysterious softness of
dreams, sent back an answer, as it were an echo—
¢ Death.’ | '

¢ ¢ Will you not leave me then?’ said the passionate
boy. :

“ And again that deep voice answered—‘ Never.
Here and hereafter—now and for ever—while the earth
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shall endure—my place is here, and Love and Delth
must sit side by side.’ .

““ The astonished child endeavoured unconsciously to
repeat his words. But his voice failed and died away,.
as he faintly uttered, ‘ Here—’

“ And again that appalling voice, frightful from its
very lowness and quictness, and its dreamlike tone, was
heard—* Every where—at the board and the bed, at
the altar and the fireside, at the social hearth, and in
the hall of strangers, at home and abroad, asleep and
awake, in the tempest and the battle and the deep, this

- is your doom, Love must rest in the shadow of Death.”

% ¢« And wherefore is this?” sobbed the weepmg
child. :

“ “To teach you to remember Him.’ A

“ The aflrighted boy fled in dismay—but in uﬂ!&’
Wherever he went scarcely could he feel one WW ‘
ray of the glowing sun, ere he shrunk shivering M {
in the icy shadow of his silent, motionless foe. In vain
Lie flew from flower to flower, and from blossom ﬁﬂr‘r ”
fruits, to fresh fruits and blossoms. Scarcely was st
seated beside them, ere the freezing shadow feﬂ‘ -i"‘"‘f
them, and they changed and died. e

¢ In passionate anguish, the desolate boy ﬂﬂug '
self to the earth and prayed earnestly and loi
Him, whom even from the abundance of his bl
he had forgotten. Then in his very agony he af
to the sx]ent and inflexible monster . And :

.sent thee hlther to compel me to |

- And a voice solemn and distant, seﬂ'. R
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the summer’s sigh, but deep as the roar of the volcano, -
seemed, as it were an echo, to repeat—‘ Remember
Him.” °

¢« But as Love fixed his wondering eye on Death
while he addressed him, he saw that his face was
changed. Instead of the ghastly, cold, rigid immo-
bility of the grisly monster, his countenance seemed
clothed as with a veil of solemn, melancholy, shadowy
repose—a mysterious serenity—a tranquillity too pro-
found and too sacred to be intruded on. His shadow
too, Love thought seemed less chilling than before, and
his heart leaped within him.

“ ¢« He is changing! he is changing !’ shouted the
rejoicing boy—* His terrors are psssing away. Tell me;’
he added, ¢ what has caused this. Name the talisman
that could thus shake thy throne. Say, is it prayer or
- penitence, obedience or faith 7’ And again that deep,

“dreamlike echo seemed to repeat, ¢ Prayer, penitence,
obedience, faith.’ '

¢ ¢ There is then, there is then,” exclaimed the tri-
umphant boy, ¢ a power that can conquer thee, monster.
—There is then a spot where Death hath no place by
Love—There is a place where thy shadow shall never
more wither my joy. Oh! I know there is—there is!”

¢ And the deep echo-hke voice sent back the reply—
‘ There is—there | is.’

« Hence,”’ said the old man, * the cause that Love
here never enters a heart, but Death comes creeping
after ; and that over the whole earth, they still hold
their united empire.”

Lucilla and I both listened with an ominous sensa-
ﬁou that we almost felt to be prophetic. Yet it was but
. 14*
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I—»almost eprcted to feel the ic !
lﬂngdreaded monster, or to seehls uem
‘?f was upona scene and in an hm,
we saw a little bark steering dneoﬂy,\

-~ 8o rare a thing was it for any vessel to stop he
: ﬂ,‘ﬁl supposed it must be Vetullius, aﬂﬂ
SRt "w"'mdjoy 2 I L
;s Now ” said I, delighted, ¢ to-morroy
uﬁ&m The blushing girl made no wgﬂ
towether toweloome our excellent and ver
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family of Lucius, leaving there only servants to take
charge of the house, he was never again to see. They
had returned to the country, where Porcia became the
wife of Julius. So far all was well. But the next in-
formation was of a less pleasing character. The flight
of the Vestal had been discovered, and a rigorous but
fruitless search followed. In consequence of this,
Favella herself had been arrested, and was threatened
with death in the. amphitheatre, if Lucilla were not
found before the day of the 9th before the kalends of
September, the day appointed for the next public
games. The letter concluded by informing them that
~ he was himself again arrested, and condemned to die
at the same time. v
Words cannot express the consternation that follow-
. ed. Lucilla wrung her hands in agony ; but it was not
long that her calm and resolute spirit quailed before
the sudden and violent blow. ¢ I will return with
you,” she said to the messenger, “I will return and
surrender myself to the barbarous laws.” Lucius in
an agony entreated her not to go. * You will not
avert her fate, you will but insure your own.” Then
again, with the inconsistency that often marks the
heart in its passionate moments, he told her that it was
only a snare of the priests to recover her; that they
- would not dare to put their threat in execution upon
m innocent woman. To all this Lucilla only replied,
¢ It is my duty.”
‘AaIt is mine too, then,” said Lucius, “and I will
company you.” It was in vain that she now en-
1 him to remain—in vain she pleaded and wept.
1l not outlive you,” wasshis only answer. Hour
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after hour glided away, and found these lovers still
vainly endeavouring each to prevent the other from de-
parting. But at length, and let not those condemn her
who have never known the trial, the resolution of Lu-
cilla began to give way before the: prayers and th&
tears of her lover. «

« ] could have resisted it from others,” saul, the .
heart-striken girl—¢ but you too—Alas! I did not
think that yours would be the shadow thal. would tﬁll |
thus darkening between Heaven and me.’ Ladi]

« Nor does it. It is not duty, dearest girl, that
calls you. It is madness—guilt, to throw away that
life as a worthless thing, that Heaven has given you for
a worthy end. You cannot assist your mother—
can but add to hers the sacrifice of your life an&inj k-
mine, if the doom of those demons have decreed death.”

The girl sunk sobbing upon her lover’s boaom;,, s he
called to his aid all the heart-stirring eloquence o
sionate love and grief to induce her to remain—
memory of the past, the hopes of the fuM
‘perils, their escape, their love, and their agony/

¢« My mother! my dear mother!” was
answer of the heart-broken girl ; yet weaned
hausted, blame her not, that she at last pers
self to give the desired promise. Blnm'
you have yourself struggled with and co!
tation like hers—then let him whe is
the first stone. :

 Meantime the messenger, who m retur
thanext morning, had long since retired
it was not till nearly morn that*
himself to leave Lmillu 3 A

couch.
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After the severe agitations of the past night, it was
not easy to sleep ; yet after some time he gradually fell
into a heavy slumber. - He awoke not early, and when
he did, he could not readily arrange his thoughts so as
to recollect the incidents of the past night. But when
al last they did flash upon his mind, he leaped from his
. couch, and hastily putting on his tunic, and throwing
- his toga upon his shoulders, he hastened into the room
in which they commonly breakfasted. Piso was there
alone. “ Where is Lucilla 7’ asked Lucius, his heart
already throbbing as if prophetic of coming evil.

¢ She has been gone this hour,” returned the old
man. ‘‘ She embarked with the messenger of Vetul-
lius, with a fine Lreeze, at day-break.”

Lucius turned away in silence, and rushed from the
room to the sea-shore, where the little boat used by
Piso, when he wished to go to the opposite city of An-
- tium, was kept moored. But it was not'to be found,
- for having been improperly secured the preceding
night, - the tide as it rose had floated it away. In des-
pair he rushed up to the observatory. The white sail
of the little bark was still to be seen in the distance— _
so distant, as to be with difficulty distinguished, as it
A ﬂoated amid the white-topped billows, from them, or
E 'fmm the white of the sea-bird’s wing. There he stood
- fixed and gazing upon the vanishing little vessel, till
ot a speck was discernible on the far horizon’s verge;
M dashing himself upon the ground he tore his hair,
Mt his head upon the earth, and gave uncontrolled
R m to the agony that excited him. | :
3 , meantime, anxious for his safety, came to seek
and to administer as far as might be, the words
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‘of consolation. But Lucius heard them not. Break-

ing furiously from the old man, he ran to the grotto
where his last conversation with Laucilla had taken
place. As he approached, he thought he heard-the
sound of her lyre. He sprang forward—It was indeed
that instrument, over whose strings the fresh sea-breeze

. now sweeping, called forth a melancholy, dirge-like

sound. Upon the ground lay a little fragment of blue
ribbon that he well remembered as a part of the stro-
phium® that she commonly wore. Taking it up, he
kissed it passionately a thousand times, then placed it

carefully in his bosom. Meantime, the birds accus-

tomed to be fed at that place, began with loud cries to
express their disappointment at the omission. . Pontus
{00, unable to account for the disappearance of his
friend, came smelling to the place where she was ac-
customed to sit, then seating himself upon the gm v 3
he fixed his intelligent eye wistfully upon the face of
Lucius, with a low, uneasy moan. e
« She is gone,” he replied, as if in answer to am
interrogatory from the animal; * we shall never see
her more.” Then again bursting from the place, he
repaired to the observatory, where he erected a mast
with a flag for a signal to any vessel that might char ce __
to pass. His whole time now was occupied in wan-
dering about the places in which he had been wit
Lucilla. Every rock on which she had cha nced to s
every tree or flower that had ever formed th
of @ casual remark, was become sacred. /
his patience to the utmost, day after day
out a single vessel coming nigh enough to obse
signal. He then busied himself with for 0
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from the trunks of trees, with which he had formed
the plan of reaching Antium, and thence embarking
for Pompeii. In vain did Piso attempt consolation.
¢ She is dead—she is murdered,” was the only reply -
which he gave him ; “ murdered, while I am impris-
oned here, unable to attain even the bliss of dying
with her. Cruel girl!”” Then as the little pensioners
on Lucilla’s bounty flew chirping around him, he
would throw to them vast quantities of food. ¢ She
loved you,” he would say ; ¢ why should my grief make
me do what she would not approve.”

Pontus was' the only friend with whom he would con-
~ verse freely of Lucilla. He fancied that the faithful an-
imal knew and sympathized in his sorrow, and he could
utter before him unrestrained those passionate bursts
of love and grief which he would have been too proud
to utter before mortal man. There may be a higher
love and a more rational intercourse between man and
man ; but, and alas! that it should be so, we find no-
where, except in parental love, more instances of true
- affection—faithful, devoted, unshrinking affection, than
in the history of that noble animal. For hours would
Lucius sit in silence at the grotto, listening to the low,
dirge-like tones of the lyre, as the wind swept over its
strings 5 then he would turn suddenly and passionately
away to his yet unformed raft, to fell the trees neces-
gary for its construction. But unused to labor, he
made but slow progress.

- Meanwhile the fatal day, fixed for the celebration of
the games, drew nigh; and he was determined at
~ every hazard to leave the island before that time, having
& presentiment that that day was to decide his destiny.
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It was now the third day before their celebration, and
the pieces of the raft were brought together, and the
next day was to witness the completion of his labor in
uniting these pieces firmly together. Accordingly, it
was at an early hour that he repaired to his labor,
when the first object that met his view was a boat
sufficiently near to allow him to distinguish the men
on board. He instantly mounted to the observatory,
and thence he easily succeeded in exciting their atten-
tion, and soon had the satisfaction of seeing their prow
turned to the shore and the rowers pulling straight
for it. Embarking in it with Piso, he was soon landed
in safety at Antium. Here he lost not a moment in hir-
ing a bark to convey him to Pompeii, and that very’m .
he set sail, after taking an affectionate leave of his tpﬂ
friend, Piso. As he was whirled along over the Bul‘m
of the waters, a thousand thoughts thronged and cro
‘ed upon his mind. It was but a few short months

decided character, which fearful trials
“And if sorrow somewhat tempered and s
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light, thrown by the setting sun upon the lofty peaks of
rock, which crown as it were with desolation the moun-
tains that support them. Love indeed still held the
front ground of the picture, but how different from that
happy and prosperous affection, passing life away like
the dream of a moonlight night, which his imagination
had painted there. To his religion too he had become
an apostate ; nay, had desecrated her very altars in the
indulgence of his wild flame—he had become, though
innocent, amenable to the laws of his country, and was
subject to a shameful death. ‘Be it so,” thought he.
¢ Death can have no pang for me, like those of life with-
out Lucilla.” The certainty of reaching Pompeii now,
before the fatal day of the games, unless some unex-
pected accident should intervene, had somewhat stilled
that nervous restlessness, which after the departure of
- Lucilla had possessed him ; and it was with compara-
tive calmness that he now paced backward and for-
ward upon the deck of the little bark, that was bearmg
him perhaps to a cruel and a public death. He could
not avoid noticing from time to time, the intense and
" vivid brightness with which Vesuvius seemed to glow,
~ and the hollow, heavy, and frequent reports that accom-
panied them. But in his own mind there was a more
: fearful volcano, and to that he turned with deep and
~ unwavering anxiety.
. An accident happening to their mast detained them a
%w hours on their passage, and it was dark when they
rpnnded the promontory of Misenum, where the Roman
_fleet under the command of Pliny*® was then riding
N -q,g,_,:;anchor, in the bay, and beheld once more the Pharos
- of ‘Neapolis. But they paused not there. Crossing
15
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 spreading foliage of some colossal tree. Long b

'LT‘,:VI‘H R ———

~cruel sport of the day. All seemed gay and.
- and happy. Again the preparatory crowdmg
ling took place—the streets were agam
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mised the following night to permit him to see Iﬂm
and the situation of her prison, her health, her spirit
and her looks, were inquired after with all a lover’s
minuteness, and the time and place of meeting ﬁ
pointed. It was with a lighter heart that Lucius retir-
ed to await the desired evening of the coming day.

N e
"

, LR s
CHAPTER XVIII. anite o o

Tre morning of that eventful day at length apmm"' :e
ed. Calm, and bright, and beautiful the sun arose in 'j
a cloudless sky. Vesuvius teco seemed to be repmm
after her fearful displays of the precedmg day. A thin A
column of smoke alone was seen rising perpendicularly
from the yawning crater, till high in the airit g e
ually spread in a horizontal direction, ovethangmg'

steady column that was perpetually rising, like -

%

this hour, the streets and every avenue to the Guy
crowded with those about to become spectators

beasts, and men, and women ; cars, chariots
ons containing the beasts for exhlbmon ; lau

vious to such exhibitions. ‘_,gﬂ' ) “
Gradually the amekemse den_ig d bl
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Christian retired to the covered archway, but the ashes
gained rapidly round him. He gathered his garments
closely about him, and wrapped his face.in his mantle.
“Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace,”
he said, as he laid himself down upon the earth from
which he never arose.

Meantime, Lucius had remained with Cornelia, im=
patiently waiting the hour that was to conduct him to
Lucilla. But the darkness and terror increasing to so
alarming a degree, he at last lost all regard for pru-
dence in his fears, and went out into the street to the
Civil Forum, where he knew was Lucilla’s prison.
No one noticed him. Every one was too anxions on
his own immediate account to attend to any other than
himself. Cornelia accompanied him, carrying in her
arms her young child, from which she would not sepa-
rate. Arrived at the prisons, the jailor was not to be
found. In vain Lucius attempted to force the doors,
for no one now cared or attended to aught but himself;
they were too strong. While he was thus occupied,
that terrible explosion, which has been already noticed,
occurred. As they stood under the arched passage-way,
suddenly a female was seen to burst in at the door,
supported by a man. It was Favella and Caius Mar-
cus. The good-natured priest shook the hand of Lu-
cius warmly for an instant, then rushed out again
amid the shower of cinders and ashes. He was gone

~ but a moment, and returned bearing the affrighted

- ‘“By Hercules,” said. the pnest as he wiped his
S W after throwing down his burden as he would have
“ ‘a bale of gaods, “I have done harder work in
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cooler weather without fatigue. I caught a glis
the rogue getting away as fast as the crowd wou
him and the love of life could make him. So I thought
it best to bring him back here, to let out some of his
protegées, as hie would best know where to ﬁndw |
and time is precious now.” R 7
¢« T obtest these witnesses,” said the man, too nﬂch
terrified to know well what he was about, or what was
- required of him, ¢ that T am forcibly compelled to vio-
late my duty. I will complain to the Decurions.”.
“ Complain to Pluto,” said the priest, “ for ournaw i
meeting with the Decurions is likely to be in hxs'*reﬁ.’
Come along.” And raising him with his poudcﬂ
strength, that would have raised an ox if necessary,
he bore him along after Julius, whose knowlec
the situation of Lucilla’s prison, that he ha*d 0
~ ed the evening before, now stood him in gooc
They soon arrived at the door, which Lucius co:
tured to be Lucilla’s; and rousing the man
stupor of terror, they bade him open it. Hi
‘almost mechanically, and in an instant Luciu
locked in the arms of Lucilla. For a mo

-y

i the a'gon)" and terror of the present scene were
B ten in the joy of reunion. He seized her hand.
B, 9e ever?” he softly uttered. (ot “‘5 L
B “For ever and for ever,” she replieda i
B “Turning to Marcus, Lucius inquirec % “ Whi
B we better go now 1 ” S prled TR S
S “Go!” replied the priest, “go ou f e
R ﬁyouezm, and as ﬁon‘éﬁ 1 are L
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round her walst, as if fearful of aga'in losing her. i‘n- 3
vella with her grandchild in her arms bound herself to
his left arm, with a strip torn from her robe, m ofder'
that they might not to be separated by the press of the
crowd, or by the darkness, from each other. Cornelia
followed behind, attaching herself to his toga, while all
protected their heads as much as possible from the
scorching shower, by enveloping them in the thick fold&
of their mantles. The terrified Naso followed behind ; 3
and in this order they again stepped out into the street,
‘and attempted to make their way to the Herculanm,
gate.

It was noon-day ; but the darkness was terrlﬁc. ".‘
Even the vivid flashes of the mountain were no lonm
perceptible through the dense and crowded a%me-
sphere. Hot cinders and ashes, which were preve '
from burning to death the unfortunates on whom
- fell, only by the amazing quantity of sea-water t
along with them, came down like rain. Thro
streets nothing was heard but the cry of mother, :
brother, &c. as each sought the friends, whol_r, W
they could distinguish only by their voices. The rusl
ing crowd was only to be felt—nothing could
The houses rocked in the terrible earthqu
barks on the waters. The earth trembled lik 7
ed child. Already the ashes had fallen to the
several feet46 above the pavement. The
faces of Lucius and his companions we
‘blistered. A suffocating heat pervaded the
They would have given worlds for one |
fresh air. But when they attempted
- inhaled only hot cmders, and at

sphere.
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NOTES.

! TuE natural day was from sunrise to sunset. It was divided,
as was also the night, into twelve hours, whose length varied
according to the season of the year. The night was divided into
four watches, each consisting of three hours, which likewise
varied with the season of the year. One o’clock began at sunrise
and sunset.—/Adam’s Roman Antiquities.

? House of Diomedes, excavated from 1771 to 1774.—1It is di-
vided into two stories, ranged en amphithéatre, the highest of
which is almost upon a level with the public street. It hada
third above this last ; thus this house might by called a tristega.
It has no equal in Pompeu for elegance and grandeur,

Mounting a few steps, we enter, through a small door, an open
court surrounded by fourteen columns covered with stucco and
with brilliant colors. A flower-garden was in the centre, and a
little canal received the water from the porticoes, and transported
it to two cisterns. Their mouths, putealia, made of volcanie
stone, may still be seen with the cavities made purposely for the
cord. ‘A mosaic work, with signinum, adorns the pavement.

On the right of the peristyle are the chambers where the men
dwelt, and where strangers received hospitality. On the left is the
apartment of the baths. In'the first there is seen a little basin for

- cold water, crowned by a pretty little intercolumniation, with
octagonal columns, at the extremity of which is a stove, where
were found a gridiron and two frying-pans, still blackened with
smoke.

At the side is the chamber for undressing, and in the next room
is the furnace where the water was heated. These rooms were

-~ commonly decorated with stucco and arabesques of very delicate

16*
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taste. Over the bath, and between the porticoes, were painted
trees laden with fruit, and fishes of every kind, which seemed to
swim at the bottom of the waters. - B

‘Thence we mount to the bath-room over the furnace by which
it was heated. It is entered by crossing another chamber, in
which they left their clothes; and the tepidarium, where the
sweat and moisture were scraped off with strigils ; after which
they anointed themselves. Here were wooden seats; below
on the ground the form of a basket ; and over the window a sash
with four panes of window-glass similar to ours.

The bath-room contained on one side the bath for warm water,
and on the other a niche in the form of a shell, with two windows.
There is seen on the surface of the wall, the passage along which
passed the heat of the flames below, and which rendered this
chamber, and especially the niche, a true furnace. By means of
a large hole bored. in the wall, the heat passed into and warmed
the tepidarium. A window-pane tempered the heat.

Descending, we pass by one of the porticoes of the peristyle into’
the pantry, where were found kitchen utensils around a marble i
table, supported by the statue of Hebe. Farther on are the sleep- -
ing-chambers, formerly rich in paintings of birds, in mosaies, and
in marbles. In the middle of these chambers, there is one in the
form of a semicircle, destined for a dining-room. The place
where the table stood, can be very well distinguished ; at its side
is seen a garde-robe. Here were found some little glass vm&
and some in bronze, moulds for pastry, two tripods with shelll, :d’
basin, a candelabrnm, and two knives with handles of bone. Fishes
were painted upon the walls. Three large windows, whieh look
ed upon the country from the east to the south elegantly ad
it, receiving the sun at all hours of the day; and introduce
the apartment the perfume of flowers, and of roses, some |
which were recognised in the field below. Y

In front, another apartment appears, composed of a< T
company (exedra), of a gallery, and of some open galle
looking the domestic garden and the sea. This readeud- t
quarter the pleasantest of all the house.

In looking from these galleries down uponp .

serve the habitations of the slaves and
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ings of the veterans who guard the faubourg. On the left of these
galleries we observe a fifth and more secret apartment. It was
the women’s. J

Fragments of a large vessel of wrought silver, a kitchen utensil
of bronze, a quantity of coins, morsels ofivory, the remains of a lit-
tle statue which served for ornament to some article of furniture,
were found in the ashes. They had fallen from the upper story.
By a little interior flight of steps, we descend into the summer
apartments. The rooms resting against the hill are the largest
in the whole house, and the best adorned with paintings and

pavement the remains of a carpet. -

There is a little fountain which seems but to have just ceased
to flow. On the same level is’ seen the garden, surrounded by a
square colonnade of forty-nine feet on the four sides. There the
ancients walked during the rainy season, and there they were
luxuriously borne by their slaves on a chair or litter. Thither the
women descended from their apartments, and reposed deliciously
under the shade of these porticoes during the heat of the day.
From the garden we penetrate into a subterranean gallery very
well lighted, to walk in during the summer. There are seen
amphorz which contained the wine of Vesuvius and that of Pom-
peii equally famous. In this gallery were found twenty skeletons
near each other, two of ‘which were of children. At the side of
these skeletons there were found, in gold—two necklaces, one of
which was adorned with blue stones, and four rings with graven
stones ; in silver—two rings, a large pin, the foot of some piece of
furniture, and thirty-one coins; in bronze—a candelabrum, a vaée,
forty-four coins, and a bunch of keys. These objects might
belong to those of the family who had sought refuge here ; but
- they were covered there with ashes and water, which, forining a
kind of paste, surrounded their bodies and took exactly their forms.
In the Museo Borbonico are preserved many specimens of this
consolidated ashes. One of them preserves the form of a superb
bosom, another the contour of an arm-and its ornaments, another
a part of the shoulders and of the waist ; all announces that these
~women were young, tall, and well-formed, but that they did not

mosaic pavements. In the dining-rpom there were found on the -

fly almost naked, as Dupaty affirms, for not only the print of their ~

s
N o~ .
«'ﬁ;?\

s

2



e e 5

188 NOTES.

linen remains visibly impressed on the ashes, but also that of their
rcbes. They preserve there also the skull of one of these girls,
with the remains of light hair, the molar teeth, and the bone of an -
arni. 3
The skeleton of a fugitive who had a key in one hand, a ting,md
a rouleau of ten pieces of gold and eighty-eight of silver in the
other, was discovered near the door which opens towards the sea.
At the distance of some paces, under the porticoes, were found two
others. Without the villa were found nine of different conditions,
to judge of them by the quality of their ornaments ; they proba= .
bly belonged to the same family. They had endeavoured to save
something ; but they did it with so much precipitation, that among
other objects, there was found a little ivory spoon that they had
lost in this extreme embarrassment near the superior door of this ‘
“habitation. A o A
There is in the centre of thegarden a fish-pond of eonm £
able size, with a fountain formerly adorned with statues llkpm -
Divers, and the little Genii of bronze around the ponds, in some {
of the houses of Herculaneum. In the angles we see mm
rooms which served as granaries, or places of depoait for agri-
cultural utensils. A ,1 "¢
This house was surrounded without by various other m
and by a field of which the land was found tilled in furro
and the barn for threshing the grain.—Translated from B
3 For modesty’s sake. < It was customary for them,” i. e.
men after puttihg on the toga virilis, “as a mark of mi
during the first whole year to keep their right arm within th
Parents and guardians permitted young men to assume
wirilis sooner or later than the age of seventeen as |
proper.”’—Roman Antiquities. |
4 Street of Tombs or the Pagus Augusius Felix.—
entered by one of its faubourgs, a ‘village called .
lix. This village, discovered prineipally between
which stretched from the g[‘i?;nd the walls of

|e

erable way on the ancient>fouyfe to Herculaneum
by the colonies of Sylla and of"Augustus, whose 1
It might now be called the faubourg Tof'tba

quantity of tombs that cover it. There is but
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NOTES. 193

The Crypt forms a second order of porticoes, more interior, and
more sheltered from the weather.—Z'ranslated from Bonucci.
An enclosed gallery, with large windows to cool it in summer,
was called Crypto-porticus. Commonly they had a double row
of windows.—Adam’s Roman Antiquities.

11 As we have formed no such resolution, we proceed to give
the inscription in question. It is as follows :

EumacHuIA L. F. SAcerp. PuBL. Nomine Svo
ET M. Numistr: FronToNis Fin: CaALcipicUM
CrypraMm PorTicus ConcorRDIZE AvcusTZE PIETATI
SuA PEcuniA FEciT EApEMQUE DEDICAVIT.

“Eumachia, daughter of Lucius, a public priestess, in her own
name and in that of her son M. N. Fronto, has built at her own
expense the Chalcidicum and Crypto-porticus of Concord, and has
dedicated them to the piety of Augustus.”

12 Statue of Ewmachia.—This beautiful statue stood in the
Crypto-porticus already mentioned. It was raised in her honor
by the washerwomen of Pompeii, for whose use the porticoes
~were constructed. The centre of the Chalcidicum evidently once
contained a sheet of water, in which were several washing-blocks
cased with white marble. This statue represents Eumachia in a
. Vestal’s dress ; her veil, which hangs down on each side of the
head leaving the face exposed, falls over the shoulders in front,
~and is supported by her right hand against her breast. Her left is
also slightly raised in the act of gracefully supporting her robes,

On the pedestal of the statue is the following inscription : -

g EumacHI®= L. F.
< ‘ SAcCERD. PuB.
FuLLONES.

13 The Pantheon or Temple of Augustus.—This temple may
be termed the gallery of the Pompeian fétes. Its plan ‘seems to
have been takenr om that of the temple of Serapis at Pozzuoli.
By a door decorated with two orders of columns, with several
altars, and 2 file of pedestals for statues, we have a passage to a
place uncovered, and formerly surrounded with a peristyle, on
- whose walls were painted every thing requisite for a sumptuous
repast ; fish, a turkey-cock, baskets full of eggs, geese, partridges
: 19 : N
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twelve little pedestals, for the beams that support tk
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killed and plucked, vases for fruits, and a quantity of amphore for
wine. Over the private entrance at the left, are also seen oxen,
sheep, a comucopia emptying itself upon upturned dishes, fruits ,
in vases, little genii who wreath garlands and flowers to distri- '
bute among the guests, and Psyche with her butterﬂy mm
follows her lover to the banquet of Loves. e

On the right is ranged a row of eleven cabinets, for the repasts of
the most distinguished citizens, with figures of geese, which were
their principal viand. In front rises a tribune adorned with four
niches. On a base there formerly stood, probably, a statue
Augustus ; since there was found on the ground an arm holding a
globe. At the side are two agreeable statues, one of Livia in the
flower of her age and beauty, the other of Drusus her son. A ,
light drapery envelopes the body of this interesting child.

In the sacellum contiguous, sacrifices were offered. Onalarge |
altar encrusted with marble, is still the place (favissa) where the ' :

sacred instruments were deposited. On the stone seats on the
other side of the tribune, the victims were cut up- MW
among the people, who entered there by ‘contiguous d
Upon this door were painted morsels of meat, a hﬁcﬁdm
them, dead birds, a pig’s head, and hams. Beneath the seatsisa
little canal, where flowed the blood of the victims. Ithsw
account that they were painted red. In the depth is seen a large
picture where were represented the twin founders of Rome o
knees of Laurentia, and the gods protecting them from ¢ 2

From the middle of the uncovered Atrium rose in a decagon

i

light pavilion of wood. In this enclosure they prepared the m
and distributed them. It was a kind of little kitchen. H
receptacle for dirty water, &c. which was found
oﬁﬂs of fish, that had been thrown there. Still further on W
found amphorz and vases of bronze. A
A great number of fresco paintings evoq wbqn em h

girls, the poets, and the actors, animated gvith o

dances and recollections of glory and ot' love cou

most voluptuous and alluring.
Bm a Bacchante leans on aym‘ ctress;
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musician seems desirous of pouring into your ear the sound of the
lyre that she strikes, while one of her companions is in the atti-.
tude of repose ; she has ceased to strike her lyre, but she seems
to meditate some new lay. One would say that she was waiting
- for the inspiration of Love.
Sometimes one meets a warrior, a guard of the Sacrarium ;
sometimes young and beautiful priestesses, who offer to their
fellow-citizens poppies and presents of Ceres.
: Here is seen Etra discovering to Theseus the sword of his
: ,,ﬁ"father, till then hidden under a rock ; and Ulysses, sad and pensive
i at his own fireside, can scarcely restrain his tears before Penelope,
who has not yet recognised him. In fine, near the principal
entrance of the temple, is painted an Emperor, seated on a pile of
arms, and crowned by Victory. Vessels ranged for battle, remind
us of Actium, and unite for the last time Antony and Augustus,
the triumvirate and the empire. - . '
Divinities and Genii offering fruits on a discus, landscapes, and
Victories on cars in full career, palaces and arabesques, complete
the ornament of this fine monument consecrated to the triumphs
of Rome.
This temple was dedicated to Augustus, whom Tiberius had
deified. Vitruvius, who places this temple in the forum, and
inseriptions without number found at Pompeii, which mention the
priests of Augustus (Augustales) and their ministers, confirm
our opinion. These last were chosen by two persons, to whom
was entrusted the charge of procuring by means of public vows,
the performance of the solemnities consecrated to Augustus. And
do not all the signs of the sacred repast, and of the distribution of
the entrails (visceratio) to the people, as well as the pictures of
the sacred ministers so often repeated in this temple, indicate the
history that these inscriptions so briefly explain ? i ia
Tacitus tells us that the Sodales Augustales were priests who
sacrificed to Augustus. Atsome paces from the principal entrance
of the temple, the following fragment may be read on marble,
which speaks precisely of these priests, who there had their estab-
“lishment.
«++ . AMINI AUGUSTALI SODALI

AvcusTALI Q.

» Google
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mysterious robes in the midst of the noise of sistrums, tympanums,
and hymns.* .

On each side of the staircase is a small pedestal to which was
found attached a flat calcareous stone with hieroglyphics upon it.
On each side of the sacrarium are other altars and other niches
behind ; there was also in a little niche, a statue of Bacchus.
Porticoes and altars surround the whole enclosure of the temple.
Their columns offer a confused mixture of three orders of archi-

Cecilius Pheebus dedicated to her; and that of Venus, the neck,
arms, and lower part' which were gilt.

From thence we pass into the eating-room, adorned with paint-
ings and a mosaic pavement. On this pavement is read,

N. Poripr CELSINT.
N. Poripr AMPLIATI.
CorRNELIA CELSA.

These were votaries of Isis and adepts in her mysteries. The
paintings represented the apotheosis of Io (the Egyptian Isis) and
the figures of different animals who were there held in veneration.
There were seen two gigantic Hermes with beard and horns;
between them were barks, of which one, probably that of Horus
or the Sun, contained a casket with a bird, and the other was

a garland of flowers, and below, a lioness; a figure seated ina
chair and closely veiled, and a serpent; a figure of Isis with a
robe and a covering on the head, in her left hand a sceptre, at her
arm is suspended a bucket ; beneath her feet is a skull, and at her
side serpents, one of which is erect, and the other twined about
a tree laden with fruit. All these figures have on their heads
the lotus flower, and alluded to the diverse operations of the sun

* This is probably a mere inference of Bonucci, drawn from the fact, that
beneath the altar is a little chamber in the sub-base mentioned. A small and
secret flight of steps conducted to it ; and there, according to the more general
and probable idea, the priests concealed themselves, when they delivered their
oracles in the name of the goddess. Other tricks and impositions were doubt-
less practised upon the people by means of this secret avenue to the statue—
a disposition to the practise of which does not seem to be sltogether lost by the
modern priesthood of Italy. Christian statues can still groan and weep, and
Christian paintings wink and blush, as well as any Pagan of them all.—Ed.

17* ‘

secture. In an angle on the right rose the little statue of Isis that .

'8!

steered by a man ; two serpents round two sticks surmounted by .
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and of nature. The serpent ur@us or the aspic, was the symbol
of life and of death. - . 2

In this chamber was found the skeleton of a priest of the tem- '
ple, who seems to have perished at his meals. Egg-shells and
chickens’ bones lay before him, with the vessels that he had used

~ at his meal.

In the next chamber were found a great number of the symbols
of the worship of Isis, and a little Egyptian idol in a niche. This
was a wardrobe of the temple ; it had still two chairs and other :
furniture. We should wander too far from the subject; were we :
to relate all the trials, the ceremonies, and the prayers which
.entered into the mysteries of Isis, which were transplanted into
Greece under the name of Eleusinian. No authors, ancient or
modern, have been able to penetrate the secret. Apuleius speaks
of them in an enigmatical manner.

I approached,” he says, ‘ the confines of death. After hav-
ing trodden under foot the threshold of Proserpine, I returmed
through all the elements. At midnight the sun seemed to shine
with a dazzling light. I have appeared before the celestial and
infernal deities, and have worshipped them very near.”

Many believe that the Isiac mysteries taught in disguise the
doctrine of a future life. When Apuleius says, ¢ that he arrived
at the confines of death, and trod under foot the threshold of Pro-
serpine,” is it not a sufficiently clear allegory of the fears from
which he imagined himself delivered.by his initiation? For the
rest, every difficulty disappears with these promises made to him
by Isis.

 Thou shalt live happy ; thou shalt be full of glory undu' .
protection. When, having reached the limits of thy Igﬂ,ﬁ -
shalt descend into the place of the departed, thou shalt in
the Elysian fields . . . If, by thy zeal for my worship, and b;
practice of continence and of the privations which shall
posed upon thee, thou shalt merit my favors, thow shalt ‘that
it is in my power to prolong thy days beyond the time 3’ es
tiny has prescribed to thee.” ‘nol

To the hope of enjoying an assured felidty m ds
joined that of a dong and happy life, a hope respecti
never difficult to deceive men, because their he :
their yielding to the force of this illusion.

gy
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It appears that M. de Hammer has wrested this secret from
time, and that he is the first who has thrown a ray of light upon
the mysterious sanctuary of Isis. On the authority of Clemens
Alexandrinus, he mentions three kinds of Isiac mysteries, viz. the
purification at the entrance of the tomb; the lesser mysteries
upon judgment and death, and the doctrine of a futare life; and
 finally, the passage to the greatest mysteries, by the contemplation
of the eternal light, the source of existence and of the universe.
For the initiated, the minor trials were four, the major three.

The chamber of the victims and the apartments of the priests
are on the left of the temple that we have just deseribed. Here
and there were found about the kitchen, bones of ham, offals of
fish, and earthen table-utensils. The Hierophant had collected
the treasures of the goddess and fled ; but death surprised him at
the entrance of the great square of the theatre. Under his skele-
ton were found three hundred and sixty coins of silver, nine of
pure gold, and forty-two of bronze ; little silver vases, very sin-
gular Isiac figures, spoons, goblets, clasps, little cups, all of
silver, a fine cameo and ear-rings.—Translated from Bonucei.

Into the above account, our authorseems to have thrown some-
thing of the mystery of the divinity whose temple he was describ-
ing. I will therefore subjoin the following brief account. ¢ The
temple was eighty-four feet long by seventy-four broad. It is
surrounded by a portico sustained on each side by eight columns
of the Doric order, and six in front. All this building is composed
of brick, covered with a very hard kind of stucco, and was of
beautiful architecture.

“In the depth of the temple rose the sanctuary, insulated, and
ascended by seven steps. This sanctuary itself formed a little
square temple. It is adorned with stucco on the sides, with two
niches in front and one at the opposite part. The facade is ter-
minated by two famous Isiac tables, now in the museum at
Naples. ' ¥

‘¢ A small but elegant vestibule, supported by six columns and
adorned with beautiful mosaic, conducted to the altar, upon
which were found fragments of the statue of Isis. Beneath the
altar is a little chamber, where, as it is thought, the priests hid
- themselves when they uttered the responses of the oracle. The

back part of the temple still presents the little secret staircase
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leading to the chamber. On each side of the temple is an altar,
the one on the left for burning the victims, that on the right as a
deposite for the sacred ashes which were found there in great
quantity.”’— Pasi. ' \
15 This extreme number of shops to be let by a single person in
the little city of Pompeii has led to various conjectures. Some
suppose it to be a hoax upon this Julia Felix, the lessee, by some
wag of Pompeii. Others suppose these to be mere stalls or single
rooms, or a mixture of both. Others again consider her to have
been a gort of female broker, who let the tenements of others.
Whatever may have been the fact, the advertisement was found
on a wall. It is as follows:
Ix Pr®Epus Jurizx Se. F. FELiCcIs
LocANTurR BALNEUM, VENERIUM ET
NonGENTUM TABERNZE PERGULE ‘ 4
CoEnacurA EX IDIBUS Ave. Primis 1N
Ipus Ave. SExTAs ANNos CONTINUOS
A Quinque S.Q.D. L. E. N. C. ' r
", The second supposition seems to be hardly admissible, when

hand, it is hardly probable that she would possess so many build-
ings as her own property. Truth probably lies in the first or lut
supposition. ;
16 It is interesting after the lapse of so leng a peried of time to
see the inscriptions scribbled about the streets by boys and idlers,
which show how little the nature of either has been changed.
The following are selected from many on the walls of the Bﬂﬁm
of every kind and character. The first one, particularly, is very
characteristic of all idlers in all ages. The orthography is here

preserved.

C. Pumipivus DiriLus HEIC FUIT AD Nonas OQW‘M - k
M. Lepip. Q. CATUL. Cos. '

i. e. seventy-seven years before the time of our‘ Suvionq
epoch of the death of Sylla. Seldom does the asp ir
mortality by such means, so fully obtain his object.

' NON EST EX ALBO JUDEX, PATRE ZEGYPTIO.

Damas, Aupr,

& G O« '8[@ HARV H- D | f.:l N ERSITY
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- sheep and of hogs. During the night, they were employedaimpb
petual devotion near the statue of the goddess.”—E!

- Their luxury and refinement incorporated itself into thg

- the barbarous nations whom they conquered.

~ that day against the priests of Isis, on the sarcoyhagut ;
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intervals, repeating Ave or Pale ; whence * corpora nondum con-
clamata,” ¢ just expiring” ; and those who had glven up their
friends for lost, or supposed them dead were said, * eos concia-

- mavisse.” So when a thing was quite desperate, M

est.—Adam’s Roman Antiquities. _

18 ¢« They,” the emperors, ¢ used a partncular badge of havmg ﬁre
carried before them. Marcus Antoninus calls it a lamp, prowy
borrowed from the Persians. Something similar seems to have
been used by the magistrates of the municipal towns; a panmf
burning coals, or a portable hearth, in which incense was buﬂt;

a perfumed stove.”’—Ibid. '

19 On public occasions, the emperor wore a crown and a ttium-
phal robe.—Tacit. Ann. :

® That I may not seem to have misrepresented the morals of
the times or of the votaries of Isis, I must be allowed here afew -
remarks. e S

“ The worship of Isis was universal in Egypt The pneats waq N ‘
obliged to observe perpetual chastity. Their heads were
shaved, and they always walked barefooted, and clothed M

‘selves in linen garments. They never ate onions. They ab-

stained from salt with their meat, and were forbidden the flesh of

\

To judge from the above, it would seem that the mlei;ﬂu
required were directly at variance with the character of Marcus.
But it must be remembered that the worship of Isis by the Egyp
tians and by the luxurious Romans, was a very dlﬁ'erent

of the myriads of strange gods they introduced into .

It may be assumed safely of any large body of m
tions from marriage always produce hcenuousness X
of Isis, neither in dress, tonsure, rules, nor rehgio
differed (except in name) from many of the prm" ‘
on the same spot. Those travellers who have visited
room at the Museo Borbonico will find enough of the

room, to warrant all that is intimated in th _convers
to. The strangely obscene presents brou
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in consequence of the supposed influence of the priests, the donors
had become mothers ; the indecent paintings in the bed-rooms of
the young girls, the charm contra sterilitatem which there seems
little reason to doubt were worn by the ladies about the neck, as
in modern times a cross or an eye-glass ; the symbol over the oven,
&e., all serve to show how deep was the moral degradation from
which Christianity rescued mankind.

- Speaking of the house of Julia Felix, Bonucci remarks, ¢ Parmi
ces chambres on découvrit un Sacrarium, qui d’aprés les peintures
d’ Isis, d’ Osiris, d’ Igiéa, d’Anubis, et de différentes petites idoles et
talismans qu’on y trouva, parmi lesquelles un Priape et un Harpo-
crate, tous.deux le doigt sur les lévres, on conjectura que la
propriétaire étoit une initée aux mystéres d’Isis et devouée & son
culte pour obtenir des enfans. 11y avoit dans le centre un tré-
pied de bronze, soutenu par trois Satyres obscénes, qui tendent
Ja main & la suppliante, et semblent lui promettre que ses veeux
seront exaucés.” The more general impression seems to be how-
ever, that she exercoit chez elle le LExociNTUM which was forbid-
den to those who should hire any of the nine hundred shops she
- advertised ; very possibly with the intention of monopolizing the
business herself. See note 15. _
In the street of tombs is a little sepulchral inclosure where was
found a marble head, @ peine ébauchée, with the hair knotted
behind the neck. It bore this inscription :

Junont
Tycues JuLizx
AvcusT®E VENER.

The protecting divinities (answering to the modern patron
saints) of women were called Junos, of men, Genii. * Singulis
enim et Genium et Junonem dederunt.”’—Seneca. :
Thus Tyche recommends herself to her tutelar divinity ; but
her quality of Venerea “ ne seroit pas des plus décentes de nos
jours.”— Précis Historique. |
*1 When persons were at the point of death, their nearest rela-
tion present endeavoured to catch their last breath with their
mouth ; tbrthey believed the soul then went out at the mouth.—

Roman Antiquities.
3 This little vial, called a lachrymatory, has lately been assert-
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‘depting the more genefally meel‘nd oﬁmun it
sepulchral chamber of Saturninus is seen in h
near the house of Diomedes, where was found a small door which
opened into an enclosure of reticulated wall. There is w-wnh
a triclinium. It is formed by three beds made of stone, upon
which when carpets and cushions were plmd, ﬁa m
very comfortable. T R

~ Here was celebrated the funeral banqmt (‘ ilicernium). This
custom at first consisted only in sitting round the mm
ing the remains of the victims after the sacrifices were terminated.
M. Fauvel, French consul at Athens, found about a sepulchre
that he believed to be that of Antiope, the Amazon, near the
Pirzus, the bones of goats and rams, and horns of oxen partly ’
burnt, bones of chickens, and other remains of the funeral feast.
_ But the fervent piety of the ancients, and the p&ﬂm
tion of a mythological religion, soon changed tbhr plicit
these feasts. They believed that they should be y
dead ; “and in effect they spread magnificent m

" middle of the guests a place for the dead. In this tricl

small column on which was placed, before the tahle,
defunct, crowned with roses. Flowars'-v‘m'é-‘
sion ; libations were offered ; and it not ;
that, in often replenishing the goblets with the
the guests forgot that they were met to weep.—
Bonucci. ‘
At the betrothing of the parties, there was com
and the man gave the woman a ring by way of
put on her left hand, on the finger next the ,‘
believed that a nerve reached thence to the hea -
It is not a little curious ﬂlustotmcecustmm 3
in use, to their origin, which to the great mass of

at his death bed.” < He will not go out mfp
 foremost,” to signify that « he will never go ou

2 Hence, ask mppoeed. ﬁio Ltﬁn
W‘

’%hhthewimnowhownbythmd

am‘
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glass, is placed at the side of the Atrium. There is still to be seen
the figure of a fish, a symbol of the object to which it was destined.
The audience-chamber is opposite, where the Pompeian, surround-
ed by the images of his ancestors, received his clients, frlends, ﬂ
dependants.

Immediately after, we arrived at the public apartment, where
were the rooms for the men. This house seems to have been
originally two separate houses, afterward, probably, bought by
some rich man and thrown into one. After traversing a little court,
around which are the sleeping-chambers, and that destined to
business, we hastened to render our visit to the Penates. We
entered the pantry, and rendered back to the proprietors the greet-
ing* that from the threshold of this mansion they still direct to
strangers. We next passed through the kitchen and its depen-
dencies. The corn-mills seemed waiting for the accustomed
hands to grind with them, after so many years of repose. Oil,
standing in glass vessels, chestnuts, dates, raisins, and figs in the
next chamber announce the provision for the approaching winter;
and large amphora of wine recall to us the conmhhbfcww‘
‘of Cicero. AR g’ 2

We entered the private apartment. Magnlﬁeent pomwx. >
to be seen around it. Numerous beautiful columns mﬂ 23
stucco and with very fresh colors, surrounded an agreeable gard
a pond, and a bath. Elegant paintings, delicate ornaments, st;
sphinxes, wild and fanciful flowers, every where cover the
The cabinets of the young girls and their toilet, with appr
paintings, are disposed along the sides. In this last m fo
great quantity of female ornaments, and the skeleton of a I

At the extremity is seen a semicircular room a ',.' '
niches, and formerly with statues, mosaics, and b
altar, on which the sacred fire burned perpetually rose i
tre. This is the sacrarium. hwmtmamﬁ,
most solemn and memotablo ay ere
rejoicings. On birth-days, sacrific
or Juno, ﬂ;epmtechrofthe naumm.,  Offer

3 <% w19 :~~wn '
i

* The word Saloe i printed in mosio on the
mmhwmuhmm i sty s
“4
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made of poppies, whose seeds are innumerable, were made to
Fecundity; and the slave embraced there, with trembling, the knees
even of the Furies. The Abbé Romanelli conjectures that this is
the house that Claudius, afterwards emperor, occupied with his
son Drusus, when they retired to this city to avoid the hatred of
Tiberius.— Translated from Bonucci. £

Hence it is easy to infer that it is, to say the least, very doubt-
ful if this were any thing more than a private house It may
perhaps be sufficient authority for a tale, but for nothing else.

?7 This house, called the House of the Dramatic Poet, in
which we have placed our good friend Cennius, 1 shall proceed to -
describe in the words of Bonucci, omitting only those parts which
have already been described in the tale.

¢ On the threshold is seen in elegant mosaic, a large dog, chain-
ed, and seeming ready to spring upon those who enter, and below
are these facetious words in mosaic, Cave Canem.”

After speaking of the Venus, Thetis, &c. he goes on to remark,
¢¢ All these figures are probably portraits, as it was the custom to
represent them around the Atrium. The rings upon the fingers
show the family to have been noble. But who was the young:
girl or rather goddess, who lent her smile and her charms to this
Thetis, to this Briseis, &c.

On the same side [of the Atrium] are seen various small sleep-
ing-chambers. In one are paintings of the combats of the Ama-
zons, similar to the bas reliefs lately discovered at Figalie. They
are on cars, a singular thing ! The warriors are on foot. The vic-
tory seems to declare itself for the latter. Below this ornament is
seen a young Nereid, naked, sitting on a sea-bull, that she seems
to caress. One perhaps was the Taureau dionysiaque and the
other a Bacchante. In front is an obscene painting. The Pom-
peians were accustomed to place these representations in the most
exposed places, which shows how different were their morals from
- ours. Propertius dep!ores this fatal usage, and invokes the wrath
of Heaven on the first who shall dare expose to the ingenuous
regards of a young girl these dangerous monuments of shame.

Opposite the court is the study; in a very ordinary painting is
seen a poet seated on a stool, who, holding a paper ir. his hand,
~ declaims his verses before two illustrious personages seated at the

Google
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the middle of the libraries a closet, where the books were ranged
each with its label. Others were placed upon the walls. One
walked around and selected the author desired. In the preced-
ing chamber the Pompeian abandoned himself to the pleasures of
love ; in this to meditation and study. The passions and their
excess were perhaps less formidable among the ancients than
among us. The study consecratéd to philosophy and moderation,
was if 1 may so speak, the sacrarium of the profane temple of
voluptuousness and of beauty.

Not far from this place, we admired for its freshness and for the
composition, a beautiful painting which represented the sacrifice
of Iphigenia.

We next arrive at the room for banquetting and dancing. We
see represented in this vast room, in the midst of the most various
and agreeable decorations of architecture and of flowers, fruits in
glass vases, a cock who holds a caduceus, charming dancing-girls,
Leda who presents to her astonished spouse the three twins Cas-
tor, Pollux, and Helen, coming out of the egg; Theseus, who
having arrived on the shore of Naxos, abandons the sleeping
Ariadne ; and Love who complains to Venus of the contempt of
Diana. On the pavement in mosaic we see fishes; geese, and
ornaments simple but full of elegance and taste.

Next comes the kitchen with its hearth similar to our own, and
the common place. -~
This habitation had a second story, very noble and agreeable
There, in the first excavations, were found broken pieces of
pavement, which represented in mosaic a fine head of Bacchus;
and moreover a treasure of female ornaments. Some countryman
who had come hither to seek for objects, had not been so fortu-
nate as to find them, although he had arrived within two paces of
them ; when, from spite at finding nothing, he dispersed the bones
of the skeletons in departing.

In the angle contiguous to this house in the Osque language
are the following words:
] SIIIIIIN. II. VN.
Numerii poemata accipies.
Translated from Bonucci.
%8 Ag there is no temple of Vesta yet discovered in Pompeii, I
. have borrowed that at Rome for the occasion.
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- flames which approached, enveloped and stifled himm

 bats of the athletes, and those which took place

214 . NOTES.
given to all light, qmck-sulmg vauels.-—ddama Mm
qm’ fnNETIain) el

41 Ships of war were so called in eontndashncﬁon to m
burden, on account of their greater length.—JIbid. ks

4 The Roman women used a broad rlbbon round the hmt,
called Strophium.—Ibid. : 4 n

4 The Roman fleet under Pliny, at the time of the emptimwhy
at Misenum. He immediately repaired to Retina to save the
soldiers who were there ; but deterred by the danger which in-
creased every moment, he landed at Stabia, and being arrived at
the house of his friend Pomponianus, he took the bath, supped
tranquilly, and slept. The danger began to be urgent—the court
into which his apartment opened, began to be filled with ashes—
the houses were so shaken by the earthquake, that they visibly
rocked from side to side and then resumed their place. Death
was imminent. It became necessary to wake him, mdewﬁu
The sea was agitated by a contrary wind. Every one was flying
to the country. Pliny called for cold water, and having swallow-
ed two mouthfuls, a cloud of sulphur, the avant-coureur d‘ﬁb 'iv

torique. See two letters written by Pliny the younger td'lm

describing this event and his own flight with his mtbetm
terrible volcano.

4 The combats here mentioned were actually piilhd on
wall. “ On y distinguoit un cheval qui fuyoit - devmtms‘
une ourse liée avec une longue corde & un tanmwnﬁw
pussent s’éviter, et enfin (ce qui étoit spi.titnei) une tigres
combattoit avec un singe.” e

They placed trees and plants in the arena, nd
the hunting of wild beasts, the games of the glas

light of flambeaux, ofwhkh Enehionmw
Trimalchion. il s

Inomn&rgthhampbhbeam,m; e d
mmeemdinthoeorﬂdondxm;- :
braceleis, two rings, a coin, and other m :
m!ﬂd!wketotcb&-mvhk);ma

ﬁ'ﬁtw? '
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-

« Skeletons of eight lions and of one man, supposed to have
been their keeper, were according to report found in this amphi-
theatre.””— Starke.

4 Vesuvius, in its eruptions, commonly emits a great quantity -
of sea-water mixed with its volcanic substances. Pompeii was
buried only under ashes, cemented by this water into a kind of
paste, which effectually excluded the air, and contributed greatly
to its preservation. The cast of a female, which was thus fairly
stamped, has already been mentioned as having been found in the
house of Diomedes. It is on account of Pompeii having been
buried under such light and yielding matter, that its streets, &ec.
are so easily cleared out; while those of Herculaneum, being
buried under solid lava, are penetrated but slowly ; since the way
must as it were be hewn out of rock. ,

I would here correct an error that many persons seem to fall
into, which is, that Pompeii is subterranean, and is visited by
torch-lights. It is on the contrary entirely open as far as the ex-
cavations admit, and it is entered as one would enter any other
city. %

46 Speaking of the skeletons of the party found at the hemicycle
near the Herculanean gate, Bonucei observes, Tous étoient sur
une hauteur supérieure de 9 pieds au niveau de la rue ancienne ;
ce qui nous assure qu’ils fuyoient quand le sol étoit déja extréme-
ment encombré,” &c.

. 47 The Amphitheatre.—The description of this noble edifice has
been anticipated in the course of the foregoing pages., Little now
remains to be described. ‘

¢ QOne is astonished,” says Bonucci, * to find so vast a monu-
ment in a city whose inhabitants could hardly suffice to fill it. It
seems capable of containing about twenty thousand persons.
From this we infer that the neighbouring inhabitants were accus-
tomed to frequent the spectacles at Pompeii. What confirms this
conjecture is the squabble which occurred there between the colo-
nists of Nuceria and the Pompeians, at an exhibition of gladiators
given by Livinejus Regulus ; and which rose from some trifling
cause. The account of it is given by Tacitus. It seems that from
words they went to stones, and at last took up arms. The Pom-
peians got the best of the day; and many of the Nucerians lost

L
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NOTES. 217

like those sgparating the pit from the orchestra in France, for the use
of the different magistrates ; and these seats, thus separated, were
called cavee. As the circumferences of the building and the
arena form a small oval in a large one, if we suppose both to be
divided by the same number of points equidistant, it is obvious
that lines drawn from the smaller to the larger, would be lines
diverging from the former; i. e. having the form of a wedge
(cuneus.) Now the entrances to the amphitheatre are all of them
in the range of lines thus drawn ; and hence the parts included be-
tween the vomitoria, as thdy are termed, are called cunei. This
word not unfrequently is used for the assembly ; < all the cunei,”
as we often say, the whole theatre, meaning all the spectators.

5

The subjoined is merely an imperfect list of the objects taken
from Pompeii and Herculaneum and placed in cabinets in the
Museo Borbonico. To those who take an interest in such matters
it is curious to see this catalogue of *household stuff,”” and
to note its approximation or entire resemblance to our own.
They are set down as they were taken by the author in passing
from case to case.

The first case was principally filled with articles of food. There
were bread, nuts, eggs, almonds, figs, chesnuts, olives, shoes,
vials, &c. In the second case, rings, bread, bracelets, buckles,
and prunes and figs, as fresh looking as if just put up. In the
third case, spoons, salt-spoons, cullenders, a silver basin, hair-pins,
on the heads of which were little figures elegantly carved—human
and other figures. In another room were saucepans, stewpans, pots,
kettles, frying-pans, skillets, &c. Then again there were dunkmg
vessels in the form of horns, heads, &c.—urns of all snzes—glasa
from a house in Pompeii—lachrymatories—the skull of a bird
found in an urn with the ashes of his master,—large glass tumblers
a foot high—apothecaries vessels—glass vessels crushed out of
shape but unbroken—steelyards whose weight is some finely done
figure, as the head of an emperor—a tall glass bottle,—a glass
urn for the dead—glass necklaces, with beads as large as musket
bullets, and thick window-glass.

19

Google



"

218 NOTES.

’

Next came kitchen utensils, pies, pans, jars, pastry-moulds—
scales of bronze, lamps, jars for wine and oil, wexgh&“lbﬂa, :
lead, and stone, stamped with the makers’ names—a table—sacri- 1
ficial vessels—a portable altar for sacrifice, made to shut up some- < 3
thing like an umbrella—broad shallow basins for the blood of

victims—drinking-cups for saciifice—a little furnace dike our

‘modern furnaces, for boiling water, &e., a silver lamp—an in-
cense-box—a lustral basin—a sacrificing knife—a sponge and soap
a-»bﬁdle-ﬁt like ours, a curule chair, another lustral basin, a large _.
tllpoddm, arms and armour, a girdle, a quiver; a circular metal
plate with a hammer to give notice to those turning a corner—
horse furniture—bridles—spears—axes, bueklom—lwm
in which skeletons were found detained by the leg—a ltylul—-—ﬁ ' ]
inkstand with the dried sediment of the ink—stamps for different
things—surgeons’ instruments—forceps, pills, probes, a catheter, =
an instrument something like the modern French instrument for
extracting stone, tops, ivory theatre-tickets, fish-hooks, bagpipes,
cowbells, pieces of flutes, ladies’ ornaments, thimbles, combs,
pins for hair ornamented with ivory, a furnace like our modemn
economical one for frying, boiling, broiling, baking, m&
tilling machine, nails, staples, keys, locks, lockl with
half turned and fixed so by rust, &ec. nis of N SR
«« The French batterie de cuisine,” says Lady w seems
to have invented nothing, not to have added even a casse
the gastronomic necessaries of antiquity. From ﬂp
ver butter-melter of a Panslan Amphytrion, to the ¢:
bot-boiler of an English alderman, every culinary ¢
found among the «débris of the kitchens of Poqui.,*
purposes of these vessels are evident; but the el
qavkmanslnp, leaves modern luxury hopeless.
all of bronze or fine metal. Many oﬁ'and gmm
qnvmd within, and the handles were o

s o of Ao i o e i me&u escan

W% and. ”

tea-table. A stove thatwhom mmm
 eries, and combines great mm 1
pueea in the middle of the apartment.
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only most exquisite in workmanship, but clear and silvery in its
tones. Several dishes of bronze, silvered and exquisitely chased,
with handles to come off and on, evince the fine organization of a
people, who sought even in the coarsest details of life, for forms
to gratify their elegant.and high-wrought imaginations.”

To this it may be added, that even the well-curbs are of ele- .

gantly carved marble ; and it would seem that this passion for
luxuries descended into the coarsest details of life.

Among the many interesting objects in Pompeii is the House of
Cicero ; and although the house known by his name has buta
very equivocal claim to that honor, still there is an intense interest
in the feeling with which we observe a house that he has even
been supposed to have occupied. His Pompeian and Tusculan
villas, he says, “me valde delectant,” but whether this be
his < Pompeianum > is uncertain. The Abbé Choupy reckons
twenty-four country houses possessed by Cicero.” Without at-
tempting a discussion as to this point, I shall proceed to deseribe
the house in the words of Bonucci.

“ A portico and shop form its exterior part ; its true entrance is
in the place where are seen two cones of masonry. This was a
spacious and well decorated house. It was uncovered at different
times from 1749 to 1778, and afterward covered again, according
to the custom of these times, that the proprietors of land there
might not suffer. By its plan, we see that having entered, we
passed into an uncovered court. We then arrived at an elegant
peristyle by along passage, at whose sides were the stables, the
coach-house, the porter’s room, and other dependencies. Around
the peristyle were ranged the chambers of the men ; farther in

that of the master of the house and of the women, with the cells

and galleries that look out upon the sea. Ina lower story was
found a portico which surrounded a garden, and over the portico
a lodge, whence could be enjoyed a view of the sea and of the
country on one side, and on the other the promenade of the route
conducting to the city. A secret door (the only one yet discov-
ered) opened into the street and into the court, where were found
some Etruscan sepulchres. ,

Among the remarkable objects which decorated this villa, the
celebrated paintings of the eight female dancers should be men-

-~
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