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THI3 STORY

WAS WRITTEN FOR

MY DEAR LITTEE

MARY BACEVILLE

AND i§ DEDICATED TO HEE,



Yos, o fortes varoes, de qoem eu canto,
Perdoai s nao dou tode o que he vosso;
FPorgue nas ha ningnem gue possa tanto,
Menos en, que entre $0dos MEnos PSS :
E &8 eu qniz empregar em vos ham canto
Qe en conhego por baixo, rude, & groswn,
He go porgue me forga hum desejo,
Que vejao de vog todos ¢ gue eu rejo.
Francisco D'AxPrinm

And you, ye valiant ones, whose fame [ ging,
Forgive ma if 1 give you not your doe :

For nove your guordon of meet praise can bring,
I Teass of all, who leea than wll can do:

And if I ventore here an offering

Rude in Itself, and all sowerthy you,

*Tia tut becanse to this desire I bow,

‘That all may ses you, a8 [ see you now,
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QIAPTER L
HOW TOERM CANE NEWS rRox (lamrmioe To AD Fines

‘WorLo you liks to know how some of thoss early Christians
waro spenvding such & plorious summer afternoon a8 this is,—
fifteen handred years age ?

I could carry you at oace fo the place, and seb you down
among ths fumily in which I hope that you will soon becomea
intoreatiod ;—bat it i3 better that Isbhould first show you
bhow the country lay, so that, by-and-bye, when we shall
hava to pass theongh it in company with fierce persecutors
or brave eonfossors, we may know it agoin,

About sizty miles to the south of Corthnge is the little
town of Aptongs, juost on the skirts of the Numidian
mountaing, If we stzoll up a wild glen to the right hand,
and walk briskly for an hour, we shall gome out on one of
the hill-farma, niched in betwesn two steep wooded arags,
but open to the refreshing breeze from the north, and
looking forth over the gront plain towsrds ths Mediter-
ranean. —dd Fines for that is the name of the place,—isa
gray old building, straggling, two-storied, with & baloony in
front of the upper windows :—aheds, cart-houses, aod barna
scittered ronnd it; and barlay fislds—oow basking with

1%#
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their second erop in the blaze of nn Avgust son —dotted
over the mountsinside. T dare sy that some of those walls
eould remember the battle of Fams ;—the people that lived
then knew nothing about building them in the Roman way,
bat put their stones together aa best they could, and n quaint
picturesqus mountain-farm they have made. Look! there
is the boundary of the land this way ; you may notice that
bead of Mereury on the stone column that serves for & mark.
Some one, T ses, has garlanded it with flowers:—well, we
will not take them down, mor (which I shounld much like to
do) koock the god's bead off. For itisa time of persecution
and wp muost remember the Canons which command thaé
we are not to give bnesdlass offince by such acts na these
Now we enter the enclosure. Look at those ozen lazily
whiaking their tails in the sun ;—I should sy they were of
the trus Mauoritanian breed ;—and so0 we may go into the
hall, which seems kitchen, parlour, snd ball in one.

Those two,.—1 need mot tell you that they are mother
rnd daoghter: they are too much alike, though one may be
pix and thirty, and the other can scarcely be sixteen, to
leave any doubt shoot that, The mother is o widow, as
you may see by that monrning clonk whick sho wears over
her siola : (they call it & véiciniwm in Rome, bot it may
have another name hera:) and the fogps prefecfs of the
girl, with its purple border at the edge, shows her to be
unmnrried, They are spinning, you ses: and for any one
who would git down under the chesnut that shadowa the
farm, the boz of the insecta, that wre sperting away their
little lives in the gloripus sanlight, the faintish rostling
of the wind in the lesves, the whirr of the spinning wheal
feown the house, and the occasional lowing of & cow from
some distant shed, how drowsy it would make bim |

The mother’s wheel stopa.  © Luein,’ sho says—

f Well dear mother,

1 have baon thinking ahout your hrother; and T begin
to be sorry that I ever let him go to Carthage.'

¢ Why," eaid Lucia, ‘ be and our good Priest wished it s
mach thet it would bave besa quite unkind to sy Ne
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There is no fomr,—there can bo no fear ; for every one says
that sll is quiet. I am sure he will not be the less glad to
oomo book to Ad Fines-because he has seen the ity

FIf you were old enough to remember all that we sof-
fered in the time of Deciug, you would not wonder that I
foel anxions now, God sond all for the best | It is but a
fortnight ; and that is my grestest comfues,

¢ At all events,' sald Lucie, 'I shall be pgled when my
sister is home again. Secunda is at no great distance, and
wa shall sse her scon,’

i Dear Secundal’ oried tho mother, * Yes:—and how
delighted 1 shall be at her return 1’

" Do you know, mother,’ said Luocia presently, ‘T think
that Vivia ia more than balf disposed to reeeive our fuith.
The day before yesterday, when the rest were pone down
into the valley, to that merifive to Robigo, she staid at home,
and said that she would rather trust to the God of the
Christians to keop off the blight, than to & thing made with
. bands’

* We will get our Bishop to talk with her,” said Cuin-
tilla'—for that was the name of the mother; *I have
pnoticed what you tell ma:—and it wounld be & prest
comnfort indesd, if but ome of the housshold were heirs
with u3 of the other world, as they nre shorers with ua of
this. How glad soch & thought would huve meds your
futher, © the blessed one|'*

‘8o it would, dear mather, and so0 it does.—DBut who is
that?' And as ehe spoke, a tall man was seen striding up
the steep road from the glen, at & pace very little soited to
such an ascont, on such an afternoon.

It luoke like your uncle,’ said Quintilla. ° But what can
heve brooght him here now 1

¢ It is he indeed.—Shall I go and meet him 7’

Almost before her motber could mpl_f, 8 largs strongly
built man hurried into the farm-yard, wiping the big drops
from his forehead as ha came in, and entered the hall.

"Why, Aciliva ! said Quintilla.

 Dear undle, what is the matter?’
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 Matter!" roared Acilius Glabro, the centurion, for such
he was. ! Matter|' And be strode up and down the room,
panting with exertion and exeitement.

‘It i mothing about Faulinua?' eaid the anzious
mother.

‘ Matter :° oried the centurion, & third time—' T knew it
would come to thisn. Matter! Here'san end to your folly .(—
I knew how it would bs, when you took to worshipping the
Head of an gaa|l—Wall, well ;— after ail, it is oo congarn of
mine, and I am a fool to meddls with it"

‘ But what és it, unofe ? '

‘But yon will be reasonable,—I koow you will'—
continned the Roman soldier. *No great harm in this
Christian madness, while it coste yoo nothing ; wiser folks
than you have been lod away with it. Come, come; I am
sure you will not make fools of yourselves now, when you
koow what I bave to tell yoo. The Proconsul has ordam to
proceed agninst all Nazarenes ; and, by Maral be is the man
to act up to his instruotions,'

* Do you mean,’ asked Quintilla, tarning pale, * that thore
ie to be o perseontion 7’

* Perseoution | ' cried Acilina. ‘I know that yoor people
&re to be rooted oub uf the eurth, and T hope you will be wise
in fime. The Augustus has ordeted his edict to be carried
vut hera, and he will bo attended to, T can tall you.'

! Bt are you sure, brother? Is this really so? Or are
you oaly talking to frighten ua?’

* Du you think I should have run up from Aptongs like
madman, ooly to frighten a woman and a silly gird ? I know
it for certain, and thus it was ; —but fimt—bhave you pever
a eup of Sicilinn, or of barlay wina®’

*Barley wine you shall huve, and weloome—bring if,
Lugia; bat let mo hear tho worst ¢ onca.’

! Well, it waa thus,’ continned Aciliue after he had drunk
and waos refreshed. ‘T waa in the gunrd room about the
seventh hour, talking over the good old times when I served
in Germany,—by Mars, they weere times! and longiog for
something better than this idle lifs, when, all of & sudden,



TIE FARM OF APTONGA. ]

there came such a shout from the faram ss if the Augustus
were entaring the place. I and two or three others ran out,
and there was the deputy Prosonsul, with his lictors, satting
up & placard against the town-house. Bat first of all he
read it through, and it was as I tell you : Valerian will have
no more of this scom here—I gravae your pardon, Quintilla,
but I always speak my mind ;—nand the long and the short
of the matter i3, you mnst give it up.

" Whot will beeorna of Paclinus !’ oried Quintilla, making
no reply to the cemturion’s sposch,

‘ Paulinua !’ repeated Aecilins; * why, where is he?’

‘ Ha set forth for Carthage three days ngone, with—well ;
he wont.

tAnd & good thing too, by the emperor’s life eaid the
eenturion : I'll warrant, be will see snough to curs him of
bis fully. The lad's a good lad, though you have pervertad
him, Hu is safs, nover foar ; but what I am afruid about is
you and Ludia here”

‘Gon will take care of us, brother: leave it in His
hands, sod ba aure—"

¥ Protty oare Ha has taken of the Nazarenes befurs now,’
jnterrupted the eenturion, 'L do not reskon mysclf &
goward —at least others don’t; but I declars to you that
what I saw onder the pod Decins would bave made me one.
1 would have worshipped any god you plesass—a beetla or
a lizard, like thoee fools the Egyptians, sooner than bear
what those medmen bore st Carthage.’

‘I beliave you, brother~' replied Quintilla; ‘and yei
children did what you own you could not have done. Is
oot that strange 7'

! Strange, aye ! Bat it is witcheraft ; any thing may be
done by that. I pray you to listen,' he continued earncatly,
“The Fdila here bates Nazarenes sn he bates poisvn, and
you may be very sure that you are down in his list. You
caonot get away; it is out of the question; where could
you po? and you lame too, (I wish to my heart you had
baem deaf into the bargain, before ever that pestilent fellow,



