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RUEA SYLVIA.
BY THE AUTHOR OF
& TALES OF THE PACKOLETTE.* |
Three fourths of a century had elaps
ed from the establishment in Rome,
by the Sabine Numa, of the order ol
the Vestals, when his grand son Aneus
Martinus was ealled to the throne.—
Nnna the inspired—the Joved of the |
godess Iegiria, had  Jong been gather
cd to his fathers ; but the sacred fire ol
tho temple still burned on the altars
first erected by himscll.  The Vestal |
order had preserved its purity  aml
its vigilanee from suspicion. It still

(atSEVENTY |

retained its popularity with the peaple
and its votaries were held in the high
est estimation and veneration,

Great and various were the privile
gos and powers o the holy nuddens,
who, proud in their huwmility, seldom
walked the streets ol Romwe, unattend
ed by their goards, supporting the |
firees, emblomis of their ennk sl saered |
“otlice.  The lightest and the noblest |
of Rome's noble dames gladly devoted |
their oflspring 1o the service of the |
temple of Vesta, and cagerly intrigzued =

|
|

for the honors ol the Novitiate fur their |
favorite danghters,  Scldom had the
seniors of the temple avarled  them |
selves of the privilege of the law, of|
again returning to the world after hav. |
ing gerved vut the regu
novices, priestesses,  and teaclhiers ot
sucred mysteries. Yot the vecurrence
Wis nol S0 uncommon as to excite iy-
dignation, though it nught surprise,
when Gegania the eldest ot the Vest.
als upon the promotion of Canuleid to
the rank of priesiess, aunounced her
determinuation to quit the temple, and,
at the age ol forty take back her vow
of celibmey.  An application 10 the |
Pontifex Maximus, to suppiy the va- |

te tie, as |

caney pumong  the Novices, became |
necessary by the withdrawal of Ge

ganmin, and the disagreeatile dury ot
making o selection, devolved npan
Ancas Martinus, who blended  with |
his oflice of' King that of Sovercign
Pontift.

The solicitations of the Roman mat
rons were o gibarrassing  to allow
the vacancy o be easily filled owing o
the fact that the applicants were most
numerous.  Ancos Martinus =till hesi-
tated i his decision when an urgent
appeal from the mothers of Vestal |
showed him the necersity of a prompt |
ecomplinuce with their denmands, if e
would nvoid the anger of the powerful
Virgilm, whose influence was suflivient-
ly controlling to excite all Rome in
their “eanse. It was no uneommon
practice in Ancus to stroll through the
inval city in disguise, unattended by

=his guurds, or other insiguin of power.
And more than onee had he found the
bedqefit of'this pructice during the four-
teer. years he had already reigned, in
the discovery and defeat of treasonable
plots agninst the stability of his gov-
ernment. It is at this period our tale
¢commences, ard on the very day
which the monarch had promised to
make known his fiual determination
respecting Lthe new  Vestal,
. Within the walls of Rome a few days
previous to the period we have desiy-
nated, Tarquinius Priscus, a wealthy
bitizen of Corinth, had taken up his
residence. e was accompanied by
his ouly child a daughter, about nine
years of age, Tarquinus was a wid-
ower—the early betrothed of the Ves.
tal Goganin, and to reesive Ler hand
was his principal business at  Ilome,
No dreams of uspiring ambition for
himself or his daughter had ever influ.
enced the philosophical Priscus,  Sat-
isfied With his hmmense wealth and
patrician ruuk, he sought happiness and
uiet in unpretending  retirement.—
lis - unbounded  henevolenpe——his
varied #cquirements and solid virtues
opled with unostentatious piety. had
veudered his mame well known  in
Rome, and seenved him a great and
lasting popularity,

Thy dwughter of Priscus was all that
# father conld wish, She was 1 sur-
pr‘Mﬂylnvuiy ehild, with a mind, so
fir s develiped,, Nilly equal ta the

- promise’of herporson,” and fandly did
that tather duta Hpan Lo Young anl |
beantiful wiil whi devotwlly retimed

the strong aflection of her sole parent,
She also, in accordanee with the estab-
lished customs of her peaple, was be.
trothed and wore upon her fore-linger
the iron ring of her distant Kinsman
Servius Tallius,  This youth had beeu
scleeted by her father from family
considerations—the aflections of the
children were not thought of—Servius
was a soldicra bold and aspiring one
of his age, which did not execed six
teen when he entered the royal army.
Whether the betiothment  between
himselt and  lus kinsman’s daughter
would be agrecable to him when the
time for consumating it arrived. gave
the young soldier little uncasiness.—
The evil day was fr ofl’ and the com
pact in the meanwhile secured him a
princely fortune. Ile was away on
some  distant expedidon at the time
Priscus visited Rome onece more to
lorm a matrimonial engagement.

A Roman knight was passing the
honse of Tarquinius, when attracted by
asweet and giriish  voice, he raised
his eyes and met the eurious gaze of
the proprictor’s daughier,

* Who are you !” he asked abrubtly.

She timidly drew back trom the
suldier’s interrogatary,

¢ Nay speak pretty one,” said he,
stuiling kindly,

Wohat is thy name ?

* Rhea Sylvia?

Indecd ! the mother af onr Romn-
lus and  Rhemus bore the same and
was i Vestal, Wouldst thou like to i1l
the office o thy illustrious namesake ?

Even the young Rhea Sylvia knew

[ that the oflice of a Vestal was one of

the highest consideration, nnid answer-
i the question with delighted and
sparkling eyes.  OFall things it would
please me the hest.”  She had forgot.
ten her betrothed—the  world  with
which she was barely acequminted—the
hopes of her ol e induleent tather,
Her very name had from infiiey, ns-
suciated her, in iwagination, with the
vestal order, and to hecome pricstess
uf that order Il]lill'.’ll'l'll to her the Tost
grorions  destiny 1o which o

fonmle

eI {\"Iiil't"

At thon of Rome 2 asked the stran.
wer,

CNo ool Coriely)?

S And thy
and rang !

CA Patrician Ly hirth,
Priscus by name’

Cdlah U the goul Prisens,  Then
thy wishes shall be gratficd,  Know
me child for Pontitex Maxinins, and
thanl the gods for this aceidental meet-
ing. Prepare to enter 1he ']lult||-f|: ol
Vesta on toamorrow,  when the good

father, what is his name

Tarquinius

methers sladl eall 1o escort thee to
their burning  altars, Youuge noviee,

I bid thee  forewell)  And Aneus
Martinus passed on, leaving  the fair
Bhea Sylvia lost in astoni=hment st
the sudden eoange m boer destin .
Deeply as Priscus et the foss of
s duchrer, and ansionsty as he de.
sired to keep her with him. venertion
and respeet for the order el fore e e
ligion ol his cobntoy fobeade 2oy inter
ference on ius

Pt The vows were
made, and Rlicn Sylvin Lecmme o
noviee in those  sublime

iy sleries,
known only 1o the virgins of the sun,

"o ten yuears she acted  the tivored
guardian of the sacred fire. The iank
was finadly wons and the pare and ar
dont priestess devoted  hersell with
zeal and vuthusinsm to the duties of
her high office which proved that no
siholy or carthly feeling mtermingled
with her devotion to Vesta, Tarquin-
us Priseus had returned  to his native
Corvinth, and in the pursuits of litera.
ture and scicnee ceased  to regret his
daughter whilst he gloried in he high
desting and immaenlate fume.  The
Vestal was pions, honored  and happy
—the most popular and beloved of her
whole sisterhowmd,

. ‘Father Jupiter I what a glorious
being,” exclaimed a young and hand-
some soldier, asa Vestal and her guard
passed the place where he was stund-
ing. ‘ltwere worth a kingdom to win
asmile from so fuir a ereature.’

‘Bay you so, sir soldier, replied a
citizen near whom he stood, ‘and know
you net it might cost a head 2 Our
pious Ancus would turn n Vestal's
smile into the bitterest fruit you could
pluck in all Rome,

e amnay be so, siv citizen, yet his
power will not Last always.”

*No, but the Colline Guate will sur-
vive him—-a proper dread of which,
will turn  the Vestal's smile intoa
frown.

‘A smile and more have been won
from Vestal purity, and in spite of
Vestul foars,’

‘Not in Rome my aay soldier.”

“So musty Jegenda ‘toll; yet our
great Romulus had a Vestul mother.

“So the same legend sayeth but——

leh! You a soldier of Rome and
doubt her certain history. Beware,
sirsoldier. It were no less than blas.
phemy in you ta throw a shade of
suspicion on our divine Roman’s birth,

3 know it Diend citizen, Forgive
mo—-I spoke earclessly, - | meant no
question of what all Rome belicyes. —

Ancus Mar-
not the same

nmyself among  the rest.
tinus, however, hath
origin.’

9 is not claimed for him , yet he is
a good and a pious king.

‘Well vale—you know not the nune
of the Vestal ¥

It is not so. None but a stranger
in Rome should be ignorant of it,

And 1, sir citizen am that stranger.
IFor the last twelve years | have follow-
ed the banner of our good monurch
without stepping foot in Rome till this
blessed day. Lather Jupiter! [ have
lost much of pleasure whilst spending
my timeamong the barbarians.  Will
you name the vestal.

‘Rhea Sylva, daughter of Tarquinus
Priscus of Corintls.

The soldier started with an expression
of the deepest astonishment but without
asking further questions, bade the
adicu eautiously, and gathering up his
toga, walked swiftly in the direction
the vestal had taken.,

‘Merey !, oh! beautiful and holy
priestess, merey for ihe love of Vesta,
upon a wreteh condemmed  to instant
death”  Rhea Sylva made a sign to

her guards to halt, and demanded of

the oflicer  having  the supplicating
prisoner in charge, for what oflence the
man had been condemned:  *Lor fra-
tricide,” was the reply, and on the
clearest testimony.  The wretch still
clamored for merey in the most pite-
ous terms, whilst he offered  sundry
excuses for the foul act. [ cannot
pardon one so attrociously guilty, said
the Vestal, her check turning pale and
her lip quivering, as she cut ofl by her
retusal the last hope of the condemned
man. The officer and guard moved
oninstantly to the place of excention.
The gentle priestess delighted in acts
of merey, and would  gladly have ex-
ercised her high prerogative had the
offence permitted 3 as it was, the pain
she endured from being compelled to
refuse, induced  her immediate return
to the temple.

It was night—-the moon east
nned fieke light over the highly
cultivated — garden of  the temple,
whilst the balmy  fragrance of the air
scemed to invite the Young priestess to
sooth her agitated and over wrought
feclings, by rambling amidst the sweet
intiuences of the lights and shades of
her favarite  walks, The voice of
fratricide stll rang in her ears and
pained and excited her more than she
was willing 10 allow.  But gradually
~he recovered ler composure, though

a pale

not her usual tone of mind, Iler
thoughts were pure but carthly. They

were ol her father—of the home and
companions  of’ her youth—and that
deep blush betrays her—Servius Tuli.
lus was remembered in her wandering
mood.  Whenee came that strange
aind mysterions  association by which
the hoyish  image of Servious long
since banished from her memory was
w vividly called up 2 Why does she
feel anxious to learn of bis fate, to
learif the man has realized the prio-
mixes of the ardent boy,

In the changeful  vagaries of her
thonghts, she remenmbered a soldier
like young man’s gazing intently upon
her as she passed the streets, and in
fact following in sight of herselt and
goands vutil she entered the Temple.
"I'was not that she had traced a single
feature she could identify—but  there
was some undefinable associatied with
Servions Tullios,

She leaned ngainst the outer wall of
the garden, resting beneath thie foliage
of an overspreading tree,

‘Can it be  possible,” siie murmured
unconsciously, “ean it be possible the
suldier was Servious ?

*Without doubt, virgin of the Sun,’
was the  immediate response, and a
man jumped from the tree to her feet.

‘What saerilegeous madman is this?’
demanded the younyg priestess haughti-
ly—*‘who has dared to intrude into the
gardens of Vesta

A deep erimson oy crspread  Lthe
Vestal's neek and face, and whether of
pleasure or anger might have been
difticult for her to determine.

‘I was the subject of your thoughts,
Rhea Sylvia,” he coutinued, ‘as you
holy Maiden, have long been mine.—
Little did I think when | first gazed
upon you to-day, and admired your

transcendant beauty, that you were the.

betrothed of my  boyhood, of whoin
the mandate of'a tyraut had robbed
me,’

‘I'may not deny [ thought of you.
It was almost the first time in ten years.
You forced yourselt upon my atten-
tion to.day, by following me.

“T'hanks, gentle, priestess, Survius
Tullius was not forgotten by you.”

In truth your were. [ know not
your features,—Though some vague
reminiscence associated the snpposed
stranger with your memory.

‘My Memory ! Thank " Jupite, or
Vesta, my memory is not that of the
dead, though it were of tie forgotten,

“Andof tho dead. At least dend to
me. I am vawed to the templo,”

“I know ity yot daughtor of Vesta,
if I mistake not, thoun art toa young

and too lovely to have quenchod all
the fires of a woman's heart, in that
throbbing bosom of thine.”

“Servius Tullius,” said the Vestal
sternly, “you are fully aware, not only
ofthe great iinpropriety, but the great
dunger ofintruding, upon my privacy,
Should you be discovered here, your
fate is incevitable.  Unworthy suspi-
cions might fix themselves upon my
character. | am a Vestal, and as such
may not hold seeret converse with any
name, Away sir, nor longer endin
ger my fiune or your own safety by
delay,”

¢ Cold, cruel, unimpassioned maiden.
Is it hot so—that you will not deign
to bestow one kind word or look, upon
the companion of your infaney.”

“Servius, 'lis you that are inconsid-
erate and cruel, I voluntarily and
cheerfully assumed, the duties and
took the vows of o Vestal. Youn did
our good DPontifex  Maximus great
injustice in charging, that his maundate
unwillingly changed my  destiny.—
Vale”

“Stay, fuir priestess.  One moment
longer hewr me,  Think you, that were
you not hound to the shrine of Vesta,
Survins Tullius might hope for favor?'

“This is worse than madness—tis
folly.  lam bound—let that suflice.”

“One word, of hope or despair,”
cried Tullius passionately. It matters
not what is possible or impossible —
answer me. We may never meet
agnin—yet answer me. . Might 1 have
hoped, did not Vesta interpose be-
tween us?”

“You were my father’s chioice. My
consent should not have Leen wanting
to confirm it.  Farewell.  She turned
to leave him.

Tullius seized the Vestal’s reluetant
hand, and imprinted upon it a burning
kiss, (Rowman ladies had hands to be
kissed as well as the moderns.)—
“Bear witness then,” eried he, “bear
wituess, father of the gods. Servius
Tullins swears ta-win his Vestal bride
or to perish in the glovions attempt.”

overpowering thought,  She knew not
what made the warm  blood eourse
with such thrilling violence throngh
her veins,  She knew not what pro-
dueed that painful-aching—still pleas.
urable—throbbing of the heart. One
idea alone filled her mind and  she
could not banish it.  Servius Tullius
was in evervthing she saw—heard—
spoke or thought.  The subtle poison
wits working,  The pnre and noble
mindad girl knew not, woman as she
was, that she cither did or could love.
er waking and her sleeping dreams
turned upon one pivot. It perchance
she thought of love, she rejected the
intruding idea with horror, ~ No '—it
was impossible.  She the vowed pri-
estess of  Vesta, could not, did not,
must not love mortal man; but this
selfideception conld not last always.—
The truth was, erelong  foreed upon
her, and she awoke to the horrors ol
her helpless and hopeless destiny.
Among the busy multitude that
thronged in mighty Rome, were very
many of broken fortunes and ambi-
tious minds.  Men who were as ready
to hew out with the sword an amend
raent of their condition, ina domestice
broil, as in a forcign quarrel.  The
seeds of that terbulent and faetious
spirit which subsequently enabled the
soldierly to sct up a erown itselt for
sale, were already sown in Rome.—
The good Ancus Martinus with little
natural dispusition for war, could not
find emiploy mentsnitable to their rank,
for all who chose to live by the sword.
A conspiracy  was already formed to
dethrone the peacelul monarch, and
bestow the erown upon one of the con-
spirators.  But Rome was not so utter-
Iy cortupt as it subscquently became,
and Ancus had suflicient notice of the
movements ot the {_'[IHSI'liI'l'.l(II'S Lo cun.
Lle him to bring themn to justice when-
ever their plov reached  maturity,
Servius Tullius, an approved soldier,
had often been salicited to take a part
in the purposed rebellion, and though
ke did uot entirely discountenance
or peremptorily reject the solicitations
and offers of the traitors, he had studi.-
ously kept  himsell aloof from  their
cabals and was in no way committed
to their party. But under the influ.
ence of his new born passion for the
Vestal, he  was ready to join  them,
heart and hand, upon the sole condition
that she should be his reward, spite of
her vows and  official station.  This
demand was readily coneealed by the
embryo Monarch of the conspirators,
who ouly wondered that the influentin)
soldier could be so infutuatod ns to
Join their ranks without further stipu-
lation,  Servius neither  asked nor
wanted more,  The erown itself, with-
out Rhea  Sylvia, would have been
worthless,  Bot this ~aerifico of hoanor
and loyalty was calevlated to henelit
him, even less than he anticipated,
though lie should fhil in his ultimate
object.  The treason wus known—the
traitors ware arrested—the proof was
full and conclusive. The leadors of

the conspiracy were doomed to die,—

Tor days the vestal appeared lost in,

I'he Centurinta sternly performed their
duties—from the Sovereign nothing
was left to hope. Servius was con-
demned to the Tuarpeian Mount, and
he prepared himself for the fate he felt
to be inevitable. He found means to
have his last farewell borne to the
Vestal, with the assurance that his
fate was preferable to that of living
without her—that for her he had risk-
ed all—dared all—and true to his
vow, having failed, was ready to suffer
all which the laws could inflict.

Iihea Sylvin wasnot ignorant of the
course of public events. She heard
of the arrest and condemnation of Sur-
vius,.and  that information laid bare
the secret of her guileless heart before
her.  She loved.  No sophistry could
eomecal-—no art hide it from herself,
She loved. Mad and disloyal as was
the project of Survius, it was under-
taken on ler part, and she, above all
others, could not censure and aban-
don hitn,  She had learned what it was
to love, and supposed impossibilities
lost their character.  To save him now
was her whole thuught.  She had pow-
er to pardon even a traitor, could she
find the proper time tu exercise her
indisputable prerogative. 1o do this,
required some management, as her
meeting with the condemned must have
the appearance of being accidental——
not sought for. It was a part of the
superstition of the times, and was so
adinitted by the laws, that the acciden-
tal meeting by a Vestal of a eriminal
being led to execution, was un inter-
position of the gods, in favor of the
condemued, and gave her the power of
absolute pardun, if she thought proper
to grant it. It was seldom this power
was abused by the veigins, and public
opinion  generally, sanctioned  their
hutnane decisions.  Rhea Sylvia could
hope fur as much indulgence from the
people of Rome as any one of the
order, and doubted not her interferenc
would meet with a cheerful nequies-
cenee on their part, as well as from the
Pontifex Maximus, The young Ves
tal casily ascertained the time Survius
was to die, and took her measures sig-
cordingly.

Two lhours before meridian on the
day ol exceution, the priestess dressed
in her white robes of oflice, passed out
of the temple, attended by a more
numerous guard than usual, inclining,
by acircuitous route, her walk towards
the Tarpian Rock.  The streets of the
city were alive with the teeming popu-

lation  hastening  towards the fatal
Mount, The Vestal had caleulated on

meeting the guard of Survius, as she
issued out of o narrow street into the
main road leading to the rock; but in
this she was disappointed; the dense
multitude having blocked up the pass.
age 80 as to delay her passage until
the attendunts of Survius had “passed.
She had made an impatient gesture to
her guards, who advanced their jices
und  struggled stoutly to make the
crowd give way., The delay, howey.
ery wis evitable, and the fair priestess
saw her last hope of saving her lover
cut ofl.  To hasten forward would
betray her design of meeting the pris.
oner, and render the interposition use-
less,

“Back ," eried the angry guard in
front; “give way for a daughter of Ves.
ta.”  And in his impatience he struck
the man nearest to him, Under the
impulse of the moment, the blow was
returned. A shout of horror was
raised by the surrounding multitude,
who pressed forward to seize the sac
rilegious assaulter of the guard of a
Vestal,

The confusion amounted to a riot.—
At the loud and angry shout of the
multitude, the commander of the
escort having Servius in charge, halted
his men, uncertain what the shout
might indicate.

"The decp agony of the young Vestal
as she suw her hopes of sufety 10 Ser-
vius blasted, brought a deathlike pale-
uess to  ler cheeks and tremor to her
limbs, that rendered her inseusible for
amoment.  She was sinking to  the
ground, overpowered by her emotions,
when a casual opening in the crowd
discovered the guard still standing,
where she had Iast caught sight of them.
Love in woman is as prompt as cner-
getie in action,  The priestess discov-
ered at a glance the true cause of the
tumult and delay, and her determina-
tion was formed instautly,  She rush-
ed forward, as it under the impulse of
terror, and flying towards the officer,
eried out, ‘Protection for a daughter
of Vesta save me, sir oflicer, from the
populace—rosoue for the guards of o
priestess of tho sncred fire.)  The men
opened their ranles to receive her and
immedintely closed around the Vestal
for her safety; whilst she, panting—
sinking with her exertions and alarm,
faund herself supported by the strong
arm of Servius Tullius.

A fow moments sufficed to restore
tranquility to tho agitated multitude,
The assanlter of the guard had made
his oscape in the confuslon, whilst they,
s00n extrioating themselves, advanced
forward to reccive the pricstess again

undoer their protection.

“Thanks, sir officer,” said Rhea
Sylvia, “for your prompt assistance
and ready aid.  The gods whom [ serve
will not forget the service rendered me
in a time of appurent need.  But, who
is tho eriminal in your charge? W hat
is his name and offence?”

“Servius Tullius, by nane, eonvicted
of treason and eondemned by the Cen-
turiata to the Tavpeian Mcuut.”

“The offence is o serions one—the
punizhment most severe.  How many
have suffered on' account of the late
conspiracy?”

“I know mnot the exact number,
bautiful davghter of Vesta; this man
however, is_the last of the traitorous
band—the rest have paid the penalty
which new dwaits the prisoner.”

It is bload enovgh to spill for exam-
ple.  Qur pious Ancuy Martius asks
none for revenge. The man' shull
escape,”

The officer bowed Jow to the Ves-
tal. To set the prisoner at liberty
seemed no ungrateful task to him.

“Servius Tullius, you are pardoned;
nay, no thanks. I wish not to hear the
sound of your voice.  Youare pardon-
ed.  Let this fortunate escape make
you cautious and loyal in your fiiture
conduct.  Return to the serviee of
your lawful sovercign, and redeem
Your last crrors.  Quit Rome” she
added emphatically, “quit Rume, with-
vut & moment's delay, or you may
meet with a worse fate than you have
just escaped.”

The Vestal retuined to her temple,
to return thanks in seeret for the for
tunate ternination of her day’s adven-
ture—to still{if' possible, the compune-
tions of conscience which fiveed her to
remember she had been guilty of fraud
and deception in saving the life of her
wver—to brood over that love so
dungerous to hersell” and its objeet—
“to still the violent U atings ol ' at
gentle heart, now all o earthly for a
priestess of Vesta—to hide that burn
ing brow, feverish from the feelings
that agitated her  bosom, within  the
deep and sacred recess of the temple.

Ancus Martins, merciful and amiable
as he was in feeling, had determined
that Servins Tullivs erited aud should
endure his fate. e had some vague
recollections that Rhea Sylvia once
was the Dbetrothed of Servius, and
could not believe, notwithstanding the
clear and apparently satisfuctory re-
port of the officer, that their meeting
was entirely accidental, Chagiined
and angered at the cseape of Talius,
he vented his ill humor  in reproaches
of the priestess, and worked bimsell
into o state of mind unfavorable to
his former and favorite protege.

Jealousy—cenvy—malice—were not
unknown in the temple of Vesta.—
Rhea Sylvia had an encmy among the
guardians of the sacred fire, who hated
her fur her beauty, accomplishinents,
noble birth, immaculate purity and
high favor with the people and Ponti-
fex Maximus. Personally, the mild
and amiable Virgin had never given
her aspiring rival the slightest cause of
offence.  Yet she could not disarm
her of her enmity or conguer her hate
—which, petty as it was, seemed un-
dying and unextinguishable.  This yan-
corous encmy by the mearest chance
had witnessed the Vestal’s interview
with Servius in the garden of the tem-
ple. Too distant to hear the precise
words that passed  between them,
she was prepared by previous cm.
[bittered feelings, to” put the worst
construction upon all she saw, and all
she heard.  Determined on the Ves.
tal’s destruction, she buried the seeret
in her bosom, until she could find a fit-
ting opportunity to divulgeit. When
it was known that Rhea Sylvia had
pardoned Servius, this enemy sought
the Sovercign Pontilf'to lay her charges
before him, exulting in the belief, that
they were suflicient to ensure the con.
dign punishment of the being she so
causelessly hated, and sought to des-
troy.

A few days after the pardon of
Scrvius, the Vestal Canulein domanded
o private interview with Rontifex Max-
imus. It was granted of course, and
the spiteful woman told her tale of
malice and revenge, with all the am
plification necessary to excite the hor-
ror and disgust of the pious Ancus,

“Lhis shall be strictly inquired
into,” suid the Pontill King,  “If Rhea
Sylvia be guilty of the charges you
bring against her—if she has dared to
poliute the altars of Vesta, she shall
abide tho penalties of the law in its
utmost rigor, 'l‘u»morrmr, toly Ca-
nulein, expeets us  at the temple to
prosecute this investigation.”

After the Vestal had withdrawn, An-
cus long continued walking with unea.
sy and agitated step«. There was a
heavy depression of spirits in his man-
ner—a contortion  of the brow, that
spoke ofinward pain and suffering—
an uncarthly
that indicated samo bodily or menta
struggle. It was not of the your
Rhea Sylvis and her probable fate
that the monarch was 1Hinking. Sad

sparkling of tho eyes,

young’

presentiments of seme inlpunding evil
toreed themselves upon his considera-
tion. His vision was vague and un-
definable ; yet he felt that some mighty
power was at work with:n him—that
the erisis of his own fite was not fa

distant., ]

T'rue to hisappointment, Ancus was
early at the temple.  In his character
of Pontifex Maximus he directed the
whole order to  assemble, mothers,
priesteses and noviees, to  bear and
witness the investigation.

Canuleia was dirccted to  make her
statements, and  as she did so, Rhea
Sylvia heard with feelings of astonish-
ment and alarm, a full and particular
aceount of her interview with Servius
in the garden of the temple. The
pruof, circumstantial and positive
coupled with the pardon ofServius,
she saw was overwhelming ngainst her.
That she  was in fact inmocent of the
graver charge of having Dbroken her
vow of chastity, she at onece saw would
avail her nothing, unless she could free
berselffroni the suspicion of having
designedly met Servius on' his way to
exceution.  An  oath to déclare 'the
whole truth was administerved to her.

**Now priestess of Vesta; answer,”
snid Ancus, “stain not thy soul with
perjury, least the gods, whose altars
thou has descerated mwie thy punish-
ment greater than man can  inflict.—
Answer.  Art thou guilty of the erimi-
nal meeting in the garden of the tem-
ple?  Didst thou meet Servius Tullius
by design or accident, when thou didst
pardon the justly condemned traitor?”

Thus adjured—thus answering on-
der the solemnity of an onth, the young
Vestal scaled her fate by answering
truly. Ilerguilt was apparent. The
king believed her even unchaste and
perjured.  Tler sentence was in acecor-
dance with the lawsand customs of
Rome. She was condemned, within
three days, to be buried alive in the
vault beneath the Colline Gate, with
the usual forms and eerernonies.

None who saw the ghastly expres .

sion—the duli and heavy eyeef ihe®

Pontifex Maximus—the tremor and
debility ot his frame, woull have
doubted the deep symipathy with the
doomed Vestal.  Yet such opinion
would have been wide the mark of
truth.  Ancus Martivus was but mort-
al. A fell disease revelled in his sys
tew, leaving him neither time nor feel-
ing for sympathy with the sorrows of
unother, |

The day of burial arvived. Rhea
Sylvia, redolent with life and health
and beauty, was on her way to her
tomb. The litter was at the door of
the temple—the people with dejected
looks and heavy hearts stood around,
anxious to eateh a lust Yiew of the frail
and lovely Vestal.

A horseman is swiftly approaching
——his panting animal strains every
muscle to meet his rider’s wishes, He
alights at the door of temple at the
very moment the condemned Vestnl
appears, It was Servius Tullius.

Joy—liberty—pardon'—he eried—
‘to the daughter of Priscus. No, lon.
gera Vestal. I ¢laim thee, my be-
trothed.  Scrvios Tulhius has won his
Vestal bride.”

The bewildered maiden co.ld searce :
realize the glad tidings. ‘Iow is it ?
she asked.  *Ifas Ancus Martinus ra.
lented? have you proven my inno-
cence ?

Ancas Martinus no longer reigns in
Roie—the grand-son of Numa sleeps
with his sires,’

“Who then reigns in his place 7°
‘Who? Z%hou shalt hereafter, as th
father dost already. ‘I'he good Tar-
quinus Priseus, by the free clection of
the Sennte, is now fifth king of Rome.
Father Jupiter! thou wert very kind
in taking off' the good Ancus ‘at the

lucky moment.’

We fullow the fortunes of the Vos-
tal no farther. Every reader of IRo-
man  Ilistory knows, that upon the
death of Priscus, his son-ln-law, Servi-
us Tullius, was accepted as his sucees-
sor.  Ilis Vestal bride was long the
loved mistress of mighty Rome—the
Ei.wrishcd queen and wite of her sixth
ding. !
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To Tonacco-cuewrns.—The New
York Journal o1t Commerce gives the
following warning to tobacco chowers :

Besides the poison contained in the
weed itself, many of our tobaceo'chow-
ers are absorbing into their systems
an oxyd of lead,—the same which
kills so many painters, and paralyzes
others. Lead foil is cheaper than tin
foil, and some of those who put up to-
baceo for chewing, use the Jatter .in
stead of the former. ‘Y'he eounterfait
may e known by its dark blue or blu-
ish color, whersas tin fuil is nearly
white. Tobaceo chewers who do not
wish to absorb two peisons at once,
will do well to profit - by this caution.

NEC USRS SIS

A Goos  Trsr.—Tho persiitt 'in

which we' cantiot ask Gud's protection

 must be eriminal ; the pleaseres which
we dare not thark him for, cannot be
innocent,
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