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¢ Our laws are good, our precepts truly pure—
Hope is. our beacon, our success is sure;
Friendship we cherish, and our minds improve—~—
Truth is our motto, and our bond is love;

Well may the world imagine we are odd—

‘We love our neighbour, and we love our God.”*

ST. ATHANASIUS.

CHAP. II.

A7 Treveris, the younger Constantine received Athanasius with dis-
tinction, and afforded him every possible facility for pursuing his

. arduous career. From an uninterrupted communication with the
orthodox party in the East, he learned that the heretic Arius, when
on the point (by the Emperor’s command) of receiving the Sacra-
ment of the Lord’s Supper, had met with the fate of the traitor Judas,
by the bursting of his bowels in the streets of Constantinople. The
band of the Lord was here visible to Athanasius, who redoubled his
zeal on this awful event.

Scarcely had he remained two years in his sphere of quiet useful-
ness, when the death of the Emperor appeared likely to loosen the
fetters of the Catholic Bishops. It is true that the reins of power
were yet in the hands of Constantius, whose weak and easily excited
mind was adverse to the tenets of the Arians; but on Constantine,
the eldest of the brothers, descended, by right, the government of the
Tmperial City, and the precedence of the others. This right not being
contested, he took possession of Constantinople, while Constantius
%;ntinued to govern the Eastern Empire, and Constans that of the

est.
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A sincere attachment to the ancient doctrine animated the youthful
Emperor. e resolved to reduce to method the reckless disorder of
church discipline, and for that purpose immediately recalled the ban-
ished Primate, who, obeying the welcome summons, hastened to meet
his forsaken flock with a timid yet heartfelt joy. For many days
previously to his arrival, the Port of Alexandria was thronged by a
dense multitude filled with enthusiastic and tumultuous exultation. The
populace, when apprised of his intended return, watched day and
night ; and, when at length a vessel sailed into the harbour, on the prow
of which floated a white banner, embroidered with a red cross, the
loudest shouts rent the air, which the staid elders vainly endeavoured
to repress, so wild was the outbreak. Mdlen, women, and children, indis-
criminately pressed forward to throw themselves at his feet, and almost
suffocated each other in the endeavour to touch bis mantle. The cham-
pion of the true faith was borne in triumph to the Church of St.
Theanus. Seated there on the episcopal throne, the crowd, in humble
silence, waited for the first words he should utter. His melancholy
aspect, however, alarmed them, before his prophetic words could reach
their ears.

“ How,” cried he, *should peace be found among a pcople who
thus abandon themselves without restraint to joy or to sorrow. Un-
mindful of the commandment of the Lord, ¢Ye shall have no other
Gods but me, you have committed idolatry by worshipping a mere
man. Have a care my friends, lest that man be not long with you.”

The attachment formed at Treveris between the youthful Iimperor
and the Patriarch, procured, alas, but a few short years of repose to
the latter.

Constantine goaded by the evil spirit of his house, and roused by
a fresh quarrel with Constans, burst madly across his own frontiers.
He passed the Julian Alps with frightful rapidity, and threatened
Aquileia before it was prepared for any regular defence; but the cool
resistance he met with there, deceived the young warrior, and he fell
beneath the sword of an enemy as energetic and far more crafty than
himself. '

Upon his death, Constantius succeeded to the government of Cou.-
stantinople. The Arians now rejoiced, and Eusebius of Nicomedia
exerted himself anew against Athanasius. An Assembly convened at
Antioch, decided that & Bishop could not be reinstated by the impe-
rial edict. The church alone, it was contended, had the right to ac-
quit or condemn in matters of religious ordinance, and thus no choice
was left to Constantius. The malicious cunning of Eusebius had
entangled the young Emperor in a thousand crafty manceuvres, so that
at the crisis of confirming the decision, personal friendship was un-
availing, for Athanasius was denied access to the Emperor.

Rome had now long claimed dominion over the Christian church.
To her all ihe Western Empire was in submission. The voice of the
Patriarch, who ruled it, was decisive to all the European Bishops, and

the foresight of Kusebius omitted no effort to withdraw from Atha-
nasius s0 powerful a protection.
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it was demanded of Julius, the then Bishop of Rome, to restore
the tranquility of the church, and for that purpose to call a Council in
Rome itself. On the first rumour of this proceeding, Athanasius
hastened thither, and the doors of the Vatican were readily opened to
him, the mild and venerable Pontiff receiving the persecuted man with
respectful affection. But advantage was taken of the absence of
Athanasius, to seat the detested Gregory, by open force, in the See of
Alexandria. Philagirus, the prefect of the city, treated the instant
rising of the populace with contempt, committing with his Egyptian
troops all sorts of excesses among the citizens, many of whom were
victims to their devotedness to their lawful Primate. The cries of
the murdered sunk deep into the breast of Athanasius; he hastened
back and endeavoured to uphold justice, and obtain peace ; but he was
forced to succumb to an arbitrary power, and to leave the pastoral
staff in the gripe of a destroyer.

On his disiressing departure from Egypt, he had been joined by a
large company of monks from the Thebais, who were under a vow
to erect in Rome convents in honor of the sepulchre of St. Peter.
This pious concourse thus assembled, was regarded with silent astonish-
ment by the populace. The disciples of St. Anthony paid little atten-
tion to the throng, till a Roman youth, of noble appearance, jcined
the train, and without speaking, followed their steps.

They proceeded towards the Via Sacra, and passing through the
¢ Sacriporticus,” found themselves opposite the triumphal arches of
Titus and Constantine. Here the youth stopped, apparently affected
by some emotion, and looked alternately from the splendid masses of
architecture to the unobtrusive company of monks. Turning away
from both, he leant thoughtfully against a column of the Temple of
Pallas. Athanasius narrowly observed him, and had noticed in bis
eye the agitation of a severe inward conflict ; but not wishing to an-
ticipate its crisis, the Bishop passed silently on.

The following day he found this youth in the same spot, but more -
gloomy and melancholy than before. e therefore resolved to address l
him, with a view to render any consolation which he could bestow. i

 Why,” said Athanasius, “dost thou wander through these crowded
streets, and why rivet thus thine eyes in gloomy sadness on these
memorials of departed grandeur 2—Can a Roman feel sorrow whiie
viewing even what remains of so much glory 2—Can youth, with its
elastic feelings and its little experience of real suffering, despond as
thou dost2” !

*“The sap,” replied the youth moodily, ¢“is exhausted, and the shoot :
springs weakly from the parent stem. ’Tis thus with Roman great-
ness, which these memorials but attest, as in mockery of the native
genius which triumphed over foreign degeneracy.”

“ Why then complain,” replied Athanasiug, “if thy destiny be im-
pressed by yet higher objects than these 2—TWhat injury to thee that
the thoughts of others grovel 2—Thinkest thou that, to the Supreme
Being, time and its events arc boundaries 2’

“ My spirit,” said the Roman, is broken, and the present has no
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place for me. Though nota Christian, I own that your monks have
touched my feelings. To me it is new to behold the human
will thus powerfully subjected by man’s own force of soul, and so
bent and trained as to attach itself to one object. How calmly did
your host pass these wonders of excellence ! Not one among you
raised his head, but whole squares and streets were traversed in men-
tal contemplation. Man it should seem, then, is indeed capable of
much, though the opportunity rarely occurs to call forth his pow-
ers—such opportunity as shall make him eager to leave the me-
mory of even these great works far behind. Names, like pebbles
dropped into water, leave no enduring trace. The stream itself which
has flowed through many 2 human understanding for a long life of
tedious years, slides into the great flood of time, its source undis-
covered and unsought,.and man has lived for himself and for posterity
in vain.”
«Boy,” exclaimed Athanasius, ¢ who art thou thus despising the
quiet march of social intercourse ?—Live none dear to thee 2—Are
. all the ties of relationship and affection broken ?”
¢« My name,” said the youth, “is Hilarion, and I am the adopted
son of the widow Marcella. My parents have I never known. I have
dreamed, however, that T once saw my father on the throne of the
Camsars, decked in the flowery robe of imperial purple, and, as I woke,
multitudes seemed to shout—¢Long live Constantine. Long live the
Emperor’ Methought, too, that T saw the mighty ruler traverse the
city. I watched him at every turn, my anxiety of soul urging me to
face him everywhere ; but when I approached, a sudden shuddering
impelled me to retreat. I fancied blood on his hands, and that the
face of the dead Crispus interposed with threatening aspect between
us. But the subject must not be pursued.—Tell me rather whether
you believe that penance such as your religion enjoins, can purify the
soul of a father ; and if voluntary works can release from the shackles
of destiny a whole house whose members a strong curse has imme-
morially bound. To a Roman, self-emulation in such a cause would
not be new, and I feel, the Gods be praised, all the blood of my an-
cestors mounting in my veins. To my eyes the external world is
degraded. I will no longer press the sole of my foot on its crumb-
ling soil. To renounce it is my destiny.”
<My son,” replied the Bishop, “‘devote thyself to the one Invisible
and Eternal. That which man could not do to save his own soul, has
the blessed Redeemer accomplished. Humble thyself, but be not
satisfied with thy devotion, nor fancy the sacrifices thou mayest make
of any value. I will hasten to Marcella, of whom I have heard much,
as the most benevolent of Roman matrons, and our present conference
will render her interesting to me.”
During this conversation, they had arrived at the Circus Maximus,
close to the Temple of Hercules. Here Hilarion paused again :
<« Eternal symbol of nature!” cried he, “to whom this fane is de-
dicated, thou hast suffered a fiery death to shew that man should not
shrink, though the flames smround him. Oh most purified Divinity,
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this earth is now below thee, and thou hast soared far above its dross
and its nothingness.”

Athanasius contemplated with surprise the person of the youth.
His athletic form, his expansive chest, the shortness of his neck, with
the strongly curled hair, all called up the image of the heathen Deity
he thus apostrophized.

« Hilarion,” cried Athanasius, suddenly turning his eyes to the
heavens, “look up! See the awful mystery solved, and the shackles
of an erring belief fall before the illumination of the Lord’s grace.”

Hilarion looked up, and saw a flaming cross breaking through the
clouds, and pass over the City of Rome. The populace ran shout-
ing towards Athanasius, to whom the Almighty had thus spoken by
so powerful a sign. Hilarion suddenly struck, exclaimed, ¢ Quench,
I beseech thee, most holy man, by baptism, the flames which consume
me.” Thus saying, and with the whole procession of the people,
which had crowded together, following, he rushed along the Aventine
Hill to the river Tiber, on the banks of which Hilarion was instantly
baptised by Athanasius, and dedicated to the Lord.

A few days after this event the youth disappeared. Marcella long
expected him with anxiety and apprehension, but weeks and months

_ passed, and he ‘came mot.

One evening, Athanasius proceeded to the dwelling of the matron.
¢ bring you,” said he, “news of Hilarion.”

¢« Where then,” cried she, ¢has he been so long, and why is he not
himself come to me 2”

«He is no longer in this city,” replied Athanasius, ¢ and cannot
return to thee. Fe abides where no search can discover him, and
where even the fondest love ought not to seek him.” )

¢« Oh sacred Gods!” cried Marcella, “then he is a captive; the
son of Minervina is a captive, and the mad brothers have basely en-
trapped him.”

¢The unknown son of Minervina,” said Athanasius, ¢ remains con-

‘ cealed, and so desires to be. Throw not the apple of discord among
the race of Constantine. Hilarion has abandoned the world, and now
abides on the sea shore, near Gaza; there he seeks to atone the blood
guiltiness of his father. Two thousand anchorites have followed his
steps. Repine not, therefore, at the will of Ged.”

Marcella remained thoughtful, endeavouring to conceal her agitation,
and Athanasius departed. :

After some time, when he again crossed her threshhold, all was
changed. Instead of slaves in rich dresses, an old portress opened
the doors of the now desolate mansion. An ivory image of the Sa-
viour on a cross of ebony, alone adorned the otherwise naked walls.
Deep silence reigned throughout, till the pealing of a solemn christian
hymn, sung by numerous female voices, told that this temple, built for
worldly pleasures, was converted into a nunnery.—The rich Marcella
was tranquil and resigned to vows, which, strengthened by the holy fa-
thers, she never relinquished. Numberless Roman matrons followed her
conspicuousexample, supported by Athanasius and the Egyptian monks.




Voll, no.1 (Jul..1843) - Vol2. no.9 (Nov.1845), incl. Vol2 supplement

178 ANACRION.

While piety was thus active and unceasing, mischievous zeal was
not idle. The Bishop of Rome and fifty Elders of the church, in
solemn council, had acquitted Athanasius. This decision fanned the
fierce persecution of the Arians, and Constantius was {orced, as um-
pire, to judge and to determine between the opinions of the East and
‘West. For that purpose he convened a synod at Sardica, as the spot
most convenient for the contending parties.

When matters had proceeded thus far, the Eastern Bishops, whe-
ther from fear or from what other motive is not known, held back from
this meeting, and assembled at Phillippolis. The two Councils, ac-
cording to the views of the separate parties which composed them,
were in direct contradiction. Constans, true to the Catholics, took
Athanasius under his especial protection, called him to Milan, and in
a private interview there expressed his zeal for the true faith in loud
threats against its adversaries. DBut Athanasius calmed this over-
strained cbullition, and endeavored, by an union of the brothers, to
accomplish that of the churches. His efforts were fruitless. Con-
stantius found that he could only effect this object by hostile measures.
Engaged in the Persian war, he had apparently spared his bro-
thers, and seemed to accede to the wish for reconciliation thus
ardently sought by the Egyptian Primate. Athanasius, fearful of
some covert treachery, suffered three invitations to be made to him
by the Emperor without compliance ; but a simultaneous call of the
other banished Prelates, assuring him of comparative safety, he pre-
pared to quit his generous protector the Bishop of Rome, who parted

from him with great regret, and pledged his assistance and goed offices
on every adverse event.

A NACREON

ODE VIIIL.

OF CUPID.

<« Come follow !”* cried Cupid, in voice of command,
As smartly he struck me with hyacinth wand ;

T follow’d—the difficult ravine to prove—

I toil’d in the heat, where no breeze fann’d the grove.
Exhausted and weary, I struggl’d in vain,

For faintness o’erpower’d my heart and my brain ;
Then waving his delicate wings o’er my brow,

Cried, laughing young Cupid, “No lover art thou!”

January, 1844.
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