
THE CATACOMBS OF ROME. 

shoulders, which he has either brought back 

from wandering or taken up to rest in the 

fatigue of along journey. On the compart- 

ment adjoining it the reaper is at work with 

the yellow corn, and by his side stands one 

gathering roses from the tree. Sometimes 

the shepherd and the sheep are seen peace- 

fully reposing, suggesting the text, “He 

maketh me to lie down in green pastures, 

He leadeth me beside the still waters.” 

Here is the shepherd again, but his loins 

are girt for travel, and his staffis in his hand. 

A few sheep linger near, watching while he 

plucks back a refractory member of the flock, 

or lays hold on one who has strayed. In one 

place the shepherd is represented as carry- 

ing his charge across a stream, bearing it 

carefully on his shoulders as he wades 

through, lest it should take harm. 

There was a custom common enough 

with the ancients of placing in the tomb 

with the departed such objects as had been 

in familiar use with him during life. The 

early Christians in the catacombs adopted 
this usage to some extent, burying with 

their dead divers articles, which may now 

be seen in the Vatican and other collections. 

Among them are brooches, pins for the 

hair, coins, rings ; articles of domestic use, 

such as lamps, candlesticks, and so on; most 

of these bear in their fabric some indication 

of their Christian origin. 
In one place a little child in its last long 

sleep had been put to rest with its doll 
placed by its side; the little grave was 

sealed up, some ages of repose supervened, 

and all was forgotten ; but in these latter 

times the workmen employed in the crypts 

broke into the tomb, and taking away the 

outer stone, revealed the plaything lying in 
company with the dust of the little maiden. 

In some of the graves implements have 

veen found which are conjectured, though 

without sufficient authority, to have been 
the instruments of torture buried with the 
martyrs who had suffered from them. 

Roman archeologists have classified them 
as follows: pincers to crush a limb, or 
simply to hold it, cutting into the flesh ;   scourges of knotted cords, or bronze chains ! 
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terminating in balls of iron, under the 
agonies inflicted by which a great number 
of martyrs died ; claws or wagu/e for tearing 
the sides or members of martyrs while 

stretched on the bed of torture; a kind ot 

comb, a terrible instrument for producing 
pain, yet not deadly. That such tortures 

were inflicted upon the early Christians we 
know from the writings of contemporary 
martyrclogists. But there is no evidence 
to show that the instruments by which they 

were inflicted ever passed from the hands 

of the executioners into those of the suf 
ferers, or were buried in the graves of the 
martyrs. A more probable conjecture is 

that which identifies the relics with the tools 

used by the dead man during his life, and 
they are, with the exception of the knotted 
cords, just what would be required for 
carding and dressing wool. 

The inscriptions on pagan sarcophagi 

and cinerary urns express only hopeless 

grief and dismay. The dead have been 

snatched away from light and life into 

darkness and annihilation. The survivors 

‘sorrow as those that have no hope.’ A 

proud, hard stoicism under bereavement is 

the highest attainment of Roman virtue. 

Not unfrequently we find the language of 

bitter complaint against the unjust gods 

who have snatched away the innocent child 

from loving parents with no prospect of 

reunion. But with the introduction of 

Christianity we have the dawn of a new 

hope. The very name cemetery, a sleeping: 

place, suggests the thought of a happy 

awakening when the morning shall come. 

The word depositus implies the same idea: 

the body is laid in the grave as a teniporary 

deposit, to be reclaimed at the appointed 

time. One inscription, already quoted, is 

typical of the sentiment of all: ‘ Marius 

had lived long enough when, with his blood, 

he gave up his life for Christ.” ‘* Petronia, 

a deacon’s wife,” says, ‘Weep not, dear 

husband and daughters, believe that it is 

wrong to weep for one who lives in God 

buried in peace.” Placus, having inscribed 

upon the tomb of his wife the figure of a 

dove bearing an olive-branch, and the word


