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CHAPTER I 

THE COLISEU M 

Butchered to  make a Roman holiday. 

I T WA S A  GREAT FESTIVA L DA Y in Rome. Fro m 
all quarter s vas t number s o f peopl e cam e 

pouring fort h t o on e commo n destination . Ove r 
the Capitolin e Hill , throug h th e Forum , pas t 
the Templ e o f Peac e an d th e Arc h o f Titu s an d 
the imperia l palace , o n the y wen t til l the y 
reached th e Coliseum , wher e the y entere d it s 
hundred doors and disappeare d within . 

There a  wonderfu l scen e presente d itsel f :  be-
low, th e vas t aren a sprea d out , surrounde d b y 
the countless row s of seat s which ros e to th e to p 
of the oute r wall, over a  hundred feet . Th e whol e 
extent wa s covere d wit h huma n being s o f ev -
ery clas s an d ever y age . S o vas t a n assemblag e 
gathered i n suc h a  way, presentin g t o vie w lon g 
lines of ster n faces , ascending far o n high i n suc -
cessive rows , forme d a  spectacl e whic h ha s 
never elsewher e bee n equaled , an d whic h wa s 
calculated beyon d al l other s t o aw e th e sou l o f 
the beholder . Mor e tha n on e hundre d thousan d 
people wer e gathere d here , animate d b y on e 
common feeling , an d incite d b y on e singl e pas -
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10 T H E MARTY R O F T H E CATACOMB S 

sion. I t wa s th e thirs t fo r bloo d whic h dre w 
them hither , an d nowher e ca n w e find a  sadde r 
commentary o n th e boaste d civilizatio n o f an - -
cient Rom e tha n thi s he r ow n greates t spectacle . 

Here wer e warrior s wh o ha d fough t i n for -
eign wars an d wer e familiar wit h deed s of valor , 
yet they felt n o indignatio n a t the scene s o f cow -
ardly oppressio n displaye d befor e them ; noble s 
of ancient families wer e here , but the y could find 
in thes e bruta l show s n o stai n upo n thei r coun -
try's honor . Philosophers , poets , priests , rulers , 
the highes t a s wel l a s th e lowes t i n th e land , 
crowded thes e seats ; bu t th e applaudin g shou t 
of th e patrician wa s a s lou d an d a s eage r a s tha t 
of th e plebeian. Wha t hop e wa s ther e fo r Rom e 
when th e heart s o f he r peopl e wer e universall y 
given u p t o cruelt y an d bruta l oppressio n ? 

Upon a  raise d sea t i n a  conspicuou s par t o f 
the amphitheate r wa s th e Empero r Decius , nea r 
whom th e chief peopl e amon g th e Roman s wer e 
gathered. Amon g thes e there wa s a  group o f of -
ficers belongin g t o th e Praetoria n guards , wh o 
criticized th e differen t point s i n th e scen e befor e 
them wit h th e ai r o f connoisseurs . Thei r lou d 
laughter, thei r gaiety , an d thei r splendi d attir e 
made the m th e objec t o f muc h attentio n fro m 
their neighbors . 

Several preliminar y spectacle s ha d bee n in -
troduced, an d no w th e fights  began . Severa l 
hand-to-hand combat s wer e presented , mos t o f 
which resulte d fatally , an d excite d differen t de -
grees o f interes t accordin g t o th e courag e o r 
skill of the combatants . Thei r effect , was t o whe t 
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the appetit e o f th e spectator s t o a  keene r relish , 
and fill  the m wit h eage r desir e fo r th e mor e ex -
citing events which were to follow . 

One ma n i n particula r ha d draw n dow n th e 
admiration an d applaus e o f th e multitude . H e 
was a n Africa n fro m Mauritania , o f giganti c 
strength an d stature . Bu t hi s skil l seeme d equa l 
to his strength . H e wielde d his shor t swor d wit h 
marvelous dexterity , an d thu s fa r ha d slai n ev -
ery opponent . 

He wa s no w matche d wit h a  gladiato r fro m 
Batavia, a  ma n full y equa l i n statur e an d 
strength t o himself . The contras t whic h th e tw o 
presented wa s striking . Th e Africa n wa s tawny , 
with gloss y curlin g hai r an d glitterin g eye s ; the 
Batavian wa s ligh t i n complexion , wit h blon d 
hair an d kee n gra y eyes . I t wa s har d t o tel l 
which ha d th e advantage , s o nearl y wer e the y 
matched i n ever y respec t ; but a s th e former ha d 
already fough t fo r som e time , i t wa s though t 
that th e odd s wer e rathe r agains t him . Th e con -
test, however , began wit h grea t spiri t and eager -
ness o n both sides . The Batavia n struc k tremen -
dous blows , whic h wer e parrie d b y th e adroit -
ness o f th e other . Th e Africa n wa s quic k an d 
furious, bu t h e coul d d o nothin g agains t th e 
cool an d war y defens e o f hi s vigilan t adversary . 

At length , a t a  give n signal , th e comba t wa s 
suspended, an d th e gladiator s wer e le d away , 
not throug h anythin g lik e merc y o r admiration , 
but simpl y throug h a  shrew d understandin g o f 
the bes t mod e o f satisfyin g th e Roma n public . 
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It wa s wel l understoo d tha t the y woul d retur n 
again. 

Now a  larg e numbe r o f me n wer e led int o th e 
arena. Thes e wer e stil l arme d wit h th e shor t 
sword. I n a  momen t the y ha d begu n th e attack . 
It wa s no t a  conflic t betwee n tw o sides , bu t a 
general fight , i n whic h ever y ma n attacke d hi s 
neighbor. Suc h scene s wer e th e mos t bloody , 
and therefor e th e mos t exciting . A  conflic t o f 
this kin d woul d alway s destro y th e greates t 
number i n th e shortes t time . Th e aren a pre -
sented a  scen e o f dir e confusion . Fiv e hundre d 
armed me n i n th e prim e o f lif e an d strengt h al l 
struggled confusedl y together . Sometime s the y 
would al l b e interlocke d i n on e dens e mass ; a t 
other time s the y woul d violentl y separat e int o 
widely scattere d individuals , wit h a  hea p o f 
dead upo n th e scen e o f th e combat . Bu t thes e 
would assai l on e anothe r agai n wit h undimin -
ished fury ; separat e combat s woul d sprin g u p 
all around , th e victor s i n thes e woul d rus h t o 
take par t i n others , unti l a t las t th e survivor s 
had onc e mor e congregate d i n on e strugglin g 
crowd. 

At lengt h thei r struggle s becam e weaker . Ou t 
of five  hundre d bu t on e hundre d remained , an d 
these wer e wearie d an d wounded . Suddenl y a 
signal wa s given , an d tw o me n leape d int o th e 
arena an d rushe d fro m opposit e side s upo n thi s 
crowd. They were the African an d th e Batavian . 
Fresh fro m thei r repose , the y fel l upo n th e ex -
hausted wretche s befor e them , wh o ha d neithe r 
the spiri t t o combin e no r th e strengt h t o resist . 



T H E COLISEU M 13 

It becam e a butchery. These two giant s slaugh -
tered righ t an d lef t withou t mercy , unti l the y 
alone stood uprigh t upo n the arena, and the ap-
plause o f the innumerable throng cam e down in 
thunder to their ears. 

These two again attacke d each other, an d at -
tracted th e attention o f the spectator s whil e th e 
bodies o f the wounded an d slai n wer e bein g re -
moved. The comba t was as fierce as before, an d 
precisely similar . Th e Africa n wa s agile,. . the 
Batavian cautious . Bu t finall y th e former mad e 
a desperat e thrus t ; the Batavian parrie d it , and 
returned a  strok e lik e lightning . Th e Africa n 
sprang back and dropped his sword. But he was 
too late, for th e stroke of his foe had pierced his 
left arm . As he fell a  roar o f joy arose from on e 
hundred thousan d huma n beings . Bu t thi s wa s 
not t o be the end, fo r eve n whil e the conquero r 
stood over his victim the attendants spran g for -
ward an d dre w hi m away . Ye t th e Roman s 
knew, an d th e wounde d ma n kne w tha t i t wa s 
not mercy. H e wa s merely to b e reserved fo r a 
later but a certain fate. 

"The Batavia n i s a  skillfu l fighter , Marcel -
lus," sai d on e youn g office r t o a  companio n 
among the group which has been alluded to. 

"He is , indeed , Lucullus, " replie d th e other . 
"I d o not think tha t I  eve r sa w a  better gladia -
tor. Indeed, both of them were much better than 
common." 

"They hav e a  bette r ma n tha n eithe r insid e 
there." 

"Ah! Who is he?" 



14 T H E MARTY R O F T H E CATACOMB S 

"The gladiator Macer . I  think h e i s abou t th e 
best I  have ever seen. " 

"I hav e hear d o f him . D o yo u thin k h e wil l 
be out today ?" 

"I understoo d so. " 
The shor t conversatio n wa s interrupte d b y 

a lou d roa r whic h cam e fro m th e vivarium , a 
place wher e th e wil d beast s wer e confined . I t 
was a  fierce  an d a  terrifi c roar , suc h a s the mos t 
savage beast s giv e whe n the y ar e a t th e extrem -
ity of hunger an d rage . 

Soon iro n grating s wer e flung  ope n b y me n 
from above , an d a  tige r stalke d fort h int o th e 
arena. H e wa s from Africa , whenc e he ha d bee n 
brought bu t a  few day s previously . H e ha d bee n 
kept thre e day s withou t food , an d hi s furiou s 
rage, which hunger and confinemen t ha d height -
ened t o a  terribl e degree , wa s awfu l t o behold . 
Lashing hi s tail , he walked roun d th e arena gaz -
ing wit h bloodsho t eye s upwar d a t th e specta -
tors. Bu t thei r attentio n wa s soo n diverte d t o 
another object . Fro m th e opposit e sid e a  ma n 
was thrus t ou t int o th e arena. H e had n o armor , 
but wa s nake d lik e al l gladiators , wit h th e sim -
ple exception o f a  loincloth . Bearin g i n hi s han d 
the customar y shor t sword , h e advance d wit h a 
firm pac e towar d th e cente r o f th e scene . 

All eye s a t onc e wer e fixed  upo n thi s man . 
"Macer ! Macer !" wa s calle d aroun d b y th e in -
numerable spectators . 

The tige r soo n sa w him , an d uttere d a  shor t 
savage grow l o f fearfu l import . Mace r stoo d 
still, wit h hi s eye s calml y fixed  upo n th e beast , 
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who, lashin g hi s tai l mor e madl y tha n ever , 
bounded toward him. Finally the tiger crouched, 
and then, with one terrific spring, leaped directly 
upon him. But Macer was prepared. Like a flash 
he darted t o the left , an d jus t a s the tiger fell to 
the earth , h e dealt a  short , shar p blow straigh t 
to hi s heart . I t wa s a  fata l stroke . Th e hug e 
beast shuddere d fro m hea d t o foot , an d draw -
ing al l hi s limb s together , h e uttere d a  las t 
howl tha t sounde d almos t lik e th e screa m o f a 
human being , and fel l dead upo n th e sand . 

Again the applause of the multitude ros e lik e 
a thunder-peal all around. 

"Wonderful!" crie d Marcellus . " I neve r sa w 
skill equal to that of Macer !" 

"Without doub t h e ha s bee n fightin g al l hi s 
life," rejoined his friend. 

But soo n th e carcas s o f th e tige r wa s draw n 
away, an d agai n th e crea k o f a  gratin g a s i t 
swung apar t attracte d attention . Thi s tim e i t 
was a  lion . H e cam e fort h slowly , an d looke d 
all aroun d upo n th e scen e as i f i n surprise . H e 
was the largest of his species, a giant in size, and 
had lon g bee n preserve d fo r som e superio r an -
tagonist. H e seeme d capabl e o f encounterin g 
two animals like the tiger that had preceded him. 
Beside him Macer was like a child. 

The lio n ha d faste d long , bu t h e showe d n o 
fury lik e that o f the tiger. He walked acros s the 
arena, an d the n completel y aroun d i t i n a  kin d 
of trot, a s though searchin g for escape . Findin g 
every side closed, he finally retreated t o the cen-
ter, and putting hi s face clos e to the ground, h e 
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uttered a  roa r s o deep, so loud, and s o long, tha t 
the ponderou s stone s o f th e Coliseu m itsel f vi -
brated a t the sound . 

Macer stoo d unmoved . No t a  muscl e o f hi s 
face changed . H e carrie d hi s head erec t wit h th e 
same watchfu l expression , an d hel d hi s swor d 
ready. A t lengt h th e lio n turne d ful l upo n him . 
The wil d beas t an d th e ma n stoo d fac e t o fac e 
eying one another . But the calm gaze o f th e ma n 
seemed t o fil l the animal wit h wrath . H e starte d 
back with hi s hai r an d tai l erec t and , tossin g hi s 
mane, h e crouche d fo r th e dreadfu l spring . 

The vas t multitud e stoo d spellbound . Here , 
indeed, wa s a  sigh t worth y o f thei r interest . 

The dar k form o f th e lion darted forward , bu t 
again th e for m o f th e gladiator , wit h hi s cus -
tomary maneuver , leape d aside an d struck . Thi s 
time, however , hi s swor d struc k a  rib , an d fel l 
from hi s hand . Th e lio n wa s slightl y wounded , 
but th e blow serve d onl y t o rous e hi s fury t o th e 
highest point . 

Yet Mace r los t no t on e jo t o f hi s coolnes s i n 
that awful moment . Perfectl y unarmed , h e stoo d 
before th e beas t waitin g hi s attack . Agai n an d 
again th e lio n sprang , bu t eac h tim e h e wa s 
evaded by th e nimble gladiator , wh o b y hi s ow n 
adroit movement s contrive d t o reac h th e spo t 
where hi s weapo n la y an d regai n possessio n o f 
it. Arme d wit h hi s trust y sword , h e waite d a 
final spring . Th e lio n cam e dow n a s before , bu t 
this tim e Macer' s ai m wa s true . Th e swor d 
pierced hi s heart . Th e enormou s beas t fell , 
writhing i n pain . Risin g agai n t o hi s feet , h e 
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ran acros s th e arena , an d wit h a  las t roa r h e fel l 
dead b y th e bar s a t whic h h e ha d entered . 

Macer wa s no w le d away , an d th e Batavia n 
reappeared. Th e Roman s require d variety . A 
small tige r wa s le t loos e upo n th e Batavia n an d 
was vanquished . A  lio n wa s the n se t upo n him . 
He wa s extremel y fierce,  althoug h o f onl y ordi -
nary size . I t wa s eviden t tha t th e Batavia n wa s 
not a t al l equa l t o Macer . Th e lio n mad e a 
spring an d wa s wounded , bu t o n makin g a  sec -
ond attack , h e caugh t hi s opponen t an d literall y 
tore hi m t o pièces . The n Mace r wa s sen t ou t 
again, an d killed this lion easily . 

And now , whil e Mace r stoo d ther e th e recipi -
ent o f unbounde d applause , a  ma n entere d fro m 
the opposit e side . I t wa s th e African . Hi s ar m 
had no t bee n boun d up , bu t hun g dow n b y hi s 
side covere d wit h blood . H e staggere d towar d 
Macer wit h painfu l steps . Th e Roman s kne w 
that h e ha d bee n sen t ou t t o b e killed . Th e 
wretch als o kne w it , fo r a s h e dre w nea r t o hi s 
antagonist h e droppe d hi s sword , an d crie d ou t 
in a kind o f desperation : 

"Quick !  Kill me , an d pu t m e ou t o f pain. " 
To th e amazemen t o f all , Mace r steppe d bac k 

and flung  dow n hi s sword. The spectator s stare d 
and wondered . Stil l mor e amaze d wer e the y 
when Mace r turne d towar d th e Empero r an d 
stretched ou t his hands. 

"August Emperor, " h e cried , " I a m a  Chris -
tian. I  wil l figh t wil d beasts , bu t I  wil l no t rais e 
my han d agains t a  fello w man . I  ca n die , bu t I 
will not kill. " 
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Whereupon a  might y murmu r arose . 
"What doe s h e say? " crie d Marcellus . " A 

Christian ! When did that happen?" 
"I heard," said Lucullus, "that h e was visited 

in his cell by some of these wretched Christians , 
and joine d thei r contemptibl e sect . The y ar e 
made u p o f th e offscourin g o f mankind . I t i s 
very probable that he is a Christian." 

"And will he incur death rather than fight ?" 
"That is the way with these fanatics." 
Rage too k th e plac e o f surpris e i n th e fierc e 

multitude. The y wer e indignan t tha t a  mer e 
gladiator shoul d dar e t o disappoin t them . Th e 
attendants rushe d ou t t o interfere . Th e fight 
must go on. If Mace r would not fight h e should 
take the consequences. 

But h e wa s firm . Unarmed , h e advance d 
toward th e African , who m h e coul d hav e slai n 
even then with a blow of his fist. The face of the 
African wa s like tha t o f a  fiend . Surprise , joy , 
and triump h gleame d i n hi s siniste r eyes . Seiz -
ing hi s swor d i n a firm grasp , he struc k Mace r 
to the heart. 

"Lord Jesus , receive my spirit—" Th e word s 
were drowne d i n a  torren t o f blood , an d thi s 
humble but bold witness for Chris t passed awa y 
from earth to join the noble army of martyrs. 

"Are there many suc h scene s as thi s ?" asked 
Marcellus. 

"Often. Wheneve r Christian s appear . The y 
will fight any number of beasts. Young girls will 
come firmly to meet lions and tigers, but not one 
of th e madmen wil l fight  wit h men . Th e popu -
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lace ar e bitterl y disappointe d i n Macer . H e i s 
the ver y best o f al l the gladiators , and i n becom -
ing a  Christia n h e ha s acte d lik e a  fool. " 

"It mus t b e a  wonderfu l religio n whic h coul d 
make a  commo n gladiato r ac t thus, " sai d Mar -
cellus. 

"You'll hav e a chance to learn mor e about it. " 
"How so? " 
"Haven't yo u heard ? Yo u ar e appointe d t o 

unearth som e of these Christians . They have go t 
down i n th e Catacombs , an d the y mus t b e 
hunted up. " 

"I shoul d thin k the y hav e enoug h already . 
Fifty wer e burned thi s morning. " 

"And a  hundre d wer e beheade d las t week . 
But tha t i s nothing . Th e cit y i s swarmin g wit h 
them. Th e empero r ha s determine d t o restor e 
the ol d religio n perfectly . Sinc e thes e Christian s 
have appeared , th e empir e ha s bee n declining . 
He ha s mad e u p hi s min d t o annihilat e them . 
They ar e a  curse , an d mus t b e deal t wit h ac -
cordingly. Yo u wil l soo n understand." 1 

"I haven' t bee n i n Rom e lon g enoug h t o 
know," sai d Marcellu s meekly , "an d I  d o no t 
understand wha t th e Christian s reall y believe . 
I hav e hear d almos t ever y crim e impute d t o 
them. However , i f i t b e a s yo u say , I  wil l hav e 
a chance of learning. " 

But no w anothe r scen e attracte d thei r atten -
tion. 

1 This persecutio n wa s b y th e Empero r Decius , A.D . 
249-251, about 2 % years. H e wa s killed i n battl e wit h th e 
Goths about the end of A.D. 251. 
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An old man entered upon the scene. His for m 
was bowed , an d hi s hai r silver-whit e wit h ex -
treme old age . Hi s appearanc e wa s haile d wit h 
shouts o f derision , althoug h hi s majesti c fac e 
and dignifie d manne r wer e onl y calculate d t o 
excite admiration. As the shouts of laughter an d 
yells o f derisio n cam e dow n t o hi s ears , h e 
raised his head and uttered a few words. 

"Who is he ?" asked Marcellus. 
"Alexander, a  teache r o f th e abominabl e 

Christian sect . H e i s s o obstinat e tha t h e wil l 
not recant— " 

"Hush, he is speaking." 
"Romans !" said the old man. " I a m a Chris-

tian. My God died for me, and I gladly lay down 
my life for Him— " 

A loud outburst o f yells and execrations fro m 
the fierce mob drowned hi s voice. Before i t wa s 
over three panthers came bounding toward him. 
He folded hi s arms, an d looking up to Heaven , 
his lip s move d a s i f murmurin g prayers . Th e 
savage beasts fel l upon him a s he stood , an d i n 
a few minutes he was torn in pieces. 

Other wil d animal s wer e no w le t in . The y 
bounded aroun d th e enclosure , the y leape d 
against th e barrier , an d i n thei r rag e assaile d 
one another. I t was a hideous scene . 

Into the midst of this a  band o f helpless pris -
oners was rudely thrust. I t was composed chiefl y 
of youn g girls , wh o wer e thu s sacrifice d t o th e 
bloodthirsty passions of the savage Roman mob. 
The sight would have moved to pity any heart in 
which al l tender feelings ha d no t bee n blighted . 
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But pit y ha d n o plac e i n Rome . Cowerin g an d 
fearful, th e poo r youn g maiden s showe d th e 
weakness o f huma n natur e when jus t confronte d 
with deat h i n s o terribl e a  form , bu t afte r a  fe w 
moments fait h resume d it s power , an d raise d 
them abov e al l fear. A s th e beasts becam e awar e 
of th e presenc e o f thei r pre y an d bega n t o dra w 
near, thes e youn g maiden s joine d hands , an d 
raising thei r eye s t o Heaven , san g ou t a  solem n 
chant whic h ros e clea r an d wondrousl y swee t 
upward to Heaven : 

Unto Him that loved us, 
To Him tha t washed us from ou r sin s 
In His own blood ; 
To Him that made us kings and priests, 
To our God and Father ; 
To Him be glory and dominio n 
Forever and ever . 
Halleluiah. Ame n ! 

One b y on e th e voice s wer e hushe d i n blood , 
and agony , an d deat h ; one by on e th e shriek s o f 
anguish wer e mingled wit h th e shouts o f prais e ; 
and thes e fair youn g spirits , so heroic under suf -
fering an d faithfu l unt o death , ha d carrie d thei r 
song t o joi n i t wit h th e psal m o f th e redeeme d 
on high . 




