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PREFACE

IN the winter of 1890 I was in Rome and Florence,

and whilst engaged in accumulating material

for my Tragedy of the Ccesars^ I was held irresistibly

by one face—it was that of Domitia Longina, whose

story did not come within the purview of my scheme,

that comprised only Julian and Claudian princes.

In the Chiaramente Gallery is an incomparably

lovely bust of her, taken, I think, just when she was

married to Lamia. I got an artist to draw it for me,

but owing to the bad light in which it is placed, he

failed to render it satisfactorily. The face is full of

possibilities of love, tenderness, pity, and laughter.

In the Capitoline Gallery is another of her, taken

some years later ; the face is still beautiful, but the

shadow has fallen on it, and the flexible mouth has

become set, and the merry dimple has gone from the

cheek. I have said this in Intermezzo^ I say it again

here. There are other portrait busts of this lovely

woman, that show the progress of hardening and

deterioration. And, finally, in the Florence Gallery

she may be seen after the death of Domitian, aged
V
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vi PREFACE

by sorrow more than by years, with the hardness

giving way, and the gh'mmer of a new life, the

breaking up of the sweet springs of her true nature,

appearing again after a long night, a cruel frost.

That face has haunted me for seven or eight years,

and in this story I have endeavoured to tell what

I thought was her inner life's tale as revealed to me
by the study of that series of busts.

The classic historian must excuse me if, as a

novelist, I have hurried from event to event in her

life with little indication of the lapse of time. I have

compressed, in fact, and represented as happening in

rapid sequence what unrolled but slowly.

I have also claimed to exercise another liberty.

Actually the death of Domitian took place at mid-

day and not midnight.

S. Baring-Gould.

Lew Trenchard,

20th August 1898.
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DOMITIA
BOOK I

CHAPTER I

THE PORT OF CENCHR^A

FLASHES as of lightning shot from each side of

a galley as she was being rowed into port.

She was a bireme, that is to say, had two tiers of

oars ; and as simultaneously the double sets were

lifted, held for a moment suspended, wet with brine,

raised, and again dipped, every single blade gleamed,

reflecting the declining western sun, and together

formed a flash from each side of the vessel as of a

sheaf of rays.

The bireme was approaching the entrance to the

harbour of Cenchrsea.

The one white sail was filled with what little wind

breathed, and it shone against a sapphire sea like

a moon.

Now, at a signal, the oars ceased to plunge. The

sail was furled, and the galley, driven forward by the

impulse already given her by the muscles of the

rowers and the east wind in the sail, was carried into
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the harbour between the temple that stood on the

northern horn of tlie mole and the great brazen

statue of Poseidon that occupied a rock in the midst

of the entrance.

That Cenchraea harbour into which she swept was

one of the busiest in the world. Through it, as

through a tidal sluice, rushed the current of trade

from the East to the West, and from the Occident to

the Orient. It was planted on a bay of the Saronic

gulf, and on the Isthmus of Corinth, at the foot of

that lovely range of mountains thrown up by the

hand of God to wall in the Peloponesus— the

sanctuary of Liberty.

And a furrow—like an artificial dyke—ran between

this range and Hellas proper, a furrow nearly

wholly invaded by the sea, but still leaving a strip

of land, the Corinthian isthmus, to form a barrier

between the Eastern and Western worlds.

On the platform at the head of a flight of marble

steps before a temple of Poseidon, in her open litter,

lounged a lady, with the bloom of youth gone from

her face but artifically restored.

She was handsome, with finely moulded features

and a delicate white hand, the fingers studded with

rings, and a beautiful arm which was exposed when-

ever anyone drew near whose admiration was worth

the acquisition. Its charm was enhanced by armlets

of gold adorned with gems.

Her arched brows, dark in colour, possibly owed
their perfection of turn and their depth of colour to

dye and the skill of the artist who decorated her

every day, but not so the violet-blue of her large

eyes, although these also were enhanced in effect by
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the tinting of the lashes and a touch of paint applied

to their roots.

The lady, whose name was Longa Duilia, was
attended by female slaves, who stood behind the

litter, and by a freedman, Plancus, who was at her

side with a set smile on his waxen face, and who
bowed towards the lady every moment to hear her

remarks, uttered in a languid tone, and without her

troubling to turn her head to address him.
" He will soon be here," said the lady ;

" the

bireme is in the port. I can see the ruffle before

her bows as she cuts the water."

" Like the wave in my lady's hair," sighed Plancus.

" Abominable ! " exclaimed Duilia, " when the

ripple in my hair is natural and abiding and that

in the water is made and disappears."

" Because, mistress, the wavelets look up, see, and

fall back in despair."

" That is better," said the lady.

" And the swelling sail—like your divine bosom

—

has fallen, as when"

—

" Ugh ! I should hope the texture of my skin

were not like coarse sailcloth
;

get behind me,

Plancus. Here, Lucilla, how am I looking? I

would have my lord see me to the best advantage."
" Madam," said the female slave, advancing, " the

envious sun is about to hide his head in the west.

He cannot endure, after having feasted on your

beauty, to surrender his sovereignty to a mortal."

"Is not one eyebrow a trifle higher than the

other?" asked Duilia, looking at herself in a hand-

mirror of polished metal.

" It is indeed so, lady, but has not the Paphian
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goddess in the statue of Phidias the same character-

istic. Defect it is not, but a token of divinity."

"Ah," said Duilia, "it is hereditary. The Julian

race descends from Venus Genetrix, and I have the

blood of the immortal ancestress in me."
" Much diluted," muttered Plancus into the breast

of his tunic ; he was out of humour at the failure of

his little simile of the sail.

" By the way," said the lady, " the stay in this

place, Cenchraea, is positively intolerable. No
society, only a set of merchants—rich, and all that

sort of thing—but nobodies. The villa we occupy

is undignified and uncomfortable. The noise of the

port, the caterwauling of sailors, and the smell of

pitch are most distasteful to me. My lord will

hardly tarry here."

" My lord," said the freed man, pushing forward,

" he who subdued the Parthians and chained the

Armenians, to whom all Syria bowed, arrives to cast

himself at your ladyship's feet, and be led by you as

a captive in your triumphal entry into the capital

of the world."

"You think so, Plancus." She shook her head,

" He is an obstinate man—pig-headed— I— I mean
resolute in his own line."

" Madam, I know you to be irresistible."

" Well, I desire to leave this odious place. I have

yawned here through three entire months."

"And during these months the temple of

Aphrodite has been deserted and the approaches

have become grass-grown."

"How would my lady like to remove to Corinth?
"

said Lucilla. "The vessel will be taken to the
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Diolchus, and placed on rollers, to be drawn across

the isthmus."

" Oh ! Corinth will be noiser than this place, and

more vulgar because more pretentious. Only
money-lending Jews there. Besides, I have taken

an aversion to the place since the death of my
physician. As the gods love me, I do not see the

good of a medical attendant who is so ignorant as to

allow himself to die, and that at such an inconvenient

moment as the present. By the great goddess

!

what impostors there be ! To think that for years

I committed the care of my precious health to his

bungling hands ! Plancus, have you secured another ?

I suffer frightfully at sea."

" A sure token of your divine origin," said the

steward. " The Foam-born [Venus] rose out of and

left the waves because the motion of them disagreed

with her."

" There is a good deal in that," observed Longa
Duilia. " Plancus, have you secured another

physician ? I positively cannot cross Adria without

one to hold my head and supply anti — anti—
What do you call them?"

" Madam," said the freedman, rubbing his hands

together, " I have devoted my energies to your

service. I have gone about with a lantern seeking

an honest physician. I may not have been as

successful as I desired, but I have done my
utmost."

" I prithee, have done with this rodomontade, and

to the point. Have you secured one ? As the gods

love me ! it is not only one's insides that get upset

at sea, but one's outside also becomes so towzled and
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tumbled, that the repairs— But never mind about

them. Have you engaged a man ?
"

" Yes, my lady, I have lighted on one Luke, a

physician of Troas ; he is desirous of proceeding to

Rome, and is willing to undertake the charge of your

health in return for being conveyed to the capital of

the world at your charges."

" I make you responsible for his suitability," said

Longa Duilia.

"Body of Bacchus!" she exclaimed suddenly,

after a pause, "where is the child?"

"Where is the lady Domitia Longina?" asked

Plancus, as he looked about him.

"The lady Domitia, where is she?" asked Lucilla.

"The lady Domitia?" passed from one to another.

" Where is she ? What has become of her ? As
the gods love me, you are a pack of fools ! The more

of you there are, so much the more of folly. You
have let her gallop off among the odious sailors, and

she will come back rank with pitch. Lucilla, Favonia,

Syra, where is she ?
"

Duilia sat upright on her seat, and her eyes

roamed searchingly in every direction.

" I never met with such a child anywhere; it is the

Corbulo blood in her, not mine. The gods forbid !

O morals 1

"

" Madam," said a slave girl, coming up, " I saw

her with Eboracus."
" Well, and where is Eboracus? They are always

together. He spoils the child, and she pays him too

much consideration. Where are they ?
"

The slaves, male and female, looked perplexedly

in every direction.
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" Perhaps," said Plancus, " she has gone to the altar

of Poseidon to offer there thanks for the return of

her father."

" Poseidon ? nonsense ! That is not her way. She

has been in a fever ever since the vessel has been

sighted, her cheeks flaming, and in a fidget, as if

covered with flying ants. Find the girl. If any

harm shall have come to her through your neglect

I will have you all flayed
!

"

She plucked a bodkin from her dress, and ran it

into the shoulder of the slave woman, Favonia, who
stood near her, and made her cry out with pain.

" You are a parcel of idle, empty-headed fools
!

"

exclaimed the alarmed and irritated mother. " I will

have the child found, and that instantly. You girls,

you have been gaping, watching the sailors, and have

not had an eye on your young mistress, and no

concern for my feelings. There is no more possibility

of putting anything into your heads than of filling

the sieves of the Danaides."

" Madam," said Plancus, for once without a smile

on his unctuous face, " you may rest satisfied that no

harm has befallen the young lady. So long as

Eboracus is with her she is safe. That Briton

won^hips her. He would suffer himself to be torn

limb from, limb rather than allow the least ill to

come to her."

" Well, well," said the lady impatiently, " we expect

all that sort of thing of our slaves."

" Madam, but do we always get it ?
"

" We ! The gods save me ! How you talk. We !

We, indeed. Pray, are you to expect anything ?
"

" The other day, lady," hastily continued the steward.
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eager to allay the ebullition he had provoked,—" the

other day, Eboracus nigh on killed a man who looked

with an insolent leer at his young mistress. He is like

a faithful Molossus."
" I do not ask what he is like," retorted the still

ruffled lady, " I ask where she is."

Then one of the porters of the palanquin came
forward respectfully, and said to the steward—" If

it may please you, sir, will you graciously report to

my lady that I observed the young mistress draw

Eboracus aside and whisper to him, as though urging

somewhat, and he seemed to demur, but he finally

appeared to yield to her persuasions, and they strolled

together along the mole."

Longa Duilia overheard this. It was not the

etiquette for an underling to address his master or

mistress directly, unless spoken to.

She said sharply—" Why did not the fellow men-

tion this before? Give him thirty lashes. Where
did they go, did he say ?

"

" Along the mole."

"Which mole?"
" Madam, Carpentarius is afraid of extending his

communication lest he increase the number of his

lashes."

" Well, well !
" exclaimed the mistress, " we may

remit the lashes—let him answer."
'' Carpentarius," said the steward, " her ladyship,

out of the superabundance of her compassion, will

let you off the thirty lashes if you say where

be Eboracus and the young lady, your mistress,

Domitia Longina."
" Sir," answered the porter, " that I cannot answer
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positively ; but—unless my eyes deceive me— I see a

small boat on the water, within it a rower and a

young girl."

" By the Immortal Brothers ! he is right," ex-

claimed Plancus. " See, lady, yonder is a cockle

boat that has been unmoored from the mole ; and
there be in it a rower, burly, broad-backed, who
is certainly the Briton, and in the bow is, as it

were, a silver dove—and that can be none other than

your daughter."

" As the gods love me," gasped Duilia, throwing

herself back in the litter, " what indelicacy ! It is

even so, the child is besotted. She dotes on her

father, whom she has not seen since we left Antioch.

And she has actually gone to meet him. O Venus
Kalypyge ! What are we coming to, when children

act in this independent, indecent manner? O times !

O manners !

"



CHAPTER II

AN ILL-OMEN

IT was even so.

The young girl had coaxed the big Briton

to take her in a boat to the galley, so as to meet and

embrace her father before he came on shore.

She was a peculiarly affectionate child, and jealous

to boot. She knew that, so soon as he landed, his

whole attention would be engrossed by her very

exacting mother, who, moreover, would keep her in

the background, and would chide should the father

divert his notice from herself to his child.

She was therefore determined to be the first to

salute him, and to receive his endearments, and

to lavish on him her affection unchecked by her

mother.

As for the slave, he knew that he would get into

trouble if he complied with the girl's request, but he

was unable to resist her blandishments.

And now Domitia reached the side of the galley,

and a rope was cast to the boat, caught by Eboracus,

who shipped his oars, and the little skiff was made

fast to the side of the vessel.

The eyes of the father had already recognised his

child. Domitia stood in the bows and extended her
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arms, poised on tiptoe, like a bird about to leap into

the air and fly to his embrace.

And now he caught her hand, looked into her

dancing, twinkling eyes, as drops of the very ^Egean
itself, set in her sweet face, and in another moment
she was clinging round his neck and sobbing as

though her heart would break, yet not with sorrow,

but through excess of otherwise inexpressible joy.

For an hour she had him to herself—all to herself

—

the dear father whom she had not seen for half a year,

to tell him how she loved him, to hear about himself,

to pour into his ear her story of pleasures and pains

—great pleasures and trifling pains.

And yet—no, not wholly uninterrupted was the

meeting and sweet converse, for the father said

—

" My darling, hast thou no word for Lucius ?
"

"Lamia! He is here?"

The father, Cnaeus Domitius Corbulo, with a smile,

turned and beckoned.

Then a young man with pleasant, frank face came
up. He had remained at a distance when father and
daughter met, but had been unable to withdraw his

eyes from the happy group.

"Domitia, you have not forgotten your old play-

mate, have you ?
"

With a light blush like the tint on the petal of a

rose of June, the girl extended her hand.
" Nay, nay !

" said Corbulo, " a gentler, kinder

greeting after so long a separation."

Then she held up her modest cheek, and the young
man lightly touched it with his lips.

She drew herself away, and said

—

" You will not be angry if I give all my thoughts
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and words and looks to my father now. When
we come on shore he will be swallowed up by

others."

Lamia stepped back.

" Do not be offended," she said with a smile, and

the loveliest, most bewitching dimples came into her

cheeks. " I have not indeed been without thought of

you, Lucius, for I have spun and spun, and weaved

too, enough to make you a tunic, all with my own
hands, and a purple stripe—it nigh ruined me ; the

dyed Tyrian wool cost^— I will not say how much
;

but I wove little crossed L's into the texture."

" What !
" said Corbulo. " For Lucius and Longina ?

"

The girl became crimson.

Lamia hastened to her succour. " That could not

be," said he, " for Longina and Lucius are never

a-cross ; but, alack ! Lucius is often so with Lamia
when he has done some stupid thing, and he sees

a frown on his all but father's face but hears no word

of reproach."

" My boy," said Corbulo, " when a man knows his

own faults then a reprimand is unnecessary, and what

is unnecessary is wrong."

Lamia bowed and retired.

And now again father and daughter were alone to-

gether in the prow, observing the arc of the harbour in

which the ship was gliding smoothly.

The sailors had out their poles and hooks, and

they ran the vessel beside the wharf, and cast out

ropes that were made fast to bronze rings in the

marble breasting of the quay.

^ Double-dyed Tyrian wool cost per pound over ^40 in English

money.
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Domitia would at once have drawn her father on

shore, but he restrained her.

" Not yet my daughter," he said ; the '^ goddess

must precede thee."

And now ensued a singular formality.

From the bows of the vessel the captain and

steerer took a statuette of Artemis, in bronze, the

Ephesian goddess, with female head and numerous

breasts, but with the lower limbs swaddled, and the

swaddling bands decorated with representations of

all kinds of beasts, birds, and fishes.

This image was now conveyed on shore, followed

by the passengers and crew.

On the quay stood an altar, upon which charcoal

ever burnt, under the charge of a priest who attended

to it continuously, and whenever a ship entered the

port or was about to leave, added fuel, and raked

together and blew up the fire.

Simultaneously from a small temple on the quay

issued a priest with veiled head, he and his attendants

came to the altar, cast some grains of incense on the

embers, and as the blue fragrant smoke arose and was

dissipated by the sea breeze, he said

—

" The goddess Aphrodite of Corinth salutes her

divine sister the Many-Breasted Artemis of Ephesus,

and welcomes her. And she further prays that she

may not smite the city or the port with fire, pestilence,

or earthquake."

Then captain, steersman, pilot, and the rest of the

ship's company advanced in procession to the temple,

and on reaching it offered a handful of sweet gums on

an altar placed before the image of the foam -born

goddess of Beauty, and said^

—
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** We who come from the sea, having safely traversed

the ^gean, escaped rocks and sandbanks, whirl-

pools and storms, under the protection of the great

goddess of Ephesus, salute in her name the goddess

of Beauty, and receive her welcome with thankful-

ness. And great Artemis beseeches her sister to

suffer her and the vessel, with passengers and goods

and crew that she conducts and protects, to pass

across the isthmus, without let or molestation ; and

she, for her part, undertakes to pay the accustomed

toll, and the due to the temple of Aphrodite, and that

neither the passengers nor the crew shall in any way
injure or disturb the inhabitants of Corinth or of the

isthmus."

This ceremony concluded, all were at liberty to

disperse ; the sailors to attend to the vessel, the

slaves of Corbulo to look to and land such of his

luggage as he was likely to want, and Corbulo to go

to his wife, who had placed herself in an attitude to

receive him.

The captain at the same time entered the harbour-

master's office to arrange about the crossing of the

isthmus and to settle tolls.

For the vessel was not to make more stay than a

few days at the port of Cenchraea. After Longa

Duilia was ready, then she and her husband and

family were to proceed to Lechseum, the port on

the Corinthian gulf, there to embark for Italy.

The vessel would leave the harbour and go to

that point of the isthmus on the east where the

neck of land was narrowest. There the ship would

be hauled out of the water, placed on rollers, and

by means of oxen, assisted by gangs of slaves,
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would be conveyed over the land for six miles to

the Gulf of Corinth, where again she would be

floated.

Immediately behind the Roman general Corbulo,

the father of Domitia, walked two individuals, both

wearing long beards, and draped to the feet.

One of these had a characteristically Oriental

head. His eyes were set very close together, his

nose was aquiline, his tint sallow, his eyebrows

heavy and bushy, and his general expression one

of cunning and subtlety. His movements were

stately.

The other was not so tall. He was clumsy in

movement, rugged in feature, with a broken nose,

his features distinctly Occidental, as was his bullet

head. His hair was sandy, and scant on the

crown. He wore a smug, self-complacent ex-

pression on his pursed - up lips, and a certain " I

am Sir Oracle, let no dog bark " look in his pale

eyes.

These two men, walking side by side, eyed each

other with ill-concealed dislike and disdain.

The former was a Chaldean, who was usually

called Elymas, but affected in Greek to be named

Ascletarion.

The latter was an Italian philosopher, who had

received his training in Greece at a period when all

systems of philosophy were broken up and jostled

each other in their common ruin.

No sooner was the ceremony at an end, and

Corbulo had hastened from the wharf to meet and

embrace his wife, and Lamia had drawn off Domitia

for a few words, than these two men, left to them-
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selves, instinctively turned to launch their venom at

each other.

The philosopher, with a toss of his beard, a lifting

of his light eyebrows, and the protrusion of his lower

lip, said

—

" And pray, what has the profundity of Ascletarion,

alias Elymas, beheld in the bottom of that well he

terms his soul ?
"

" He 'has been able to see what is hidden from the

shallowness of Claudius Senecio, alias Spermologos,^

over the surface of which shallowness his soul

careers like a water-spider."

•' And that is, O muddiness ?
"

" Ill-luck, O insipidity."

" Why so ?—not, the gods forfend ! that I lay any

weight on anything you may say. But I like to hear

your vaticinations that I may laugh over them."

" Hear then. Because a daughter of earth dared

to set foot on the vessel consecrated to, and conducted

by, Artemis before that the tutelary goddess had been

welcomed by, and had saluted, the tutelary deity of

the land."
*'

I despise thy prophecies of evil, thou crow."

•' Not more than do I thy platitudes, O owl !

"

'' Hearken to the words of the poet," said the

philosopher, and he started quoting the GEdipus

Tyrannus— *' The gods know the affairs of mortals.

But among men it is by no means certain that a

soothsayer is of more account than myself!" And
Senecio snapped his fingers in the face of the Magus.

^ The term used of St. Paul by the m ise men of Athens. It means

a picker up of unconsidered trifles, which he strings together into an

uninleHlgible system.
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" Conclude thy quotation," retorted Elymas :
" ' A

man's wisdom may surpass Wisdom itself. There-
fore never will 1 condemn the seer lest his words
prove true.' How like you that?" and he snapped
his fingers under the nose of the philosopher.



CHAPTER III

CORBULO

CNi^US DOMITIUS CORBULO was the

greatest general of his time, and he had

splendidly served the State.

His sister Csesonia had been the wife of the

mad prince Caligula. She was not beautiful, but

her flexible mouth, her tender eyes, the dimples

in her cheeks, her exquisite grace of manner and

sweetness of expression had not only won the

heart of the tyrant, but had enabled her to main-

tain it.

Once, in an outburst of surprise at himself for

loving Cassonia, he threatened to put her to the

torture to wring from her the secret of her hold on

his affections. Once, as he caressed her, he broke

into hideous laughter, and when asked the reason,

said, " I have but to speak the word, and this lovely

throat would be cut."

Yet this woman loved the maniac, and when he

had been murdered in the subterraneous gallery lead-

ing from the palace to the theatre, she crept to the

spot, and was found kneeling by her dead husband,

with their babe in her arms, sobbing and wiping the

blood from his face. The assassins did not spare
20
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her. They cut her down, and dashed out the brahis

of the infant against the marble walls.

Corbulo was not only able, he was successful.

Under Nero he was engaged in the East against the

Parthians, the most redoubted enemies of the empire.

He broke their power and sent their king, Tiridates,

a suppliant to Rome.
His headquarters had been at Antioch, and there

for a while his wife and daughter had resided with

him. But after a while they were sent part-way

homewards, as Corbulo himself expected his recall.

They had been separated from him for over six

months, and had been awaiting his arrival in a villa

at Cenchraea, that had been placed at their disposal

by a Greek client.

It was customary for those who did not live in

Rome, but belonged to a province, to place them-

selves under the patronage of a Roman noble ; where-

upon ensued an exchange of "cards" as we should

say, but actually of engraved plates, or metal fishes,

on which the date of the agreement was entered, as

well as the names of the contracting parties. Then
when a provincial desired assistance at the capital

in obtaining redress for a grievance in a lawsuit, or

in recovering a debt, his patron attended to his client's

interests, and should he visit Rome received him into

his house as an honoured guest.

On the other hand, if the patron were on a journey,

and came to the place where his client could serve

him, the latter threw his house open to him, treated

him with the most profound respect, and accorded to

him the largest hospitality. So now the villa of a

client had been placed at the disposal of Corbulo and
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his family, and he occupied it with as little hesitation

as though it were his own.

It was a matter of pride to a Roman noble to have

a large number of silver engraved plates suspended in

his atrium, announcing to all visitors what an extensive

clientele he had, and the provincial was not less proud

to be able to flourish the name of his distinguished

patron at the capital.

On the evening following the disembarkation,

Corbulo and his wife were seated on a bench enjoy-

ing the pleasant air that fanned from the sea, and

looking over the terraced garden at their daughter,

who was gamboling with a long silky-haired kid

from Cilicia that her father had brought as a present

to his child.

She was a lovely girl, aged sixteen, with a remark-

ably intelligent face, and large, clear, shrewd eyes.

Yet, though lovely, none could say that she was

beautiful. Her charm was, like that of her aunt

Caesonia, in grace of form, in changefulness and

sweetness of expression, and in the brimming

intellect that flashed out of her violet eyes. And
now as she played with the kid her every move-

ment formed an artist's study, and the simple joy

that shone out of her face, and the affection where-

with she glanced at intervals at her father, invested her

with a spiritual charm impossible to be achieved by

sculptor with his chisel or by painter with his brush.

The eyes of Domitius Corbulo followed his child,

wherever she went, whatever she did. He was a man
of somewhat advanced age, shaven, with short shorn

hair, marked features, the brow somewhat retreating

but with a firm mouth and strong jaw.



CORBULO 23

Though not handsome, there was refinement In his

countenance which gave it a character of nobleness,

and the brilliant eye and decision in the countenance

inspired universal respect. Everyone could see that

he was not merely a commander of men in war, but

a man of culture in the forum and the academy.
" Wife," said he, " I pray you desist. It was

for this that I sent you back from Antioch. You
ever twanged one string, and I felt that your words,

if overheard, might endanger us all."

" I speak but into thine ear."

"A brimming vessel overflows on all sides," said

Corbulo.

"Ah well! some men make themselves by grasp-

ing at what the gods offer them. Others lose them-

selves by disregarding the favours extended by the

immortals."

" 1 deny that any such offer was made me," said

the general in a tone of annoyance.

"What!" exclaimed Longa Duilia ; "art thou so

blind as not to see what is obvious to every other

eye, that the Roman people are impatient at having

a buffoon, a mime, a fiddler wearing the purple ?
"

" Nevertheless he wears it, by favour of the gods."

"For how long? Domitius, believe me. In the

heart of every Roman citizen rage is simmering, and
the wound of injured pride rankles. He has insulted

the majesty of eternal Rome. After having acted the

buffoon in Italy, running up and down it like a jester

on a tight-rope, mouthing at the people, and with his

assassins scattered about below to cut them down if

they do not applaud,—then he comes here also, into

Greece, to act on stages, race chariots, before Greeks
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—Greeks of all people ! To me this is nothing, for all

princes are tyrants more or less, and so long as they

do not prick me, I care not. But here it does come

close. In every army, in the breast of every soldier,

rebellion springs up. Every general is uneasy, and

looks at the face of every other and asks, Who will

draw the sword and make an end of this? O
morals ! It makes me mad to see you alone

quiescent."

"When the gods will a change, then the change

will be granted."

" You speak like a philosopher and not a man of

action. If you do not draw, others will forestall you,

and then—instead of my being at the top, I shall be

down in nowhere."
" Never will I be a traitor to Rome, and go against

my oath."

" Pshaw ! They all do it, so why not you ?
"

" Because my conscience will not suffer me."

" Conscience ! The haruspices have never found it

yet. They can discover and read the liver and the

kidneys, but no knife has yet laid bare a conscience

as big as a bean. You were the darling of the

soldiery in Germany. You are still the idol of those

who have fought under you in Parthia and Armenia.

I am sure I did my best to push your career. I was

gracious to the soldiery—sent tit-bits from the table

to the guard. I tipped right and left till I spent all

my pocket - money, and smiled benignantly on all

military men till I got a horrible crumple here in my
cheek,—do you see ?

"

" Yes ; shocking," said Corbulo indifferently.

" How can you be so provoking
!

" exclaimed
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Duilia pettishly. " Of course there is no wrinkle

;

there might have been, I did so much smiling.

Really, Corbulo, one has to do all the picking—as

boys get winkles out of their shells with a pin—to

extract a compliment from you. And out comes
the pin with nothing at the end. Plancus would not
have let that pass."

" Do you say that Nero is here ?
"

"Yes, here, in Greece; here at our elbow, at

Corinth. He has for once got a clever idea into his

head, and has begun to cut a canal through the

isthmus. It has begun with a flourish of trumpets
and a dinner and a dramatic exhibition—and there,

I warrant you, it will end."

" The Prince at Corinth !

"

"Yes, at Corinth; and you are here with all the

wide sea between you and your troops. And, docile

as a lamb, you have come hither and left your vantage
ground. What it all means, the gods know. It is

no doing of mine. I warned and exhorted at Antioch,
but you might have been born deaf for all the attention

you paid to my words."

" Never would I raise my sacrilegious hand against

Rome—my mother."

" Nay ; it is Rome that cries out to be rid of a man
that makes her the scorn of the world."

" She has not spoken. She has not released me of

my oath."

"Because her mouth is gagged. As the gods love

me ! they say that the god Caius [Caligula] named
his horse Consul. Rome may have a monkey as her
Prince and Augustus for aught I care, were it not
that by such a chance the handle is offered for you
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to upset him and seat yourself and me at the head

of the universe."

" No more of this," said the general. " A good

soldier obeys his commander. And I have an

imperator'^^ he touched his breast, " a good con-

science ; and I go nowhere, undertake nothing which

is not ordered by my master there."

*' Then I wash my hands of the result."

" Come hither ! " Corbulo called, and signed to his

daughter, who, with a flush of pleasure, left her kid

and ran to him.

He took both her hands by the wrists, and holding

her before him, panting from play, and with light

dancing in her blue eyes, he said, " Domitia, I have

not said one grave word to thee since we have been

together. Yet now will 1 do this. None can tell

what may be the next turn up of the die. And this

that I am about to say comes warm and salt from my
heart, like the spring hard by at the bath of Helene."

" And strong, father," said the girl, with flashes in

her speaking eyes. " So strong is the spring that

at once it turns a mill ere rushing down to find its

rest in the sea."

" Well, and so may what I say turn and make thee

active, dear child,—active for good, though homely

the work may be as that of grinding flour. When
you have done a good work, and not wasted the

volume of life in froth and cascade, then find rest in

the wide sea of"

—

" Of what ? " sneered Duilia ;
" say it out, — oi

nobody knows what."
*' That which thou sayest, dearest father, v.ill not

sleep in my heart."
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" Domitia, when we sail at sea we direct our course

by the stars. Without the stars we should not know
whither to steer. And the steering of the vessel by
the stars, that is seamanship. So in life. There are

principles of right and wrong set in the firmament "

—

" Where ?
" asked Duilia. " As the gods love me, I

never saw them !

"

" By them," continued Corbulo, disregarding the

interruption, "we must shape our course, and this

true shaping of our course, and not drifting with

tides, or blown hither and thither by winds—this is

the seamanship of life."

"By the gods!" said Duilia, "you must first find

your stars. I hold what you say to be rank nonsense.

Where are your stars ? Principles ! You keep your

constellations in the hold of your vessel. My good

Corbulo, our own interest, that we can always see,

and by that we ought ever to steer."

" Father," said the girl, " I see a centurion and a

handful of soldiers coming this way—and if I mistake

not, Lamia is speeding ahead of them."
" Well, go then, and play with the kid. Hear how

the little creature bleats after thee."

She obeyed, and the old soldier watched his

darling with his heart in his eyes.

Presently, when she was beyond hearing, he said

—

" Now about the future of Domitia. I wish her no

better fortune than to become the wife of Lucius

^lius Lamia, whom I love as my son. He has been

in and out among us at Antioch. He returns with

me to Rome. In these evil times, for a girl there is

one only chance—to be given a good husband. This

I hold, that a woman is never bad unless man shows
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her the way. If, as you say, there be no stars in the

sky—yet there is love in the heart."

" By Hercules ! here comes Lamia, and something

ails him."

Lucius was seen approaching through the garden.

His face was ashen grey, and he was evidently a

prey to the liveliest distress.

He hastened to Corbulo, but, although his lips

moved, he could not utter a word.

" You would speak with me," said the old general,

rising, and looking steadily in the young man's face.

Something he saw there made him divine his

errand.

Then Corbulo turned, kissed his wife, and said

—

" Farewell. I am rightly served."

He took a step from her, looked towards Domitia,

who was dancing to her kid above whose reach she

held a bunch of parsley.

He hesitated for a moment. His inclination drew

him towards her, but a second thought served to

make him abandon so doing, and instead he bent

back to his wife, and said to her with suppressed

emotion

—

" Bid her from me—as my last command—follow

the Light where and when she sees it."



CHAPTER IV

THERE IS NO STAR!

A QUARTER of an hour had elapsed since

Corbulo entered the peristyle of the villa,

when the young man Lamia came out.

He was still pale as death, and his muscles twitched

with strong- emotion.

He glanced about him in quest of Longa Duilia,

but that lady had retired precipitately to the ladies'

hall, where she had summoned to her a bevy of

female slaves, and had accumulated about her an

apothecary's shop of restoratives.

Domitia was still in the garden, playing with the

kid, and Lamia at once went to her, not speedily, but

with repugnance.

She immediately desisted from her play, and
smiled at his approach. They were old acquaintances,

and had seen much of each other in Syria.

Corbulo had not been pro-consul, but legate in

the East, and had made Antioch his headquarters.

He had been engaged against the Parthians and
Armenians for eight years, but the war had been

intermittent, and between the campaigns he had
returned to Antioch to the society of his wife and
little daughter.

29
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The former, a dashing, vain and ambitious woman,

had made a salon there which was frequented by

the best society of the province. Corbulo, a quiet,

thoughtful and modest man, shrunk from the stir

and emptiness of such Hfe, and had found rest and

enjoyment in the company of his daughter.

Lamia had served as his secretary and aide-de-

camp. He was a youth of much promise, and of

singular integrity of mind and purity of morals in

a society that was self-seeking, voluptuous, and

corrupt.

He belonged to the ^lian gens or clan, but he

had been adopted by a Lamia, a member of a family

in the same clan that claimed descent from Lamius,

a son of Poseidon, or Neptune, by one of those

fictions so dear to the Roman noble houses, and

which caused the fabrication of mythical origins,

just as the ambition of certain honourable families

in England led to the falsification of the Roll of

Battle Abbey.

Pliny tells a horrible story of the first Lamia of

importance known to authentic history. He had

been an adherent of Csesar and a friend of Cicero.

He was supposed to be dead in the year in which he

had been elected praetor, and was placed on the

funeral pyre, when consciousness returned, but too

late for him to be saved. The flames rose and

enveloped him, and he died shrieking and struggling

to escape from the bandages that bound him to the

bier on which he lay.

Lucius Lamia had been kindly treated by Corbulo,

and the young man's heart had gone out to the

venerated general, to whom he looked up as a miodel
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of all the old Roman virtues, as well as a man of

commanding military genius. The simplicity of the

old soldier's manner, and the freshness of his mind,

had acted as a healthful and bracing breeze upon the

youth's moral character.

And now he took the young girl by the hand, and

walked with her up and down the pleached avenues

for some moments without speaking.

His breast heaved. His head swam. His hand

that held hers worked convulsively.

All at once Domitia stood still.

She had looked up, wondering at his manner, into

his eyes, and had seen that they were full.

" What ails you, Lucius ?
"

" Come, sit by me on the margin of the basin,"

said he. " By the gods ! I conjure thee to summon
all thy fortitude. I have news to communicate, and

they of the saddest "

—

" What ! are we not to return to Rome ? Oh,

Lamia, I was a child when I left it, but I love our

house at Gabii, and the lake there, and the garden."

" It is worse than that, Domitia." He seated

himself on the margin of a basin, and nervously,

not knowing what he did, drew his finger in the

water, describing letters, and chasing the darting

fish.

" Domitia, you belong to an ancient race. You
are a Roman, and have the blood of the gods in

your veins. So nerve thy heroic soul to hear the

worst."

And still he thrust after the frightened fish with

his finger, and she looked down, and saw them dart

like shadows in the pool, and her own frightened
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thoughts darted as nimbly and as blindly about in

her head.

" Why, how now, Lamia? Thou art descended by

adoption from the Earth-shaker, and tremblest as a

girl ! See—a tear fell into the basin. Oh, Lucius

!

My very kid rears in surprise."

" Do not mock. Prepare for the worst Think

what would be the sorest ill that could befall thee."

Domitia withdrew her eyes from the fish and the

water-surface rippled by his finger, and looked now
with real terror in his face.

'' My father ?
"

Then Lamia raised his dripping finger and pointed

to the house.

She looked, and saw that the gardener had torn

down boughs of cypress, and therewith was decorating

the doorway.

At the same moment rose a long-drawn desolate

wail, rising, falling, ebbing, flowing—a sea of sound

infinitely sad, heart-thrilling, blood-congealing.

For one awful moment, one of those moments that

seems an eternity, Domitia remained motionless.

She could hear articulate words, voices now

—

"Come back! Oh, Cn?eus! Come, thou mighty

warrior ! Come, thou pillar of thy race ! Come
back, thou shadow! Return, O fleeted soul! See,

see ! thy tabernacle is still warm. Return, O soul !

return !

"

She knew it—the condamatio ; that cry uttered

about the dead in the hopes of bringing back the

spirit that has fled.

Then, before Lamia could stop her, Domitia

started from the margin of the pool, startling the
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fish again and sending them flying as rays from
where she had been seated, and ran to the house.

The gardener, with the timidity of a slave, did not

venture to forbid passage.

A soldier who was withdrawing extended his arm
to bar the doorway. Quick as thought she dived

below this barrier, and next moment, with a cry that

cut through the wail of the mourners, she cast herself

on the body of her father, that lay extended on the

mosaic floor, with a bloodstained sword at his side

and a dark rill running from his breast over the

enamelled pavement.

Next moment Lamia entered.

Around the hall were mourners, slaves of the

house, as also some of those of Longa Duilia, raising

their arms and lowering them, uttering their cries of

lamentation and invocations to the departed soul,

some rending their garments, others making believe

to tear their hair and scratch their faces.

In the midst lay the dead general, and his child

clung to him, kissed him, chafed his hands, en-

deavoured to stanch his wound, and addressed him
with endearments.

But all was in vain. The spirit was beyond recall,

and were it to return would again be expelled.

Corbulo was dead.

The poor child, convulsed with tears, clasped him
;

her copious chestnut hair had become unbound, and
was strewed about her, and even dipped in her

father's blood. She was as though frantic with

despair,—her gestures, her cry, were very diff'erent

from the formal expressions and utterances of the

servile mourners.
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Lamia at length touched her, and said

—

" Come away, Domitia. You cannot prevent Fate."

Suddenly she reared herself on her knees, and put

back the burnished rain of hair that shrouded her

face, and said in harsh tones

—

" Who slew him ?
"

" He fell on his own sword."

" Why ? He was happy !

"

Before an answer was given, she reeled and fell

unconscious across her father's body.

Then Lamia stooped, gathered her up tenderly,

pitifully in his arms, and bore her forth into the

garden to the fountain, where he could bathe her

face, and where the cool air might revive her.

Why was Corbulo dead ? and why had he died by

his own hand ?

The Emperor Nero was, as Duilia had told her

husband, at this very time in Greece, and further,

hard by at Corinth, where he was engaged in super-

intending the cutting of a canal that was to remove

the difficulty of a passage from the Saronic to the

Corinthian gulf.

Nero had come to Greece attended by his Augustal

band of five thousand youths with flowing locks, and

gold bangles on their wrists, divided into three

companies, whose duty it was to applaud the

Imperial mountebank, and rouse or lead enthusiasm,

—the Hummers by buzzing approval, the Clappers by

beating their hands together, and the Clashers by

kicking pots about so as to produce a contagious

uproar.

Nero was possessed with the delusion that he had

a fine voice, and that he was an incomparable actor.
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Yet his range was so small that when striving to

sink to a bass note his voice became a gurgle, and
when he attempted to soar to a high note, he raised

himself on his toes, became purple in face, and emitted

a screech like a peacock.

Not satisfied with the obsequious applause of the

Roman and Neapolitan citizens, who crowded the

theatre to hear the Imperial buffoon twitter, he

resolved to contest for prizes in the games of Greece.

A fleet attended him, crowded with actors, singers,

dancers, heaped up with theatrical properties, masks,

costumes, wigs, and fiddles.

He would show the Greeks that he could drive a

chariot, sing and strut the stage now in male and
then in female costume, and adapt his voice to the

sex he personated, now grumbling in masculine

tones, then squeaking in falsetto, and incomparable

in each.

But with the cunning of a madman, he took with

him, as his court, the wealthiest nobles of Rome
whom he had marked out for death, either because

he coveted their fortunes or suspected their loyalty.

Wherever he went, into whatsoever city he entered,

his artistic eye noted the finest statues and paintings,

and he carried them off, from temple as from market-

place, to decorate Rome or enrich his Golden House,

the palace he had erected for himself.

Tortured by envy of everyone who made himself

conspicuous
; hating, fearing such as were in all

men's mouths through their achievements, or notable

for virtue, his suspicion had for some time rested on

Domitius Corbulo, who had won laurels first in

Germany and afterwards in Syria.
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He had summoned him to Rome with the promise

of preferments, his purpose being to withdraw him

from the army that adored him and to destroy him.

No sooner did the tidings reach the tyrant at

Corinth that the veteran hero was arrived at

Cenchraea, than he sent him a message to commit

suicide. A gracious condescension that, for the

property of the man who was executed was forfeit,

and his wife and children reduced to beggary,

whereas the will of the testator who destroyed

himself was allowed to remain in force.

Lamia washed the stains from the hands and locks

of the girl, and bathed her face with water till she

came round.

Then when he saw that she had recovered full

consciousness, he asked to be allowed to hasten for

assistance. She bowed her head, as she could not

speak, and he entered the women's portion of the

villa to summon some of the female slaves. These

were, however, in no condition to answer his call and

be of use. Duilia had monopolised the attentions

of almost all such as had not been commissioned to

raise the funeral wail. Some indeed there were

scattered in all directions, running against each

other, doing nothing save add to the general con-

fusion, but precisely these were useless for Lamia's

purpose.

Unwilling to leave the child longer alone, Lucius

returned to the garden, and saw Domitia seated on

the breastwork of the fountain.

Ten years seemed to have passed over her head,

so altered was she.

She was not now weeping. The rigidity of the
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fainting fit seemed not to have left her face, nor

relaxed the stony appearance it had assumed. Her
eyes were lustreless, and her lips without colour.

The young man was startled at the sight.

" Domitia !

" said he.

She raised her eyes to him, and said in reply

—

"Lucius!" Then letting them fall, she added in

hard, colourless tones, " There is one thing I desire

of thee. By some means or other, I care not what,

bring me into the presence of the monster. I know
how my father has come by his death—as have so

many others, the best and the noblest. I have but

one ambition on earth, I see but a single duty before

me—to drive if it be but a silver bodkin into his

heart."

" Domitia !

"

" Lucius, the last words my father used to me were

to bid mc look to the stars and to sail by them. I

look and I see one only star. I feel but one only

duty on earth—to revenge his death."

" My friend
!

" said Lamia in a low tone, " be

careful of thy words. If overheard, they might
cause your blood to be mingled with his."

" I care not."

" But to me it matters sovereignly."

" Why ? Dost thou regard me ?
"

" Above all in the world."

" Then revenge me."
" Domitia, my grief is little less than thine. If

you would revenge the loss, so would I. But what
can be done? He, the coward, is carefully guarded.

None are suffered to approach him who have not

first been searched, and even then are not allowed
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within arm's length. Nothing can be done save

invoke the gods."

"The gods!" laughed the girl hoarsely. "The

gods ! They set up the base, the foul, and crown

him with roses, and trample the noble and good

into the earth. The gods ! see you now ! They set

a star in heaven, they grave a duty in my heart—and

the star is unattainable, and the duty they make

impossible of achievement. Bah ! There is no star.

There are no duties on earth and no gods in

heaven. There is no Fate, we jostle, and are crushed

by a blind and stupid Chance."



CHAPTER V

THE SHIP OF THE DEAD

*' T T is of no use in the world, Plancus, your

1 attempting to reason me out of a fixed resolve,"

said the lady Longa Duilia peevishly. " My Corbulo

shall not have a shabby funeral."

" Madam, I do not suggest that," said the steward

humbly, rubbing his hands.

"Yes, you do. Wherefore are you standing on

one leg like a stork? Shabby it must be— no

ancestors present. As the gods love me, you would

not have me borrow ancestors of Asclepiades, our

client, who has lent us this villa ! He may have

them or not, that is no concern of mine. Will you

have done preening yourself like an old cockroach.

I say it would be an indignity to have a funeral

for my Corbulo without ancestors. O times ! O
morals ! What is the good of having ancestors if

you do not use them ?

"

" But, madam, they are in your palace at Rome in

the Carinse—or at the Gabian villa."

" And for that reason they are not here. Without

the attendance of his forebears, my Corbulo shall not

be buried. Besides, whom is there here to impress

with the solemnity? only a lot of wretched sailors,
39
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ship sutlers, Jew pedlars and petty officials not

worth considering. I have said it."

" But lady, Lucius Lamia agrees with me "

—

"Lucius y^lius Lamia—it will not exhaust your

lungs to give him his name more fully— is not as yet

one of the family."

" Madam, consider what Agrippina did with Ger-

manicus—she had his pyre at Antioch, and conveyed

his ashes to Rome."

"Agrippina was able to have the funeral conducted

with solemn pomp at Antioch. There were the

soldiers, the lictors, great officers and all that sort of

thing. Here—nothing at all. By the immortals !

—

consider the expenses, and none to look on but

gaping, tarry sailors and Jew rag-and-bone men."
" Madam !

"

"Silence! Without ancestors— as impossible as

without wood."

To understand the point made so much of by

the widow, the Roman funeral custom must be

understood.

On the death of a noble or high official, his face

was immediately moulded in wax into a mask, or

rather, into two masks, that were coloured and

supplied with glass eyes. One was placed over the

dead face when the corpse lay in state, and when he

was conveyed to his funeral pyre, and the first effect

of the rising flames was to dissolve the mask and

disclose the dead features.

The ancient Greeks before they burned their dead

laid gold-leaf masks on their faces, and in a still

earlier time the face of the corpse was rouged with

oxide of iron to give it a false appearance of life.
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But the second mask was preserved for the family

portrait gallery.

When a Roman gentleman or lady was carried

forth to his funeral pyre, he was preceded by a pro-

cession of actors dressed up in the togas and military

and municipal insignia of departed ancestors, each

wearing the wax mask of him he personified. For

these masks were preserved with great care in the

atrium of the house.

Now, as Longa Duilia saw, to have her husband
burned at Cenchraea without a procession of imita-

tion ancestors would be to deprive the funeral of its

most impressive feature.

Plancus had advised the burning at the port, with

shorn rites, and that the ashes should be placed in

the family mausoleum at Gabii, as that the utmost
dignity should be accorded to this latter ceremony
sufficient to content the most punctilious widow.

But this did not please the lady. The notion of

a funeral with maimed pomp was- distasteful to her
;

moreover, as she argued, it was illegal to have two
funerals for the same man.

" That," said Plancus, " hardly applies to one who
has died out of Italy."

" It is against the law," replied Duilia ;
" I will give

no occasion to objection, offer no handle to informers.

Besides, I won't have it. The respect I owe to

Corbulo forbids the entertainment of such an idea.

Really, and on my word, Plancus, I am not a child

to be amused with shadow pictures, and unless you
are making a rabbit, a fish, or a pig eating out of a

trough, I cannot conceive what you are about with

your hands, fumbling one over the other."
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" Madam, I had no thought "

—

" I know you have none. Be pleased another time

when addressing me to keep your hands quiet, it is

irritating. One never knows where they are or

will be, sometimes you are folding and unfolding

them, then— they disappear up your sleeves, and

project, none can guess where, like snails' horns. Be

pleased— And now pawing your face like a cat

washing itself. Please in future hold them in front

of you like a dog when sitting up, begging. But as

to the funeral— I will not have it cheap and nasty.

Without ancestors a funeral is not worth having."

"Then," said the harassed freedman, "there is

nothing for it but to engage an embalmer."

"Of course— one can be obtained at Corinth.

Everything can be had for money."

As Plancus was retiring, the lady recalled him.

" Here," said she ;
" do not act like a fool, and let

the man charge a fancy price. Say that I have an

idea of pickling Corbulo in brine, and have bought

an amphora large enough for the purpose. Don't

close with his terms at once."

When the steward was gone, then Longa Duilia

turned her head languidly and summoned a slave-

girl.

"Lucilla! The unfortunate feature of the situa-

tion is that I must not have my hair combed till

we reach Gabii. It is customary, and for a bracelet

of pearls I would not transgress custom. You
can give my head a towzled look without being

dishevelled ; I would wish to appear interesting, not

untidy."

"Lady! nothing could make you other than
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fascinating. A widow in tears—some stray locks

—

it would melt marble."

"And I think I shall outdo Agrippina," said

Duilia ;
" she carried her husband's cinders in an urn

at the head of her berth, and on appropriate occasions

howled in the most tragic and charming manner.

But I shall convey the unconsumed body of my
Corbulo in state, exposed on his bier, in his military

accoutrements, all the way to Rhegium, then up the

coast to Ostia and so to Gabii. There will be

talk
!

"

"You will be cited in history as a widow the

like of which the world has never seen. As for

Agrippina, in your superior blaze she will be eclipsed

for ever."

" I should prefer doing what Agrippina did—make
a land journey from Brundusium, but— but— one
must consider. It would be vastly expensive,

and"—
But the lady did not finish the sentence. She

considered that Nero might resent such a demon-
stration, as exciting indignation against himself for

having obliged Corbulo to put an end to his life.

But she did not dare to breathe her thought even

into the ear of a slave.

" No," she said ;
" it would come too expensive. I

will do what I can to honour my husband, but not

ruin myself."

When Longa Duilia had resolved to have her

own way,— and that was always,— then the entire

family of slaves and retainers, freedmen and
clients, knew it must be done.

The vessel, after a brief stay at Cenchrasa, had left

4
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for the Diolchus where it had been placed on rollers

and conveyed across the isthmus, and was launched

in the Corinthian gulf.

Nero had been engaged for some days in exca-

vating a canal between the two seas. He had

himself turned the first sod, but after getting some

little way rock was encountered of so hard a quality

that to cut through it would cost time, toil, and

money.

He speedily tired of the scheme, wanted the money

it would have cost for some dramatic exhibition, and

was urged by Helios, a freedman whom he had left in

Rome, to return to Italy to prevent an insurrection

that was simmering. Nero did not much believe in

danger, but he had laden his fleet with the plunder

of Greece, he had strutted and twittered on every

stage, carried off every prize in every contest, and was

desirous of being applauded in Italy and at Rome
for what he had achieved, and exhibit there the

chaplets he had won.

Accordingly he started, and hardly had he done so

before the Artemis^ with spread sail, swept down the

Corinthian gulf.

The ship, a Liburnian of two banks of oars, was

constructed very differently from a modern vessel.

The prow was armed above water-mark with three

strong and sharp blades, called the rostra, the beaks,

which when driven into the side of an enemy would

tear her open and sink her.

The quarter-deck was midships, and served a

double purpose, being raised as high as the bulwarks

it acted as an elevated place where the captain

could stand and survey the horizon and watch the
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course of the vessel, and it also served to strengthen

the mast.

On this quarter-deck, on a bed of state, lay the

body of Cnseus Domitius Corbulo, with his sword at

his side and the wax mask over his face. At his

feet was a tripod with glowing coals, on which occa-

sionally incense and Cilician crocus were sprinkled,

and on each side of his head blazed torches of pine-

wood dipped in pitch.

The poop had a covered place, called the aplaiistre^

in which sat the steerer. The hinged rudder had not

then been invented, it was a discovery of the Middle

Ages, and the head of the vessel was given its

direction by the helmsman, gubernatoi\ who worked

a pair of broad flat paddles, one on each side.

The rowers under the deck were slaves, but the

sailors were free men. The rowers were kept in

stroke by a piper, who played continually when the

vessel was being propelled ; and the rowers were

under the direction and command of a hortaior, so

called because his voice was incessantly heard,

urging, reprimanding, praising, threatening.

The captain of a Roman vessel was not supreme

in authority on board ship as with us, for if the

vessel contained military he was subject to the

control of the superior military officer.

The passage down the Corinthian bay was effected

without difficulty before a favourable wind, but as

the vessel was about to pass out of it, the wind

suddenly changed and blew a squall from the west.

And at this moment an accident occurred that was
seriously embarrassing. Whilst the captain was
standing near the steersman giving him directions
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relative to the passage of the straits, a wave rolHng

in caught the paddle, and caused it by the blow to

snap the bronze bolt of the eye in which it worked,

and the handle flying up and forward struck the

captain on the forehead, threw him down, and he fell

against the bulvv^ark so as to cut open his head. He
had to be carried below insensible.

The Artemis lay under shelter till the gale abated,

and then consultation arose as to what was to be

done.

Lucius Lamia took the command, he was com-
petent to manage the vessel, with the advice, if

needed, of the mate. He and all were reluctant to

put back to Lecha:ium, the port of Corinth on the

gulf, and the broken eye in which the paddle worked
was repaired with a stout thong, which as the steers-

man said would hold till Adria was crossed and

Rhegium was reached.

The squall had passed, and the look of the sky

was promising ; moreover, the wind was again favour-

able.

" Sir," said the mate, " my opinion is that we should

make all speed across Adria. This is a bad season

of the year. It is a month in which sailing is over

passed. We must take advantage of our chances.

While the wind blows, let us spread sail, and the

rowers ship their oars; should the wind fail, or

prove contrary, they will be required, and they may
have a hard time of it. Therefore let them husband

their strength."

" So be it," answered Lucius Lamia.

And now the Artemis with sail spread, leaning on

one side, drave through the rippling water, passed the
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straits into the Adriatic, with the mountains of

^toHato the north, and the island of Cephalonia in

the blue west before her ; and as she flew she left

behind her a trail of foam in the water, and a waft of

smoke in the air from the torches that glowed about
the dead general on the quarter-deck.



CHAPTER VI

I DO NOT KNOW

THE day was in decline, and although the season

was winter yet the air was not cold. The

mountains of Greece lay in the wake like a bank of

purple cloud tinged with gold.

On the quarter-deck reposed the corpse, with the

feet turned in the direction of the prow ; the torches

spluttered and cast off sparks that flew away with

the smoke.

On each side were three slave women detailed to

wail, but Longa Duilia had issued instructions that

they were not to be noisy in their demonstration so

as to disturb or swamp conversation aft.

The undulating lament, swerving through semi-

tones and demi-semitones, formed a low and sad

background to the play of voices on the lower deck,

where, sheltered from the wind, the widow reclined

on cushions, and her daughter Domitia sat at her

side in conversation.

A change had come over the girl, so complete, so

radical, that she seemed hardly to be the same

person as before her father's death. This was notice-

able in appearance and manner, noticeable even to

the slaves not the most observant in matters that did
48
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not particularly concern their comfort and interests.

She had been transmuted from a playful child into a

sad and serious woman.
The sparkle had left her eyes to make way for an

eager, searching- fire. The colour had deserted her

cheek, and her face had assumed a gloomy expres-

sion. The change, in fact, was much like that in a

landscape when a sunny May day makes place for

one that is overcast and threatening. The natural

features are unaltered, but the aspect is wholly

different in quality and character.

A mighty sorrow, contracting, bruising, oppressing

the heart sometimes melts it into a sweetness of

patient endurance that inspires pity and love. But

grief seemed to have frozen Domitia and not to have

dissolved her into tears.

The philosopher approached with solemn stalk,

walking on the flat of his soles.

Such men were retained in noble households as

family chaplains to advise, comfort, and exhort. And
this man at intervals approached the widow, who
on such occasions assumed a woe-begone expression,

beat her brow, and emitted at intervals long-drawn

sighs.

At such times the Magus, standing near, curled his

lip contemptuously, and endeavoured by shrugs and

sniffs to let the bystanders perceive how little he

valued the words of the Stoic.

The philosopher Senecio now in formal style

addressed the widow ; and then turned to harangue

the daughter on the excellence of moderation in

grief as in joy, on the beauty of self-control, so as to

suffer with indifference the storms of life to roll over
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the head. In this consisted the Highest Good, and

to attain to such stolidity was the goal of all virtuous

endeavour.

Then he thrust his hand into the folds of his toga,

and withdrew, to be at once attacked and wrangled

with by the Chaldean.

Domitia, who had listened with indifference, turned

to her mother as soon as he was gone, and said

—

" The Suvimum Bonuni [Chief Good], the crown

and glory of philosophy is to become in mind what
the slave becomes after many bastinadoes, as callous

in soul as he is on the soles of his feet. The lesson

of life is not worth the acquisition."

" I think he put it all very well."

" Why are the strokes applied ? Why should we
bear them without crying out? After all, what

profit is there in this philosophy?"
" Really, my dear, I cannot tell. But it is the

correct thing to listen to and to talk philosophy, and

good families keep their tame stoics—even quite new
and vulgar people do so, wretched knights who have

become rich in trade—in a word, they all do it."

"But, mother, what is this Highest Good?"
" You must inquire of Claudius Senecio himself.

It is, I am sure, something very suitable to talk

about on such solemn occasions as this."

" But what is it ? A runner in the course knows
what is the prize for which he contends, a singer at

the games sees the crown he hopes to earn—but this

Highest Good, is it nothing but not to squeal when
kicked?"

" I really do not know."
" Mother, would to the gods I did know ! My
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sorrow is eating out my heart. I am miserable. I

am in darkness, like Theseus in the labyrinth, but

without a clue. And the Highest Good preached by

philosophy is to sit down in the darkness and despair

of the light. I want to know. Has my father's life

gone out for ever, like an extinguished torch cast

into the sea, or is it a smouldering ember that may
be blown again into flame ?

"

" Have you not heard, Domitia, how Senecio has

assured you that your father will live."

"Where?"
" On the page of history."

" First assure me that the page will be written, and

that impartially. What I know of historians is, that

they scribble all the scurrility they can against the

great and noble, in the hope of thereby advancing

the credit of their own mean selves. Has a man no

other hope of life than one built on the complaisance

of the most malignant of men ?
"

"My dear, positively I do not know. You turn

my head with your questions. Call Plancus, that I

may scold him, to ease my overwrought nerves.

The fellow has been stopping up his wrinkles with a

composition of wax, lard and flour, and really, at his

age and in his social position, it is absurd."

" But, mother, I want to know."
" Bless me, you make me squeamish ! Of course

we want to know a vast number of things ; and the

Highest Good, I take it, is to learn to be satisfied

to know nothing. Cats, dogs, donkeys, don't worry

themselves to know—and are happy. They have,

then, the Sumnmni Bonuin. If you want to know
more, ask the philosopher. He is paid for the
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purpose, and eats at our expense ; and, ye gods

!

how he eats ! I believe he finds the Highest Good
in the platter."

The lady made signs, and a slave ever on the

watch hastened to learn her desire, and at her

command summoned the Stoic.

The philosopher paced the deck with his chin in

the air, and came aft.

" My daughter," said the widow, " is splitting my
suffering head with questions. Pray answer her

satisfactorily. Here, Felicula, Procula, Lucilla, help

me to the cabin."

When the lady had withdrawn the philosopher said

—

" Lady, you will propound difficulties and I shall

be pleased to solve them."
" I ask plain answers to plain questions," said

Domitia. " At death—what then ?
"

" Death, young lady, is the full stop at the end of

the sentence, it is the closing of the diptychs of life

on which its story is inscribed."

" I asked not what death is—but to what it leads ?
"

" Leads !—it—leads ! ahem ! Death encountered

with stoic equanimity is the highest point to

which "

—

" I do not ask how to meet death, but what it

leads to. You seem unable or unwilling to answer a

plain question. My dear father, does he live still

—

as a star that for a while sets below the horizon but

returns again ?
"

" He lives, most assuredly. In all men's mouths

—

on the snowy plains of Germany, on the arid wastes

of Syria, the fame of Cna^us Domitius Corbulo"

—

" I asked naught about his fame, but about himself.
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Does he still exist ? Can he still think of, care for,

love me—as I still think of, care for, love him ? "

—

Her voice quivered and broke.

" Young lady, Socrates could say no more of the

future than that it is a brilliant hope which one may
run the risk of entertaining. And our own immortal

Cicero declared, the hope of the soul living after

death is a dream and not a doctrine. The immortals

have seen fit to cut the thread of his life
"

—

" The immortals had no scissors wherewith to do

it. He fell on his own sword. Is there a soul ?

And after death whither does it go? Is it a mere
shadow ?

"

" My dear lady, philosophy teaches us to hope "

—

" Natural instinct does that without the cumbrous
assistance of philosophy; but on what base is that

hope built?"

" I cannot tell."

" Then of what avail is it to lead a good life ?

"

" On the page of history "

—

" That is where the great man lives ; but the poor

girl or the mechanic is unrecorded. Of what avail

is a good life ? What motive have we to induce us

to lead it?"

" The approval of the conscience."

" But why should it approve ? What is good ?

Where is it written that this is good and that

is evil ?
"

" I cannot tell."

" So !

" said the girl, and she signed to Elymas

to approach. He came up with a sneer at the

philosopher, who retired in discomfiture.

" You, Chaldean, answer me that which confounds
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the Stoic. You have learning in the East which we
have not in the West. Tell me—what is the human
soul ? and has it an existence after death ?

"

" Certainly, lady. The soul is a ray of divine light,

an aeon out of infinite perfection. This ray is pro-

jected into space and enters into and is entangled in

matter, and that is life—in the plant, in the fish, in

the bird, in the beast, in man."
" And what after death ?

"

" Death is the disengagement of this ray from its

envelope. It returns to the source, to \.\\t pleronia or

fulness of being and light whence it emanated, and

loses itself in the one urn of splendour !

"

" But when Pactolus and Styx run into the sea the

waters are mingled and lost as to their individuality."

" And so with the spirits of men."

"What!" exclaimed Domitia. "When I die my
little ray re-enters the sun and is lost in its general

glory—and my father's ray is also sucked in and

disappears 1 There is no comfort in a thought

where individuality is extinguished. But say
; how

know you that what you have propounded is the

truth ?
"

The Magus hesitated and became confused.

" It is," said he, " a solution at which the minds of

the great thinkers of the East have arrived."

" I see," said Domitia ;
" it is no more than a

guess. You and all your kind alike are stagnant

pools, whose muddy bottoms ferment and generate

and throw up guess-work bubbles. One bubble

looks more substantial than another, yet are all

only the disguise of equal emptiness."

The Chaldean withdrew, muttering in his beard.
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Domitia looked after him and noticed the physician

Luke standing near, leaning over the bulwarks.

He was an elderly man, with kindly soft eyes, and

a short beard in which some strands of grey appeared.

A modest man, ready when called on to advise, but

never self-assertive.

Domitia had noticed him already, and had taken a

liking to him, though she had not spoken to him.

An unaccountable impulse induced her to address

him.
" They are all quacks," she said.

" They must needs be seekers, and the best they

can produce is out of themselves, and that conjecture.

From the depths of the intellect what can be brought

up other than a more or less plausible guess ?
"

" And on these guesses we must live, like those

who float across the Tigris and Euphrates—on rafts

supported by inflated bladders. There is then no

solid ground ?
"

"Man inflates the bladders—God lays the rocky

basis."

" What mean you ?
"

" No certainty can be attained in all those things

man desires to know,—the basis of hope, the founda-

tion of morality, these cannot be brought out of

man. They can only be known by revelation of

God."

"And till He reveals we must drift on wind-bags.

Good lack
!

"

" Do you think, lady, that He who made man, and

planted in man's heart a desire for a future life, and

made it necessary for his welfare that he would know

to discern between good and evil, would leave him
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for ever in the dark—like, as you said, Theseus in the

labyrinth, without a clue ?
"

" But where is the clue ?
"

" Or think you that He who launched the vessel of

man, having carefully laid the keel and framed the

ribs and set in her a pilot, would send her forth into

unknown seas to certain wreckage—to be wafted up
and down by every wind—to be carried along by
every current— to fall on reefs or be engulfed by
quicksands, and He not to set lights whereby her

course might be directed ?
"

" But where are the lights ?
"

At that moment, before Luke could answer. Lamia,
who had been in the fore part of the vessel, came
hastily aft, and disregarding the physician, heedless

of the coversation on which he broke in, said

hurriedly and in agitated tone

—

" The Imperial galley."



CHAPTER VII

THE FACE OF THE DEAD

THE Imperial galley!"

Domitia leaped to her feet. Everything was
forgotten in the one thought, that before her, on the

sea, floated the man who had caused the death of her

father.

" Lucius, I must see"

—

He drew her forward, but at the same time checked

her speech.

" Every word dropped is fraught with danger," he
said. " What know you but that yon physician be a

spy?"
" He is not that," she answered. " Show him to

me—him "

—

They walked together to the bows.

With the declining of the sun the light wind had
died away, and, although the sea heaved after the

recent storm like the bosom of a sleeping girl, in the

stillness of the air the sail drooped and the ship

made no way.

Accordingly the sail was furled, and, by the advice

of the mate, the rowers, who had rested during the

day, were summoned to their benches, and bidden
work the oars during the night.
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The sky was clear, and the stars were beginning to

twinkle. No part of the voyage in calm weather

would be less dangerous than this, which might be

performed at night across open sea unbroken by

rocks and sandbanks.

So long as the vessel had to thread her way
between the headland of Araxus and the Echinades,

and then betwixt the isles of Cephalonia and

Zacynthus, an experienced navigator was necessary,

and caution had to be exercised both in the manage-

ment of the sail and in the manipulation of the helm.

But now all was plain, and the mate had retired

below to rest. During the time he reposed Lamia

took charge of the vessel, assisted by the second

mate.
" You take your meridian by Pollaris, Castor, and

Pollux, steer due west ; if there be a slight deviation

from the right course, that is a trifle, I will set it right

when my watch comes."

Such was the mate's injunction as he retired below.

" The steersman is done up," said Lamia, " he shall

rest now, and no better man can be found to replace

him than Eboracus, who has been accustomed to the

stormy seas of Britain, and whose nerves are of iron."

Indeed, the helmsman had hard work for his arms.

The two enormous paddles had short cross-pieces let

into them, like the handles of a scythe, and the

clumsy and heavy mechanism for giving direction to

the head of the vessel was worked by leverage in this

manner.

The sailors managed everything on deck, the

cordage, the anchors, the sail and the boats. Li

rough weather they undergirded the ship ; that is to
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say, passed horizontal cords round her to brace the

spars together so as to facihtate resistance to the

strain when labouring against the waves. The sailors

were under the direction of the captain, or trierarch,

so called whether he commanded a trireme or a

Liburnian of two benches.

On deck the steersman occupied a sort of sentry-

box in the stern, and beside him sat the mate, the

second mate, and often also the captain, forming a

sort of council for the direction of the vessel.

It was a favourite figure in the early Church to

represent the bishop as the helmsman of the sacred

vessel, and the presbyters who sat about him as the

mates occupying the stern bench. As already said,

in a Roman vessel there was a lack of that unity

in direction under the captain to which we are

accustomed. A military officer was always supreme

everywhere on sea as on land.

When the sailors were engaged in sailing, then the

rowers rested or caroused, and when they in turn

bowed over the oars the sailors had leisure.

The sun went down in the west, lighting up the

sky above where he set with a rainbow or halo of

copper light fading into green.

The night fell rapidly, and the stars looked out

above and around, and formed broken reflections in

the sea.

In winter the foam that broke and was swept to

right and left had none of the flash and luminosity it

displayed in summer when the water was warm.

Already in the wake the Greek isles and mountain-

ridges had faded into night.

The oars dipped evenly, and the vessel sped for-

5
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ward at a rate equal to that of a modern Channel

steamer.

At a signal from Lamia the mourners on the

quarter-deck ceased to intone their wail.

He and Domitia stood in the bows and looked

directly before them. They could see a large vessel

ahead, of three banks of oars, but she floated im-

movable on the gently heaving, glassy sea. The
oars were all shipped, and she was making no way.

The deck sparkled with lights. Torches threw up
red flames, lamps gave out a fainter yellow gleam.

To the cordage lights had been suspended, and
braziers burning on the quarter-deck, fed with

aromatic woods, turned the water around to molten

fire, and sent wafts of fragrance over the sea.

The twang of a lyre and the chirp of a feeble voice

were faintly audible ; and then, after a lull, ensued a

musical shout of applause in rhythmic note.

" It is the Augustus singing," said Lamia in a tone

of smothered rage and mortification. "And he has

his band of adulators about him."

" But why do not the rowers urge on the vessel ?
"

asked Domitia.
" Because the piper giving the stroke would be

committing high treason in drowning the song of the

princely performer. By the gods ! the grinding of

the oars in the rowlocks and the plash in the water

would overwhelm even his most supreme trills."

" Hast thou seen him on the stage, Lamia? "

" The gods forbid
!

" answered the young man
passionately ;

" this fancy to be the first of singers

and mimes had not come on him before I left Rome
for Syria. To think of it, that he, the head of the
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magistracy, of the army, of the Senate, of the priest-

hood, should figure as Apollo, half naked, in a

gold-powdered wig and with painted cheeks, before

sniggering Greeks ! The gods deliver me from such

a sight
!

"

" But you will behold it now. As we speed along

we shall overtake this floating dramatic booth."

" I will give her a wide berth, and stop my ears

with wax, though this is no syren song."

Domitia leaned over the side of the vessel.

" Are they sharp, Lucius ?
"

" Are what sharp, Domitia ?
"

" The beaks."

" Sharp as lancets."

" And strong ?
"

" Strong as rams."

" Then Lucius, we will not give her wide berth.

You loved my father. You regard me. You will do
what I desire, for his sake and for mine."

" What would you have of me? "

" Ram her !

"

Lucius Lamia started, and looked at the girl.

She laid her hand on his arm, and gripped it

as with an iron vice.

" Run her down, Lucius ! Sink the accursed

murderer and mountebank in the depths of the

Ionian Sea."

Lamia gasped for breath.

She looked up into his face.

" Can it be done ?
"

" By Hercules ! we could rip up her side."

" Then do so."

He stood undecided.
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" Hearken to me. None will suspect our intent

as we swiftly shoot up—no, none in this vessel,

Eboracus excepted, as he must be in it. Suddenly

we will round and ram and welt her ; and send the

new Orion with his fiddle to the fishes. By the

furies ! we shall hear him scream. We shall see him

beat the waves. Lucius, let me have a marlin-spike

to dash at him as he swims, and split his skull and

let out his brains for the fishes to banquet on them."

" We risk all our lives."

" What care I ? My father, your friend, will be

avenged."

Still Lamia stood in unresolve.

" Lucius ! I will twine my white arms about your

neck, and will kiss you with my red lips, the moment

his last scream has rung in my ears."

" In the name of Vengeance—then," said Lamia.
" Eboracus I can count on," said Domitia.

"There is the under mate. If anyone on board

suspect our purpose we are undone."

" None need suspect," said the girl. " Say that the

Prince is holding festival on board the trireme, and

that it behoves us to salute. None will think other

than that we are befooling ourselves like the rest.

At the right moment, before any has a thought of thy

purpose, call for the double-stroke, and trust Eboracus

—he will put the helm about, and in a moment we

run her down."

Lamia walked to the quarter-deck, bade the mourn-

ing women go below. He extinguished the funeral

torches, and threw the ashes from the tripod into the

sea. Then the Artemis was no longer distinguishable

by any light she bore.
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Next, Lamia walked aft, and in a restrained voice

said

—

" The vessel of Caesar is before us. We dare not

pass without leave asked and granted."

"All right, sir," said the second mate. "Any
orders below ?

"

" Keep on at present speed. When I call, Slack,

then let them slacken. When I call, Double, then at

once with full force."

" Right, sir. I will carry down instructions."

The mate went to the ladder and descended into

the hold.

There were now left on deck only Lamia, Domitia,
the steersman Eboracus, one sailor and the physician,

who was leaning over the bulwarks, looking north at

the glittering constellation of Cassiopea's Chair.

He was near the quarter-deck, in the fore part of

the vessel, and had been unobserved in the darkness
by Lamia and Domitia till they returned aft

The young man started as he observed him.

Was it possible that the physician had overheard
the words spoken ? There was nothing in the attitude

or manner of the man to show that he entertained

alarm at the daring proposition. Lamia resolved

on keeping an eye upon him lest he should com-
municate with the crew.

Luke returned aft when the young people came
in that direction, and seated himself quietly on a
bench.

Eboracus was rapidly communicated with and
gained.

The Artemis flew forward, noiselessly save for the

plunge of the oars and the hiss of the foam as it
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rushed by like milk, and from the hold sounded the

muffled note of the piper.

Every moment the vessel neared the Imperial gal-

ley, and sounds of revelry became audible. Nothing

showed that those on board were aware of the

approach of a Liburnian.

It was now seen that tables were spread on the

deck of the Imperial vessel, and that the Prince and

his attendants, and indeed the entire crew, were

engaged in revelry.

Between the courses which were served, Nero

ascended the quarter-deck, and sang, or else delivered

a recitation from a Greek tragedian, or a piece of his

own composition.

If the approach of the bireme was observed, which

did not seem to be the case, it caused no uneasiness.

The Emperor's vessel had been accompanied by a

convoy, but the ships had been dispersed by the

storm ; and the bireme, if perceived, was doubtless

held to be one of the fleet.

And now Helios, the confidant of Nero, had

ascended the quarter-deck to his master, and began

to declaim the speech of the attendant in the Electra

descriptive of the conquests of Orestes—applying the

words, by significant indications, to the Prince return-

ing a victor from the Grecian games.
" He, having come to the glorious pageantry of the

sports in Greece, entered the lists to win the Delphic

prizes,—he, the admired of every eye. And having

started from his goal in wondrous whirls he sped

along the course, and bore away the prize of victory,

coveted by all. But that I may tell thee in few

words amidst superfluity, I have never known such a
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man of might and deeds as he," and he bowed
and waved his hands towards Nero.

A roar of applause broke out, interrupted by a

cry from Nero, who suddenly beheld a dark ship

plunge out of the night and come within the radiance

of the lights on board his vessel.

Meanwhile, on the Artemis^ with set face sat

Eboracus, guiding the head of the Liburnian as

directed. He could see the twinkling lights grow
brighter and hear the sounds of rejoicing swell in

volume.
" Slack speed !

" called Lamia.
" Slack you are

!

" down into the hold.

There was a pause—alloars held poisedfor a moment.
" Double !

" shouted Lamia.
" Double you are !

" down the ladder.

Instantly the oars plunged, the water reared at the

beak, and hissed about the bows.

Eboracus by a violent movement threw himself and
his entire weight on the handle of one paddle, so as

to turn the bireme about and ram her midships into

the Imperial trireme, when suddenly, without a word,

Luke had drawn a knife through the thong that

restrained the paddle, and instantly the podalion

leaped out of place, and would have gone overboard

had not the physician caught and retained it.

Immediately the direction of the Artemis was
altered, and, in place of running into the trireme, she

swerved and swung past the Imperial galley without

touching her.

Nero, white with alarm and rage, shrieked from the

quarter-deck

—

"Who commands?"
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Then to those by him—" Pour oil on the flames."

At once from the braziers tongues of brilHant light

leaped high into the air.

"The name !" yelled the furious Prince.

Then came the reply

—

" Cnaeus Domitius Corbulo."

And by the glare he saw, standing by the mast,

distinct against the darkness of the night behind, the

form of a man—and the face was the face of the

murdered general.

Nero staggered back, and would have fallen unless

caught by Helios.

" The dead pursue me," he gasped. " Wife, mother,

brother, and now Corbulo !

"
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THE SWORD OF THE DEAD

" T T was well done," said Eboracus in an undertone

X to the physician; "otherwise there had been

the cross for you and me. The thong broke."

" I severed it," said Luke.
" That I saw," said the slave ;

" I shall report that

it yielded. One must obey a master even to the risk

of the cross. Did'st see the noble Lamia, how ready

he was ? He assumed the mask of my dead master,

and we have slipped by and sent a shiver through

the whole company of the trireme,—and the Augustus

too, I trow,—for they have thought us the Ship of the

Dead."

After a pause he said, " In my home, we hold

that all souls go to sea in a phantom vessel ; and

sail away to the West, to the Isles of the Blessed.

At night a dark ship with a sail as a thundercloud

comes to the shore, and those near can hear the dead

in trains go over the beach and enter the ghostly

vessel, till she is laden, and then she departs."

The Artemis made her way without disaster to

Rhegium, and thence coasted up Italy to the port of

Rome. She had gained on the Imperial vessel, that

was delayed at Brundusium to collect the scattered
67
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fleet. Nero would not land until he reached

Neapolis, and then not till all his wreaths and golden

apples, as well as his entire wardrobe of costumes

and properties, had arrived.

Then only did he come ashore, and he did so

to commence a triumphal progress through the

Peninsula, the like of which was never seen before

nor will be seen again.

This was on the 19th March, the anniversary of

the murder of his mother. On the same day a letter

was put into his hands announcing the revolt of the

legions in Gaul, and the proclamation of Galba, at

that time Governor of Spain.

So engrossed, however, was his mind with pre-

paration for his theatrical procession, that he paid

no heed to the news, nor was he roused till he read

the address of Vindex, who led the revolt, denounc-

ing him as a " miserable fiddler."

This touched him to the quick, and he addressed

an indignant despatch to the Senate, demanding that

Vindex should be chastised, and appealed to the

prizes he had gained as testimony to his musical

abilities.

So he started for Rome.

Eighteen hundred and eight heralds strutted before

him, bearing in their hands the crowns that had been

awarded him, and announcing when and how he had

succeeded in winning the awards.

He entered Rome in this leisurely manner, in a

triumphal chariot, wearing a purple robe embroidered

with gold, an olive garland about his head. Beside

him a harper struck his instrument and chanted his

praises.
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The houses were decorated with festoons, the

streets were strewn with saffron ; singing birds,

comfits, flowers were scattered by the people before

him. If the Senate expected that now the Prince

was in Rome he would attend to business, it was
vastly mistaken. His first concern was to arrange for

a splendid exhibition in which he might gratify the

public with a finished study of his acting and singing.

Solicitude about his triumph, his voice, his recep-

tion, had so completely filled the shallow mind of

Nero, that he gave no further thought to the vessel

that had shot out of the darkness, nearly fouled his

galley, and which had been apparently commanded
by one of his noblest victims.

Longa Duilia arrived on the Gabian estate, with

the corpse of her husband, her daughter, Lucius

Lamia, and her entire "family," as the company of

household slaves was termed, without accident and

without hindrance.

Gabii lay eleven miles from Rome, at the foot of

one of the spurs of the Alban mountains. The town

stood on a small knoll rising out of the Campagna.
The stone of which it was built was dark, being a

volcanic peperino ; it was perhaps one of the least

attractive sites for a country residence which a

Roman noble could have selected, but this was not

without its advantage when emperors acted as did

Ahab, and cut off those whose villas and vineyards

attracted their covetous eyes.

A lake occupied the crater of an extinct volcano

;

the water was dark as ink, but this was due rather

to the character of the bottom than to depth, which

was inconsiderable.
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The villa and its gardens lay by the water's edge.

The old city, not flourishing, but maintaining a

languid existence, was famous for nothing but a

peculiarity in girding the toga adopted by the men,

by the dinginess of its building stone, and by its

temple of Juno, an object of pilgrimage when the

deities of other shrines had proved unwilling or

unable to help, a sort oi pis-aller of devotion.

Longa Duilia hated the place ; it was dull, and she

would never have frequented it had it not been the

fashion at the period for all people of good family

to affect a love of retirement into the country, and to

pretend a taste for the simplicity of rural life. Some
fine fops had their " chambers of poverty " to which

on occasions they retired, to lie on mats upon the

ground, and eat pulse out of common earthenware.

Such periods of self-denial added zest to luxury.

Domitia, on the other hand, was attached to the

place. It was associated with the innocent pleasures

of earliest childhood. Its spring flowers were the

loveliest she had ever culled, its June strawberries the

most delicious she had ever eaten. And the lake,

teeming with char, gave opportunities for boating

and fishing.

Here was the family burial place, and here

Corbulo was to be burnt, and then his ashes collected

and consigned to the mausoleum.

Messengers had been sent forth to invite the

attendance of all relations, acquaintances, and

dependants.

The invitation was couched, according to unalter-

able custom, in antiquated terms, hardly intelligible.

When on the day appointed for the ceremony, vast
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numbers were collected, the funeral procession

started.

First went the musicians, under the conduct of a

Master of the Ceremonies. By law, the number of

flautists was limited to ten.

Then followed the professional mourners, hired for

the occasion from the temple of Libitina, the priests

of which were the licensed undertakers. These

mourners chanted the naenia, a lament composed

for the purpose of lauding the acts of the deceased

and of reciting his honours. When they paused at

the conclusion of a strophe, horns and trumpets

brayed. Immediately after the wallers walked a

train of actors, one of whom was dressed in the

insignia of the deceased, and wore a mask represent-

ing him. He endeavoured to mimic each peculiarity

of the man he personated, and buffoons hovered

around by their antics and jests provoking the

spectators to laughter. This farcical exhibition was

calculated to moderate the excessive grief super-

induced by the lament of the wallers.

Then came the grand procession of the ancestors,

especially dear to the heart of the widow. Not only

did the effigies of the direct forefathers appear, but

all related families trotted out their ancestors to

attend the illustrious dead, so that there cannot have

been less than a hundred present.

As already mentioned, the wax masks of the

dead of a family ornamented every nobleman's hall,

usually enclosed in boxes, with the titles of the

defunct inscribed on them in gold characters. These

were now produced. The mimes were costumed

appropriately, as senators, generals, magistrates.
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with their attendants, wearing the wax masks and

artificial heads of hair.

The idea represented was that of the ancestors

having returned from the Land of Shadows to fetch

their descendant and accompany him to the nether

world. The corpse, that lay on a bier in the hall,

was now taken up, and carried forth to a loud cry

from all in the house of " Vale ! Farewell ! Fare thee

well
!

" Between the lips of the dead man was a

coin placed there as payment of the toll across the

River of Death in the ferry-boat of Charon. On
each side of the bier walked attendants carrying

lighted torches. In ancient times all funerals had

been conducted at night. Now the only reminiscence

of this custom consisted in the bearing of lights ; but

the torches served as well a practical purpose, as

they were employed to kindle the pyre.

Before the dead were carried the insignia of his

offices, pictures of the battles he had won, and

statues of the kings and chiefs he had conquered.

The corpse was followed by a number of manumitted

slaves, all wearing the cap of liberty in token of

their freedom. Finally, came the members of the

family, friends, retainers, and the sympathising

public.

Longa Duilia and Domitia Longina walked in

their proper place, with dishevelled hair, unveiled

heads, and in a mourning garment thrown over their

tunics ; the men all wore a short travelling cloak.

The procession advanced into the market-place

of Gabii, where Lucius Lamia ascended the rostrum

to pronounce the funeral oration.

Immediately ivory chairs and inlaid stools were



THE SWORD OF THE DEAD 73

ranged in a crescent before him, and on these the

representatives of the ancestors seated themselves,

the bier being placed before them.

The panegyric was addressed to the crowd outside

the circle of mimes with wax faces. Lamia had a

gift of natural eloquence, his feelings were engaged,

but his freedom of speech was hampered by necessity

for caution in allusion to the death of Corbulo, lest

some word should be let slip which might be caught

up and tortured into a treasonable reference to Nero.

The laudation ended, the entire assembly arose and
reformed in procession to the place of burning, which

by law must be sixty feet from any building. There
a pit had been excavated, and a grating placed

above it. On this grating the pyre was erected,

consisting of precious woods sprinkled with gums
and spices.

To this the corpse was conveyed. But, previous to

its being placed on the faggots, a surgeon amputated
one of the fingers, which was preserved for burial, and
then a handful of earth was thrown over the face of

the deceased.

Anciently the Roman dead had been buried, and
when the fashion for incineration came in, a trace of

the earlier usage remained in the burial of a member
and the covering of the face with soil.

And now ensued a repulsive scene, one without

which no great man's funeral would have been con-

sidered as properly performed.

Through the crowd pushed two small parties of

gladiators, three in each, hired for the occasion, of a

company that let them out. Then ensued a fight

—

not mimic, but very real, in front and round the pyre.
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Now a hard-pressed gladiator ran and was pursued,

turned sharply and hacked at his follower. This was

continued till three men had fallen and had been

stabbed in the breast. Whereupon the survivors

sheathed their swords, bowed and withdrew.

The torches were next put into the hands of Duilia

and Domitia, and with averted faces they applied the

fire to the faggots, and a sheet of flame roared up and

enveloped the dead man.

Thereupon the mourners raised their loudest cries,

tore their hair, scarified their cheeks with their nails
;

pipes, flutes, horns were blown. In a paroxysm of

distress, partly real, partly feigned, a rush was made
to the pyre, and all who got near cast some offering

into the flames—cakes, flowers, precious stufls, rings,

bracelets and coins.

Duilia, in tragic woe, disengaged a mass of artificial

hair from her head, and cast it into the fire. Then
rang out the sacramental cry—" / licet ! You are per-

mitted to retire," and gladly, sick at heart and faint,

Domitia was supported rather than walked home.

Some hours later, when the ashes of the defunct had

been collected and deposited in an urn, which was

conveyed to the mausoleum, Lucius Lamia came to

the house and inquired for the ladies.

He was informed that the widow was too much
overcome by her feelings to see anyone, but that

Domitia was in the tablinum^ and would receive him.

He at once entered the hall and stepped up into

the apartment where she was seated, looking pale

and worn, with tear-reddened eyes.

She rose, and with a sweet, sad smile extended

her hand to Lamia.
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" No, Domitia," said he gently, " as your dear father

gave me permission in the harbour at Cenchrsea, I

will claim the same privilege now."

She held her cold, tear-stained cheek to him
without a word, then returned to and sank on her

stool.

" I thank you, dear friend, and almost brother,"

she said. " You spoke nobly of my father, though

not more nobly than he deserved. Here, my Lucius,

is a present for you ; I entrust it you—his sword,

which he used so gallantly, on which he fell, and
which is still marked with his blood. Retain it,

and, should the opportunity come, use it, to

revenge him."



CHAPTER IX

SHEATHED

ACCORDING to an Oriental le--end, the

dominion of Solomon over the spirits re-

sided in the power of his staff on which he stayed

himself. So long as he wielded that none might

disobey.

But the J inns sent a white ant up through the floor

that ate out the heart of the rod, so that when he

leaned on it, it gave way and resolved itself into a

cloud of fine powder. Solomon fell, and his authority

was at an end for ever.

The Termites that consumed the core of the sceptre

of Nero were his own vices and follies. Its power

was at an end, and his fall as sudden as in the case of

Solomon, and as unexpected.

In March he was possessed of dominion over the

world, and was at the head of incalculable forces. In

June all was dissolved in the dust of decay ; he was

prostrate, helpless, bereft of the shadow of authority,

unable to command a single slave. The first token of

what was about to take place was this.

In Rome the rabble was kept in good humour by

the Caesars distributing among them bread gratis,

and entertaining them with shows free of charge.
76
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During the winter contrary winds had delayed the

corn-ships from Egypt, and the amount of bread

distributed was accordingly curtailed. Games were,

indeed, promised, but these would serve as condiments

to the bread and not as substitutes. Then a vessel

arrived in port, and the hungry people believed that

she was laden with the wished - for corn. When,
however, they learned that her cargo was white sand

for strewing the arena at the sports, they broke into

a storm of discontent, and swept howling insulting

words under Nero's windows.

Next day all Rome heard that Galba, at the head

of the legions of Spain and Gaul, was marching into

Italy, and that none of the troops of Nero sent to

guard the frontier of the Alps would draw a sword in

his defence.

The Prince, now only seriously alarmed, bade his

household guard conduct him to Ostia, where he

would mount the vessel that had discharged its load

of sand and escape to Egypt. They contemptuously

refused, and disbanded. Then in an agony of fear

Nero left the Palatine, and fled across the river to the

Servilian mansion that adjoined the racecourse, to

light which he had burned Christians swathed in

tarred wraps.

There he found none save his secretary Epaphro-

ditus, whom he had sent there to be chained at the

door, and to act as porter, because he had offended

him. Guards, freedmen, courtiers, actors, all had
taken to their heels, but not before they had pillaged

the palace.

He wandered about the house, knocking at every

door, and nowhere meeting with an answer.
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Night by this time had settled in, murk and close,

but at interv^als electric flashes shivered overhead.

Then suddenly the earth reeled, and there passed

a sound as of chariot wheels rolling heavily through

the streets,—yet the streets were deserted. Trembling,

despairing, Nero crouched on his bed, bit his nails

till he had gnawed them to the quick, then started

up and hunted for his jewel-case. He would fly on

foot, carrying that, and secrete himself in some

hovel till danger was past. But a thievish slave

had stolen it.

Sick at heart, picking, then biting, at his nails,

shrinking with apprehension at the least noise,

wrapping a kerchief about a finger where blood came,

he looked with dazed eyes at the red flare of the

heavenly fires pulsating through his open door.

He heard a step and ran out, to encounter a

freedman, Phaon by name, who was coming along

the passage, holding aloft a torch, attended by two

slaves.

The wretched Prince clung to him, and entreated

that he might not be left alone ; that Phaon would

protect him and contrive a means of escape.

"Augustus!" answered the freedman, "I am not

ungrateful for favours shown me, but my assistance

at this hour is unavailing. I am but one man, a

stranger, a Greek—and all Rome, all Italy, the entire

world have risen against you."

" I must fly. They will allow me to earn my
livelihood on the stage. Of what value to any man
is my life?

"

" My lord, at what value have you held the lives of

the thousands that you have taken ? Each life cut
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off has raised against you a hundred enemies. All

will pursue, like a pack of hounds baying for the

blood of him who murdered their kinsfolk. Even now
I passed one,—Lucius ^lius Lamia,—and he stayed

me to inquire where you might be found. In his

hand he held an unsheathed sword."

Nero shrieked out ; then looked timidly about him,

terrified at the sound of his own voice.

" Let us hide. Disguise me. Get me a horse. I

cannot run, I am too fat ; besides, I have on my felt

slippers only."

Phaon spoke to one of his slaves, and the man left.

" Master," said the freedman, " do not deceive

yourself There is no escape. Prepare to die as a

man. Slay yourself It is not hard to die. Better

so fall than get into the hands of implacable

enemies."

" I cannot. I have not the courage. I will do it

only when everything fails. I have many theatrical

wigs. I can paint my face."

" Sire, the people are so wont to see your face be-

smeared with colour, that they are less likely to

recognise a face bleached to tallow."

" I have a broad-brimmed fisherman's hat. I wear

it against becoming freckled. That will shade my
face. Plnd me an ample cloak. Here, at length

comes Sporus."

An eunuch appeared in the doorway.

Breathless, in short, broken sentences, Nero en-

treated him to look out in his wardrobe for a sorry

mantle, and to bring it him.

"But whither will—can you go?" asked Phaon.
" The Senate has been assembled— it has been con-
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yoked for midnight to vote your deposition and

death."

" I will go before it. Nay ! I will haste to the

Forum, 1 will mount the Tribune. I will ask to be

given the government of Egypt. That at least will

not be refused me."
" My lord, the streets are filling with people. They

will tear you to pieces ere you reach the Forum."

"Think you so? Why so? I have amused the

people so well. Good Phaon, hire me a swift galley

and I will take refuge with Tiridates. I restored to

him the crown of Armenia. He will not be un-

grateful."

" My lord, it will not be possible for you to leave

Italy."

" Then I will retire to a farm. I will grow cabbages

and turnips. The god Tiberius was fond of turnips.

Divine Powers, that rule the fate of men ! shall

1 ever eat turnips again? Phaon, hide me for a

season. Men's minds are changeable. They are

heated now. They will cool to-morrow. They
cannot kill such a superlative artist as myself."

" I have a villa between the Salarian and the

Nomentane Roads. If it please you to go thither"

—

" At once. I think I hear horse-hoofs. Oh, Phaon,

save me !

"

Sporus came up offering an old moth-eaten cloak.

The wardrobe had been plundered, only the refuse

had been abandoned.

A voice was heard pealing through the empty
corridors—" Horses ! horses at the door !

"

"Who calls so loud? Silence him. He will

betray us !
" said Nero, " Hah ! It is Epaphroditus."
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At the entrance, chained to a cumbrous log, was

the Greek, Epaphroditus, formerly a pampered

favourite. But two days previously he had ventured

to correct a false quantity in some verses composed

by his master, and Nero, in a burst of resentment and

mortified vanity, had ordered him to be fastened to a

beam as doorkeeper to the Servilian palace.

"The horses are here," shouted the freedman.

" May it please my lord to mount. Sporus and the

slaves can run afoot."

Nero unwound the kerchief from his hand and

wrapped it about his throat, drew the broad-brimmed

hat over his head, enveloped himself in the blanket

cloak, and shuffled in his slippers to the door.

The chained Greek at once cried out—" Master !

my chain has become entangled, and is so knotted

that I cannot stir. I have been thus since noon and

none have regarded me. I pray thee let me go."

"Thou fool! cease hallooing!" retorted Nero

angrily. " Dost think I carry about with me the

key of thy shackles ? " Then to those who followed,

" Smite him on the mouth and silence him, or he

will call attention to me."
" The gods smite thee !

" yelled the scribe, striving

to reach an upright posture, but falling again owing

to the tangle in the links. " May they blight thee as

they have stricken Livia's laurel." ^

Mounted on an old grey horse, Nero rode to the

yElian Bridge, where stands now that of St. Angelo,

crossed it, and began to traverse the Campus Martins.

Electric flashes quivered across the sky. Then

^ A laurel on the Palantine, planted by the wife of Augustus. It

died suddenly just before the end of Nero.
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again an earthquake made the city rock as if drunk
;

the buildings v/ere rent, and masses of cornice fell

down.

A glare of white lightning illumined the whole

field, and lighted up the mausoleum of Augustus,

and the blank faces of such men as were abroad.

The horse trembled, and refused to move. It was
some time before the alarm of the brute could be

allayed and it could be coaxed to go forward and
begin the ascent of the Ouirinal. The advance was
slow, and Nero's fears became greater as the road

approached the Praetorian camp, and he expected

recognition by the sentinels. Yet in the midst of

his fear wild flashes of hope shot, and he said to

Phaon

—

*' What think you if I were to enter the camp ?

Surely the Praetorians would rally about me, and I

might dissolve the Senate."

" Sire, they have destroyed your images and have

proclaimed Galba. They would take off your head

and set it on a pike."

Nero uttered a groan, and kicked the flanks of his

steed. At that moment a passer-by saluted him.

" By the immortals ! I am recognised."

" We have but to go a little farther."

" Phaon, what if the Senate declare me an enemy
of the State ?

"

" Then you will fare in the customary manner."
'' How is that ?

"

The Prince put his trembling hand to his brow and

in his agitation knocked off his hat.

The freedman picked it up.

" The customary manner sire
;
your neck wiJi be
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put in the cleft of a forked stick, and you will be

beaten, lashed, kicked to death. Better take the

sword, and fall on it."

" Oh, Phaon ! not yet ! I cannot endure pain. I

have a spring nail now—and it hurts ! it hurts !

"

" Ride on, my lord ; at the cypress hedge we will

turn our horses loose, and by a path through the

fields reach my villa."

Half an hour after Nero had left the Servilian

palace, where now stands the Lateran, Lamia arrived

followed by two servants. He found the secretary

in a heap at the door, vainly writhing in his knotted

chains. Lamia at once asked him about the Prince,

whether he was there.

"I will both answer and show you whither he is

fled," said Epaphroditus, " if you will release me.

Otherwise my tongue is tied like my limbs."

"Is he here?"
" Nay, he has been here, but is gone. Whither I

alone can say. The price of the information is

release."

" Tell me where I can find tools."

Epaphroditus gave the required information, and

Lamia despatched a servant to bring hammer and

chisel. They were speedily produced ; but some
time was taken up in cutting through the links.

This, however, was finally effected, and the secre-

tary gathered up a handful of the broken chain and

clenched it in his fist.

" Now I will lead the way," said he, stretching

himself.

The wretched, fallen Emperor had, in the meanwhile,

scrambled through hedges, and waded through a,
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marsh, and had at last found a temporary shelter in

a garden toolhouse of the villa. Phaon feared to

introduce him into his house.

Wearied out, he cast himself on a sort of bier on

which the gardeners carried citron trees to and from

the conservatory. The cloak had fallen from him,

and lay on the soil.

His feet were muddy and bleeding. He had tried

to eat some oatcake that had been offered him, but

was unable to swallow.

He continued to be teased with, and to pick or bite

at, his spring nails.

" I hear steps !
" he cried. " They will kill me !

"

" Sire, play the man. You have enacted the part

of a woman so often, that it may be hard now to

take that of the sterner sex."

Phaon offered him a couple of poniards.

Nero put the point of one to his breast, shrunk, and

threw it away.
" It is too blunt, it will not enter," he said.

He tried the other and dropped it.

" It is over sharp ; it cuts," he said.

At that moment the door opened, and Lamia and

Epaphroditus entered.

Nero cried out, and covered his face

—

" Sporus ! Phaon ! one or both ! kill yourselves and

show me how to do it."

" To do it !
" said Lamia sternly ;

" that is not

difficult. Do you need a sword ? Here is one—the

sword of Corbulo."

He extended the weapon to the Prince, who
accepted it with tremulous hand, looking at Lamia
with glassy eyes,
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" Oh, a moment ! I feel sick."

Then Phaon said—" Sire, at once !

"

Then Nero, with all power going out of his fingers,

pointed the blade to his throat.

" I cannot," he gasped ;
" my hand is numb."

Immediately Epaphroditus, with his hand full of

chain, brought the weighted fist against the haft, and

drove the sword into the coward's throat.

He sank back on the bier.

Then Lamia stooped, gathered up the moth-eaten

cloak, and threw it over the face of the dying man.



CHAPTER X

UBI FELICITAS?

" T3USH, my dear Domitia, Push. Of course.

X What else would you have, but Push ?

"

" But, sweetest mother, that surely cannot give

what I ask?"
" Indeed, my child, it does. It occupies all one's

energies, it exerts all one's faculties, and it fills the

heart."

" But—what do you gain ?

"

" Gain, child ?—everything. The satisfaction of

having got farther up the ladder ; of exciting the

envy of your late companions, the admiration of the

vulgar, the mistrust of those above you."

"Is that worth having?"
" Of course it is. It is that very thing you desire

—

Happiness. It engages all your thoughts, stimulates

your abilities. You dress for it; you prepare your

table for it ; accumulate servants for it ; walk, smile,

talk, acquire furniture, statuary, bronzes, and so on

—

for it. It is charming, ravishing. I live for it. I

desire nothing better."

" But I do, mother. I do not care for this."

The girl spoke with her eyes on a painting on the

wall of the atrium that represented a young maideq
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running in pursuit of a butterfly. Beneath it were

the words, " Ubi Felicitas ? " (Where is Happiness ?).

" Because you are young and silly, Domitia. When
older and wiser you will understand the value of

Push, and appreciate position. My dear, properly

considered, everything can be made use of for the

purpose—even widowhood, dexterously dealt with,

becomes a vehicle for Push. It really is vexatious

that in Rome there should just now be such broils

and effervescence of minds, proclamation of emperors,

cutting of throats, that I, poor thing, here in Gabii

run a chance of being forgotten. It is too provoking.

I really wish that this upsetting of Nero, and setting

up of Galba, and defection of Otho, and so on, had

been postponed till my year of widowhood were at

an end. One gets no chance, and it might have been

so effective."

" And when you have obtained that at which you

have aimed ?

"

" Then make that the start for another Push."

" And if you fail ?
"

''Then, my dear, you have the gratification of

being able to lay the blame on someone else. You

have done your utmost."
'* When you have gained what you aimed at, you

are not content."

" That is just the beauty of Push. No, always go

on to what is beyond."
" Look at that running girl, mother, she chases a

butterfly, and when she has caught the lovely insect

she crushes it in her hand. The glory of its wings

is gone, its life is at an end. What then ?
"

" She runs after another butterfly."
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"And despises and rejects each in turn that she

has attained?
"

" Certainly !

"

After a pause Longa Duilia said, as she signed to

Lucilla the slave to fan her, "That was the one

defect in your dear father's character, he had no

Push."
" Mother ! can you say that after his splendid

victories over the Chauci, over the Parthians, over"

—

" I know all about them. They should have served

as means, child, not as ends."

" I do not understand."
" Poor simple man, he fought the enemies of Rome

and defeated them, because it was, as he said, his

duty to his country, to Rome, to do so. But, by

Ops and Portumna ! that was talking like a child.

What might he not have been with those victories ?

But he couldn't see it. He had it not in him. Some
men are born to squint; some have club feet; and

your poor, dear father had no ambition."

After a pause, the lady added, " When I come to

consider what he might have done for me had he

possessed Push, it makes my spleen swell. Just

consider 1 What is Galba compared with him ?

What any of these fellows who have been popping

up their heads like trout when the May flies are

about ? My dear, had your father been as complete

a man as I am a woman, at this moment I might be

empress."
" That would have contented you."

" It would have been a step in that direction."

" What more could you desire ?
"

" Why, to be a goddess. Did not the Senate
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pronounce Poppaea divine, and to be worshipped and

invoked, after Nero had kicked her and she died ?

And that baby of his—it died of fits in teething

—

that became a goddess also. Nasty little thing ! I

saw it ; it did nothing but dribble and squall, but

is a god for all that. My dear Domitia, think ! the

divine Duilia ! Salus Italiae, with my temples, my
altars, my statues. By the Immortal Twelve ! I

think I should have tried to cut out Aphrodite, and

have been represented rising from the foam. Oh ! it

would have been too, too lovely. But there ! it

makes me mad — all that might have been, and

would have been to a certainty, had your dear father

listened to me at Antioch. But he had a head."

She touched her brow. " Something wrong there

—

no Push."

" But, dearest mother, this may be an approved

motive for such as you and for all nobles. But then

—for the artisan, the herdsman, the slave. Push can't

be a principle of life to such as they."

" My child, how odd you are ! What need we
consider them ? They may have their own motives,

I can't tell ; I never was a herdsman nor a slave

—

never did any useful work in my life. As to a

slave—of course Push is a motive—he pushes to

gain his freedom."

" And when he has got that ?
"

" Then he strives to accumulate a fortune."

" And then ?
"

"Then he will have a statue or a bust of himself

sculptured, and when he gets old, erect a splendid

mausoleum."
" And so all ends in a handful of dust."
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"Of course. What else would you have?

—

Remember, a splendid mausoleum."

"Yes, enclosing a pot of ashes. That picture

teaches a sad truth. Pursue your butterfly; when

you have caught it, you find only dust between your

fingers."

" Domitia, as the gods love me, I wish you would

refrain from this talk ! It is objectionable. It is

prematurely oldening you, and what ages you, reflects

on me— it advances my years, I will listen to no

more of this. If you relish it, I do not; go, chatter

to the philosopher Claudius Senecio, he is paid to

talk this stuff"."

" I will not speak to him. I know beforehand

what he will say."

" He will give you excellent advice, he is hired to

do it."

" Oh yes—to bear everything with equanimity.

That is the sum and substance of his doctrine.

Then—not to be too wise about the gods ; to aim to

sit on the fulcrum of a see-saw when I prefer an end

of the plank."

" Equanimity ! I desire it with my whole soul."

''But why so, mother? It is not running thought,

but stagnation."

" Because, my dear, it keeps off wrinkles."

" Mother, you and I will never understand each

other."

" As the gods love me, I sincerely hope not ! Send

me Plancus, Lucilla. I must scold him so as to

soothe my ruffled spirits."

" And, Euphrosyne, go, send the Chaldean to me
in the garden," said the girl.
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The slave obeyed and departed.
" Ubi Felicitas? Running, pursuing, and finding

nothing," said Domitia as she went forth.

The sun was hot. She passed under an arched
trelhs with vines trained over it ; the sweUing bunches
hung down within.

At intervals in the arcade were openings through
which could be seen the still lake, and beyond the
beautiful ridges of the limestone Sabine mountains.
The air was musical with the hum of bees.

Domitia passed up and down this walk for some
minutes.

Presently the Magus appeared at the end, under
the guidance of the girl Euphrosyne.
He approached, bowing at intervals till he reached

Domitia, when he stood still.

" Ubi Felicitas ? " asked she. And when he raised
his eyebrows in question, she added in explanation,
" There is a picture in the atrium representing a
damsel in pursuit of a butterfly, and beneath is the
legend I have just quoted. When she catches the
butterfly it will not content her. It will be a dead
pinch of dust. It is now several months since you
spoke on the Artemis, when I asked you a question,

and then you were forced to admit that all your
science was built up on conjecture and that there
was no certainty underlying it. But a guess is

better than nothing, and a guess that carries the
moral sense with it in approval may come near to
the truth. I recall all you then said. Do not repeat
it, but answer my question. Where may Happiness be
found? I asked it of my mother, and she said it

was to be found in Push. If I asked Senecio, he
7
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would say in Equanimity. Where say you that it is

to be found ?
"

" The soul of man is a ray out of the Godhead,"

answered the Magus ;
" it is enveloped, depressed,

smothered by matter ; and the straining of the spirit

in man after happiness is the striving of his divine

nature to emancipate itself from the thraldom of

matter and return to Him from whom the ray

emanated."

"Then Felicity is to be found— ?"

" In the disengagement of the good in man from

matter, which presses it down, and which is evil."

" Evil !
" exclaimed Domitia, looking through one

of the gaps in the arcade at the lake ; on a balus-

trade above the water stood a dreaming peacock,

whilst below it grew bright flowers. Beyond, as

clouds, hung the blue Sabine hills.

"The divine ray," said the girl, ''seems rarely to

delight in its incorporation in Matter, and to find

therein its expression, much as do our thoughts in

words. May it not be that Primordial Idea is in-

articulate without Matter in which to utter itself?

"

" Felicity," continued the Chaldean, disregarding

the objection, "is sought by many in the satisfying

of their animal appetites, in pleasing eye and ear

and taste and smell. But in all is found the after-

taste of satiety that gluts. True happiness is to be

sought in teaching the mind to dispense with sensuous

delights, and to live in absorption in itself."

" Why, Elymas !
" said Domitia, " in fine, you arrive

by another method at that Apathy which Senecio the

Stoic advocates. I grant you give a reason—which

seems to me lame—but it is a reason, whereas he
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supplies none. But I like not your goal—Apathy is

the reverse of Felicity. Leave me."

The Magus retired, mortified at his doctrine being

so ill received.

Then Euphrosyne approached timidly.

Domitia, who was in moody thought, looked up.

The girl could not venture to speak till invited to do

so by her mistress.

"Your lady mother has desired me to announce

to you that Lucius ^lius Lamia hath ridden over

from Rome."
" I will come presently," said Domitia, " I am just

now too troubled in mind. You, child, tell me, where

is the physician Luke ?
"

" Lady, I do not know ; he quitted us on reaching

Rome."

"Stay, Euphrosyne. Thine is a cheerful spirit.

Where is Felicity to be found ?

"

'*My gracious mistress, I find mine in serving

thee—in my duty."

" Ah, child ! That is the sort of reply my father

might have made. Li the discharge of what he

considered his duty he was of a wondrous sweet and
equable temper. Is it so, that Felicity is only to be

found in the discharge of duty ? And those torpid

flies, the young loafers of our noble families whose
only occupation is to play ball, and whose amuse-
ments are vicious, they have it not because none has

set them tasks. The ploughman whistles as he
drives his team; the vineyard rings with laughter at

the gathering of the grapes ; the galley-slaves chant

as they bend over the oar ; and the herdboy pipes as

he tends the goats. So each is set a task, and is
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content in discharge thereof, and each sleeps sweetly

at night when the task is done. But what! is

Happiness reserved to the bondsman and denied to

the master ? And only then to the former when
the duty imposed is reasonable and honest?—For

there is none when such an order comes as to fall

on the sword or to open the veins. How about us

great ladies ? And the noble loafers ? No task is

set us and them."
" Surely, lady, to all God has given duties

!

"

" Nay—when, where, how ? Look at me, Euphro-

syne. When I was a little child here, we had a

neighbour, Lentulus. He was a lie-abed and a sot.

He let his servants do as they liked, make love,

quarrel, fight, the one lord it over the other, and all

idle, because on none was imposed any duty. It

was a villainous household, and the estate went to

the hammer. It seems to me, Euphrosyne, as if this

whole world were the estate of Lentulus on a large

scale, where all the servants squabble, and one by

sheer force tyrannises over the others, and none

know why they are placed there, and what is their

master's will, and what they have to do. There is

no day-table of work. There is either no Master

over such a household, or he is an Olympian
Lentulus."

"But, mistress, is that not impossible?"
" It would seem so, and yet—where is the day-

table? Show me that—and, by the gods ! it will be

new life to me. I shall know my duty—and see

Happiness."



CHAPTER XI

THE VEILS OF ISHTAR

DOMITIA did not go into the house, as desired,

to receive Lamia.

She was well aware that he would come to her into

the garden if she did not present herself within, and

she preferred to speak with him away from her

mother.

She therefore continued to walk under the vines.

She looked up at the sunlight filtering through the

broad green flaky shade, with here and there a ray

kissing a purple, pendent bunch of grapes.

Then she looked at the dreaming peacock, the sun

flashing on its metallic plumage.

No ! Matter was not evil. Matter, indeed, without

life was not even like the statue—for that was a copy

of what lived, and failed just in this, that it fell short

of life. Domitia felt as though she were touching

the edge of a great verity, but had not set her foot

upon it. Then she considered what Euphrosyne had

said to her, and she to her slave. Wherever the

path of duty lay, there violets bloomed and verbena

scented the air. Was not life itself, devoid of the

knowledge of its purport, and its obligations and its

destiny, like Matter uninformed by Life ? Or if any
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life entered into it, it was the disintegrating life of

decay and recomposition ?

She, for her part, had no obHgations laid on her.

If, however, she were married to Lamia, then at once

duties would spring up, and her way would be rosy.

Till then her Happiness hung in suspense, like that

of her mother during the period of widowhood, in

which she was expected and required to live in

retirement. Out of society, not elbowing and

shouldering her way forward—that was a year of

blank and of unhappiness to Longa Duilia, in which

she found no consolation save in badgering her

steward, and in scheming for the future.

Lamia, as Domitia expected he would, came to

her under the trellis, and she received him with that

dimple in her cheek which gave her expression so

much sweetness mingled with pathos.

''Lucius," she said, "you are good to come. My
mother is, oh ! so dull, and restless withal."

"It is well that she should be away from Rome,

my Domitia. I have told her as much. On no

account must you leave Gabii. Rome is boiling

over, and will scald many fingers. None know who
will be up to-morrow, and which down. Galba is

dead, alm.ost torn to pieces by those who worshipped

him yesterday. Otho is proclaimed by the Senate.

Yet there is fresh trouble brewing, and threats sound

from the provinces. Methinks every general at the

head of an army is marching upon Rome to snatch

the purple for his own shoulders. Otho has but a

poor chance. He can command the praetorians and

the household troops—none others. Soldiers that

have disbanded themselves and gangs of robbers
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prowl the streets, waylay men of substance and

plunder them, break into houses and strip them of

their contents. Murders are frequent. Thus far

your palace in the Carinae is undisturbed."

" Oh, Lucius ! my mother has so fretted over that

house, as it stands back and makes no show behind

its bank of yews and laurels, and yet those ever-

greens, I believe, saved it in the fire. She says that

the house is unworthy of our dignity."

"You may rejoice that it is so in such times of

anarchy. Order in the city is now at an end, none

are safe unless attended by armed slaves ; and, by

the gods ! no man is quite safe from his own slaves."

" What did my mother say to that ?

"

" She sighed and said,"—there was a twinkle in

Lamia's eye,—"that she was glad the disturbances

were taking place now, as at no time could they

have happened so happily, when she was obliged to

live in retirement."

" Lucius, what do you think will be the end ?
"

"That the gods alone can tell. At present the

soldiers are masters in the State, and the Senate

proclaims whomsoever they set up. Rome is dis-

honoured in the face of the barbarians."

"What think you, my Lucius,—shall we ask the

Chaldee if he can unveil the future?"
" Not of the State, Domitia, that were too

dangerous. Women have lost their lives, or been

banished, on such a charge. No, do not risk it."

" Nay, Lucius, like my mother, the State concerns

me only so far as its affairs affect my own silly little

interests. But I do want to know something of my
future. Elymas is reputed to look into destiny. He



98 DOMITIA

hath glimpses beyond the strain of a philosopher's

eye. I have offended him by my quips and objec-

tions, and would humour him now by asking him to

read in the stars, or where he will, what the gods

have in store for me."

" I believe not in such vision."

*' Nor I greatly, Lucius. Yet I heard say that he

had prognosticated evil on the day my dear father

set foot in Cenchraea."

" It needed no prophet to foretell that."

" Shall we seek him, Lucius ?
"

" As you will. I will attend thee. Only, no

questions relative to the Prince, as to his life, his

reign, his health. No questions concerning the State

—promise me that."

*' It shall be so, Lucius. Come with me to the

temple of Isis. He is there."

The two young people walked to a small shrine or

chapel at the extremity of a terrace above the lake.

In the colonnade in front of the door was the

Magus. He was out of humour, offended at his

treatment by Domitia. His sole satisfaction was

that Senecio, the Stoic, was placed below him in her

estimation.

Now the girl went up to him, with a pretty winning

smile, and said

—

" Sir, I fear me greatly that I gave you occasion

to think I held your theories cheap. Indeed it is

not so, they are too weighty to be dismissed at once,

they take time to digest. There is one thing you

may do for me, that I desire of you heartily, and in

which I will not controvert your authority. It is

said that the stars rule the destinies of men, and
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that in the far East, on the boundless plains of
Mesopotamia, you and your people have learned to

read them. I would fain know what the heavens
have in store for me."

" Indeed, lady, to consult the stars is a long and
painful business, that I will gladly undertake—but it

cannot be done hastily. It will require time. There
are, however, other ways of reading the future than
by the stars. There is Ishtar, whom the Egyptians
call Isis, whom thou mayest consult in this temple."

" I am ready."

" That also cannot be undertaken at once. I must
even send for my assistant Helena. It is not I who
see, save mediately. The goddess has her chosen
instrument, and such is Helena. Lady ! Ishtar is the

Truth, she has no image. She is invisible to us,

veiled in matter. She hides herself behind seven veils,

or rather our eyes are so wrapped about, that we
cannot see her who is visible only in spirit. Thou
knowest that in the temple floor is a rent, and
through that rent the breath of the gods ascends. I

will place Helena over that rent, and she will fall into

a trance, and if I say certain prayers and use certain

invocations, then the veils will fall away, and in pure

spiritual essence she will look into the face of Ishtar

and read therein the truth, past, present, and future.

Is it your pleasure to consult the goddess ?

"

" Indeed I do desire it," said Domitia.
" Thou hast no fear ?

"

" Fear ! Fear of what ?
"

" Of the future. It is well for us that the gods
hide this from our eyes."

Domitia turned and looked at Lamia.
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'' No," she said with a smile, " I have no fear for

my future."

" That which is anticipated does not ahvays come,

but rather that which is unexpected."
" Then when forewarned one is forearmed."
" If it be thy pleasure, lady, return at sunset. Then

Helena shall be here, and I shall have made my
preparations."

" That is but an hour hence. Be it so. Come,
Lamia. Thou shalt row me on the lake till Elymas
call."

" So be it," said Lucius ; and as they withdrcu-, he

added, " I like that not. If it pleased the gods to

show us what is in store, then they would reveal it to

u.'^. I mistrust me this man is either an impostor or

he deals with the spirits of evil."

" Nay, think not so. Why should not the Truth lie

behind seven veils, and if so, and we are able, why
not pluck away those veils ?

"

" In good sooth, Domitia, thou hast more daring in

thy little soul than have I."

The girl and Lucius Lamia had been so much
together in Syria that they had come to regard each

other with the affection of brother and sister. In

Greek life .he females occupied a portion of the house

separate from the males, and did not partake of meals

with them. There was no common family life.

Old Roman domestic arrangements had been very

different from this. There the wife and mother

occupied a place of dignity, with her daughters

around her, and sat and span in the atrium, where

also the men assembled. She prepared the meals,

and partook of them with her husband, and the sisters
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with their brothers. The only difference between

them at table was that the men reclined to eat,

whereas the women sat on stools. But this home-life,

which had been so wholesome and so happy, had

become an element of demoralisation, in the luxury

and wealth of the age at the fall of the Common-
wealth and the rise of Imperialism. For the

conversation of the men had grown shameless, the

exhibitions at banquets of coarse drunkenness, and

of dancing-girls, and the singing of ribald songs

by musicians, had driven shame from the cheeks of

the women, and had corrupted the freshness of the

children's innocence.

Yet there were, through even the worst periods,

households in which the healthy old Roman simplicity

and familiarity between the sexes remained
;
good

fathers and mothers who screened their children's

eyes from evil sights ; devoted husbands and wives

full of mutual reverence. Such had been the house

of Corbulo, whether in Rome or in Syria. He had

been a strict and honourable soldier, and a strict and

honourable father in his family.

Thus It was that Lucius Lamia and Domitia had

seen much of each other, and that affection for each

other, mingled with respect, had grown up naturally

and vigorously in their hearts.

And now Lucius was paddling on the glassy tarn.

He used but little action. Occasionally he dipped

the oars, then allowed the skiff to glide forward

till she ceased to move, when again he propelled her

with one stroke. He was musing; so also was
Domitia.

All at once he roused himself.
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" Domitia," said he, " do you know that there is a

rumour about that Nero is not dead, but has fled to

the Parthians, and that he will return ?
"

" You do not say so !
" The girl's colour died

away.
" I do not believe it. It cannot be. The sword of

your father would not bite so feebly as to let him live.

Yet the tale is circulating. Men are uneasy—expect-

ing something."
" If he be dead and burnt, he cannot return."

" No," said Lucius ;
" he cannot return from the

dead. And yet—there be strange rumours. Among
the Christians, I am told, there has risen up a seer

who hath been taken with an ecstasy, and hath beheld

wonderful visions. And this is reported, that he saw

a Beast arising out of the sea, having seven heads,

and on each head a golden crown. And one

of those heads, the fifth, received a death-wound.

Then arose two other heads, and after them the

wounded head started up once again and breathed

fire and slaughter, and the second state was worse

than the first."

" But, Lucius, what can this signify ?
"

" They say that it signifies the Empire of Rome,

and that the heads are the princes, and the fifth head,

that is wounded as unto death, but not slain, is Nero,

and that after two have arisen then he will return."

Domitia shuddered.

''If he return. Lamia, he will not forget thee.

Well, we will ourselves look behind the veils, that is

better than hearing through others what some

unknown prophet hath said. See, on the shore

stands Elymas, calling us."



CHAPTER XII

THE FALL OF THE VEILS

LUCIUS and Domitia stepped out of the boat

;

he moored it to the side, and they walked
together to the Httle temple. This was not one to

which a college of priests was attached, nor even an

sediculum, with a guardian who had charge of it to

open it on special festivals ; it had been erected by
the father of Corbulo in deference to the wish of his

wife, who had taken it into her head to become a

votary of Isis, this having become a fashionable cult

But on her death the doors had been closed, and it

had fallen into neglect, till the return of Longa
Duilia from the East with the Chaldee Magus from

Antioch. It was now fashionable to dabble in

sorcery, and a distinguished lady liked to be able to

talk of her Magus, to seek his advice, and, at table,

air a superficial familiarity with the stars, and the

powers and aeons, the endless genealogies of emana-
tions from the primeval and eternal light.

Longa had engaged the Magus when at Antioch,

but when somewhat summarily sent to Europe by
her husband, she had not taken her Chaldean

magician with her. As, however, she had no wish to

appear in Rome without him, she had laid it on her
103
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husband when he returned to bring the man with

him, and if he did not return himself to despatch the

Magus to her.

On her arrival in the villa at Gabii, she had given

up the temple of Isis to Elymas, and he had con-

verted it into a place for study.

Before the door hung a heavy curtain, and this

Lamia raised to allow Domitia to pass inside. The

interior would have been wholly dark but that a

brazier with glowing charcoal stood within, and into

the fire the magician threw gums that flamed up and

diffused a fragrant smoke.

By the flicker Domitia observed that a bed was

laid above a small fissure in the marble floor—a rent

caused by earthquake—through which vapour of an

intoxicating nature issued.

On this bed lay a woman, or rather a figure that

Domitia took to be that of a woman, but it was covered

with much drapery that concealed face and hands.

The brazier was near the head, and by it stood

Elymas in a tall headdress, with horns afiixcd that

met in front. He wore a black garment reaching to

the feet.

In the darkness nothing could be seen save his

erect figure and face shining out like a lamp, when

he cast resinous drops on the fire, and the motionless

couched form of the woman.

Domitia, somewhat frightened, put her hand on

the arm of Lamia, to make sure that he was present

and could assist her, should need for assistance arise
;

that is to say, should her courage fail, or the visions

she expected to see prove too alarming.

Then the Magus said

—
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"As I have told thee, lady, out of the ineffable

Light stream rays that are both luminous and life-

producing. These rays penetrate to the lowest

profundity of matter, and as they traverse the

higher atmospheres gather about them the particles

of vapour, and become angels and daemons. But

other rays passing further down, and assuming

grosser envelopes, become men and women,—some
more animal than others, some with higher spiritual

natures than the rest, according as in them matter or

spirit dominates. And the rays darting into further

depths become the beasts of the field, the fishes of

the sea, even the very worm that bores in the soil.

As thou knowest, he who stands on a high mountain

can see far horizons to right and to left as well as the

objects below him. So, to the Eternal, all is visible,

—

the past on one side, the present before Him, and the

future on the other side, all in one vision. To Him
there is no past and no present and no future, for

Time is not—all is comprehended in one view. But

we, who are below, see only the present, remember
the past, and conjecture what is future. If we would

see future as well as past, we must rise above matter,

mount from our base level to the altitude of spirit.

Thence all is clear. But this is not possible to all,

only to those elect ones in whom the flesh is subdued,

and to it the spirit remains attached only by a fibre.

Such is Helena. Through her thou shalt see what
thou desirest. Now behold !

"

He pointed into the darkness before him, and both

Domitia and Lucius saw a spark that grew in intensity

and shone like a star.

" That," said Elymas, " is a crystal. It is the lens
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through which the rays of the Eternal and Immortal

Light pass to the soul of Helena, out of Infinite

Altitude and Illimitable Space. She is enveloped in

seven veils. Now she lieth in a trance, and seeth

naught. But I will invoke this Fount of Life and

Light and Knowledge, and will gather the rays

together into her soul through yonder crystal, and

she will see in vision what thou desirest. Seven veils

cover her, and seven are the revelations that will be

made. I cannot assure thee that all will be future

—

some may be scenes of the past, for to the All-Seeing,

the Eye of Eternity, there is neither past nor future,

all is present."

" Well, so be it," said Lamia ;
" by the past we can

judge the future. Let us see things that have been

and we can form some notion of what is shown us as

future. If the one be incorrect, then the other is

untrustworthy."
" Thou shalt behold nothing," said the Magus, " for

it is not thou who consultest me, but the lady

Domitia Longina."
" How shall I see, and not he who stands beside

me ? " asked the girl. Her heart fluttered with

apprehension.

The sorcerer stooped, and drew from under the

covering the right hand of the prostrate woman, and

bade Domitia hold it.

She took the hand in hers ; it was stiff and cold as

that of a corpse, and she shuddered.

" Hold her hand in thine," said Elymas, " and I

will invoke the Source of Spirits, and as I withdraw

each veil that covers her face, she will see something,

and she seeing it, the sense of sight will pass through
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her hand to thee, and thou wilt see also, Inwardly,

yet very really. Only let not go her hand or all will

become dark."

Then he went before the crystal, that stood on an
altar like a truncated column ; and he uttered words
rapidly in a strange tongue, then turned, threw a

handful of spices upon the coals, and a dense
aromatic smoke filled the interior. It dissipated, and
Domitia uttered a faint cry.

" What ails thee? " asked Lucius.

Thinking she was frightened, he added—" Let us

go forth. This is mere jugglery."

" But I see," she said in tremulous tones.

" What dost thou see ?
"

" Oh Lucius ! It is the garden at Cenchraea—and
my father ! Oh, my father !

" she sobbed.

One veil had been withdrawn.
" Enough," said Lucius. " I think naught of this :

everyone is aware how the noble Cnseus Corbulo
came by his death."

" Then see again," said the Magus. He took hold

of a second veil that covered the prostrate woman,
drew it off and let it fall on the ground.

Lucius felt the left hand of Domitia contract

suddenly on his arm. He looked before him, but
saw nothing save the crystal, in which moved lights.

It was iridescent as an opal.

Then Domitia exclaimed

—

" It was he ! the physician Luke—who cut the

thong. But for him we should have run down the

Imperial trireme. He did it!"

"What mean you?" asked the young man in

surprise.
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" Lucius, I see it all—the sea, the vessel on which

is Nero carousing ;—ourselves—we are running at

her. And he has cut the thong, the paddle flies up

and our course is altered."

Then the Magus uttered a few words, and withdrew

the third veil.

The young man heard his companion breathing

heavily, but she said nothing. He waited awhile,

and then, stooping to her, asked

—

" Seest thou aught ?
"

" Yes," she answered in a whisper. " Yet not with

my bodily eyes, I know not how—but 1 see "

—

" What ?
"

" The end of Nero. Now thou hast thrown the

mantle over his face—enough !

"

Then Elymas turned and said

—

" Hitherto thou hast beheld that which is past.

Sufficeth it? or wilt thou even look into that which is

to be ?
"

" It sufficeth," said Lucius, and would have drawn

his companion away. But she held to the hand of

the woman on the bed, and said firmly

—

" No, my friend. Now I have seen things that are

past, I will even look into the future. It was for this

I came hither."

And now again did the magician utter prayers,

and wave his hands. Thereupon strange lights and

changes appeared in the crystal, and it seemed of

milky moonlight hue, yet with shoots as of lightning

traversing it. All at once the Magus took off the

fourth veil and cast it on the marble floor.

Lucius remained motionless, looking at the chang-

ing light in the crystal, and feeling the nervous hand
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of Domitia twitching on his arm. He thought that

he heard her laugh, but almost immediately, with a

cry, she loosed her hand from the unconscious

woman on the couch, threw her arms round the neck
of Lamia, and sank sobbing on his breast.

It was some time before she was sufficiently

recovered to speak, and then was reluctant to

disclose what she had seen. Lucius, however, urged

her with gentle persuasion, and, clinging to him,

between sobs, in whispers she confided

—

" Oh, Lucius ! I thought— I— I saw that the day
had come when you and I—Lucius, when I went to

your house and was lifted across the threshold ; and
then, as I stretched my hands to you and took yours

—

then, all at once, a red face came up behind—whence
I know not—and two long hands thrust us apart.

Then I let go— I let go—and—and I saw no more."

"When that day comes, my Domitia, no hands
shall divide us, no face be thrust between. Now
come forth. You have seen enough."

" Nay, I will look to the end." She took the hand
of Helena, into which some flexibility and warmth
were returning.

"Art thou willing? " asked the Magus.

She nodded, and the fifth veil fell.

For full five minutes Domitia stood rigid, without

moving a muscle, hardly breathing.

Then Lucius said

—

" See what a purple light shines out of the crystal.

What is thy vision now, Domitia? By the light

that beams, it should be right royal."

" It is royal," she said in faint tones. " Lucius !

what that Christian prophet spoke, that have I also
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seen—the Beast with seven heads, one wounded to

the death, and there cometh up another out of the

deadly wound, and—it hath the red face I saw but

just now. And it climbeth to a throne, and Hfteth

me up to sit thereon. Away with the vision ! It

offendeth me. It maketh my blood turn ice cold !

"

"Hast thou a desire to see further?" asked the

Magus.
*'

I can see naught worse than this," said Domitia.

A shudder ran through her, and her teeth chattered

as with frost.

Then Elymas again waved his hands, and chanted,

"Askion, Kataskion, Lix, Tetras, damnameneus,"

and raised and cast down the sixth veil.

At once from the crystal a red light shone forth,

and suffused the whole cell of the temple with a

blood-coloured illumination, and by it Lucius could

see that there was in it no image present, only a

dense black veil behind the altar on which the stone

glowed like a carbuncle. He heard the breath pass

through the teeth of Domitia, like the hissing of a

serpent. He looked at her, her face was terrible,

inflamed. The eyes stiffened, the teeth were set, the

brow knitted and lowering. Then she said

—

" I stand on the Beast, and the sword of my father

pierces his heart."

Lucius wondered ; there was a look of hate, a

hideousness in her face, such as he had not conceived

it possible so beautiful and sweet a countenance

could have assumed.

Then Elymas cast off the last veil.

For a moment all was darkness. The red light

in the crystal had expired. In stillness and suspense.
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not without fear, all waited, all standing save Helena,

who had recovered from her trance, and she paused

expectant on her couch.

Then a minute spark appeared in the crystal of

the purest white light, that grew, rapidly sending

out wave on wave of brilliance, so intense, so

splendid, so dazzling, that the magician, unable to

endure the effulgence, turned and threw himself into

a corner, and wrapped his head about with his

mantle. And the medium twisted about with a cry,

as though the light caused her physical pain, buried

her face in the pillow, and groped on the floor for

the veils to cast over her head to exclude the light.

Lucius, unable to endure the splendour, covered

his eyes with his palm.

But Domitia looked at it, and her face grew soft,

the scowl went from her brow, and a wondrous

tenderness and sorrow came into her eyes
;
great

tears rose and rolled down her cheeks, and glittered

like diamonds in the dazzling beam.

Then she said with a sob

—

" Ubi lux—ibifelicitasy

Suddenly an explosion. The orb was shattered

into a thousand sparks, and all was black again in

the temple—black as deepest night.

Then Lucius caught Domitia to him, put his hand
behind him, drew back the curtain, and carried her

forth into the calm evening air, and the light of the

aurora hanging over the setting sun.

She sobbed, gradually recovered herself, drew a

profound sigh, and said

—

" Oh, Lucius ! where is Light there is Felicity !

"
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TO ROME!

PLANCUS, come hither !

"

The lady Longa Duilia was in an easy-

chair, and a slave-girl, Lucilla, was engaged in

driving away the flies that, perhaps attracted by her

cosmetics, came towards the lady.

Summer was over, and winter storms were be-

ginning to bluster, and the flies were dull with cold,

and only maintained alive by the warmth of the

chambers, heated by underground stoves, and with

pipes to convey the hot air carried through every

wall.

" Plancus, did you hear me speak ?
"

*'
I am here, my lady, at your service."

" Really ! you have become torpid like the flies.

Has the chill made you deaf as well as sluggish ?
"

" My lady, I can always hear when you speak."

** Do you mean to imply that I shout like a

fishwife ?
"

"I mean not that. But when a harp is played,

it sets every thread in every other stringed instru-

ment a-chiming ; and so is it with me."

" The simile is wiredrawn. What I want you for

is—no, I will have no stroking of your face like a
112
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cat !—is to go to Rome and see that the palace is

made ready to receive us. The stoves must be well

heated, and everything properly aired. The country

at best of times is tedious, in winter intolerable.

Besides, I have no right to remain here buried. I

must consider—Plancus, why are you scratching?

—

I must consider my daughter. She is in a fit of the

blues, and has nothing to say to amuse me. You
need not blow like a sea-horse, breathe more evenly

and equably ;—Plancus, you are becoming unendur-

able. I must not consider my bereaved feelings,

but her welfare, her health. The air or the situation

of Gabii does not suit her. Rome is an extra-

ordinarily healthy place in winter. I myself am
never better anywhere than I am there. I was pretty

well at Antioch; there were military there, and I

find the soil and climate salubrious where there are

military. Plancus !—as the gods love me, you have

been in the stables ! I know it by infallible proofs.

Stand at a distance, I insist. And, Plancus! you

are not showing off conjuring tricks that you should

fold and unfold your hands. You go to Rome, and

take such of the family with you as are necessary.

I am not willing to be mewed up here any longer,

because my two years of widowhood are not over.

You are making faces at me, positively you are,

Plancus. Do, I entreat you, look as if you were not

a mountebank mouthing at a crowd."
" I fly, mistress, as though winged at heel like

Mercury."

"Much more like Mercury's tortoise. Send me
Claudius Senecio. I must know what ails Domitia.

She has the vapours."
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" I obey," said Plancus.

"Am I much worn, Lucilla?" asked the lady, as

soon as her steward had withdrawn. " The laceration

of the heart tells on a sensitive nature, and precipi-

tates wrinkles and so on."

" Madam, you bloom as in a second spring."

" A second spring, Lucilla
!

" exclaimed Longa,

sitting bolt upright. " You hussy, how dare you !

A second spring, indeed ! Why, by the zone of

Venus, I am not through my first summer yet
!

"

"You misconceive me, dear lady. When a virgin

has been wedded, then come on her the cares of

matronhood, the caprices, the ill-humours of her

husband — and to some, not without cause, the

vexation of his jealousy. But when the gods have

removed him, it sometimes happens that the ravages

caused by the annoyances of marriage disappear,

and she reverts to the freshness and loveliness of her

virginity."

" There is something in what you say ; of course

it is true only of highly privileged natures, in which

is some divine blood. A storm ruffles the surface of

the lake. When the storm is past, the lake resumes

its placidity and beauty—exactly as it was before.

I have noted it a thousand times. Yes, of course it

is so. Here comes Senecio ; he waddles just like

the Hindu nurse I saw at Antioch, labouring about

with two fat babies."

The philosopher approached.
" I will trouble you to come in front of me," said

the widow. " Have you eaten so heavy a meal as

to shrink from so much unnecessary exertion ? I

I cannot talk with my neck twisted. The windpipe
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is not naturally constructed like a thread in a rope.

I am returning to Rome."
"To Rome, madam! I do not advise that. The

place is in commotion. There have been sad scenes

of riot and pillage in the capital."

" As the gods love me ! what care I, so long as

they do not invade the house in the Carinae ?
"

" But there have been also massacres."

" Well, when princes shift about that is inevitable.

They all do it. For my part, I rather like—that is, I

don't object to massacres in their proper places and

confined to the proper persons."

" Madam, you are secure where you are. Why,
there was Galba,—he had not been in Rome seven

months before he was killed, and he did not enter

the city save over the bodies of seven thousand men,

butchered on the Flaminian Way."
" Well, I am not a man ! Moreover, I thank the

gods my house is not on the Flaminian Way, nor is

it in the Velabrum, nor the Suburra, nor in the

Forum Boarium either. We happen to live in the

Carinas, and I conceive that there have been no
massacres and all that sort of thing there."

" No, my dear lady, but when the entire city is

disturbed "~
" And here, in Gabii, down to the lizards—dead

asleep. Give me massacres rather than stagnation.

I shall get back to Rome before the Ides of

December, on account of my daughter's health. By
the way, will you believe it? she gave away the

sword of my dear Corbulo to Lucius Lamia. Just

conceive !—how effective that sword would be in my
house—in the tablinum, the atrium, anywhere—and
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how I could point to it, and my feelings !— I can

imagine nothing more striking. I have told Lamia

to restore it. I would not lose it for a great deal,

Well now, come. Any news from the capital ?
"

" Madam, you are aware that Galba fell, and that

Otho threw himself on his sword after a reign of

ninety days ; and now the new Caesar Vitellius is

menaced. I hear that the East has risen, and that

Vespasian has been proclaimed in Syria. The legions

in Illyria have also declared for him and are marching

into Italy. Egypt has pronounced against Vitellius,

and it is but seven months since Otho died by his

own hand."

"Vespasian, did you say?" exclaimed the lady.

" My good Senecio, he is a sort of cousin, a country

cousin—just one of those cousins that can be culti-

vated into kinship or dropped out of relationship as

circumstances decide. His father was a pottering

sort of a man, an auctioneer, and commissioner of

drains and dirt and all that sort of thing. A worthy

fellow, I daresay ; I believe he had a statue erected

to him somewhere because he did the scavengering

so well. He married above his position, one Vespasia

Polla ; I have seen and heard of her, a round-faced

woman like a pudding ; he took her for her blood,

but she was only a knight's daughter,—and those city

knights, as the gods love me! what a money-grubbing

low set they are ! His son Flavius Vespasianus is pro-

claimed ! It is really funny. It is so, O manners ! I

must laugh. Now, if my good man had but listened

to me. — But there, I shall become mad. — I don't

know how long it is since you have been pecking,

or whether you eat all day long,— but you have
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crumbs sticking in your beard. Another time be

good enough to comb your beard before approaching

me. Tell me, what has given Domitia the dumps ?
"

" I believe, madam, she has been frightened by

that unscrupulous impostor, Elymas, or Ascletarion,

or whatever he is called. I do not know particulars,

but believe that he pretended to show her the future."

" The future ! Delicious ! And what did she see ?
"

''That I cannot say, but she has appeared wan
ever since, neither smiles nor speaks, but sits, when

the sun shines, on the balustrade above the water,

looking into it, as in a dream. I hear that she holds

converse with none save her maid Euphrosyne."
" I wonder what she has seen ! Anything con-

cerning me? "

" Madam, that braggart and intriguer is made up

of lies. He has frightened her with pretended pre-

dictions. If I might advise, I would counsel his

expulsion from the house."

" I should like to hear what are the chances for

Flavius Vespasian. I think I shall inquire myself.

I knew Vespasian once, of course he is vastly my
senior. If he be successful, he may get a proconsul-

ship for our Lamia. He ! Flavius Vespasian a

Caesar ! There is Push for you 1 As the gods love

me, there is nothing like Push. I must to Rome.

Positively two years retirement for a widow is

unreasonable. In the good old days of the Republic

one was thought enough. I would not have the

Republic back for anything else, though of course we
all talk about Liberty and Cato, and all that sort of

thing. It is talk—nothing else. I must go to Rome.

Flavius Sabinus is praefect of the city, and he is the
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elder brother of Vespasian. I might show him some

little inconspicuous civilities—give a little cosy, quiet

supper. By the way—yes, he is, married to an old

hunks, I remember. Oh ! if his brother gets to the

top he can divorce her. Yes, positively I shall not

be able to breathe till I get back to Rome. By the

way, draw me up on a couple of tablets some moral

philosophising suitable to widowhood, pepper it well

with lines from lyric poets. I will learn it all by

heart in my litter, and serve out as occasion offers.

I positively must be home before the Ides; why"

—

with a start of pleasure— "the Ides of December!

that is the dedication feast of the temple of Tellus

in the Carinae. There you have it! Devotion to

the gods—an excuse for a little supper—a wee little

supper—but so good and so nicely turned out."



CHAPTER XIV

A LITTLE SUPPER

LONGA DUILIA and her entire household had

returned to the capital, and were installed in

the family mansion in the Carinae.

Happily, as Corbulo had considered it, the house

had escaped in the conflagration of Rome under

Nero. This, however, was a matter of some regret

to Duilia, who would have preferred to have had it

burnt so that it might have been rebuilt in greater

splendour and in newer style.

Nevertheless, although externally dingy, it was a

commodious mansion within, and was well furnished,

especially with carpets and curtains of Oriental

texture, that had been wrought at, or purchased in,

the bazaars of Antioch and Damascus.

The centre of the house was occupied by the

atrium, or hall, open to the sky above the water-

tank in the midst. On each side, at the farther end

from the entrance, extended the " wings " on both

sides that contained the family portraits enclosed

in gilded boxes or shrines, the doors of which were

thrown open on festal occasions. In the centre,

between the wings, was the tablijitnn, the reception

room of the house ; and on the right side of the
119
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entrance was the family money-chest, girded with

iron.

On the ledge of the water-tank, before the recep-

tion room, smoked a little altar before an image of

Lar-pater, the ancestor and founder of the family,

regarded as the tutelary deity of the house.

The penates, the subsidiary household gods, that

had formerly been retained in the hall, near the

altar,—curious smoked and badly-shaped dolls, some

in rags, some of wood, others of terra-cotta,—were

sometime consigned to a family chapel, but in the

house of the widow of Corbulo, as in many another,

they had been relegated to a shelf in the kitchen near

the hearth, and a lamp was maintained perpetually

burning before them.

In primitive times, when life was simple, the hall

had been the common room of the house, in which

the wife cooked the meals at the hearth, and where

also father, wife, children, and domestics partook

together of the common meal. But now all this

was altered.

In winter the hall was too cold to be sat in. It

was inconvenient to have the cooking done before all

eyes. Consequently a separate kitchen and separate

dining - rooms were constructed, and the smoking

altar and the image by it alone remained in the hall

as a reminiscence of the family hearth that once

stood there.

It is more difficult to understand the meals and

meal-times of the old Romans, than the arrangement

of their houses.

They rose vastly early in the morning, and took a

snack of breakfast of the simplest description, which
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lasted them till lunch at ten a.m. But such as were

occupied abroad rarely returned home for this meal.

At noon they bathed, and then came the great feed

of the day, the ccena, which we translate " supper,"

but which was begun at half-past one in winter and

an hour later in summer.

This lasted the entire afternoon, and even on great

occasions into the night Some revellers did not break

up till midnight, or even prolonged the orgy to dawn.

It was not till the Goths and Vandals overflowed

the classic world that the supper was postponed until

the evening.

The Roman citizen's day was from dawn till noon.

Then he had his snooze and his bath, and the

remainder of the day was devoted to the mighty

meal, and to reading, conversation, and amusement.
" I am so pleased to see you," said Longa Duilia,

stepping forward to receive the Prsefect of Rome at

her little supper.

He was a grey-headed, plain, blunt man, with very

ordinary features; he was attended by two lictors,

and by his son, Sabinus.

" I thank you, madam, for the courteous invitation."

" I could kill myself with vexation not to have

made your acquaintance earlier. You see, for some

years I have been at Antioch, with my dearest

husband, whose sword—that sword which drank the

blood of Germans, Parthians and Armenians—excuse

these tears—you see it—suspended yonder. But, as

I was saying, we have been from Rome so long, and

since my return I have lived in such seclusion, that

we have not met—and yet, considering our relation-

ship "

—
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" My dear lady, I was unaware that I was entitled

to such an honour."

" Oh yes, of course, cousins."

" Cousins !

"

" Through Vespasia Polla, your mother. What

a sweet creature she was. So distinguished in her

manner. She had such an intelligent face, and, as I

remember her, the remains of great beauty. Of

course I was then quite a mite of a child."

" This is indeed flattering."

" You men have other things to consider beside

pedigree. Cousins we certainly are. And how is

that sweet lady your wife ? By all accounts as frail

as the last autumn leaf on an acacia."

''
I am glad to say that, on the contrary, she enjoys

rude health."

" You do not say so ! What fibs are told. Your

son Clemens is not here? I— I have heard, does not

go into society, a little peculiar in his views. We are

not all made alike. But this, your son Sabinus, is

formed like an Apollo. And your daughter Plautilla

—so sorry ! infected in the same way. Will not go

to dinners, or shows—ah! well, it is her loss. It is a

pleasure to reunite family ties. Alas ! you are aware

of my irreparable loss. I do not know whether you

saw the sword of my darling. He fell on it. Bathed

it with his blood. Every night I bedew the sacred

blade with my tears. Excuse me— my emotion

overcomes me. I would have buried myself at Gabii,

clasping the sword to my wounded bosom for the

remainder of my shattered life, had it not been for

the health of my child. A mother's thoughts are

with her offspring. Well, now to table. A widow's
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fare, only a small supper in a house of mourning

—

though more than a twelvemonth since the funeral

—indeed, two years since my dear one died—on that

sword. Oh ! I turn away my eyes from the sight of

that blade. But come—that is my daughter. Salute

her. A cousin. Give me your hand, Flavius. The
table calls us."

The house of a wealthy Roman at this period had

not only a summer dining-room open to the air, but

one also for winter well heated by stoves. Three

tables were placed so as to accommodate nine

persons, three at each, leaving an open square in

the middle.

Into this hollow the servants ran the "repository,"

a sort of what-not, on wheels, consisting of a tier of

shelves all laden with dishes ; and the guests put

forth their hands and selected such meats as they

fancied.

Knives they had, but no forks. In place of these

latter they were furnished with spoons, having the

extremity of the handle turned down as claw or hoof,

or sharpened to a point, so as to serve to hold the

meat whilst it was being cut. When so employed
the bowl of the spoon was held in the hollow of the

hand ; but when used as a spoon, then the end was
reversed.

A sideboard was piled up with silver and gold plate.

In addition, in a corner, stood a round table on

three feet, upon which were laid napkins neatly tied

up with blue and red bands. These napkins contained

trinkets, rings, brooches, comfits, mottoes, and were

to be given to the guests along with the dessert. Our
presentation of Christmas crackers is a reminiscence
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of the old Roman custom of making presents to the

guests at the close of a banquet.

The males lay at table on couches, with their legs

extended behind them, their left elbows reposed on

pillows. It was against ancient Roman custom for

ladies to recline, but recently some empresses had

broken through the rule, and when they set the example

of lounging, others followed. Duilia, however, was a

stickler in some things, and she somewhat affected

archaic usages, as a mark of distinction, as a token

of the antiquity of the family, whose customs had

acquired an almost sacred sanction. Ladies sat on

stools.

The couches and seats were sumptuous, inlaid with

mother-of-pearl, tortoise-shell and silver, and were

covered with Oriental carpets.

Every guest was attended by a slave, bearing a

ewer and a napkin, so that he might cleanse his

fingers directly they became greasy—a necessity of

constant recurrence on account of the absence of

proper forks.

A baldachin of embroidered silk was stretched

above the table and the heads of the banqueters.

This was done for the purpose of cutting off the

draught, as immediately above, in the ceiling, was an

opening through which the steam and savour of

dinner might escape, and through which, when the

canopy was not spread, rose-leaves, violets, a spray

of scent, even garlands were scattered over the

revellers.

A Roman dinner began, like one in Russia at the

present day, with a snack of something calculated to

stimulate the appetite or to help digestion.
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Then came in soft-boiled eggs, the invariable

first dish, just as invariably the meal closed with

apples.

This was preparatory.

Now entered the repository, groaning under meats

and fish. At the same moment a slave produced

and handed round a menu card. But before eating

a benediction was pronounced, the household gods

were invoked and promised a share of the good

things from the table.

It is unnecessary to catalogue the solids and

entrees sent up at such a supper. Pork was a

favourite dish, and there were fifty ways in which a

pig could be served. Octopus was much relished,

as it is to this day in Italy. Wild fowl were stuffed

with garlic, mutton with assafoetida, and some meats

were not considered in condition till decomposition

had begun.

The strong savour produced by these dishes was
dissipated by servants holding large fans, and counter-

acted by the diffusion of aromatic smoke, and the

sprinkling of guests and table with essences.

A supper consisted of several courses, but a

considerable interval elapsed between each, which

interval was filled in with conversation, or enlivened

with the antics of buffoons, or with music, or the

recitation of poetry.

Nothing in the smallest degree unseemly was
allowed in the house of Longa Duilia at such

entertainments.

We read a good deal in the ancient authors of the

license allowed at such times, but this was not general,

certainly was not suffered except in very " fast

"
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houses, and such were attended by none who

respected themselves.

The widow knew how to nnake herself agreeable.

Flavius Sabinus, the Pra^fect, was a great talker, and

there was a little rivalry between the two as to

which should lead the conversation. Domitia hardly

spoke, but the guests generally entertained themselves

heartily.

Lamia was there, and near his betrothed, but found

it difficult to carry on conversation with her. Since

the questioning of Ishtar in the temple at Gabii, she

had been haunted by the visions presented to her

inner sight, and she was unable to shake off the

oppression of spirits and distress of mind they had

caused.

When supper was ended, previous to the dessert,

all rose, a grace was said, and again the household

gods were invoked.

All were thus standing, in solemn hush, whilst a

portion for the deities was being taken away, when

the curtain before the door was roughly drawn aside,

and a young man ran in—then halted, bewildered by

the lights and the company, and hesitated before

advancing farther.

A faint cry escaped the breast of Domitia, and she

staggered back and caught Lamia convulsively by

the wrist.

Then Flavius Sabinus said apologetically to his

hostess

—

*'This youth is my nephew, Titus Flavius

Domitianus, the younger son of my brother Vespasian.

Pardon his lack of breeding, lady— I bade him find

me here if matters of importance demanded my
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attention. Excuse me, I pray, if I retire with him
and hear what news of weight he bears."

Duih'a bowed, and the Pr^efect, leaving his place,

went to meet his nephew.

Lamia felt that Domitia was trembling. He
looked in her face and it alarmed him. With wide
eyes she was staring at the intruder; her lips were
slightly parted, every trace of colour had deserted
them, and between them gleamed her teeth.

Not till the curtain had fallen, and hidden the form
of the young man as he left with his uncle, did she
breathe freer.

Then she heaved a long sigh, and said in a faint

voice

—

" It is he—the eighth crowned head—the Fifth
come again—the new Nero. Oh, Lamia ! terrible is

Fate, that none may escape !

"



CHAPTER XV

THE LECTISTERNIUM

*' 1\ /r Y dear child," said Duilia, " I never did a

1VA better stroke of policy than that supper a

few evenings ago. It went off quite charmingly,

without a hitch. I allowed that good Flavius

Sabinus to talk, and he is just one of those men
who enjoys himself best where he is given fiiU flow

for his twaddle. A pious, worthy, commonplace

man. I doubt if he has push in him, but he is just

so situated now that he must go ahead. The news

is most encouraging. Mucianus is on his way to

Italy at the head of an army. Primus, with his

legions, is approaching; he has beaten the troops

sent against him, and has sacked Cremona ; there

are positively none who hold by Vitellius except his

brother in Campania and his German bodyguard.

Domitia," the widow dropped her voice, " we can

do better than with that milksop, yElius Lamia."
" Mother, I will have no other."

" Then we must push him up into position. But

come, my dear, we must show ourselves at the

Lectisternium. It will be expected of us, and be

setting a good example and all that sort of thing,

and it is positively wicked to mope indoors when we
128
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ought to be seen in the streets and the Forum. So

there, make yourself ready ; I am going instantly.

I have ordered round the palanquin, and, as you may
perceive, I am dressed and my hair done to go out.

That supper was quite a success."

The time was now that of the Saturnalia, lasting

seven days, beginning on the 17th December with a

strange institution, a banquet of the gods. Usually

the several gods had their feasts in their own temples,

and invited others to them, but on certain solemn

occasions all banqueted together in public. The

distress, the butcheries, the general confusion caused

by the setting up and casting down of emperors

—

three in ten months—and now, eight months after, a

fourth tottering ; and every change involving massacre,

plunder, disturbance of order ;—this had moved the

priests to decree a solemn lectisternium and supplica-

tion for the restoration of tranquillity and the cessation

of civil broil.

The banquet was to take place in the Forum.
" You shall come in the lectica [palanquin] with

me," said Duilia. " It will have quite a pathetic aspect

—the widow and the orphan together. Besides, I

want someone to talk to. What do you think of

Flavins Domitianus? A modest lad, to my mind."

"Shy and clumsy," observed Domitia. "The

sight of him is a horror to me."

" My dear child, only a fool will take sprats when

he can have whitebait. Look out to better yourself."

" Oh, mother !—what is that ?
"

" A god going to supper," said the lady. " We
shall see plenty of them presently."

That which had attracted her daughter's attention
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was a bier supported on the shoulders of priests, on

which lay a figure dressed handsomely, in the attitude

of a man at table, raised on his left elbow that was

buried in a pillow, the head erect and the right

arm extended, balanced in the air. The body was

probably of wood under the drooping drapery, but

the face and hands and feet were of wax. In jolting

over the pavement the sleeve had become disarranged,

and showed the wooden prop that sustained the

waxen right hand. The face was coloured, the eyes

were of glass, and real hair was affixed to the head
;

the lower jaw, hung on wires, opened and shut with

the jostling. The staring figure, swaying on the

shoulders of the bearers, had a sufficiently startling

effect, sweeping round a corner, wagging its beard,

past the palanquin in which were the ladies.

"A thing like that can't eat," said Domitia.

" Oh, my dear child, no ! The gods only sniff at

the food. After it has been set before them it is

carried away, and the people scramble for it."

" They are naught but wax and woodwork," said

the girl contemptuously.
" My child, how often have I not had to quote to

you that text— It is not well to be over wise about

the gods. Here we are ! What a crowd !

"

The Forum of Rome, that wondrous basin towered

over on one side by the Capitol, enclosed on another

by the Palatine, and on the third by the densely

packed blocks of houses in the Suburra below the

Quirinal, Viminal, and Esquiline hills, was itself

crowded with temples and basilicas, yet not then as

dense with monuments as later, when the open spaces

were further encroached upon by the Antonines.
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" Domitia," said Longa Duilia in her ear, " all things

are working out excellently. Vitelliiis is aware that

he has no chance, and has been consulting with our

cousin in the temple of Concord yonder, and they

have nearly settled between them that Vespasian is

to assume the purple without further opposition.

Viteliius will retire to some country villa on a

handsome annuity. That will prevent more blood-

shed and confiscation, and all that sort of thing. It is

always advisable to avoid unpleasantnesses if possible.

There, child, there are quite a bevy of gods already

at table. See that dear old doll, Summanus, without

a head—you know it was struck off by lightning in

the time of Pyrrhus. It was of clay, and rolled all

the way to the Tiber and plopped in. Since then he

has been without a head, the darling !

"

" How can he either smell or eat, mother?"
'' My child, I don't ask. It is not well to be over

wise about the gods. There go the Arval Brothers

with the image of Aca Larentia seated—of course

not lying. You will see some venerable curiosities,

who put in an appearance on days like this so as not

to be wholly forgotten."

The sight presented by the Forum was indeed

strange. A space had been cleared and shut off

from the intrusion of the crowd, and there lay and

sat the images at tables that were spread with

viands. All were either life size or larger. Some
were skilfully modelled and wore gorgeous clothing,

but others were of the rudest moulding in terra-cotta

or carved wood, and evidently of very ancient date, of

Etruscan workmanship little influenced by Greek art.

Domitia looked on in astonishment. The populace
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laughed and commented on the images without the

least reverence ; and the priests and their assistants

laid the dishes before the puppets, then whisked

them off and carried them without the barriers.

Thereupon ensued a struggle who should get hold of

the savoury morsels that were being conveyed from

the table of the gods ; even the vessels used for the

viands and for the wine v/ere snatched at and carried

away, and the priests offered no resistance.

Domitia was completely transported out of herself

by astonishment at the sight. Every now and then

the hum of voices spluttered into a burst of laughter

at some ribald joke, and then roared up into a

hubbub of sound over the trays of meats and wine

that were being fought for.

Already the short winter day was closing in, and

torches were being brought forth and stood beside

the images. Then the tables were cleared and

removed.

A trumpet blast sounded, and instantly the barriers

were cast down, and the second act of this extra-

ordinary spectacle ensued. This was the supplication.

Instantly the temper of the mob changed from

scepticism and mockery to enthusiastic devotion,

and those pressed forward to kneel and touch the

cushions and drapery on which the gods reposed,

and to entreat their assistance, whose lips had but

recently uttered a sacrilegious scoff.

Nothing so completely differentiates Christian

worship from that of pagan Rome more than the

congregational character of the former contrasted

with the uncongregational nature of the latter. At

the present day in papal Rome the priests may be
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seen behind glass doors in little chapels annexed

to S. Peter's and S. Maria Maggiore saying their

offices, indifferent to there being no laity present

;

indeed, with no provision made that they should

assist. This is a legacy of pagan Rome. The
sacrifices, the services in the temples and other

sanctuaries, were entirely independent of the people,

some performed within closed doors. The only

popular religious service was the supplication^ which

took place but occasionally when decreed by the

Senate. Then the public streamed to the images of

the gods, uttering fervent prayer, chanting hymns,

prostrating themselves before the couches, catching

at their bed-coverings, esteeming themselves blessed

if they could lay their hands on the sacred pillows.

But there was no general consent as to which of the

gods and goddesses were the most potent. Some
cried out that Mother Orbona had helped them,

others that Fortuna was a jade and promised but

performed nothing. One fanatic, in a transport,

shrieked that these gods were good for naught, for

his part he trusted only in Consus, whose temple was

in ruins, whose altar was buried in earth by the

circus of Tarquin. But there were others who swept

in a strong current towards the couch of Jupiter and

to that of Venus. Another strong current, howling
" lo Saturne ! Salve mater Ops !

" made for the

images of the old god of Time and his divine mate^

Simultaneously came a cross current of vendors of

cakes and toys from the Suburra, regardless of the

devotion of the people, careful only to sell their

goods—for the Saturnalia was a period at which the

children were regaled with gingerbread, and treated



134 DOMITIA

to dolls of terra - cotta, of ivory and of wood.

Hawkers selling pistaccio nuts, the cones of the

edible pine, men with baked chestnuts, others with

trays of Pomponian pears and Mattian apples,

vociferating and belauding their wares, increased

the clamour.

Whilst this was at its height, down from the

Palatine by the New Way came the German Im-

perial bodyguard, forcing a passage through the

mob, their short swords drawn, bellowing impreca-

tions, whirling their blades, striking with the flat of

the steel, threatening to cut down such as impeded
their progress.

Some vigiles, or city police, came up. There

was no love lost between them and the pampered
foreigners employed in the palace, and they opposed

the household troops. Remonstrances were em-
ployed and cast away. Then a German was struck

in the face by a pine cone, another tripped, fell, and

a hawker with a barrowload of dolls, in his eagerness

to escape, ran his vehicle over the prostrate guards-

man. At once the Germans' blood was up ; they

rushed upon the police, and a fray ensued in which

now this side then that gained advantage. The
populace, densely packed, came in for blows and

wounds. When a guardsman fell, and they could

lay hold of him, he was dragged away, and almost

torn to pieces by eager hands stripping him of his

splendid uniform.

The Pra^fect, who was in the Forum, summoned
three cohorts to his aid to drive back the household

troops, and in a moment the trough between the

hills was converted into a scene of the wildest con-
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fusion, some women screaming that they had lost

their children, others crying to the gods to help

them. Boys had scrambled up the bases of the

statues, and one urchin sat with folded legs on the

shoulders of Julius Csesar, hallooing, and occasionally

pelting with nuts where he did not fear retaliation.

The vendors of cakes and toys cursed as their

trays were upset, or their barrows clashed. Men

fought each other, for no other reason than that the

soldiers were engaged and they were unable to keep

their itching hands off each other.

Down a stair from the palace came the Emperor

Vitellius, carried on the shoulders of soldiers, while

slaves bore flambeaux before him.

He was seen to gesticulate, but in the uproar none

heard what he said.

Meanwhile the priests were endeavouring to

remove the gods, and met with the greatest diffi-

culty. Some frantic women clung to the images

and refused to allow them to be taken away. Some

of the figures had been upset, and the servants of

the temples to which they belonged made rings

about them with interlaced arms to protect them

from being trampled under foot. Jupiter Capitolinus

had been injured and lost his nose. A priest, with

the help of a torch, was melting the wax and fastening

it on again, whilst the guard of the temple kept off

the rabble.

The currents of human beings, driven by diverse

passions, jostled, broke across each other, resolved

themselves into swirls of living men and women

carried off their feet.

The litter of the lady Duilia and her daughter
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tossed like a boat in a whirlpool, and the widow

shrieked with terror.

Then two powerful arms were thrust within the

curtains of the palanquin, and the slave Eboracus

laid hold of Domitia, and said

—

" There is no safety there. Trust me. I will

battle through with you. Come on my arm. Fear

not."

" Save me ! Me also !
" screamed Dullia ;

" 1 shall

be thrown out, trodden under foot ! Oh, my wig

!

my wig !

"

But Eboracus, regardless of the widow, holding his

young mistress on his left arm, with the right armed

with a cudgel, which he whirled like a flail, and with

which, without compunction, he broke down all

opposition, drove, battered his way through the

throng where most dense, across the currents most

violent, and did not stay till he had reached a

comparatively unobstructed spot, in one of the

narrow lanes between the fish market and the

Hostilian Court.



CHAPTER XVI

IN THE HOUSE OF THE ACTOR

HARDLY had Eboracus conveyed Domitia
out of the Forum into a place of safety,

than a rush of people down the street threatened

to drive him back in the direction whence he had
come. The drifting mob, as it cascaded down, cried,

" The Praetorians are coming from their camp !

"

It was so. Down the hill by the Tiburtine Way
marched a compact body of soldiers.

The danger was imminent ; Eboracus and his

young charge were between two masses of military,

entangled in a seething mob of frightened people,

mostly of the lowest class.

" My lady
!

" said the slave, " there is but one
thing to be done."

He drew her to a door, knocked, and when a voice

asked who demanded admittance, answered

—

" Open speedily—Paris !

"

The door was furtively unbarred and opened

sufficiently to admit the slave and Domitia, and
then hastily bolted and locked again.

" Excuse me, dear mistress," said Eboracus. " I

could do no other. In this insula live the actor

Paris and Glyceria. They were both slaves in your

household, but were given their freedom by your
137
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father, my late master, when he went to the East.

They will place themselves at your service, and offer

you shelter in their humble dwelling, the first flat on

the right."

The house was one of those instdce, islets of Rome,

in which great numbers of the lower classes were

housed. They consisted of square blocks, built

about a court, and rose to the height of seven and

even more storeys. The several flats were reached

by stone stairs that ran from the central yard to the

very summit of these barrack-like buildings. They

vastly resembled our modern model lodging-houses,

with one exception, that they had no exterior

windows, or at most only slits looking into the

street; doors and windows opened into the central

quadrangle. These houses were little towns, occu-

pied by numerous families, each family renting two

or more chambers on a flat ; and as in a city there

are diversities in rank, so was it in these lodging-

houses, the most abjectly poor were at the very top

or on the ground floor. The first flat commanded
the highest rent, and the price of rooms gradually

dwindled the greater the elevation was. Glass was

too great a luxury, far too costly to be employed

except by the most wealthy for filling their windows.

Even talc was expensive, in its place thin films of

agate were sometimes used ; but among the poor

there was little protection in their dwelling against

cold. The doors admitted light and air and cold

together, and were always open, except at night,

and then a perforation in the wood, or a small

window in the wall, too narrow to allow of ingress,

served for ventilation.
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In a huge block of building like the insula there

were no chimneys. All cooking was done at the

hearth in the room that served as kitchen and dining-

room, often also as bedroom, and the smoke found its

way out at the doorway into the central court.

But, in fact, little cooking of food was done, except

the boiling of pulse. The meals of the poor consisted

mainly of salads and fruit, with oil in abundance.

Dressed always in wool, in cold weather multiply-

ing their wraps, the Roman citizens felt the cold

weather much less than we might suppose possible.

In the rain—and in Rome in winter it raineth almost

every day—the balconies were crowded, and then

the women wove, men tinkered or patched sandals,

children romped, boys played marbles and knuckle-

bones, and sometimes a minstrel twanged a lyre and

the young girls danced to keep themselves warm.

There were little braziers, moreover, one on every

landing, that were kept alight with charcoal, and

here when the women's fingers were numb they

were thawed, and children baked chestnuts or roasted

apples.

Domitia had not before been in one of these

blocks of habitations of the lower classes, and she

was surprised. The quadrangle was almost like an

amphitheatre, with its tiers of seats for spectators
;

but here, in place of seats, were balconies, and every

balcony was alive with women and children. Men
were absent; they had gone out to see the com-

mencement of the Saturnalia, and of women there

were few compared to the numbers that usually

thronged these stages.

Eboracus conducted his young mistress up the

10
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first flight of steps, and at once a rush of children

was made to him to ask for toys and cakes. He
brushed them aside, and when the mothers saw by
the purple edge to her dress that Domitia belonged

to a noble family, they called their youngsters away,

and saluted her by raising thumb and forefinger

united to the lips.

The slave at once conducted Domitia through a

doorway into a little chamber, where burnt a fire of

olive sticks, and a lamp was suspended, by the light

of which she could see that a sick woman lay on a

low bed.

Domitia shrank back ; but Eboracus said en-

couragingly

—

" Be not afraid, dear young mistress, this is no

catching disorder ; Glyceria suffers from an accident,

and will never be well again. She is the sister of

your servant Euphrosyne."

Then, approaching the sick woman, he hastily

explained the reason for his taking refuge with his

mistress in this humble lodging.

The sick woman turned to Domitia with a sweet

smile, and in courteous words entreated her to remain

in her chamber so long as was necessary.

" My husband, Paris, the actor, is now out ; but

he will be home shortly, I trust—unless," her face

grew paler with sudden dread, "some ill have befallen

him. Yet, I think not that can be, he is a quiet,

harmless man."
" I thank you," answered Domitia, and took a

seat offered her by Eboracus.

She looked attentively at the sick woman's face.

The latter was no longer young ; she had at one time
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been beautiful ; she had large, lustrous, dark eyes and

dark hair, but pain and weakness had sharpened her

features. Yet there was such gentleness, patience,

love in her face, a something which to Domitia was
so new, a something so new in that old world, that

she could not take her eyes off her, wondering what
the fascination was.

Glyceria did not speak again, modestly waiting

till the lady of rank chose to address her.

Presently Domitia asked

—

" Have you been long ill ?
"

'' A year, lady."

" And may I Inquire how It came about ?
"

" Alas ! it is a sad story. My little boy "

—

" You have a son ?
"

"I had"—
" I ask your pardon for the interruption

; say on."

" My little boy was playing in the street, when a

chariot was driven rapidly down the hill, and I saw
that he would be under the horses' feet, so I made a

dart to save him."

"And then?"
" I was too late to rescue him, and I fell, and the

wheel went over me. I have been unable to rise

since."

"What! like this for all these months! What
say the doctors ?

"

" Alack, lady ! they give me no hope."
" But for how long may this last ?

"

" I cannot say."

" As the gods love me ! if this befell me I should

refuse my food and starve myself to death !

"

" I cannot do that."
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'' What ! you lack the resolution ?
"

" I can bear what is on me laid by God."
" There is no need to endure what can be avoided.

I would make short work of it, were this my lot.

And your husband ?
"

" He is here."

Through the door came the actor, a handsome man
of Greek type, with a package in his arms. He would

have walked straight to his wife, but had to turn at

the door and drive off a clamorous pack of urchins

who had pursued him, believing that he was laden

with toys.

" There, Glyceria ! " he exclaimed joyously, " they

are all for you. There is such a riot and disturbance,

and such a crush in the street, that I had hard work

to push through. I misdoubt me some are broken."

" Oh, Paris ! do you not observe?"

—

" What ? 1 see nothing but thy sweet face."

" Our dear master's daughter, the lady Domitia

Longina."

The actor turned sharply, and was covered with

confusion at the unexpected sight, and almost let

his parcel fall.

Eboracus explained the circumstances. Then
Paris expressed his happiness, and the pride he felt

in being honoured by the visit under his humble ceil-

ing of the lady, the daughter of the good and beloved

master who had given him and Glyceria their freedom.

" Go forth, Eboracus," said Domitia, " and, I

prithee, learn how it has fared with my mother.

Bring me word speedily if thou canst."

When the slave had withdrawn, she addressed

Paris and Glyceria.
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*'
I beseech you, suffer me to remain here in quiet,

and concern not yourselves about me. I have been

alarmed, and this has shaken me. I would fain rest

in this seat and not speak. Go on with what ye

have to say and do, and consider me not. So will

you best please me."

The actor was somewhat constrained at first, but

after a little while overcame his reserve. He drew a

low table beside his wife's couch, and, stooping on

one knee, began to unlade his bundle. He set out a

number of terra-cotta figures on the table, representing

cocks and hens, pigs, horses, cows, and men—some

infinitely comical ; at them Glyceria laughed.

Then, as she put forth a thin, white hand to take

up one of the quaintest images, Domitia noticed that

Paris laid hold of the hand, and pressed it to his lips.

A lump rose in the girl's throat.

" No," thought she ;
" if I had one so to love me and

consider me, though I were sick and in pain, I would

not shorten my days. I would live to enjoy his love."

Then again, falling into further musing, she said to

herself

—

" In time to come, if it chance that I become ill,

will my Lamia be to me as is this actor to his poor

wife ? Will he think of and care for me ? But— And
if evil were to befall him, would not I minister to him,

care for him night and day, and seek to relieve his

sorrow? Would I grow indifferent when he most

needed me ? Then, why think that he should become

cold and neglect me ? Are women more inclined to

be true than men? Yet see this actor—this Paris.

By the gods ! is Lamia like to be a more ignoble

man than a poor freedman that gains his living on
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the stage? I should even be happy serving him
sick and suffering. Happy in doing my duty."

And still musing, she said on to herself

—

" Duty ! Yes, I should find content and rest of

mind in that ; but to what would it all lead ? Only
to a heap of dust in the end. His light would be
extinguished, and then I, having nothing else to live

for, would die also— by mine own hand;— there

is nothing beyond. It all leads to an ash heap."

Glyceria, observing the girl's fixed eye, thought it

was looking inquiringly at her, and said in her gentle

voice that vibrated with the tremulousness given by
suffering

—

"Ah, lady! the neighbours and their children are

very kind. There is more of goodness and piety in

the world than you would suppose, seeing men and
women in an amphitheatre. I can do but very

little. One boy fetches me water—that is Bibulus,

and my Paris has bought him this little horseman
;

and Torquata, a little girl, daughter of a cobbler, she

sweeps the floor; and Dosithea, that is a good widow's

child, she does other neighbourly acts for me ; and they

thrust me on my bed to the side of the hearth, and

bring me such things as I need, that I may prepare

the meals for my husband. And Claudia, the wife

of a seller of nets, she makes my bed for me ; but all the

shopping is done for me by Paris, and I warrant you,

lady, he is quite knowing, and can haggle over a fish

or a turnip with a market-woman like any housewife."

" He is very good to you," said Domitia.

Then Paris turned, and, putting his hand on his

wife's mouth, said

—

" Lady ! you can little know what a wife my
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Glyceria is to me. I had rather for my own sake

have her thus than hale as of old. Somehow, sorrow

and pain draw hearts together wondrously."
" He is good," said Glyceria, twisting her mouth

from his covering hand. '' We have had a hard year
;

on account of the troubles there has been little desire

among the people for the theatre, and he has earned

but a trifle. I have cost him much in physicians that

have done me no good, yet he never grumbles ; he is

always cheerful, always tender-hearted and loving."

" Hush, wife !
" said Paris. " The lady desires rest

—keep silence."

Then again Domitia fell a-musing, and the player

and his wife whispered to each other about the

destination of the several toys.

Somehow, she had hitherto not thought of the

classes of men and women below her station as

having like feelings, like longings, like natures to

her own. They had been to her as puppets, even

as those clay figures ranged on the table, mostly

grotesque. Now that great pulse of love that throbs

through the world of humanity m.ade itself felt ; it

was as though scales fell from her eyes, and the

puppets became beings of flesh and blood, to be

considered, capable of happiness and of suffering, of

virtue as well as of vice.

" I have a little lamp here—with a fish

—

the fish on

it," said Paris in a whisper. " It is for Luke the

physician."

" What !

" exclaimed Domitia, starting from her

reverie, " you know him ? We had a talk once, and

it was broken off and never concluded. I would

hear the end of what he was saying—some day."
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THE SATURNALIA OF 6g

EBORACUS brushed aside some urchins and

girls blocking the door, looking in with eager,

twinkling eyes at the strange lady, and at the set out

of dolls on the table.

There passed whispers and nudges from one

to another among the children—but all ceased as

the British slave put together his hands as a

swimmer and plunged through them.

"Get away you sprats and gudgeons," said he

good humouredly.

Then entering, he said to Domitia

—

" Lady, your mother has reached home in safety.

I chanced to run across Amphibolus, sent out in

quest of you, and the good-for-naught had turned

sulky because it is the Saturnalia, when, said he, the

mistress should do the slave's bidding. * That can

be,' said he, 'but at one time in the year, and should

not be forgotten.' And the lanes are clear of rabble.

If Paris here will walk on one side of you, I will go

on the other, and it will be well. That rascal

Amphibolus I bade wait, but not he; said he
' lo Saturne !

'

"

" I will attend with joy," announced the actor.
Ii6
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Domitia rose to leave, she tendered thanks to

Glyceria, and took two steps towards the entrance,

halted, turned back, and taking the thin hand of the

sick woman in hers, somewhat shyly said

—

" I may come again and see you ?
"

Before Glyceria could reply, so great was her

surprise, Domitia was gone.

The streets were nearly empty, they were mere
lanes between huge blocks of windowless buildings

towering into the sky, but from the Forum could be

heard a hubbub of voices, cries, the clash of arms,

and anon a cheer.

Presently—"Stand aside!" said Paris, and there

swept down the lane a number of young fellows

masked and tricked out in ribbons and scraps of

tawdry finery.

" I am the king !
" shouted one. " Prsefect of the

guard, arrest those people. Ha ! a woman. She
shall be my captive and grace my triumph."

Eboracus administered a blow with his fist, planted

between the eyes of the youth in pasteboard armour

who came towards his young mistress. The blow

sent him flying backwards against the king, and

upset him on the pavement.

A roar of laughter from his mates, and one

shouted

—

" Hey, Tarquinius ! thou must e'en fare like the

rest, Nero, Galba, Otho—and hem ! we know not

who else—but down thou art with the others."

" Let us go on," said Paris, and without further

attempt at molestation from the revellers they

pursued their way.

On reaching the palace inhabited by Longa
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Duilia, a fresh difficulty arose. Eboracus knocked,

but there was no porter at the door to answer. He
knocked again, and continued to rattle against the

panels, till at length the bolt was withdrawn, and

Euphrosyne with timid face, and holding a lamp,

appeared in the entrance.

" Why have you kept us so long waiting ?
" asked

the Briton.

"Eboracus, I could not help myself. It is the

Saturnalia, and the slaves will do no menial work.

They are carousing in the triclinium, and, though

they heard the rap well enough, none would rise and

respond. Then, for very shame I came, for I thought

it might be my dear mistress."

As Domitia crossed the atrium, she heard song and

laughter, and the click of goblets issue from the

dining-room. She hurried by and entered her

mother's chamber.

Longa Duilia was in a condition of resentment

and irritation.

"You have arrived at last!" said the lady. "I'll

have that British slave's hide well basted when the*

seven days are over, for disregarding me and con-

sidering your safety alone. Body of Bacchus! this

time of the Saturnalia is insufferable. Not a servant

will do a stroke of work, nor execute a single order.

They are all, forsooth, lords and ladies for seven

days, and we must wait on them. Well ! if it were

not an old custom I'd get up a procession of all the

matrons of Rome to entreat the Senate to abolish

the usage."

" Oh, mother dear ! how did you escape ?
"

" My child 1 it was as bad as that bit of storm we
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had getting out of the Gulf of Corinth, tossed about

in my palanquin, I hardly knew whether I were

thinking with my head or with my toes. But after

a while they got me through. Never, never again

will I go gadding after the gods to their Lectisternia.

As the gods love me ! this is a topsy-turvy time

indeed. At the Saturnalia no strife is permissible,

not a lawsuit, all quarrels are supposed to cease, not

even a malefactor may be excuted, and there are

those precious immortals with their glass eyes, and

extended hands, snuffing up the fumes of their dinner,

and they allow fighting to go on before them, under

their immortal noses, and never interfere ! But I

don't wonder. There was Summanus, god of the

Night Thunders, and will you believe it, his own
head was struck off by the heavenly bolt. Ye
gods ! {{ ye cannot mind your own heads ye are not

to be trusted with ours."

The lady was in a condition of towering indigna-

tion. She was affronted,—she, high-born, with a drop

of Julian blood in her, moit noble,—she had been

tossed about among the heads and over the shoulders

of a dirty, garlic-smelling, assafoetida-chewing rabble,

had been exposed to danger from the swords of the

watch on one side, and of those of the Palatine

guard on the other. And when finally she reached

home, ruffled in garments, her hair in disorder, and

her heart beating fast, she found the house in

confusion, the slaves in possession keeping high

holiday, and disregarding her shrilly uttered, im-

periously expressed orders.

" I shall go to bed," said the lady. " I'd lie in bed

all these horrible seven days but that I know no one
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would bring me my meals. Never mind, when the

Saturnalia are over I shall remember which were

insolent and disobliging, and they shall get

whippings."

But in the house on the morrow, the condition of

affairs was not quite so bad. The servants were

alive to the fact that they had liberty for seven days

only, and that their mistress had a faculty of re-

membering and punishing disobedience ; not indeed

during the holiday period, nor ostensibly because of

faults then committed, but by administering double

chastisement for light offences committed later.

Some of the slaves, moreover, made no attempt

to use their liberty so as to cause inconvenience to

their mistress.

But if some sort of order was established within

the palace, none reigned without. There civil war

raged at the same time that the citizens observed

the festival, and so long as they kept out of the way
of the soldiery it did not much concern them whether

the city force or the palace garrison prevailed.

Primus, at the head of the Illyrian legions, was

rapidly advancing on Rome. News had arrived that

Spain and Gaul had declared for Vespasian. Britain

had renounced allegiance to Vitellius, only Africa

still remained faithful.

Next, tidings arrived that the army of Vitellius

stationed at Narnia had surrendered. Thereupon the

gross, aged Emperor, dressed in black, surrounded

by his servants, and carrying his son, still a child,

came howling and sobbing from the Palatine through

the Forum, to surrender the insignia of empire into

the hands of the Consul, in the temple of Concord.
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But the Consul refused to receive them, and then the

German guard, having wind of his intention, became

clamorous, and cried out for the head of Flavius

Sabinus. Vitellius, unable to resign, and incapable

of reigning, wandered from one residence to another,

asking advice of all his friends as to what he ought

to do, but taking none.

Meanwhile the fighting in the streets of Rome had

recommenced. Titus Flavius Sabinus, for security

escaped into the Capitol, and took with him his sons

and daughter and his nephew Domitian. There he

was formally besieged by the Imperial guard ; and

Sabinus, doubting his ability to hold out long, sent

off a despatch to Primus to bid him hasten to his

assistance.

" Madam !
" exclaimed Eboracus, rushing in, " I

pray you come on the roof of the house."

" What is the matter ? Ye gods ! surely Rome
is not on fire again ?

"

" Madam ! the household guard are assaulting

the Capitol, and have indeed set fire to the houses

below ; I doubt if the Praefect can hold out till

Primus arrives."

Duilia ascended to the flat top of the house. The
palace of the family was on the slope of the Esquiline

hill, hard by the gardens of Nero's Golden House.

Being on high ground it commanded the Forum and

the Capitol, and looked over the tops of the vulgar

hisulcB in the dip of the Suburra.

It was the evening of the second day. Heavy

clouds had lowered throughout the hours of daylight,

and the evening had prematurely closed. There

had been desultory fighting all day, but as the night
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approached a determined set was made by the

German guard to capture the Capitol, and the citadel

of Rome that adjoined it, connected by only a small

neck of hill. They knew that Primus was close at

hand, and they were determined not to be caught

between a foe before and another behind.

The Capitol is a rocky height rising precipitately

above the Forum, and enormous substructures had

strengthened it, and formed a platform on which

rose the temple of Jupiter Capitolinus, that stood to

Rome almost in the relation that the Temple did to

Jerusalem, as the centre of its religious and civil

institutions.

It was almost the paladium of the city, the fate of

Rome was held to be bound up with its preservation.

And now Domitia and her mother looked on in

the gathering darkness at the temple looming out, as

of gold, against the purple-black clouds behind, lit

with the glare of the flames of the houses below that

had been fired by the soldiery.

The roar of conflict came up in waves of sound.

" Really," said Duilia, " revolutions are only

tolerable when seen from a housetop—that is—to

cultivated minds ; the common rabble like them."

Shrill above the roar came the scream of a whistle,

that a boy was blowing as he went down the street.

Suddenly the clamour boiled up into a mighty

spout or geyser of noise—and the reason became

manifest in another moment. The whole sky was lit

by a sheet of flame of golden yellow. The conflagra-

tion had caught an oil merchant's stores that were

planted against the substructures supporting the

temple. Columns, shoots of dazzling light rushed up
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against the rocks and the walls, recoiled, swept

against them again, overleaped them and curled like

tongues around the temple.

Instantly every sound ceased. The soldiers

sheathed their swords. The citizens held their

breath. Nothing for a few minutes was audible save

the mutter of the fire.

" Ye gods !
" exclaimed the widow, " the temple

of Jupiter will be on fire! Then— what will

become of Rome ? And if Rome sinks into ruin,

what of Me ?
"

" My lady," said Euphrosyne, coming to the roof,

and addressing Longa Duilia, " a priest of Jupiter is

below, and desires to speak with )'ou."



CHAPTER XVIII

A REFUGEE

A PRIEST of Jupiter here !" exclaimed Duilia.

" When his temple is on fire ! Bid him be off

—but stay. Who let him in ?
"

" Lady, the Chaldean introduced him."

" He had no right to do so. Let him entertain

him. I desire to see the end. Run. The temple

roof is caught—the eagles will be down—or melt

away."
" Lady, the Magian commissioned me to assure

you that he bears an important communication,"
" Say I am engaged."

A minute later the Chaldean himself arrived on the

housetop, and addressed the mistress.

" I cannot attend to your Abracadabra," said she in

reply to his request to be heard. " Look there ! The

Capitol is in flames, the temple of Jupiter Optimus

Maximus blazes ! I know what your priest wants

—he has come begging. They all beg. I have no

money. I am interested in the fire, the Revolution,

and all that sort of thing."

" Lady Longa," said Elymas, " there are moments

that are turning points in every life. A great chance

offers. Take it, or put it away for ever."
154
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" You worry me past endurance. What is it ?

Look ! the flames are licking Jupiter in his chariot."

" If you will step aside I will speak. Not here."

Duilia, with an impatient toss of her head and
shrug of the shoulders, gathered up her garment with

one hand, stepped to a distant part of the roof, and
said sulkily

—

" Well, what is this about ?
"

" You know that the Praefect of Rome who supped

at your house the other day is besieged in the

Capitol."

" Well—this is no news."

" And that for security, lest they should be put to

death by Vitellius or the soldiery, he took his children

and his nephew there with him."

" So I have been told. That does not concern me.

Why did he not take also his fat wife ? She would

have fed the flames."

" My lady—the Capitol cannot hold out another

half hour, and then all within will be butchered."
" Can I help that ? They all do it. This sort of

thing happens in revolutions invariably. I cannot

alter the course of the world."

"But, madam, the son of Vespasian, Flavius

Domitianus has escaped through the Tabularium, by
a little door into the Forum."

" He might have escaped by turning a somersault

over the walls for aught I care."

" His life is in extreme jeopardy. If discovered he

will be assassinated, most assuredly."

" Well, that is the way these things go."

" I have brought him hither—disguised as a priest."

" What !

"

11
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The lady became rigid—eyes, mouth, and nostrils.

" What !

"

" He escaped, disguised as a priest of Jupiter. As
such, with veiled head he has passed unmolested, even

through the ranks of the soldiery and people, inclined

to tear him to pieces, for they are all on the side of

the reigning prince."

" Domitian, here ! What a fool you are, Elymas.

I'll have you tossed off the roof, in punishment. By
Hercules ! you compromise me. If it be suspected

that he is here I shall have the house ransacked and

all my valuables plundered, and the gods alone know
what may become of me."

"That is true, lady, and you must run the risk."

" I will not," said Duilia, stamping angrily on the

concrete of the roof. "Is it not enough to have

the house turned inside out with this detestable

Saturnalia ! Age of gold, indeed ! Age oftomfoolery

and upside downedness. If my poor, dear man had

but done what he ought, there would have been none

of these commotions, and I—well— I— I would have

put down the Saturnalia."

" Madam, this is all beside the mark. Domitian,

the son of Flavins Vespasian, whom the world has

saluted emperor, and sworn to, is under your roof as

a suppliant."

" How unfortunate."

" How fortunate."

" I cannot see that."

" Then, madam, the clouds of night must have got

into your brain. Do you not see that you are running a

very slight risk ? None suspect that he is in conceal-

ment here, as I smuggled him into the house,"
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" There are my slaves."

" They regard him as a priest escaping from the

fire and the siege," said the soothsayer. He con-

tinued—" Before morning the Illyrian legions will

have arrived in Rome. Do you suppose the German
bodyguard can stand against them? What other

troops has Vitellius to fall back on ? None—he is

deserted. His cause is fatally smitten. By to-morrow
evening he will be dead, cast down the Gemonian
stair. Vespasian will be proclaimed in the Forum.
Your risk will be at an end, and you will have obtained

the lasting gratitude of the Imperial father, who will

do anything you desire to show his thankfulness to

you for having saved the life of his son."

" There is something in that," said Duilia.

" And suppose,now that Domitian is here, that you
bid your slaves eject him, and he falls into the hands
of Vitellius, how v/ill you be regarded by the Flavian

family? Do you not suppose that you will be the

first to suffer the resentment of the Augustus ?

"

" There is a good deal in that," said Duilia
; to

which the Magus said

—

" I have no fear of betrayal from any in the house
save Senecio, that owl-like philosopher. He is not
like the slaves, he may suspect, and trip me up."

"My good Elymas," interrupted Duilia, "do not
concern yourselfabout him. He is not a man to chew
nutshells when he can munch kernels."

" Domitian is in my apartment, will you see him,
lady ?

"

" By all means. I have a happy thought. Go,
fetch Domitia, bring her down there, to me."

Then Longa descended to that portion of the



158 DOMITIA

mansion where were situated the rooms given up to

the soothsayer ; they were on one side of a small

court, and the philosopher occupied chambers on the

other side. Across the water-tank in the midst many
an altercation had taken place.

Senecio was not there now. He was probably out

taking a philosophic view of the internecine strife,

and moralising over the burning of the Capitol.

With a benignant smile and a tear in her eye,

Duilia almost ran to Domitian, her two hands ex-

tended. She had just looked round the court to

make sure she was unobserved and that there was no

one within earshot.

" I am so grateful to the gods," she said with a

tremor in her voice, " that they should allow me the

honour and happiness of offering you an asylum.

Blood is thicker than water. Though I perish for

my advocacy of your dear father— I cannot help it.

Cousins must be cousinly. It is with us a family

peculiarity— we hang together like a swarm of

bees."

The young man cautiously removed his white veil,

or head-covering, and exposed his face, that was

somewhat blanched. He had a shy, modest appear-

ance, a delicate complexion that flushed and paled

at the changes of emotion in his heart. His eyes

were a watery grey, large, but he screwed the eye-

lids together as though he were near sighted. He
was fairly well built, but had spindle legs, no calves,

and his toes as if cut short.

In manner he was awkward, without ease in his

address ; owing to the low associates with whom he

had consorted—having been kept short of money

—
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and to his lack of acquaintance with the courtesies of

the cultured classes.

" I thank you. My life is in danger. I came hither

as my uncle supped here the other day, and I heard

something about kinship. I had nowhere else whither

to go. I would have been hunted out and murdered

had I gone to my uncle— my mother's brother.

They would have sought me there first of all."

"You shall stay here till all danger is past. I

should esteem myself the vilest of women were I to

refuse you my protection at such a time as this.

Senecio, my philosopher, is out, gadding about—of

course. You shall occupy his room, and I shall give

strict orders that he be not admitted. I will not have

philosophers careering in and out of my house at

all hours, as pleases them. This is not a rabbit

warren, as the gods love me ! But here comes my
daughter to unite with me in assurance of welcome

and protection."

Domitia had entered, in obedience to the com-

mand transmitted by the sorcerer.

There was but one oil lamp on a table in the

chamber, and consequently at first she did not

discern who was there addressed by her mother.

But Duilia stepped aside and allowed the light to

flash over the face of Domitian.

The moment the girl saw it, she started back and

put her hands to her bosom.

"My dear child," said Longa Duilia, " you will thank

the Lares and Penates that our cousin has taken

refuge with us. The Capitol is in flames, the Imperial

guards are storming the walls ; there is, I fear, no hope

for our dear good friend Flavins Sabinus. Poor man,
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how he enjoyed himself at supper here the other day !

We may hope for the best, but not expect impossi-

biUties. Revolutions and all these sorts of things

have their natural exits, the sword, the Tullianum

and the Gemonian steps ^—horrible, but inevitable.

Domitian has fled to us, disguised as a priest of

Jupiter. Oh, my dear, what a nice thing it is that there

is so much religion left among the com.mon people

that they respected his cloth ! Well, here he is, and

we must do what we can for him."

" Cast him out," said Domitia hoarsely.

"What, my love?"
" Cast him out—the Beast, the crowned Beast, the

new Nero. The fifth that was and the eighth that

will be."

Duilia raised her eyebrows.

"My dear, I don't in the least understand enigmas.

I was never clever at them, though my parts are not

generally accounted bad."

" Mother, I pray you, I beseech you as you desire

my happiness, do not harbour him under your roof.

Cast him forth. What ho ! Slaves !

"

Domitian started, and caught the girl by the

shoulders.

" You would betray me ?
"

" I would have you thrust forth into the street."

" To be murdered—torn in pieces by the blood-

thirsty mob ?
"

" It is to save myself."

" Thyself? I do thee no harm."
" Do not attend to her. It is childish, maidenly

' The prison of Rome, and stairs clown which corpses were cast after

execution.
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timidity," said Duilia, frowninp^ at Domitia and

shaking a finger at her. " She knows that to screen

you, we run great risks ourselves. We may be

denounced—we may— As the gods love me ! there

is no saying what we may be called on to suffer.

But I say, perish all the family rather than offend

against hospitality."

" Mother," said Domitia, her face was white as

ashes, " send him forth. If he were not a coward,

a mean coward, he would not come here to the house

of two women and shelter himself behind their skirts.

Titus Flavius Domitianus, dost thou call thyself a

man ?
"

He looked furtively at the girl, and muttered

something that was unintelligible.

" If thou art a man, go forth, run us not into

danger. If thou tarry here— I esteem thee as the

basest of men."
" I praise the gods !

" said Longa Duilia in towering

wrath, " she does not command this house. That do
I ; and when I say welcome, there you stay, and she

shall not gainsay me."
" Mother—to welcome him is to exile, to destroy

me."
'' This is rank folly."

"Mother, eject him!"
" I will not. I prithee, Domitian, when your dear

father is proclaimed in Rome—forget this girl's folly

and remember only that I sheltered thee."

" I will remember. I am not one to forget."

" There is no escape," sighed Domitia. " Whom
the gods will destroy—they pursue remorselessly.

Well, be it so—stay then, coward ! I am undone."
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CHAPTER XIX

THE END OF VITELLIUS

NEVER made a greater mistake in my life,"

you allowed me to make it."

" What mistake ? " asked the Chaldean.
" The mistake of inviting the uncle in place of the

nephew to my little supper. As to that supper, I

flatter myself it was perfect—so finished in every

detail, as becomes our position ; so delicately flavoured

with reserve, as became ;;// position as a widow, and
you recommended me to invite Flavius Sabinus, the

Praefect—and now he Jias been} That delicate little

supper thrown away, and my attentions so nicely

adjusted to the circumstances, all that trouble and
thought gone for nothing. Do you know that Flavius

Sabinus is now in bits? He has been positively

hacked to pieces. It is not the supper itself I regret,

and my best Falernian wine—but I gave him a gold

signet-ring, with a cameo representing Daphne. It

had belonged to my dear Corbulo, and was valuable.

But I considered it as a means to an end. And now
—where is that ring ? But for your counsel I might

have invited the nephew."

^ It was esteemed unlucky to mention death directly.

1G2
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" Madam, I counselled aright."

" You have the face to say that ! Do you not

know that Sabinus has had his head struck off, and

his body dragged by hooks down the Gemonian stair,

and then positively torn to pieces—but there! who

has got hold of the ring ? I have lost it—through

you. Vo2i pretend to read the stars and peer into

futurity !

"

" Lady, I do see into what is to be, and counsel

accordingly."
" Oh yes ! glimpses as of light in a wood through

thick foliage. Plenty of obscurity, very little light."

" Madam, consider. Had you not invited the

Prsefect who has been, you would not have seen

the nephew who is, and who came in at the supper to

call his uncle away. It was thus he arrived at a

knowledge of your house and your friendly disposi-

tion, and thus it was that he was induced to throw

himself on your protection."

" There is something in that," observed Duilia.

" But how much better had the invitation been sent

to Domitian himself"

"On the contrary, that would not have been

judicious, therefore I did not recommend it. Had

the nephew come here along with his servants,

immediately his escape from the Capitol was dis-

covered, they would have been tortured to disclose

his place of concealment, and would have betrayed

this house ; but as it has happened they could not

suppose him likely to take refuge here."

"There is a good deal in that," answered Duilia

meditatively. " Well, it is only the ring that I regret.

If I had but known—something of inconsiderable
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value, but showy, would have sufficed. Moreover, I

might have done without that dish of British oysters

—very expensive, and, as you see, thrown away. Yet

—well, I enjoyed them."

" Even that ring is not lost."

" How so ?
"

" It is on Domitian's finger."

" You really say so ?
"

" When the Praefect bade his nephew and sons

attempt to escape from the Capitol, he recommended

the former to engage your protection, and in token

of this he put the ring that you had given him on

his nephew's finger, that he might present it to you

—should there be mistrust—in pledge that he came

from Flavius Sabinus. I encountered Domitian in

the street, I knew him and conducted him to your

door, and obtained his admission. There was no

necessity for him to show his ring, as I stood sponsor

for him."
" You are a good old creature," said Uuilia ;

" I

withdraw any offensive expressions I may have used.

To gratify you I will pay that old woman Senecio

his wage and bid him pack."

" Then, madam, my services shall be amply repaid.

The man himself is harmless. Engage him as a

clown—he is consumed with conceit, and so renders

himself a laughing-stock. That is all he is qualified

to be."

"Go—send me Domitia. She has behaved like

a fool."

Shortly after the girl entered the room where was

her mother. The latter at once exclaimed

—

" My dear, the ring is not lost. Domitian has
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it. By the foresight of the gods, Sabinus removed it

from his finger and confided it to his nephew, before

unhappy circumstances arose which might have led

to the ring getting into the hands of any Syrus

or Dromo."
" Was it to hear this that you sent for me ? " asked

Domitia sullenly.

" No, it was not. Your conscience must upbraid

you. You have acted in an insensate manner. You
have flouted and angered the son of him who in

—

perhaps half an hour, will be an Augustus, supreme in

the State."

" Mother, I do not like him."

" Ye gods of the Capitol !—confound them, by the

way, they are all burnt ! O Tellus and Terminus !

do you suppose we are to see and be courteous only

to those whom we like ? What cared I for that

paragon of virtue, Flavius Sabinus, who talked to

such an extent that I could not get in a word edge-

ways. But I gave him a nice little supper—and

oysters from Britain, my best Falernian, and that

ring of your father's, because I thought he might be

useful. And now Titus Flavius Domitianus is our

guest—in hiding till matters are settled one way or

the other, and you insult him to his face. It is not

conduct worthy of your mother. You interfere with

my plans."

" What plans ?
"

"My dear child, Vespasian is old,— about sixty,

I think,—and has but two sons, of v/hom Domitian is

the youngest. The elder, Titus Flavius Sabinus

Vespasianus has but a daughter. Do you not see ?

Do you not smell ?
"
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" I do neither, mother."
" More the pity. You sadly take after your father,

who had no ambition. Give the old fellow ten

years before he becomes a god ; the eldest son, if

the worst comes, may succeed, and be Augustus for

another ten, and then— the second son, Domitian,

will be Prince. My dear, what opportunities ! What
gorgeous opportunities

!

"

" Opportunities for what ?
"

" For push, my dear, push to the purple. Your

dear father— Ah, well ! we are not all made of the

same clay."

" Mother, that is precisely what fills me with

dread. He will then be the eighth, for these

adventurers of a few months do not count,—the

new Nero."
" But consider—the purple. My dear, do you

remember how Valeria caught the dictator Sulla.

She sat behind him in the theatre, and picked some

flue off his toga. He turned round and caught her

doing it. ' Sir,' said she, * I am but endeavouring to

get to myself some of the luck that adheres to you !

'

I could have loved that woman. It was so happy, so

neat. That bit of wool drew Sulla and the dictator-

ship to her. You, what a blunderer you are ! You
have offended Domitian, who may some day be

greater than was Sulla, when you had it in your

power by a word, a look, a dimpled smile, to win

him—and with him the purple."

" Mother, 1 do not covet it. You forget— I am
promised to yElius Lamia."

" Oh, Lamia ! He could be bought off with a

proconsulship."



THE END OF VITELLIUS 167

" I do not desire to be separated from him. I love

him, and have loved him since we were children

together."

" Well, you have done for your chances. If I

surmise aright the young man entertains a great

grudge against you."

At that moment Eboracus came in.

*' Madam," said he, " the Illyrian legions have

entered the city under Primus, and there is fighting

in the streets. The people on the housetops cheer

on this side or that, as though they were at a show of

gladiators."

"Well—those things happen. We shall know for

certain which will be uppermost, and if fate favours

Vitellius—then, daughter, I shall not scruple to give

the young man up."

The condition of the capital was frightful. Vitellius

had called in levies from the country to support him,

and the praetorian soldiers stood firm. But many
men of distinction were with the partisans of

Vespasian, who advanced steadily over the bodies

of the troops opposing them. Fifty thousand persons

lost their lives in these eventful days of the Saturnalia.

The legions under Primus succeeded in recapturing

the Capitol, which was still smoking, and pushed

forward into the Forum.

Meanwhile, Vitellius, in the Palatine palace, a prey

to irresolution, had filled himself with wine, and then

fled along with his cook and pastry-cook to his wife's

house on the Aventine. Then, deceived by a false

report that his troops were successful, he returned to

the Palatine and found it deserted, but a roar of

voices rose from the Forum below, and from the
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Capitol the cries of the legionaries were wafted to-

wards him along with the smoke.

He hastened to collect all the gold he could lay

his hands on, stuffed it into his cincture, assumed
an old ragged suit, and then again attempted to

escape ; but now he found every avenue blocked.

Filled with terror, he crawled into the dog-kennel,

where the hounds, resenting the intrusion, fell on

him and bit his neck and hands and legs. But

now Vespasian's soldiery invaded the palace, and a

tribune, Julius Placidius, discovering the bloated,

bleeding wretch, drew him out by the foot, and he

came forth thus, his hands full of dirty straw and
strands adhering to his hair and garments. A
howling rabble at once surrounded him, leaping,

jeering, throwing mud and stones; a few soldiers

succeeded in surrounding him. His hands were

bound behind his back, and a rope passed about his

neck. Thus he was dragged through the streets, an

object of insult to the people. Some struck him in

the face, some plucked out his hair. In the Forum
the rabble were breaking his statues and dragging

them about. One ruffian thrust a pike under the

unfortunate Prince's chin, and bade him hold up his

head. Then said Vitellius

—

" Thou who thus addressest me—a tribune thou

art—remember I was once thy commander !

"

Thereupon a German soldier, desirous of shortening

his misery, struck him down with a blow of his

sword, and in so doing cut off the ear of the tribune

who had insulted the fallen Emperor.

At once the body of the Prince, from whom the

life was not sped, was dragged to the Gemonian
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stair, a flight of steps down which the corpses of

malefactors were flung, and there he was despatched

with daggers.

Longa DuiHa had been kept well informed as to

all that took place.

No sooner was she assured that Vitellius was dead,

than she rushed into the apartment given up to

Domitian.
" Hail, Caesar ! As the gods love me ! I am the

first to so salute you, son of the Augustus ! Oh, I

am so happy ! And it might have been otherwise,

hut fou they never would have reached save over my
body."



CHAPTER XX

CHANGED TACTICS

THE anarchy which had lasted from the nth
June 68, when Nero perished, came to an

end on the 20th December in the ensuing year. In

that terrible year of 69 three emperors had died

violent deaths, and Rome had been in a condition of

disorder on each occasion, and intermittent violence

had lasted all the time. Men now drew a long

breath ; they were disposed to blot out the memory
of those eighteen months of misery and national

humiliation as though it had not been, and to reckon

the strong Vespasian as Prince next after Nero.

Indeed, on the morrow of the death of Vitellius,

when the Senate assembled and decreed the honours

of the former princes, they recited those of the

first Caesars, but ignored the three last, who had

perished within a twelvemonth, as though they had

never been and were to be forgotten as an evil

dream.

That same day, also, Domitian received the title of

Caesar, and was made Prince of the Youths, and

Praefect of Rome in the place of his uncle, who had

been murdered.

That day, also, Mucianus arrived with the Syrian
170
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legions, and with plenitude of authority from Vespasian

to act in his name.

To Duilia's vast delight, Domitian did not forget

his obligation to her, but paid frequent visits to her

house, and it was a matter of pride to her to have

his attendant lictors standing outside her door as in

former days.

When he came, she made a point of summoning
her daughter and requiring her to be present during

the interview. But she could not make her speak or

compel her to graciousness of manner towards the

visitor.

The young Prince's eyes watched the girl with

question in them, but he addressed all his conversation

to the mother.

Longa Duilia did her utmost to disguise her child's

incivility, attributed it to shyness, and used all her

blandishments to make a visit to her house agreeable

to Domitian.

At length the irksomeness caused by Domitia's

irresponsive manner seemed to satisfy the mother
that she did more harm than good in enforcing her

attendance, and she ceased to require the girl to

appear.

Some months passed, and Domitia had not given

a thought to Glyceria, and her offer to revisit the

sick woman, when, all at once, in a fit of weariness

with all things that surrounded her, and a sense of

incapacity to find enjoyment anyv/here, she started

from her languor to bid Eboracus go forth, buy
honey cakes and toys, and accompany her on a

visit to the Suburra.

As she was on her way, Domitian came by with
12
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his lictors and other attendants. Since his elevation

from poverty and insignificance to ease and importance,

he had acquired a swagger that made his manner

more offensive than before in his phase of cubbishness.

He at once addressed her, for, though veiled, he

recognised her.

*'May I attend you? I have at the moment
nothing of importance to occupy me."

" I am bound for the Suburra."

" For the Suburra ! What can take you into the

slums of Rome?"
" I am going to see the wife of Paris, the tragic

actor."

"Oh ! the wife of the actor, Paris," with a sneer.

" I said so—the wife of Paris the actor," she with-

drew her veil and looked him straight in the eyes.

He winced.
" And pray—is she a visiting acquaintance of the

family ?
"

" She is our freedwoman. Paris was freed by my
father, likewise. Are you content ? I may add that

she has met with an accident, and is crippled and

confined to her bed."

" Oh !

" with a vulgar laugh. " And you are

infected with the Christian malady, and go among
the sick and starving."

" I know naught of this Christian malady. What
is it?"

" We have had the contagion touch us. There

are my cousin Clemens and his wife Domitilla, both

taken badly with it. He is a poor, mean-spirited

fool. He has been offered excellent situations, with

money to be made in them in bushels, but he refuses
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—will not swear by the genius of my father, will not

offer sacrifice to the gods. Such thin gruel minds I

cannot away with. Were I Augustus, such as would
not serve the State should be sent to kick their heels

in a desert island. These Christians are the enemies
of the human race."

" What, because they visit the sick and relieve the

poor?"
" The sick are smitten by the gods, and should be

left to die. The poor are encumbrances, and should

be left to rot away. But a man of rank and of

family "

—

" Flavins Clemens ! of what family ?
"

Domitian bit his lip. The Flavians were of no
ancestry ; money-lenders, tax-collectors, jobbers in

various ways, with no connections save through the

mother of Vespasian, and that middle-class only.
" I say that a man who will not serve his country

should be pitched out of it."

" About that I have no opinion."

" Clemens was cast to the lions by Nero, but some
witchcraft charmed them, and they would not touch
him."

Domitia said nothing to this. She was desirous

of being rid of her self-imposed escort.

"You must wish me success," said the young
Prince. " I am off to Germany. There has been
revolt there, and I go to subdue it."

" By all means carry with you a pair of shears."
" What mean you ?

"

" To obtain a crop of golden hair from the German
women wherewith to grace your triumph."

Domitian knitted his brows.
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" You have a sharp tongue."

" I need one. It is a woman's sole defence."

" Come, if a cousin, as your mother asserts—though

by the gods ! I know not where the kinship comes

in—wish me well. Such words as yours are of

ill-omen."

" I wish confusion and destruction to the worst

enemies of Rome," answered Domitia.
" That suffices. I will offer the spoils to you."

" Thank you, I do not yet wear wigs."

He turned away with an expression of irritation.

" You are either silent, or stick pins into me," he

muttered.

Domitia continued her course, but as she entered

the "island" in which was the home of Paris, she

observed the young Caesar still in the street, at a

corner, watching her.

Much annoyed, and with her temper ruffled by this

meeting, she ascended the steps to the first storey,

and at once turned towards the apartments of Paris

and Glyceria, but had to thread her way among poor

people, women weaving and spinning, and children

romping and running races.

She was welcomed with pleasure, Glyceria would

have raised herself had she been able ; as it was,

she could show her respect only by a salutation

with the hand, and her pleasure by a smile and a

word.

The chamber was fragrant with violets.

Domitia looked round and saw a small marble

table on which stood a statuette of a shepherd with

pan-pipes, and a lamb across his shoulders. Violets

in a basin stood before the figure.
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"Ah! Hermes," said Domitia, and plucking a

little bunch of the purple flowers from her bosom

she laid it in the bowl with the rest.

" Nay, dear lady, not Hermes," said Glyceria,

" though indeed it was sculptured to represent him

—

but to me that figure has another meaning. And I

hold your offering of the violets as made to Him
who to me is the Good Shepherd."^

" Whom mean you ? Atys ?
"

" Not Atys."

Domitia was not particularly interested in the

matter. She presumed that some foreign cult was

followed by Glyceria, and foreign cults at this time

swarmed in Rome.
" Do you believe me, Glyceria," said Domitia, " as

I came hither the Caesar Domitian accompanied

me, and said that I must be a Christian to care for

the sick and suffering. What are these Christians?"

" 1 am one," answered the paralysed woman.
" What ! And Paris ?

"

" Nay, he hovers between two opinions. His

business holds him, and he will not give that up, he

thinks that were he to do so he and I might starve.

But with the mind I think he is one."

" And what are these Christians ?
"

" Those who believe in Christ."

"And He?—is that His image?" pointing to the

Good Shepherd.

"Oh, lady! it is only so much His image as the

words Good Shepherd written in characters are such,

1 The statuette of the Good Shepherd, of beautiful art, second century,

in the Lateran Museum. It is an error to suppose in early Christians

a complete emancipation from old usages and modes of thought.
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they call up a notion and so does that figure. But

in our worship we have no images, no sacrifices."

"What is Christianity?"

" That is long to answer, but I may say in two

words what it is to me."
" Say on."

" The daylight of the soul."

" How mean you ?
"

" 1 was once in darkness. I knew not why I was

set in the world, whither I was going, what I ought

to worship, what were my duties, where was right

and what was wrong. I had no light, no road, no

law. Now I have all."

" So every votary of every new religion says.

Where is your guarantee that you are not in

delusion ?
"

"Madam, when the sun rises and there is day, you

do not suppose the light, the splendour, the con-

fidence inspired by it are delusion. You know that

you see, and see that you may walk, and act with

purpose and direction. The soul has eyes as well as

the body. These eyes behold the light and cannot

doubt it, by internal conscience that distinguishes

between the truth and falsehood. By that internal

conscience I am assured that the light is as real as

that seen by eyes of flesh."

" I cannot understand you," said Domitia. " Now
for other matters— I have made Eboracus bring you

some dainties for yourself and presents for the

children who are so kind to you. Where is your

husband ?
"

" He is rehearsing. Better times have arrived, and

he is now occupied."
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" And you see less of him."

"Yes—but we must live. When away from me, I

know that in heart he is with me."
" You are sure of that ?

"

" Yes."

" What, by the conscience that establishes between

truth and falsehood ?
"

" Nay—by trust. We must trust someone and

something. We trust God, we trust His Revelation

we trust in the goodness there is in mankind."
" There is evil rather than good."
" There is good, but that is oft astray because of

the darkness, and does not know its course."

Domitia did not remain long in the insula. She
bade farewell to the wife of the actor, and promised

to revisit her. The presence of Glyceria refreshed,

soothed, sweetened the mind of the girl, that was

heated, ruffled and soured by contact with so much
there was in pagan life that jarred against her

noble instincts, by the uncongeniality of her mother,

and by the disgust she felt at association with

Domitian.

When she arrived at the palace she heard that her

mother had been inquiring after her, and she at once

went to her apartments.

Duilia asked where she had been, but did not

listen for an answer, or pay attention to what was

said when the reply came.

"What is this I hear?" said Duilia in a tone of

irritation ;
" Lucilla tells me you have been chatting

with Domitian, and in the street too"

—

" I had no wish to speak with him. He came

after me,"
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" Oh ! he went after you, did he ? And pray what
had he to say ?

"

" He is going to Germany to conclude a campaign
already fought out, and come back and triumph for

another man's victories."

" You did not say so to him ?
"

" Not in so many words."

" My dear, it is true. He is going, and, whether
he be successful or not, will return wearing the title

Germanicus. I shall have a little supper."
" For whom ?

"

" For whom, do you ask ? For him to be sure, to

wish him good success on the expedition."
" You will allow me not to be present."

"As you will, perverse girl. My dear," in a con-

fidential tone, " if kittens can't catch rats, cats can."



CHAPTER XXI

THE VIRGIN'S WREATH

" 1\ yr Y dear," said Longa Duilia to her daughter,

1VJ. " with wit such as you have, that might

be drawn through a needle's eye, it is positively

necessary to have you married as quickly as possible.

I can no longer bear the responsibility of one so

full of waywardness and humours as yourself."

" That, mother, is as Lamia chooses. You know

that I can marry only him."

" And I do not ask you to take another. I will get

it settled forthwith. I'll see his father by adoption

and have the settlements looked to. You are a good

match. I presume you are aware of that, and this

explains certain poutings and bad temper. Well

—

reserve them for Lamia, and don't vex me. I wash

my hands of you when that you are married. A
camel carries his own hump, but a man his wife's

humours."

Domitia was sufficiently acquainted with her

mother's elasticity of spirit and fertility of invention

to be satisfied that she had a motive for pressing

on her marriage, and what that motive was, seemed

obvious. But it was one that distressed her greatly.

" My dearest mother," she said timidly, " I hope

—

179
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I mean, since you are so good as not to urge me

further to break my engagement with Lamia, that

you have not set your mind— I mean your heart"

—

" My excellent child," answered Longa Duilia, cut-

ting her daughter short, " make no scruple of blurting

out what is on your tongue. You allude to Domitian.

Well, if you had common sense you would know

that to get on in life one must fit one's heart with the

legs of a grasshopper, so as to be able to skip from

an inconvenient into any suitable position. When a

dish of ortolans is set on table, none but a fool will

dismiss it untasted to be devoured by the servants in

the kitchen."

" But, mother, he is quite young."
" By the favour of the gods, Domitia, youths always

fall in love with women somewhat older than them-

selves. The gods ordered it for their good. If they,

I mean the young men—would only follow their—

I

mean the gods'—direction, there would be fewer

unhappy marriages. For my part, I can't see any-

thing attractive in half-baked girls."

But the thoughts of her own future and approach-

ing happiness took up the whole of Domitia's brain,

and left no space for consideration of her mother's

schemes, and their chances of success.

The young Prince was away. It was, as had been

feared, too late for him to reap laurels in Germany,

the revolt had been quelled by Cerealis, but as there

was a ferment working in Gaul it was deemed advis-

able that Domitian should go thither and quiet the

dissatisfied instead of crossing the Alps. He had

accordingly changed his route, and had appeared in

Lyons.
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The marriage between Domitia and Lamia could

not take place so speedily as Duilia desired. She was

wishful to have it over before the return to Rome of

Domitian, so that she might be left a freer hand, and

her daughter put out of the way, who she thought

exercised a peculiar fascination over the youngPrince;

but she was unable to decide in her own mind

whether what drew his eyes towards Domitia was

dislike or love
;

possibly it was a commingling of

resentment at her treatment of him, and admiration

for her loveliness.

But hindrances arose. Lamia was absent on his

estates in Sicily, where there had been disturbances

among the slaves, and till matters were settled there

he could not return.

Then came the month of May, in which no

marriages might be performed owing to the hauntings

of the Lemures or ghosts of bad men, and such as had

not received burial. These, seen in the forms of

walking skeletons or bugbears, rioted in that sweetest

month of the whole year. Then they obtained

opportunities among the incautious to slip into their

bodies and possess them with madness, or to take up

their abodes in dwelling-houses and disturb the living

occupants by phantom appearances and mysterious

sounds.

Or three days in the month of May, special means

were adopted to propitiate or scare away these

spectres. On the 9th, nth, and 13th, at midnight the

master of a house—or in the event of his death or

absence, his widow or wife—walked barefoot before

the door to a flowing fountain, where the hands were

thrice washed, and then the propitiator of the ghosts
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returned home, and threw black beans over the

shoulder, saying—"These I give to you, and with

these beans I ransom myself and mine."

It was supposed that the ghosts scrambled for the

beans, and so enabled the owner of the house to reach

the door before them. There stood the servants

beating brazen vessels, pots and pans, shouting—" Out

with you ! Out with you, ye ghosts !

"

At the beginning of June was the cleansing of the

temple of Vesta, and till that was completed, on the

15th, marriages were forbidden.

Consequently the wedding could not take place

much before midsummer, and to this Longa Duilia

had to submit.

Domitia was content and happy. She had not

been so happy since her father's death. Indeed, till

now she had not been able to shake off the pain

she had felt at his loss. For to her that father was

the model of noble manhood, high-minded, full of

integrity, strong yet gentle. She had often marvelled

at the manner in which he had dealt with her mother,

whom she indeed loved, but who somewhat rasped

her. With his wife he had ever been firm yet for-

bearing. He allowed her to form her little schemes,

but always managed to thwart them when foolish or

mischievous, without her perceiving who had put a

spoke in the wheel.

Lucius yElius Lamia she looked upon as formed in

her father's school, upon his model. He was modest,

honourable, a good man, to whom she could give

her whole heart with full assurance that he would

treasure the gift, an^ that she could trust him to be

as true to her as she would be true to him.
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Since her father's death, Domitia had felt more than

previously the incompatibility of her mind with that

of her mother. They had no thoughts, no wishes, no

feelings in common. Domitia was a dreamer, specu-

lative, ever with eager mind seeking the things beyond

what was known ; whereas Duilia had not a thought, a

care, that were not material. The lady Duilia valued

not a rush philosophy or the theory of emanations.

It was to her a matter of complete indifference

whether the established paganism was true or false.

For she had no apprehension of the importance of

truth. And she had no wish that could not be

gratified by money or the acquisition of position.

Now also the haunting horror of those waking

dreams that she had seen in the temple of Isis passed

from the heart of the young girl, like the vapours

that roll away and disclose the blue heavens and the

glorious sun. She had been drifting purposeless, now

she saw that she was about to enter on a condition

of life in which she would have an object, and would

find complete happiness in the pursuit of that object

—in the fulfilment of her duties as housewife to

a loved husband, in whom she would find strength,

sympathy, and affection.

And now also, for the first time since the death of

Corbulo, she sang as she went about the house or

worked at her bridal dress.

Lamia, on his return from Sicily, was surprised to

note the change in her appearance. She had been as

a beautiful flower bowed by rain and pinched with cold,

and now, as in renewed sunshine, she bloomed with

expanded petals. Light danced in her blue eyes, and

a delicate rose suffused her smooth cheeks. She had
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stepped back into the childhood out of which she had

passed on that terrible day at Cenchra^a.

And as he looked at her, her eyes sparkling with

love and tears of joy, he thought he had never seen

one sweeter and to whom he could so wholly devote

himself as to his dear Domitia.

Then arrived the eve of the marriage.

The young girl was in the garden, stooping, pick-

ing the flowers of which her virginal crown was to be

woven, and singing as she plucked.

Presently she came with her lap full of herbs and

blossoms to her mother, who said

—

"That is right. None may gather the flowers

but the bride. By the way, have you heard that

Domitian is back from Gaul ? I was rejoiced at

the news, and have despatched an invitation to him

to attend the wedding."
" Oh, mother, it is a bad omen !

"

At the mention of the name the vision of the red

face seen at Gabii between her own and that of

Lamia started up before her, and she let drop the

lap of flowers, and they fell at her feet.

" By the gods ! what a silly thing thou art. Quick,

gather up the herbs and then go fetch thy dolls and

toys of childhood, they must all this evening be

offered on the altar of the household gods."

" I have them not, mother."

" Not your dolls 1

"

" Not one."

"But what have you done with them? I know,

they were all brought from Antioch."

" Mother, they have been given away."

" Given away ! To whom ?
"
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" To Glyceria, the sister of Euphrosyne."
" But what can have induced you to do this?"

" She is paralysed, and served by little children in

the storey of the i7isula\N\\^x^ she lives. I considered

that it would amuse her to dress the dolls afresh,

and perhaps mend broken limbs, and after that she

will distribute them among the little willing children

that help her in her infirmity,"

"As the gods love me!" exclaimed Dullia, "who-

ever heard before of such madness ? Hellebore would

not cure it. Verily the more you labour at a hole

the greater the hollow. You are a fool, and your

folly grows daily greater. You must present your

toys of childhood to the Lares, they expect it—it is

the custom, it is right."

" But I have none left."

" Mother Ops ! what is to be done ? Run, Eboracus

—run and buy me half a dozen dolls—dressed, if

possible. Domitia, you are determined to bring ill-

luck on yourself. There is nothing else to be done

but for you to spend an hour in playing with the

dolls, and then you can present them at the altar,

and the gods will be none the wiser. Between me
and you and the pillars of the peristyle, they are

bigger fools than us m.ortals, and easier gulled."

Domitia stooped to collect the fallen flowers.

" What is that ? " asked her mother. " Oh ! right

enough, natrix} that drives away ghosts and night-

mare. And that, of course, is in the virginal wreath,

myosotis [forget-me-not], it dries tears. An Egyptian

slave I had,—he fell ill, so I exposed him on the

^ Probably Dictammis Fraxinella. For properties of these plants,

see Pliny, Hist. Nat.^ lib. xxv. xxvi. xxvii.
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isle between the two bridges,—he told me that if

one ate the root in the month of Thoth, that is

August, one escaped sore eyes for a twelvemonth.

That is right also, the scarlet anemone, it betokens

the flame of love,—and that evergreen its continuance.

The centaury—that is the herb of union, it will

close a wound so as not to show even a scar—and

in marriage no better symbol than that. What have

you here ? The lysimachia, that gives harmony and

agreement of mind. They say that a plant of it

fastened to the pole of a chariot will make the

wildest and most impatient horses pull together.

And the herb of the twelve gods ! quite right, always

remember the gods, they come in useful. The

vervain, of course,—it will give you all you will.

But, ye gods of Olympus, what have you done to

pluck cypress ! My dear Domitia, are you mad ?

Thyme, mint, if you will—but cypress ! the tree of

the infernal gods ; and, as the gods love me, let me

look at your hands ! They are red ! what have you

plucked—plucked till your hands are dyed — the

androscemum ! Oh, Domitia ! ill-fated child— look,

look at your hands, the juice has stained them, they

are dipped in blood."
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QUONIAM TU CAIUS, EGO CAIA !

AT the earliest rays of dawn the auguries were

taken, not as of old by the flight of birds, but

by inspection of the liver and heart of a sheep that

was slaughtered for the purpose by the Haruspices,

and this done they came to the palace of Duilia,

bearing the skin of the sheep, to announce that the

portents were favourable, in fact, were of extra-

ordinarily good promise.

"That is as I hoped," said Longa Duilia, "and

that will counteract and bring to naught the disastrous

tokens of the wreath. Why, by Venus's girdle, the

girl has not been able to get her hands white yet

!

The stain of that nefast herb is on them still. But

—

Ah ! here she comes in her flame-coloured veil. By
the body of Bacchus ! after all it means no ill, for do

not her hands agree in hue with her head-gear?"

^

Domitia had laid aside her maidenly dress, the

tunica prcBtextata, woven with horizontal stripes, for

the dress of a married woman, the tJinica recta, with

vertical stripes. About her waist was a woollen

girdle, fastened in a peculiar manner with the so-

^ Our word 7iuptzal comes from the veil wherewith the bride's head

was covered.

13
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called knot of Hercules, that was regarded as a

charm against the evil eye, and was also employed

in binding up wounds and fractured bones. The

girl's dress, as well as a net of red silk threads in

which her hair had been tied on the previous day,

had been offered on the altar of the ancestral deities

worshipped in the house.

Her hair had been divided that morning, not by

a comb, but by the head of a lance, into six tresses

that were plaited with coloured ribbons. And about

her head, beneath the veil, was the virgin's wreath

woven out of the flowers she had herself picked
;

but the ill-omened cypress and the blood distilling

androscemum had been omitted.

And now with pipes and cymbals came the bride-

groom attended by all his friends, to fetch the bride

home. The house door was decorated with laurels,

and incense smoked on the domestic altars in the

vestibule and in the atrium. The boxes that con-

tained the ancestral wax masks were open, and each

face was wreathed about with flowers. Green lines

connecting the boxes united all to one trunk, forming

a family tree. The household gods were not ignored,

lamps burned before them, flowers adorned their

heads, and cakes and wine were placed on shelves

below them.

Slaves ran to and fro, and ran against each other.

Ten witnesses, kinsmen of the bride and bridegroom,

assembled to take cognisance of the marriage con-

tract. Two seats were introduced into the hall, and

the legs bound together, and over both was spread

the skin of the sheep slaughtered that morning for

the auspices.
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Then bride and bridegroom were seated on these

stools, the marriage contract was read aloud, and

they received the salutations of their friends. The
pvomiba, a married female relative, united their hands,

and that accomplished, the bridegroom rose, and,

attended by the friends and kinsfolk of both parties,

departed for the temple of Jupiter, where the flamen

Dialis offered sacrifice to the gods of marriage, to

Jupiter, Juno, Tellus, and the old Latin half-forgotten

deities of Picumnus and Pilumnus.

Whilst the sacred sacrifice was being performed,

in the house of the bride all was being made ready

for the wedding meal after midday.

The bride was now esteemed to have passed out

of the family of her father into that of her husband,

his gods would be her gods, his house her house, his

name hers. In signification of this the formula was
used by her, " Since thou art Caius, I am Caia." At
a remote period it would have been, " Since thou art

Lucius, I am Lucia," and she would have lost her

name of Domitia. But this was no longer customary,

only the liturgical form of surrender was employed.

It was past noon when the procession returned,

swelled by more friends and by all well-wishers, and
as it entered the house, with a shiver Domitia

observed the glowing face and water-blue eyes of

the young Prince, attended by his lictors. She
caught his glance, but he dropped his eyes the

moment they encountered hers, and she saw his

cheeks pucker as though with laughter. But she

had no time to give thought to him, she was
required to acknowledge the felicitations of the

visitors, and to entreat them to partake of the
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hospitality of the hour, and to offer a pinch of

incense and a libation to her happiness.

The supper was lengthy—many came and partook

in relays, so that the entire afternoon was consumed

by it. To the relief of Domitia the Prince Domitian

had withdrawn. As each left the table he saluted

the bride with the exclamation, Feliciter !

For this long and tedious ceremonial feast she was

allowed to rest on a couch next to her husband, at

the table, in the place of honour.

The meal lasted till evening, and then there ensued

a movement.

The household goods of the bride, her spindle and

distaff, her chest containing robes, were brought

forth and the latter placed on biers to be conveyed

to the new house.

Then Domitia rose, with tears in her eyes, and

went to the several chambers she had occupied to

say farewell to them, to the kitchen to salute the

hearth, to the shelf that served as chapel to bid

farewell to the ancestral gods, to the wax forefathers

in the hall, then to kiss her mother, finally to turn,

kneel and embrace the doorposts of the paternal

dwelling, and kiss the threshold from which she

parted.

Without, the procession waited. She was gently

disengaged from her mother's arms, and to the cries

of Talase ! amidst a shower of walnuts thrown

among the boys by the bridegroom, the procession

started.

Domitia was attended by three lads, one went

before carrying a torch, the other two walked one

on each side, carrying spindle and distaff. The
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torch according to rule was of white thorn-wood,

and on arrival at the house of the bridegroom would

be scrambled for and ripped to pieces by the guests,

as every shred was esteemed to carry good luck.

Now rose a burst of song, the so-called Fescennian

lays, some old and some new, accompanied by the

flutes of musicians and the clash of castanets and

cymbals of dancing girls.

The procession descended the hill to the Forum,

crowds lining the way and shouting Feliciter !

At a corner there was a little clearing, for there

lay a pallet, and on it a sick woman, who had been

brought from her dwelling to see the sight. She

extended and waved her hand, holding something as

Domitia approached, and the bride through her tears

noticed her, halted, went towards her, and said

—

" Glyceria ! you here to wish me happiness !

"

" And to give thee, dear lady, a little present."

She extended to her a small amulet, that Domitia

accepted gratefully, and stooping kissed the paralysed

woman on the brow.

An unheard of thing ! unparalleled ! A thing she

would not have done had she been in full control

over herself—a thing she would not have done had

not her heart brimmed with love for all at that

moment. She, a noble lady, belonging to one of the

greatest houses in Rome, kissed a poor actor's wife,

an enfranchised slave—and that before all eyes !

About Glyceria was a dense throng of men and

women and children, the occupants of the " island
"

in which she lived. It was they, who, pitying her

sufferings, desirous that she should see the pro-

cession, had opened a space before her and held it
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open, that none might impede a full view of the

marriage train.

And this throng of rude artisans, shoemakers,

cordwainers, leather sellers, hawkers and their wives

and children saw this act of Domitia. For a moment

they were silent, and then they broke into a roar of

" Feliciter ! feliciter ! the gods be with thee, dear

lady! The gods protect thee! The gods shower

blessings on thee !

"

But Domitia might not tarry; confused, half

ashamed of what she had done, half carried off her

feet by the thrill of joy that went from the crowd to

her, she advanced.

The train descended by the lake of Nero, now

occupied by the Colosseum, then ascended the

Coelian hill to the house of Lamia.

On reaching his door the procession spread out,

and gave space for the bride to advance.

Modestly, trembling with love, timidity, hope in

her heart, she anointed the doorposts with oil and

then passed woollen strings round them.

This accomplished, two young men started forward,

caught her up, made a seat for her of their hands,

and bore her over the threshold, which she might not

touch with her feet lest by accident or nervousness

she should stumble, and so her entry into the new

house be ill-omened. On being admitted into the

habitation of her husband, it was her duty to go to

the hearth and make up the fire, then to the fountain

and draw water ; next to worship the household

gods.

The house was pretty. It had been fresh painted,

and was bright with colour and sweet with flowers,
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for every pillar was wreathed and each door garlanded

Numerous lamps illumined the chambers, and in the

atrium were reflected in the water- tank. The air

was vibrating with music, as choirs sang Fescennian

songs, and timbrels tinkled and pipes twittered.

Domitia was received by the wife of L. iElius

Lamia, who had adopted the young man that was

Domitia's husband. He was a quiet man, who had

no ambition, had taken no offices, and had passed his

time in taming birds. He was the son of a better

known man who had been a friend of Horace.

The old woman, gentle in manner, took Domitia

by the hand and led her into the tablinum, where was

old Lamia, a cripple through gout, and he kissed the

girl, patted her hands, and spoke an affectionate

welcome.

"Claudia and I," said he, "were childless, and so

we adopted Lucius. He has been a good son to us,

and this is a happy day to all three, to him who has

secured the sweetest flower of Rome, and to Claudia

and me who obtain so good a daughter. But ah

!

we are old and have our humours, I with my gout

am liable to be peevish. You must bear with our

infirmities. You will have a worthy husband, one

cut out of the old rock of which were the ancient

Romans, and not of the Tiberine mud of which the

present generation are moulded."

"Come now," said the old woman, "the guests are

about to depart, bid them farewell."

Then she led the young girl back into the atrium.

There stood the Chaldean, dark, stern, ominous.

Domitia, in exuberant joy, smiled at him, and said

—

" Elymas, you see my happiness. Isis has for
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once been in error—we, my Lamia and I, are united,

and there have been no hands thrust forth to

part us."

''My lady," said the astrologer, "the day is not

yet over."

" And the auguries were all propitious."

"The promise of the augurs is ever prone with

what is desired," he replied.

She had no time for more words, as her hand was

caught by Lamia, who drew her aside into the

lararium or chapel.

" My dearest," he said, " this is a day of trial to

thee ; but we shall be left undisturbed shortly. The

guests depart and the riot will cease."

She looked at him with eyes that brimmed with

tears, and a sob relieved her heart as she cast herself

on his breast and said

—

" Ouoniam tu Caius, ego Caia ! " (Since you are

Caius, I am Caia).



CHAPTER XXIII

THE END OF THE DAY

A RUMOUR, none knew from whom it arose,

spread rapidly in whispers, sending a quiver

of alarm, distress, pity, through the entire wedding

party, reaching last of all him most concerned.

None dared breathe in his ear what all feared ;
but

none would separate till it was surely ascertained

whether what was surmised was a fact or not.

The slaves knew it, and looked wistfully at Lamia.

He was engaged in making trifling presents to the

many guests and well-wishers, moving from one to

another, attended by slaves with trays piled up

with gifts.

Eboracus burst on him through the throng, for-

getting, in his agitation and fear, the diffidence that

belonged to his position

—

" Sir ! where is the mistress ?
"

Lamia, without looking at him or desisting from

what he was about, answered

—

" Within, being freed from her veil and bridal

ornaments."
" Sir ! Lucius ! she has been stolen from you ! She

has been carried away."

Lamia stood as one petrified.
195
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" How dare you utter such a jest
!

"

" It is no jest—she has been conveyed hence. She

is not in your house."

Without another word Lamia flew into the portion

of the house to which Domitia had retired.

There all was in confusion. The female slaves

were either struck down with terror or crying out

that they were not to blame.

"Where is she?" asked Lamia, hardly realising

that there was actual loss, thinking this was some

frolic of his young companions, who on such

occasions allowed themselves great licence.

To add to the confusion, a tame magpie with

clipped wing, belonging to the gouty old Lamia, got

in the way of everyone, and screamed when run

over ; and the elder man roared out reproach and

brandished his crutch when the life of his pet was

endangered.

Claudia, like a pious woman, had rushed to the

lararhun to supplicate the assistance of the gods,

especially of Lamius, son of Hercules and Omphale,

the reputed half divine ancestor of the family.

Domitia had disappeared. How ? none could say.

She had been spirited away, one said in this manner,

another said in that. One held it as his opinion that

she had been carried off by some disbanded Vitellian

soldiers who were said to lurk about the suburbs

of Rome and commit depredations. Some thought

that in maiden shyness she had fled home ;
some

whispered that the gods had translated her; others

that a former lover had suborned the servants to

admit him, and that he had conveyed her from her

husband's house to his own.
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But in what direction had she been taken ? There

again opinions differed, and tongues gave conflicting

accounts. One had seen a litter hurried down the

Clivus Scauri. One declared that he had seen a girl

running in the direction of Nero's lake, and suggested

that this was Domitia who had gone thither to

destroy herself. One had noticed suspicious-looking

men wrapped in military cloaks lounging about, and

these had disappeared—he had even seen the backs

of some near the Porta Metrovia. Then one cried

out

—

" What else can be expected when such an ill-

omened bird as a magpie is kept in the house."

Not until all guests, visitors, had been excluded

from the house, could anything be learned with

certainty, and that was little. During the afternoon,

shortly before the arrival of the procession, several

male and female slaves had entered under the

direction of a Chaldean soothsayer, who announced

that he had been sent along with them to the house

of the bridegroom by the bride's mother, the lady

Duilia, and that they formed a portion of Domitia's

attendance, who had been associated with her in her

former home, and would be about her person in her

new quarters. No suspicion had been roused, and

as the Magian spoke with authority, and gave

directions which it was presumed he was commis-

sioned to do, and as old Lamia was crippled with

gout, and moreover indisposed to attend to such

matters, and the old lady was simple to childishness,

these strangers were suffered to do much what they

pleased ; and on the bride retiring to be divested

of the flame-coloured veil, her wreath and other
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ornaments, had been allowed to take possession of

her.

What happened further they did not know. In

the excitement of the arrival of visitors nothing had

been observed, till some of the household servants

remarked that the servants of the family of Duilia

had left,—that there had been a bustle in the garden

court, and that a litter had departed, borne by men
who ran under their load. But even then no notion

was entertained that the bride had been carried off.

For some time no suspicion of mischief arose. When
the slaves became aware that their new mistress was

no longer visible, there was first some surprise enter-

tained that she was not seen, then a suspicion that

she might be unwell or over-tired—but the first word

that suggested that she had been conveyed away
came from without the house, from a guest who
inquired casually what lady had left the house in a

litter borne by trotting porters. Lamia, in violent

agitation, at once hurried to the house whence

Domitia had come to ask for an explanation. There

he learned nothing satisfactory. No servants had

been sent beforehand. Domitia had taken with

her two female slaves, but they had attended her in

the procession. The sorcerer, it was true, had dis-

appeared and had not come back.

Lamia was obliged to return home, without his

anxiety being in any way removed.

On reaching his palace on the Ccelian, he learned

something further. In the room in which Domitia

had been divested of her bridal ornaments, which

lay scattered in disorder, was a crystal cup that con-

tained the dregs of wine, and this wine was drugged
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with a powerful narcotic. Of this the slave who
acted as house-surgeon and physician was certain.

He had tasted it, and detected the presence of an

opiate. Nothing further could be learned, neither

whence came the strange slaves nor whither they

had gone.

In the meantime a party surrounding a closed

litter had passed through the Porta Capena, and was

hurrying along the Appian Way.
Directly the city was left, a tall man who directed

the convoy called a halt ; then approaching the litter,

he drew back the curtains, and said

—

" Asleep ! Two of you take her up, lift her, set

her on her feet and rouse her."

He was obeyed ; and a helpless body was removed,

sustained between two stout slaves, and made to

stand on the causeway.
" Shake her," said the director, who was none other

than the Chaldean. "If she sleep on she will never

wake. Roused and made to walk she must be.

We need fear no pursuit. I have left those behind

who will spread a false rumour, and send such as

think she has been carried away along the wrong

road. Make her walk."

The helpless girl—it was Domitia—staggered with

drowsiness and stumbled.
" Let me sleep," she murmured.
" It must not be, lady. To let you sleep is to

consign you to death. You must be constrained to

walk."

" Let me sleep !
" she fretfully said.

" If you sleep you die."

" I want to die—only to sleep. I am dead weary."
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" Make her move along," said the sorcerer in a

low tone, and the slaves who held her up drew her

forward. She scarce moved her feet.

" Oh, you are cruel ! I want to sleep. An hour !

half an hour ! For one moment longer
!

" she

pleaded.

Still the bearers drew her forward, they did not

lift her so that she need not move her feet. She was

constrained to step along.

" I pray you ! I will give you gold. You shall

have all my jewels. Lay me down. Let go your

hold, and I will lie where I am, and sleep."

" Draw her farther— Hark ! here come horses.

Aside, behind that tomb !

"

The party stole from off the road, and secreted

itself behind one of the mausoleums that line the

sides of the Appian Way.
" Shake her, lest she doze off in your arms," said

Elymas, and the slaves obeyed.

Then Domitia began to sob. " Have pity ! only

for a little while, I am so tired. The day has been

long and wearying."
" They are passed — mere travellers," said the

sorcerer. " Into the road again. Force her to

walk."

Then she called, " Lamia—my Lucius ! come to

me, drive these men away. They will not let me
sleep," and she struggled to free herself, and unable

to do so by a spasmodic effort, began to sob, and

sobbed herself into a half doze.

" She is sleeping. Run with her," called the

Magus.

In vain did she weep, entreat, threaten, naught
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availed, she was forced to advance, now to take a

few steps, to rest on her feet, to walk in actuality.

The very anger she felt at not being allowed to cast

herself down, fold her hands under her head, and
drop off into unconsciousness, tended to rouse her.

After about half an hour her entreaties to be

allowed to rest became less frequent, and alternated

with inquiries as to where she was, whither she was
going, why she was forced to walk, and that at night.

Then she ceased altogether to complain of drowsiness,

and finding she met with no response to her inquiries

as to her destination, she became silent ; she was now
conscious, but her brain was clouded, perplexed.

She could remember nothing that would account for

her present position. Whether she were in a dream,

labouring under nightmare, she could not tell, and
purposely she struck her foot against one of the

paving blocks of lava, and by the pain assured her-

self that she was actually awake.

But where was she ?

She looked up. The sky was besprent with

spangles, a sky limpid, tender, vapourless and vast,

out of which the stars throbbed with iridescent light

in all the changeful flicker of topaz, emerald and
ruby. And the air was full of flying stars in tens of

thousands, they settled on rushes by the roadside in

chains of fire, they flashed across the eyes, they

settled down on the dress ; and out of the cool grass

shone the steady lustre of innumerable glow-worms.

The Milky Way, like an illumined veil, crossed

the vault, vaporous, transparent, with stars shining

through it.

From the black monuments on each side hooted
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the owls, bats swept by, diving out of night to brush

by the passers along the road and plunge back into

night, like old forgotten fancies of the dreaming

mind, that recur and vanish again in waking

hours. Out of the grass the crickets shrilled, and

frogs called with flute-like tones at intervals, whilst

others maintained an incessant chatter.

Where was she ? What were these great fantastic

edifices on each side of the road ? They were no

houses, for out of none glimmered a light. No
occupants stood in the doors, or sang and piped on

the threshold. These were no taverns, for no host

invited to rest within and praised his fare. The
road was forsaken, still as death, and these mansions

were the dwellings of the dead. She knew this now
—that she was on one of the roads that led from the

gates of Rome, lined with tombs. How she had got

there she knew not. Least of all did she know for

what reason she was being dragged along it. She

had thus trudged for a considerable time ; she had

ceased to speak. She was occupied with her

thoughts. Weary she was, but in too great anguish

of mind to be aware how great was her weariness,

till, tripping on a stone, she fell.

Then a voice said

—

" She is full awake now. There is naught to fear.

Let her again mount the litter."

" Elymas !
" exclaimed the girl ;

" I know you, I

know your voice. What means this ? Whither am
I being taken ?

"

" Madam," said the sorcerer in reply, after a pause,

" your own eyes shall answer the question better

than my lips, to-morrow."



CHAPTER XXIV

ALBANUM

SLEEP-DRUNK, with clouded brain, eyes that

saw as in a dream, feet that moved involun-

tarily, Domitia descended from the litter and tottered

in at a doorway when informed that she had reached

her destination.

Where that was she did not care, whose house this

was mattered nothing to her in her then condition of

weariness.

Female slaves bearing lights received her and

directed her steps to a chamber, where they would

have divested her of her garments and put her to

bed had she not refused their assistance, thrown

herself on the couch, and in a moment fallen fast

asleep.

The slaves looked at each other, whispered, and

resolved not to torment by rousing her ; they accord-

ingly drew the heavy curtains of the doorway and

left her to her slumbers.

But weary though Domitia was, her sleep was not

dreamless, the song of a thousand nightingales that

made the night musical reached her ears and pene-

trated the doorways of her troubled brain and wove

fantasies ; the ever-present sense of fear, not dissi-

14
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pated by slumber, weighed on her and gave sombre

colour to her dreams ; the motion of the palanquin

had communicated itself, in her fancy, to the bed, and

that tossed and swayed under her. Her weary feet

seemed stung and burnt as though they had been

held too close to the fire. Now she saw Lamia's

face, and then it was withdrawn ; now her mother

seemed to be calling to her from an ever increasing

distance.

Yet troubled though her sleep was, it afforded her

brain some rest, and she woke in the morning at a

later hour than usual—when by the strip of warm

light below the curtains she was made aware that

the sun had risen.

She started from sleep, passed her hand across her

face, pressed her brows, stepped to the doorway,

pushed the curtains aside and looked out into a little

atrium, in which plashed a fountain, and where stood

boxes of myrtles in full flower, steeping the atmo-

sphere with fragrance.

At once two female servants came to her, bowed

low, and desired permission to assist in dressing her.

With some hesitation she consented.

'Where am I ?" she asked.

" By the lake of Alba," answered a dark-faced

servant with hard lustrous eyes, and in a foreign

dialect.

" In whose house ?
"

The slaves looked at each other, and made no reply.

Again she put the question.

" Lady, we are forbidden to say," answered one of

the slaves.

" At Alba !" muttered Domitia.
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Then as the woman divested her of her tunic,

something fell from her bosom on the mosaic floor.

The maid stooped, picked it up and handed it to

Domitia, who turned it in her palm and looked at it,

at first without comprehension. Then she recollected

what this was—the amulet given her by Glyceria. It

was a red cornelian fish, pierced at one end, and a fine

gold ring inserted in the hole so that the stone might

be suspended.

Domitia was not in a condition of mind to pay
attention to the ornament, but she bade one of the

servants thread a piece of silk through the ring that

she might wear the amulet about her neck, and then

she allowed herself to be conducted to the bath.

With suspicious eyes the girl observed everything.

She was obviously in a country villa belonging to

some Roman noble, and that villa beside the Alban
Lake.

The Lamian family had no country house at this

place, of that she was aware. She had heard some
of the friends of her mother speak of the beauties of

the Alban Lake, and then her mother had lamented

that the family estate lay by the Gabian puddle.

But she could not recall that any one of them had a

villa there.

When she left the bath she walked out of the door-

way through the vestibule and stood on the terrace.

Below was the sombre lake, almost circular, with

the rolling woods of oak and beech flowing down the

slopes to the very water's edge, here and there the

green covering interrupted by precipitous crags of

tuffa. Yonder was the great ridge on which gleamed

white the temple of Jupiter Latiaris, the central
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shrine of the Latin races, the great pilgrimage place

to which the country people turned in every distress.

She had not previously seen the Alban Lake,

althoufih Gabii had been her residence for some

months, and that was seated on a low spur of the

mountains, in the crater of one of which slept this

tranquil and lovely sheet of water. But she knew

enough about it by hearsay to be sure that she was

not misinformed by the slaves as to were she now was.

She certainly was beside that lake, near which once

stretched Alba Longa, the cradle of the Roman race

—a race of shepherds driven from its first seat by

volcanic fires, to settle beside the Tiber on the

Palatine hill.

That road along which she had been conveyed

during the night was the great Appian Way. It

could have been none other ; and that led, as she was

aware, along the spurs of the Alban mountains.

She walked the terrace, her brow moist, and dark

with anxious thought.

Why had she been carried oft'?

By whom had she been swept as by a hurricane

from her husband's side ?

A sense of numbness was on her brain still, caused

by the shock. To Lucius Lamia her heart had turned

with the reverence she had borne to her father, with

the sweetness and glow of girlish love for one who
would be linked with her by a still nearer tie. She

could not realise that she was parted from Lamia
finally, irrevocably. She was in a waking dream ; a

dream of great horror, but yet a dream that would

roll away and reality would return. She would wake
from it in the arms of her dear husband, looking into
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his eyes, clinging to his heart, hearing his words

soothing her mind, allaying her terrors.

If at this time she could have conceived that to be

possible which nevertheless was to take place, she

would have run to the lake and plunged into its blue

waters.

Singularly enough no thought of the vision in the

temple of Isis recurred to her. Possibly she was in

too stunned a condition of mind
;
possibly the effects

of the narcotic still hung about her, like the vapours

that trail along the landscape after a storm of rain at

the break of the weather. No thought of hers con-

nected this outrage with Domitian. This was due

to the impression produced in her by conversation

with her mother, who, she believed, was designing to

secure Domitian for herself.

Moreover, the young Prince had never shown her

any favour. He had studiously neglected her that

he might address himself to Duilia. He had taunted

her, sneered at her, but never spoken to her words

that might be construed as a declaration of love.

She recalled how she had urged her mother to expel

him from the house when he sought refuge there

;

how she had sought to thrust him forth to certain

death, to deny him the rights of hospitality. Such

was enough to provoke resentment, not to awaken

love. Her mother, on the other hand, had bound

him to her by the tie of gratitude, for she had saved

him at that time of extreme peril.

Seeing the dark slave girl, Domitia signed to her

to approach, and asked

—

"Where are some of my family? Is not

Euphrosyne here—or Eboracus?"
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" Lady, none came with you save the servants of

our master."

" And he ?
"

" Madam, I may not say."

" There is that Magus, Elymas ; send him to me."

After some delay the sorcerer appeared, and

approached, bowed, and stood silent with hands

crossed on his breast.

" Elymas," said Domitia, " I require you to

enlighten me. What is the meaning of this ? Why
have I been carried away to Albanum ? By whose

orders has this been done ?
"

He bowed again, paused, and then, with obvious

uneasiness in his manner, replied

—

" Destiny will be fulfilled."

" What mean you ? Destiny ! some drive it before

them as a wheelbarrow, and such seem you to be.

Why am I here and not in Lamia's house in

Rome ?
"

" Did you not, lady, behold in vision that which

was to be?"

She started, lost colour, and shivered.

" What mean you ?
"

" The purple."

"The purple! I desire no purple. You speak

enigmatically. You have acted a treacherous part

in forwarding this act of violence. I have been

snatched from my dear husband's side, the gods who
gave me to him have been outraged ; I— I a member
of a noble house, a daughter of Domitius Corbulo,

have been treated as though the prey of a party of

slave hunters. What next ? Am I to be taken into

the market - place and sold by auction ? or am I
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carried off by freebooters—to be let go for a price.

Name me the captain of this robber band, and the

price at which I may be ransomed. I promise it

shall be paid. But that condign chastisement be

inflicted for this insult, that I will also guarantee. I

thank the gods, Rome is not on the confines of the

world, that these deeds can be perpetrated with

impunity. We are not at Nizibis or Edessa to be

fallen upon by Parthians, or held to ransom by

Armenians "

—

" Young lady," said the Magian, " your words are

high-sounding, but your threats are such as cannot

be executed, nor is any price asked for your redemp-

tion. When you set your foot on the Clivus Scauri,

it is a narrow way between high walls, and there is

no option, you must go on. You cannot turn aside

to right or left."

" I can turn back."

" The way is broken up behind. You must go

forward."

"Whither?"
" Look !

"

A number of male slaves came forth from the villa

they were in white.

" Do you know that livery ? " asked the sorcerer.

Then Domitia uttered a cry of despair, and threw

herself on the ground. Now she did know where

she was, in whose power she was, and how hopeless

it was for her to expect to escape.

The white was the Imperial livery.
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BY A RAZOR

TWO days passed, and Domitia remained

undisturbed. No tidings reached her from

Rome, and to her great relief the Caesar Domitian

did not appear. That a meeting with him must

take place she was aware, but in what manner he

would address her, that she could not guess ; whether

he would take occasion to exhibit ignoble revenge

for her treatment of him on the night when he sought

refuge in her house, or whether he would approach

her as a lover. This the sequel could alone disclose.

The second alternative was what she mainly dreaded.

On the third day, hearing a bustle in the hall, and

conjecturing that someone had arrived, and that the

critical moment had come, Domitia waited in her

chamber with beating heart and long-drawn sighs.

When the curtains were sharply withdrawn, to her

surprise and delight her mother entered, radiant in

her best toilette, her face, as far as could be judged

through the paint, wreathed with smiles.

" Well !

" said she, — " but first a seat. You

sly fox ! who would have thought it ? But there—

I am content. I have sent out no invitations to a

little supper—there is now no occasion for it, and one

does not care to spend without an expectation of it
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leading to results. To look at your face no one

would have supposed that depth in you,—and to play

us all such a trick, poor Lamia and me. It would

really make a widow of a week old laugh. Don't

smother me, my dear, and above all don't cry—that

is to say, if you cry do not let your tears fall on my
cheek, you know I am—well—well—it might spoil

my complexion."

"Mother," gasped the unhappy girl, "oh, how

can you speak to me in this manner? You know,

you must know, I have been carried away against my
will. Oh, mother, Lucius does not suppose that "

—

" My dear child, It does not concern me in the

least whether the kitten carried off the rat, or the

rat the kitten. Here you are in the rat's hole, and

all you have to look to Is to eat your rat and not let

the rat eat you."

" Oh, mother, mother ! take me home with you."

" Domitia, do not be a baby. Of course you can-

not return. You have bidden farewell to the house-

hold gods, and renounced the paternal threshold."

"Mother, I have embraced the gate-posts of the

Lamlse."

"But the gods of that family have been unable

or unwilling to retain you, they have resigned you

to— I cannot say, in conscience, nobler hands, for the

Flavian family—well, we know what we know—but

to more powerful hands, that will not let you go.

Besides, my dear, I have no wish to have you home

again. When a bird has flown, it has said farewell

to the nest, to its cracked eggshells and worms, and

must find another."

" Do not be cruel
!

"
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" I am not cruel,—but what has happened must be

accepted, that is the true philosophy of life, better

than all that nonsense declaimed by philosophers."

*' Mother, I will not stay here !

"

" Domitia, here you must stay till somebody comes

to take you away. Why, as the gods love me ! I ex-

pect yet to hear you proclaimed Augusta, and to have

to offer incense and to pour a libation on your altar.

Think, what an honour to have your wax head among

the ancestors as a divinity to be worshipped—but no

—

I am wTong there, you would be in the lararium, or set

up in the vestibule, a deified ancestress or member of

the family is exalted from the atrium to the temple.

I really will go out of my way and have a little supper

to honour the occasion. I see it all—we shall before

long have a college of Flavian priests, and all the

whole bundle of mouldy old usurers and tax-

collectors, and their frowsy womenkind will be

gods, with temples and a cult, and you, my dear ! It

makes my mouth water."

" But, mother, why am I carried away ?

"

''Why! Oh, you jocose little creature, zvJiy'^

Because some person I know of has taken a fancy

to your monkey ways and baby face."

" I belong to Lamia. I have been married to him."

" Oh, that is easily settled ! I thank the immortals

divorce is easily obtained in Rome ;—with money,

influence, it will be so to the end of time, my dear."

" I do not desire to be divorced— I will not be

divorced. I love Lucius, and he loves mc."

" You are a child—^just away from your dolls—and

know nothing of life."

" But, mother, there arc laws. I will throw myself

on the protection of the Senate."
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Longa Duilia laughed aloud. " Silly fool ! laws

bind the subject and the weak, not princes and the

strong. Make your mind up to accept what has

happened. It is the work of Destiny."

" It is an infamous crime."

" My child, do not use such words, what might be

crime among common folk is pleasantry among

princes. They do it. It is their right. It is of no

avail your attempting resistance. Domitian has

taken a fancy to you,—he is young, good-looking,

Caesar; all sorts of honours have been heaped on

him, and he has but to put out a rake and comb

together all the goods in the world. And,"—she

drew nearer to her daughter,—" he may be Emperor

some day. Titus has but one lumpy ugly girl—no

son."

" I care not. I hate him ! Let me go back to

Lamia !

"

" That is impossible."

" Not if I will !

"

"You cannot. You would be stayed by the

servants here."

" But you—cannot you help me ? Oh, mother, if

you have any love for me ! For the sake of my
dear, dear father !

"

" Even if I would, I could not. Why, there is not

a court in Rome, not the Senate even, can afford you

protection and release. The Flavians are up now."

" I will appeal to Vespasian, to the Emperor!"
" He is in Egypt."

The girl panted, and beat her head with her hands.

" Lamia ! he shall release me."

" He needs someone to release him."

"How so?"
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" He insulted Domitian in the Senate House—all

because of you—and is under arrest. For less matters

than what he has done lives have been lost."

" He will never—no, never ! "— She could not

finish her sentence, her heart was boiling over, and

she burst into a paroxysm of sobs. " The gods ! the

gods help me ! " she cried.

" My dear Domitia, you might as well call on the

walls to assist you. The gods ! They are just as

bad as mortals. You may cry, but they will look

between their fingers, accept your prayers and

offerings, and laugh at you as a fool. Why, as the

gods love me ! does not the family of Lucus derive

from Lamius, and was not he the child of Hercules

and Omphale? It was very naughty and shocking,

and all that sort of thing—but all the gods do it, and

are not in the least disposed to assist you. On the

contrary, they will back up the ravisher."

"Then I have no help—save in myself. I will

never be his."

"Be advised by me, you foolish child. When you

come under a cherry tree you pluck all the ripe

fruit, and what you cannot eat yourself you give to

your friends. Do you not perceive that having been

fortunate enough to catch the fancy of the young

Caesar, you can use this fancy and make large profit

out of it? He is already very freely distributing

offices to all his friends and such as most grossly

flatter him. What may not you obtain for me!

That is if I take a liking for anyone and wish to

marry him, you must positively obtain the proconsul-

ship of Syria or Egypt for him. And as to Lamia,

he can be choked off with a praetorship."

The veil was plucked aside, and Domitian entered
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Longa Duilia rose ; not so Domitia Longina.

He stood for a moment looking at the girl.

" Saucy still ? " he said.

"Wrathful at this treatment," she answered, with

her eyes on the ground and her hands clasped.

" Because I would have denied to you, a suppliant,

the hospitality of our house, must I, unsoliciting it,

be forced to accept yours ?
"

" Domitia, has your mother informed you what I

have designed for you ?
"

" I should prefer that you concerned yourself with

your prstorial duties."

Domitian bit his lip. He had been invested with

the office of praetor of the city, but in his over-

weening conceit deemed it unworthy of him to

discharge the duties of the office.

" It is my intent, Domitia, to elevate you into the

Flavian family."

" Oh, how gracious ! " sneered the girl,
—

" taken up

like Trygdeus."
" Domitia ! " exclaimed her mother ; then at once

perceiving that the allusion was lost on the uneducated

Prince, she said— '' Quite so ; on the wings of the

Bird of Jove." 1

The young man became crimson. He was con-

vinced that there was some bitter sneer in the words

of Domitia, and he was ashamed at his inability to

comprehend the allusion.

" What I intend for you," said he, moving from the

doorway to where he could observe her face,
—

" what
I intend for you is what there is not another woman
in Rome who would not give her jewels to obtain."

^ The reference was to the "Peace " of Aristophanes, Trygdeus was

carried up to the gods on the back of a dung-beetle.
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" Then I pray you, address yourself to them. Pay

your debts with their subscriptions, and leave me,

who am content to be disregarded, in the tranquillity

I so love—with my husband, ^lius Lamia."

"Lamia!" laughed Domitian. "You are to be

divorced from him. Your mother is willing."

" My mother has no more power over me. I am

out of the paternal family."

" You will yourself consent."

"Who will make me?"
" That will I. It is easy to rend apart "

—

" Any fool can break, not all can mend."

" Domitia, be advised, and do not incense me."

" I care not for myself. I have but one wish. Let

me go. Take if you will what is my property, take

that of Lamia, but let us retire together to some

little farm and be quiet there ; drive us, if you will,

out of Italy—but do not separate us."

" You talk at random. Follow me."

He led the way, stood in the entrance holding

back the curtain, and Duilia drew her daughter from

her seat.

" Come—Lamia awaits you," said Domitian.

Then the girl started to her feet.

" He is here 1 You will be generous — like a

prince
!

"

" Come with me."

She now followed with beating heart. Her cheeks

were flushed, a sparkle was in her eye, her breath

came fast through her nostrils, her teeth were set.

Without were many lictors, lining the way, filling

the court.

He led into that portion of the villa where were

the baths, and entered the warm room. There
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Domitia saw at once Lamia, stripped almost to the

skin, held by soldiers of the Prince's guard, his mouth

gagged, and a surgeon standing by with a razor.

She would have sprung to him and thrown her

arms around him had she not been restrained.

"Domitia," said the young Caesar, "you will see

how that it is in my power to divorce you, unless you

consent to it yourself and give yourself to me."

Domitia trembled in every limb. She looked with

distended eyes at Lamia, who had no power to

speak save with his eyes, and they were fixed on

her.

A large marble bath stood near, and both hot and

cold water could be turned on into it.

She knew but too well what the threat was.

Seneca had so perished under Nero,—by the cutting

of the veins he had bled to death.

Petronius, master of the revels to the same tyrant,

had suffered in the same manner, and as his blood

flowed he had mocked and hearkened to ribald

verses till the power to listen and to flaunt his

indifference were at an end.

And now the second Nero, not yet full blown, but

giving earnest of what he would be, was threatening

Lamia with the same death. It was not a gradual

and painless extinction, but a death of great suffering,

for it led to agonising cramps, knotting the muscles

and contracting the limbs. Domitia knew this,—she

had heard the dying agonies of Seneca and Petronius

described,—and she looked with quivering lips and

bloodless cheeks on him whom she loved best—on

the only one in the world she loved, threatened with

the same awful death.

She would do anything short of taking the Caesar
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Domitian as her husband in place of him to whom
she was bound by the most sacred ties,—anything

short of that to save the life of Lamia.

The struggle in her bosom was terrible ; her head

spun. She tried to speak, but could frame no words.

She sought some guidance in Lamia's eyes, but her

own swam with tears and she could not read what

he would advise.

"My child," said her mother, "of course it is all

very sad, and that sort of thing—but it is and must

be so. If a wilful girl will not be brought to reason

in any other way—well, it is a pity."

Domitian turned to Domitia.

" His life is in your power," said he. " He has

insulted me before the Conscript Fathers, and is

under arrest. I have brought him hither—to die.

But I give his life to you on the one condition that

you allow divorce to be pronounced between you and

him, and that in his place you accept me."

Domitia turned her face away.
" So be it," said he. " Surgeon, open his veins."

With a slash of the razor across the arm at the

fold an artery was severed, and the black blood

spurted forth.

Uttering a cry of horror, Domitia battled with

those who held her, so as to reach and clasp her

husband.
" Cut the other arm," commanded the Prince

;

" then cast him into the bath."

" I yield," gasped Domitia, burying her face in her

hands and sinking to her knees.

"Then bind up his wound and let him go."

" Destiny must be fulfilled," said Elymas, who
stood behind. " You were born for the purple."
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THE dramatic composer has this great advantage
over the novelist, that when he has to allow

for a certain amount of time—it may be for years

—

to elapse between the parts of his play, he lowers the

curtain, the first or second act is concluded, ices,

oranges are taken round in the stalls
; the orchestra

desert their benches,—the gentlemen retire to the

promenade gallery for a cigar, the ladies discuss

their acquaintances, and the toilette of those in

the boxes, after having explored the theatre with
their glasses.

At Munich and Bayreuth, at the performance of

Wagner's operas, the space allowed between the acts

is sufficient for a walk and for a meal. Thus the

lapse of time between the parts of a drama is given a

real expression, and the minds of those who have
followed the first part of the story are prepared to

accept a change in the conditions of the performers,

such as could be brought about solely by the passage
of time.

But a novelist has no such assistance, he is not able

to produce such an illusion ; even when his story

appears in a serial he is without this advantage, for

the movement of his tale, when it is rapid, is artifi-

cially delayed by the limitations laid down by the
231
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editors of the magazines and the space allotted to

him, and when he does require a pause to allow for

the gliding away of a certain number of years, that

pause consists of precisely the same number of days

as intervened in the serial publication between

chapters in which the action should have been

continuous.

The writer must therefore throw himself on the

indulgence of the reader, and plead to be allowed,

like a Greek chorus, to stand forward and narrate

what has taken place during a period of time con-

cerning which he proposes to pass over without

detailed account, before he resumes the thread of his

narrative.

When Vespasian was hailed Emperor by the troops

he was aged sixty-one, and none supposed that his

reign would be long. He associated his eldest son,

Titus, with him in government, but would not allow

the younger, Domitian, any power.

When the Emperor reached the Capitol, he learned

the misuse Domitian had made of that which he had

arrogated to himself, or which had been granted to

him by the Senate, in his father's absence. The old

Emperor was vastly displeased at the misconduct of

his younger son, and would perhaps have dealt

severely with him had he not been dissuaded from

so doing by Titus, who pointed out that, as he him-

self had no son, in all probability Domitian would at

some time succeed to the purple.

The young man, kept in the background, not even

allowed the command in any military expedition,

carefully watched and restrained from giving vent to

his natural disposition, chafed at his enforced inac-



INTERMEZZO 223

tivity, and at the marked manner in which he was

set behind his elder brother, a man who by the capture

of Jerusalem had gained a name and had attached

the soldiery to him. Domitian was known to the

military only by an abortive attempt to pluck the

laurels in Germany from the brow of his kinsman

Cerealis for the adornment of his own head.

Domitian was granted none of the titles that indi-

cated association in the empire. He was not suffered

to take part in public affairs. His insolence in

neglecting the duties of praetor of the city as beneath

his dignity, was punished in this manner. When
Titus celebrated, with unusual magnificence, his

triumph after the Jewish war, he and his father rode

in chariots of state, but Domitian was made to follow

on horseback. When Vespasian and his eldest son

showed themselves in public, they were carried on

thrones, whereas Domitian was made to attend in the

rear in a litter.

The envious, ambitious young Prince, under this

treatment was driven to wear a mask, and he affected

a love of literature and indifference to the affairs of

State. Titus, who knew less of him than his father,

was deceived ; but Vespasian was too well aware of

the radically evil heart of his younger son to trust

him in any way.

Domitia was unable to escape from compulsory

association with this Imperial cub. Vespasian was

unwilling to undo the past, and have the scandal

raked up again and public attention called to it.

The minds of the volatile Romans had forgotten the

circumstances, and were occupied with new matters

of gossip. Domitian married Domitia Longina, and
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the old Emperor, after some consideration, concluded

that she should remain his wife.

But the relations between her and the Prince were

strained. She hated him for what he had done, and

she made no attempt to affect a liking she did not

feel. Lamia remained unmarried ; he had cared for

no other woman, and he felt that there was not to be

found one who could ever be to him what he had

hoped Domitia would have proved.

Once Titus asked him his reason for not marrying.

" Why do you inquire ? " said Lamia, with a bitter

smile. " Do you also wish to carry off my wife ?
"

On the death of the old Emperor, Titus succeeded

without any difficulties being raised. His father had

already associated him in the empire, and had

gradually transferred the conduct of affairs to his

hands.

Hitherto the brothers had lived on very good terms

with each other, at all events in appearance, and

Domitian had been sufficiently prudent to veil his

jealousy of Titus, who had shown himself kindly

disposed towards his younger brother.

On the accession of Titus, Domitian hoped to be

associated with him in government in the same manner

as Titus had been with his father. In this he was

disappointed, his disappointment got the better of

his prudence, and he declared that his brother had

falsified the will of Vespasian, who had divided the

power equally between them.

On the first day of his reign, Titus designated

Domitian as his successor, but he allowed him no

independent power; and the young Prince at once

involved himself in intrigues, and sought to rouse
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the troops to revolt and to proclaim him in place of

Titus.

The condition of Domitia would have been more
intolerable than it was but that Vespasian, up to his

death, retained his younger son about his person in

Rome, and it was but rarely that the Prince was able

to escape to his villa at Albanum where Domitia
remained in seclusion. And his visits there were not

only few and far between, but also brief.

He was in bad humour when there, at liberty to

vent his irritation at the manner in which he was
treated by his father, and the behaviour towards him
of Domitia was not calculated to dispel his vapours.

A considerable change had come over her face.

The expression had altered ; it had been full of

sweetness, and the muscles had been flexible. Now
it was hard-set and stern.

Domitian cursed her for the fascination she still

exercised over him. It was perhaps her unyielding

temper, her openly expressed scorn, and her biting

sarcasms which stung him to maintain his grip on

her, knowing that this was torture to her. Yet her

beauty exercised over him a hold from which he

could not escape. His feelings towards her were a

mixture of passionate admiration and savage resent-

ment. From everyone else he met with adulation, or

at least respect—from her neither. His will was a

law to a legion of sycophants, to her it was something

she seemed to find a pleasure in defying.

Domitia nursed her resentment, and this soured her

nature and reflected itself in her features.

In the long Chiaramonte Gallery of the Vatican

Museum is an exquisite and uninjured bust of
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Domitia Longina as a girl ; the face is one that

holds the passer-by, it is so sweet, so beautiful, so full

of a glorious soul.

In the Florence Gallery is one of the same woman
after Domitian had snatched her away from Lamia,

and hidden her in his Alban villa. Lovely the face

is still, but the beautiful soul has lost its light, the

softness has gone out of the face, and the shadow of

a darkened life broods over it.

At Albanum the solitary Domitia had the satisfac-

tion of being attended by her servant Euphrosyne,

and the faithful Eboracus was also allowed to be there

as her minister.

She occasionally visited her mother in Rome, but

the chasm between them widened. Duilia could not

understand her daughter's refusal to accept the inevit-

able, and failure to lay hold of her opportunities, and,

as she termed it, " eat her rat." The older Duilia

grew the less inclined she was to acknowledge her

age, and the more frivolous and scheming she became.

She was never weary of weaving little webs of mystery
and of contriving plans; and the initiation of all

these was a supper. She was well off, liked ostenta-

tion, yet was withal of a frugal mind, and never

ordered costly dishes or broached her best wine
without calculation that they would lead to valuable

results.

It was possible that Vespasian might have inter-

fered in favour of Domitia had he been made to

understand how strongly she disliked the union, but

Domitia herself was nev^er able to obtain an interview

with the aged Emperor, and Duilia took pains to

assure him that the marriage had been contracted
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entirely with her approval, that the union with Lamia

had been entered on without feeling on either side,

in obedience to an expressed wish of Corbulo before

his death, and that her daughter was quite content to

be released.

The period was not one in which the personal

feelings of a girl were counted as deserving of much
thought, certainly not of being considered by an

emperor, and Vespasian took no steps to relieve

Domitia. Titus was better aware of the facts, and

had some notion of the wrench it had been to the

young married people, but he was not desirous of

having the matter reopened. It would not conduce

to the credit of the Flavian house, and that was in

his eyes a matter of paramount consideration— as

the process of deification of the Flavians had already

begun.
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BOOK II

CHAPTER I

AN APPEAL

WHAT can I do for thee, Domitia?" asked

Titus, who was pacing the room ; he

halted before the young wife of his brother, who
was kneeling on the mosaic floor.

She had taken advantage of her introduction into

the Imperial palace to make an appeal to Titus, now
Emperor. She had not been allowed to appear there

during the reign of Vespasian.

Titus was a tall, solidly built man, with the neck of

a bull ; he had the same vulgarity of aspect that

characterised both his father and brother, and which

was also conspicuous in his daughter Julia. The
whole Flavian family looked, what it was, of ignoble

origin,—there was none of the splendid beauty that

belonged to Augustus, and to the Claudian family

that succeeded. Their features were fleshy and

coarse, their movements without grace, their address

without dignity.

If they attempted to be gracious, they spoiled the

graciousness by clumsiness in the act ; if they did a
2U
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generous thing, it carried its shadow of meanness

trailing behind it.

Titus had not borne a good character before his

elevation to the purple. He had indulged in coarse

vices, had shown himself callous towards human
suffering. Yet there was in his muddy nature a

spark of good feeling, a desire to do what was right,

a rough sense of justice, and much family affection.

It was a disappointment to him that he had but

one child, a daughter, a gaunt, stupid girl, big-boned,

amiable, and ugly.

He knew that Domitian, his younger brother,

would in all probability succeed him, but he also

was childless. Next to him, the nearest of male kin

were the sons of that Flavins Sabinus who had been
butchered by the Vitellians, and their names were
Sabinus and Clemens.

The former was much liked by the people, he was
an upright, grave man. The second was regarded

with distrust as a Christian. It was not the fact of

his following a strange religion that gave offence,

to that Romans were supremely indifferent, but that

which they could not understand and allow was a

man withdrawing himself from the public service, the

noblest avocation of a citizen, because he scrupled to

worship the image of the Emperor and to swear by
his genius. They regarded this as a mere excuse to

cover inertness of character and ignobility of mind.

For the same reason that Christians would not

take public service, they also could not attend

public banquets or go to private entertainments, as

the homage done to the gods, and the idolatrous

offerings associated with them, stood in their way.
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The profession of Christianity, accordingly, not only

debarred from the public service but interfered with

social amenities. Such withdrawal from public

social life the Romans could not understand, and

they attributed this conduct to a morbid hatred

entertained by the Christians for their fellow-men.

The public shows were either brutal or licentious.

The Christians equally refused to be present at the

gladiatorial combats and at the coarse theatrical

representations of broad comedy and low buffoonery.

This, also, was considered as indicative of a gloomy

and unamiable spirit.

There were, indeed, heathen men who loathed

the frightful butchery in the arena, such was the

Emperor Tiberius ; and Pliny in his letters shows us

that to some men of his time they were disgusting,

but nevertheless they attended these exhibitions as

a public duty, and contented themselves with ex-

pressing objection to them privately. The objection

was founded on taste, not principle, and therefore

called for no public expression of reprobation.

Clemens was quite out of the question as a

successor. If he was too full of scruples to take a

praetorship, he was certainly unfit to be an emperor.

Not so Flavius Sabinus, his elder brother. Him,

accordingly, Domitian looked upon with jealousy.

"What can I do for thee?" again asked Titus,

and his heavy face assumed a kindly expression.

" My child, I know that thou hast had trouble, and

art mated to a fellow with a gloomy, uncertain

humour ; but what has been done can not be

undone "

—

"Pardon me," interrupted Domitia, "it is that I
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desire; let me be separated from him. I never,

never desired to leave my true husband, Lamia. I

was snatched away by violence—let me go back."

" What ! to Lamia ? That will hardly do. Would
he have thee ?

"

" Tainted by union with Domitian, perhaps not !

"

exclaimed Domitia fiercely. "Right indeed— he

would not."

" Nay, nay," said Titus, his brow clouding, " such

a word as that is impious, and in another would be

treason. Domitia, you have a bitter tongue. I have

heard my brother say as much. But I cannot think

that Lamia would dare to receive thee again after

having been the wife of a Flavian prince."

Domitia's lip curled, but she said nothing. These

upstart Flavians made a brag of their consequence.

" Then," said she, " let me go to my old home at

Gabii. I have lived in seclusion enough at Albanum
to find Gabii in the current of life, and my mother

and her many friends will come there anon. Let me
go. Let there be a divorce, and I will retire and

paddle on the lake and pick flowers and seek to be

heard of no more."
'* It would not do for you and Lamia to be married

again. It would be a political error ; it might be

dangerous to us—Flavians."

" I should have supposed, in your brand new

divinity, that a poor mouse like myself could not

have scratched away any of the newly laid on gold-

leaf"

" Domitia," said Titus, who had resumed his walk,

" be careful how you let that tongue act—it is a file,

it has already removed some of the gilding."
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A smile broke out on his face, at first inclined to

darken.

" There, there
!

" said he, laughing ;
" I am not a

fool. I know well enough what we were, as I feel

what we have become. Caligula threw mud—the

mud of Rome—into the lap of my grandfather,

because he had not seen to the efficient scouring of

the streets. It was ominous—the soil of Rome has

been taken away from the divine race of Julius, and
has been cast into the lap of us money-lenders,

pettifogging attorneys of Reate. Well, the gods

willed it, Domitia— it is necessary for us to make
a display."

" Push, as my mother would say."

"Well—push—as you will it. But understand,

Domitia, though I am not ignorant of all this, I don't

like to have it thrown in my teeth ; and my brother

is more sensitive than myself. Domitia, I will do
this for you. I will send for him and see if I can

induce him to part from you. I mistrust me "— Titus

smiled, looked at Domitia, with one finger stroked

her cheek, and said, " By the gods ! I do not wonder
at it. I would be torn by wild horses myself rather

than abandon you, had I been so fortunate "

—

" Sire, so wicked "

—

"Well, well! you must excuse Domitian. Love,

they say, rules even the gods, and is stronger than

wine to turn men's heads."

He clapped his hands. A slave appeared. " Send
hither the Caesar," he ordered. The slave bowed and
withdrew.

Domitian entered next moment. He must have

been waiting in an adjoining apartment.

16
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" Come hither, brother," said Titus. " I have a

suppliant at my feet, and what suppose you has been

her petition ?
"

Domitian looked down ; he had a pouting, dis-

dainful lip, a dogged brow, and eyes in which never

did a sparkle flash. But his face flushed readily, not

with modesty, but shyness or anger.

" Brother," said Domitian, **
I know well enough

at what she drives. From the moment, the first

moment I knew her, she has treated me to quip and

jibe, and has sought to keep me at a distance. I

know not whether she use a love philtre so as to hold

me. I know not if it be her very treatment of me
which makes me love her the more. Love her ? It

is but the turning of a hair whether I love her or

hate her most. I know what is her petition without

being told, and I say— I refuse consent."

" Listen to what I have to propose," said Titus,

" and do not blurt out your family quarrels before I

speak about them. It is not I only, but all Rome,

that knows that your life together is not that of

Venus's doves. It is unpleasant to me, it detracts

from the dignity of the Flavian family,"—he glanced

aside at his sister-in-law, and his lips quivered,—" that

this cat-and-dog existence should become the gossip

of every noble house, and a matter of tittle-tattle in

every wine-shop. Make an end to it and repudiate

her."

Domitian kept his eyes on the floor. Domitia

looked at him for his answer with eagerness. He
turned on her with a vulgar laugh, and said

—

" Vixen ! I see thee— naught would give thee

greater joy than for me to assent. I should see thee
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skip for gladness of heart, as I have never seen thee

move thy Httlc feet since thou hast been with me

!

I should hear thee laugh—and I have heard no sound

save flout from thee as yet. I should see a sun

dance in thine eyes, that perpetually lower or are

veiled in tears. Is it not so?" He paused and
looked at her with truculence in his face,

—
" And,

therefore, for that alone I will not consent."
" Listen further to me, Domitian," said Titus ;

" I

have a proposition to make. Separate from Domitia,

send her back "

—

" What ! into the arms of Lamia ?
"

** No ; to Gabii. She shall be guarded there, she

shall not remarry Lamia."
" I shall take good heed to that."

" Hear me out, Domitian. I have but one child,

Julia. The voice of the people has proclaimed itself

well pleased with our house. We have given to

Rome peace and prosperity at home, and victory

abroad. I believe that there are (qw who regard me
unfavourably. But it is not so with thee. Thy folly,

thy disorders, thy violence before our father came to

Rome, have not been forgotten or forgiven, and
Senate and people look on thee with mistrust. I

will give thee Julia to wife. It is true she is thy

niece—but since Claudius took Agrippina"

—

" Thanks, Titus ; I have no appetite for mush-
rooms." ^

" Tut ! you know Julia, a good-hearted jade."
" I will not consent," said Domitian surlily.

" Hear me out, brother, before making thy decision.

^ The allusion was to the death of Claudius, attributed to poisoned

mushrooms administered to him by his wife-niece Agrippina.
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If thou wilt not take Julia then I shall give her to

another"

—

"To whom?" asked Domitian, looking up. He
at once perceived that a danger to himself lurked

behind this proposal. The husband of Julia might

contest his claims to the throne should the popularity

of Titus grow with years and his own decline.

" I shall give her to our cousin, Flavins Sabinus."

Domitian was silent, and moved his hands and

feet uneasily. Looking furtively out of the corners

of his eyes, he saw a flash of hope in those of

Domitia. He held up his head, and looking with

leaden eyes at his brother, said

—

" Still I refuse."

" The consequences—have you considered them ?
"

Domitian turned about, and made a tiger-like leap

at Domitia, and, catching her by the shoulders, said,

still addressing his brother

—

" I hate her ! I will risk all, rather than let her go

free
!

"



CHAPTER II

THE FISH

DOMITIAN had been accorded by his brother a

portion of the palace of Tiberius on the Palatine

hill, that was crowded with imperial residences, and

Domitia had been brought there from Albanum.

She was one day on the terrace. The hilltop was

too much encumbered with buildings to afford much

space for gardens, but there were platforms on which

grew cypresses, and about the balustrades roses

twined and poured over in curtains of flower. Citrons

and oleanders also stood in tubs, and against the

walls glistened the burnished leaves of the pome-

granate ; the scarlet flowers bloomed in spring, and

the warm fruit ripened till it burst in the hot

autumn.

Domitia, seated beside the balustrade, looked over

mighty Rome, the teeming Forum, roofs with gilded

tiles of bronze lay below her, flashing in the sun, and

beyond on the Capitol, white as snow but glinting

with gold, was the newly completed temple of Jupiter,

rebuilt in greater splendour than before since the

disastrous fire.

The hum of the city came up to her as the murmur

of a sea, not a troubled one, but a sea of a thousand
239
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wavelets trifling with the pebbles of the beach, and
dancing in and out among the teeth of a reef; a hum
not unlike that of the bees—but somewhat louder,

and pitched on a lower note.

Domitla paid no attention to the scene nor to the

sounds, she was engaged with her jewel-box, that she

had brought forth into the sun in order that she

might count over her treasures.

At a respectful distance sat Euphrosyne spinning.

Domitia had some Syrian filagree gold-work in her

hand—it formed a decoration for the head, to be

fastened by two pins, the clasps were the heads of

owls with opals for eyes.

She laid it aside and looked at her rings and

brooches. There was one of the latter, a cameo given

her by her mother, of coral of two hues, a Medusa's

head, a beautiful work of art. Then she took up a

necklace of British pearls from the Severn, she

twisted it about her arm, and lovely were the pure

pearls against her delicate flesh—like the dainty

tints on the rose and white coral of the brooch she

had laid aside.

She replaced the chain, and took up a cornelian

fish.

" Euphrosyne," said Domitia, "come hither! Ob-
serve this fish. Thy sister gave it me the day I was

married, but alack ! it brought me no luck. Think

you it is an omen of ill? But Glyceria would not

have given me one such."

" Nay, lady, the fish brings the greatest happi-

ness."

''What is its meaning? It is a strange symbol.

It must have some purport."
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The slave hesitated about answering.

Then, hearing steps on the pavement, and looking

round, Domitia called
—

" Thou, Elymas ! who pre-

tendest to know all things, answer me this, I have

an amulet—a fish—what doth it portend ?
"

"What?—the murex ? That gives the Imperial

purple."

" Bah ! it is no murex, not a sea snail, but a fish.

What is the signification ?
"

"Lady—to one so high, ever-increasing happi-

ness."

" Away ! you are all wrong. Happiness is not

where you deem it. False thou art, false to thy creed.

T/iou speak of a Divine ray in every man and woman !

An emanation from the Father of Light, quivering,

battling, straining to escape out of its earthy envelope

and soar to its source ! Thou speak of this, and in all

thy doings and devisings seekest what is sordid and

dark !

"

The gloomy man folded his long cloak about him,

and, looking at her from under his penthouse brows,

answered

—

" Thou launchest forth against me without reason.

Knowest thou what is a comet ? It is a star that

circles about the sun and from it drinks in all the

illumination it can absorb, like as the thirsty soil in

summer sucks in the falling rain, or the fields the

outflow of the Alban Lake. Then it flies away into

space, and as it flies it sheds its effulgence, becoming

ever more dim, till it reaches infinite darkness and is

there black in the midst of absolute nigritude. Then

it turns and comes back to replenish its urn."

"Nay," said Domitia, " that can never be. When
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all light is gone then all desire for return goes like-

wise. I know that in myself— I— I am such a comet.

When I was a child I longed, I hungered for the light,

and in my days of adolescence it was the same, only

stronger—it was as a famine. I was the poor comet

sweeping up towards my sun—but where my sun was

—that in the vast abyss of infinity— I knew not.

I sought and found not, I sought and shed my glory,

till there was but a faint glimmer left in me, and now
—now all light is extinguished, and with it desire to

know, to love, to be happy, to return."

" Madam, you, as the comet, are reaching your

apogee, your extreme limit—you must shed all your

light before you can return to the source of light."

" What ! is that your philosophy ? The Father of

Light sends forth His ray to expire in utter dark-

ness. He has predestined this ray of light to

extinction. If so, then He is not good. And
yet," she sighed, " it is so. I am such. In black-

ness of night. Look you, Elymas, when I was a

child I laughed and danced ; I cannot dance, I

can but force a laugh now. I once loved the flowers

and the butterflies ; I love them no more. These

toys here, bright and beautiful,"—she pointed to the

jewels,
—

" they would at one time have made me cry

out with pleasure ; they are indifferent to me now.

My light is gone. The faculty of enjoyment is gone

with it. Do I want to return ? To what ? To the

source of light that launched me into this misery?

No, not to that cold and cruel fate ! Let me go on

my inky way, I have no more light to lose,— I look

only to go out as a fallen star and leave nothing

behind me."
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''What, my lady! when a great future is before

you ?
"

" What future ? You have none to offer me that I

value. Away with your hints concerning the purple
;

it is the sable of mourning to me."

She panted. The tears came into her eyes.

" It is you who have wrecked my life—you—you !

— It was you who devised that crime—when I was

snatched away from the only man I loved, the only

man with whom I could have been happy, whom I
"

—

she turned aside and hid her face. Then recover-

ing herself, but with a cheek glistening with tears, she

said, " I admit it, I love still, and ever shall love.

And he loves me. He has taken none to wife—for he

thinks on me. There, could darkness be deeper than

my now condition ? And you did it, you schemed it,

you betrayed me into the hands "— She had sufficient

self-control not to say to v/hom, before this man and

her slave.

" Lady, it is not I, but Destiny."

" And you, with your tortuous ways, work to ends

that you desire, and excuse it by saying—it is

Destiny."

''What! discussing the lore of emanations, little

woman?" asked the Emperor, coming suddenly up.

Elymas stood back and assumed a deferential

attitude. Titus waved him to withdraw, and was

obeyed. Then he took Domitia by the hand.

" A philosopher, are you ?
"

" No ; I ask questions, but get no answers that

content me."
" Ah ! you asked a favour of me the other day and

spiced it with a sneer. Your jibes hit me."
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" I meant not to give pain."

" I have come to you touching this very matter. I

am not sure, child, that the scandal is not greater so

long as you and Domitian remain linked together

and pulling opposite ways than if you were parted.

Your quarrels are now the talk of Rome, and many
a cutting jest is put into your pretty mouth
at our expense, invented by others, attributed to

you."

" You will have us divorced
!

" her breath came

quick and short.

" Listen to what I propose. Domitia, I am not

well. I have this accursed Roman fever on me."

" Sire, I mark suffering in your face."

" It has been vexing me for some days, and it is my
intent to leave Rome and be free from business and

take my cure at Cutilia^, our old estate in the Sabine

country. Perhaps the air, the waters of the old home,

the nest of our divine family,"—his mouth twitched,

but there was a sad expression in his face,
—

*' they

may do me good. It is something, Domitia, to stand

on the soil that was turned by one's forebears when
they bent as humble farmers over the plough. They
were honest men and happy, and when one is down
at heart there is naught like home—the old home
where are the bones of one's ancestors, though they

may have been yeomen, and one a commissioner, and

another a usurer, and so on. They were honest men.

Ay ! the rate-collector, he was an honest man.

Here all is false, and unreal ; and, Domitia, I feel that

I want to stand on the soil where my worthy, humble,

dear old people worked and worshipped, and laid

them down to die."
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"You are downcast indeed," said Domitia.

"And because downcast, I have been brooding

over your troubles, little sister-in-law. Come ! I did

something for your poor Lamia. I made him consul,

and I will do more. Can you be patient and tarry

till my strength is restored ? I shall return from my
family farm in rude health, I trust, and, by the gods

!

the first matter I will then take in hand will be yours.

I know what my brother is. By Jupiter Capitolinus !

if Rome should ever have him as its prince— it will

weep tears of blood. I know his savage humour and

his sullen mind. No, Domitia, you cannot be happy

with him. A cruel wrong was done you, and when I

return from Cutiliae I will right it. You shall be

separated."

She threw herself at his feet.

He smiled, and withdrawinghimself from her clasp,

said

—

" I will do more than that for your very good

friend, in whom you still take such a lively interest.

I shall find means to advance him to some foreign

post—he knows Antioch, I will give him the pro-

consulship of Syria and Cilicia, and so move him

away from Rome. And then,"—he took a turn,

looked smilingly at Domitia, and said,
—

" I do not

see that you need mope at Gabii. You know

Antioch, you were there for some years. It is, I

believe, not well for a governor to take his wife with

him ; she has the credit of being a very horse-leech

to the province. But I can trust thee—little woman.

There, no thanks, I seek mine own interest, and to

protect our divine images and the new gilding from

the rasp of that tongue. That is the true motive of
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my making this offer. Do not thank me. On my
return from Cutilise you may reckon on me."

Then hastily brushing away her thanks, and

evading her arms, extended to clasp him, he walked

from the terrace.

" Euphrosyne !
" cried Domitia, "did you hear?

The comet has reached its extreme limit, it is turning
;

it is drawing to the light—to hope. Happiness is

near
!

"

In her excitement she had struck her jewel-case,

that stood on the marble balustrade, and sent it, with

all its costly contents, flying down the precipice into

the thronged lanes at the back of the Forum in a

glittering rain.

" Ye gods !
" gasped Domitia. " The omen ! Oh, ye

gods ! the bad omen."
" Lady," said Euphrosyne, " all is not lost."

" What remains ? Ah ! the fish !

"

" Yes, mistress dear, when all else is lost—remember

the fish."



CHAPTER III

IN THE "insula"

" 1\T ^^i ^0^ ^ while I am as one who has cast off

In a nightmare," said Domitia to herself. " He
is away—why he has attended Titus to the Sabine

land I know not, unless the Emperor could not trust

him in Rome — or maybe in his goodness he has

done it to relieve me of his presence. I will go see

my mother."

Domitia ordered her litter and bearers. She had

no trinkets to put on save the fish of cornelian. Her

mother liked to see her tricked out, and usually

when Domitia paid her a visit she adorned herself

to please the old lady,—now she could not assume

jewellery, as she had lost all her articles of precious

stones and metal. So she hung the cornelian amulet

about her neck.

When a Roman lady went forth in palanquin, it

was in some state. Before her went two heralds in

livery, to clear the way and announce her coming at

the houses where she purposed calling ; then she had

six bearers, and attendants of her own sex carrying

her scent bottles, kerchiefs, fans, and whatever she

might think it possible she would require.

Domitia was impatient of display, but it had been
247
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imposed on her by the Emperor. " The Flavians,"

said he, smiling, " must make a show in public."

A Roman lady was at this period expected to

wear yellow hair if she would be in the fashion.

Under the Flavians it was a compliment to the

reigning princes to affect this colour. It was true

that the \YordJiavus meant anything in colour, from

mud upwards to what might be termed yellow by
courtesy. It was employed as descriptive of the

Tiber, that was of the dingiest of drabs, and of the

Campagna when every particle of vegetation was

burnt up on it, and the tone was that of the dust-

heaps. But now that the parsnip-haired Flavians

were divine and all-powerful, the adjective was em-

ployed to describe the harvest-field and gold. Ladies

talked of their hair as " flavan " when it had been

dyed with saffron and dusted with gold. Not to

have yellow hair was expressive of disaffection to

the dynasty—so every lady who would be in the

fashion, and every husband who wanted office, first

bleached and then dyed their hair ; and as hair

was occasionally thin, they employed vast masses of

padding, and borrowed coils from German " Fraus

"

to make the utmost show of their loyalty to the

august house of the divine Flavii.

Domitia dared not be out of fashion, and she was

constrained to submit to having her chestnut hair

dredged with gold-dust before she went forth on

her visit. For her conspicuously to wear her hair in

its natural colour would at once have provoked

animadversion, and been interpreted as a publication,

in most defiant manner, of the domestic discord that

was a topic of gossip in the saloons of Rome.
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When she had entered her palanquin, she gave her

orders, and was carried lightly down the sloping

road into the Forum. This was crossed, and then,

drawing back the curtains of her litter, she said

—

" Eboracus, tell the fellows not to go at once to

the Carinae. I have a fancy to see the wife of Paris,

the actor, in the insula of Castor and Pollux."

She was playing with the fish suspended on her

bosom as she was being conveyed down the hill,

and the thought had come to her that she had not

seen Glyceria for a long time, and that now was a

good occasion—as her husband, whom these visits

annoyed, and who had, in fact, forbidden them, was
absent from Rome.
The porters at once entered the narrow, tortuous

lanes where the lofty blocks of buildings cut off all

sun and made twilight in midday.

As Domitia stepped out of her litter, she saw
coming down the street a man, much in the company
of Domitian, for whom she entertained a particular

dislike. He was a very dark man, and blind ; his

face was pointed, and his nose long ; he ran with

projecting head, turning his sharp nose from side to

side like a dog after game. His name was Valerius

Messalinus.

One of his slaves whispered something into his ear,

and he twisted about his head, and then came trotting

in the direction of the litter of Domitia.
" Quick ! " said she

;

*' I must go in, I will not speak

with that man. If he asks for me, say I am out

—

out of the litter."

She at once entered the block of lodgings, and
impatiently waved back her heralds who would



250 DOMITIA

have ascended the stairs before her and pompously

announced her arrival.

Taking Euphrosyne alone with her, Domitia made
her way towards the apartments of the crippled

woman. But already the news had spread that

men in the Imperial livery had entered the building,

and there was a rush to the balustrade to see them.

When Domitia reached the first landing, she saw

that the women and children, and such men as were

there, had ranged themselves on either side to give

her passage, every face was smiling, and lit with

pleasure, the men raised their forefingers and thumbs

to their mouths, and the women and children strove

to catch her hand, or kneeling to touch, raise and

kiss the hem of her dress.

If at one time it had caused surprise that she,

a rich lady, should enter a common haunt of the

poor, it was now a matter of more than surprise—of

admiration and delight—to welcome the sister-in-law

of the Emperor, one who it was whispered would

some day be herself Empress, Augusta, and an object

of religious worship.

This sort of welcome always went to the heart of

Domitia, and gave her a choke in the throat.

The great people never regarded the poor, save as

nuisances. An emperor had said of the populace

that it was a wolf he held by the ears. And it was

wolf-like because brutally treated—pampered as to

food given without pay,—supplied with scenes of

bloodshed, also without cost, in the arena,—every

encouragement to work taken from it,—every de-

moralising, barbarising influence employed to degrade

it.
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The great people were supremely indifferent to

the sufferings of the small, provided no hospitals for

the poor who were sick, no orphanages for the

homeless children—let them die, and the faster the

better, that was the one wish of the great ; then

shall we be alone on the earth with our slaves.

Had these poor people hopes, ambitions, cares,

sorrows ? Did they love their wives, and hold to their

hearts their cubs of children ? Did they have any
desire that their sons and daughters should grow up
to be good men and virtuous women ? Oh no ! such

rabble were not of one blood with the rich. They
had no fine feelings, they were like the beasts ; they

were without human souls ; and so, when the poor

died, their bodies were rammed down wells contrived

to contain a thousand corpses at a time, and then

heaped over with a little earth.

But Domitia had learned that it was not as

supposed. Amidst the falsity, barbarity of heart

and coarseness of mind of such as were of the noble

Roman order,—the cultured, the rich, the philosophic,

—there was no sincerity, no truth. She felt happier

and better after one of these visits to the insula in

the Suburra, as though her lungs had inhaled a purer

atmosphere. To the smiles and kisses and blessings

lavished on her, she answered with kindly courtesy

—

and then stepped into the room of the paralysed

woman. Glyceria was as much a cripple as when
first visited. She was more wasted,—some time had

passed,—but she hardly seemed older, only more

beautiful in her purity, a diaphanous lamp of

mother-of-pearl through which shone a supernatural

light.

17
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Domitia drew a deep sigh.

" Glyceria," she said, " when I come here, it is to

me hke seeing a ghmpse of blue sky after a day of

rain, or—like the scent of violets that came on me
the first time I visited you."

" And when you, lady, come to me, it is as though

a sunbeam shone into my dark chamber."
" Nay, nay—no flattery from thee, or I shall hate

thee. I get that till it cloys. But tell me now,

times have been better, and why has not Paris

moved into superior quarters ? Surely he is in better

employ and pay than of old."

" It is so, but only to a small degree," answered

the actor's wife. " Paris performs in the grand old

dramas in Greek only ; in those of ^schylus and

Sophocles and Euripides, he is a tragic actor

—

and"— the poor woman smiled — "perhaps home

troubles have taken the laughter out of him. He
is a sad bungler in comedy. Now the taste of Rome
is not for the masterpieces of the ancients. The

people clamour to see an elephant dance on a tight-

rope, and a man crucified who pours forth blood

enough to swamp the stage. The Laureolus ! that

is the piece to bring down the house. Or some bit

of buffoonery and indecency. To that the people

crowd. However, we live ; I hang as a log about

my Paris's neck, but, thank God, he loves his log

and would not be rid of it, so I am content."

" But if you will suffer me to assist you," said

Domitia.

Glyceria shook her head. "No, dear lady, do not

take it ill if I refuse your kind offer, made, not for

the first time. I am very happy here, very—with
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these dear kind people about me, running in and
out all the day, offering their gracious good-wishes,

lending their ready help. On my word, lady, I do
believe that they would all be in tears and feel it as

a slight if I were to go ; and, for myself, I could never
be happy away from them."

Domitia stood up and went to the door. Her
heart swelled in her bosom.

" None but the poor know," said the cripple, " how
kind, how tender the poor are to one another.

Poverty is a brotherhood—we are all of one blood
and one heart."

"And I," said the great lady, looking out on the

balcony with its swarm of people, some busy, some
idle, most merry—" and I,"—said she dreamily,—" I

love the poor."

"Then," said a low firm voice, "thou art not far

from the kingdom of heaven."

She turned and started.

She recollected him, that stately man with deep
soft eyes. Luke, the physician.

" I am not surprised," he added, " if you be His
disciple," and he touched the cornelian fish.

It was not strange that in this splendid lady with

golden hair he did not recognise the timid, crushed

girl with auburn locks he had seen on the Ai^tejnis.

But the recollection of that night came back with

a rush like a tidal wave over Domitia, and she threw
forth the question, "Why did you cut the thong?"
He did not comprehend her. She saw it, and

added, " You do not recollect me. Do you not recall

when we nearly ran down the galley of that monster
Nero ? On that night we would have sent him to



254 DOMITIA

the bottom of the sea, but for you—you spoiled it

all
;
you cut the thong of the rudder. Why did you

prevent us from doing it ?
"

" Because," answered the physician, " it is written,

' Vengeance is mine, I will repay, saith the Lord.' It

was not for you to do it. You were not called to be

the minister of His sentence."

" I understand you not."

"My daughter"—
" Hold !

" said Domitia, rearing herself up. " Dost

thou know to whom thou addressest thyself? I—

I

thy daughter ! I am Domitia Longina, daughter of

the great Corbulo, and"— but she would not add
" wife of the Caesar Domitian."

" Well, lady," said Luke, " forgive me. I thought,

seeing that sign on thy breast, and hearing thee say

that thou didst love the poor, that thou wast one

whom, whatever thy rank and wealth and position,

I might so address, not, indeed, as one of the

brethren, but as a hearer and a seeker. Enough—

I

was mistaken."

"What means this fish?" asked Domitia, her

wounded pride oozing away at once. " I pray you
forgive me. I spoke hastily."

" The fish "— said he.

But before he could offer any explanation, Paris

appeared, his face expressive of alarm ; he had seen

the servants in the Imperial white below, and knew
therefore whom to find in his wife's lodgings.

He hastily saluted her, and said

—

" Lady, I beseech thee to go at once ! Something
has occurred most grave. Return immediately to

the palace."
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"What is it? Tell me."
" Madam, I dare not name it lest it be untrue.

To speak of it, if untrue, were to be guilty of high

treason."

"High treason!" gasped Domitia. She knew
what such a charge entailed.

" The Caesar Domitian has passed at full gallop

through the streets, his attendants behind him."

" Whither has he gone ?
"

" To the Praetorian barracks."

" Ye gods !

" spoke Domitia, she could not raise

her voice above a whisper,—" then the worst has

happened. My light is out once more."



CHAPTER IV

ANOTHER APPEAL

ON reaching the street, Domitia saw at once that

the aspect of the city, the mood of the

populace, were changed. Instead of the busy hum
of trade, the calls of hucksters, the laugh of the mirth-

ful, a stillness had come on everyone ; no face smiled,

no voice was raised, scarcely any person stirred.

Those who had been bustling here and there stood

motionless, trade had ceased. A sudden frost had

arrested the flow of life and reduced all its manifesta-

tions to the lowest term. Such as had been running

about collected in clusters, and conversed in whispers.

Blank faces looked at Domitia as she entered her

litter, with awed respect.

''Eboracus, what is the meaning of this?" asked

the lady.

" Madam, I know not. None will confide what

they seem to know or to suspect."

" Go forward," said she ;
" I will visit my mother in

the Carinas. She will know everything."

In another moment her train was in movement,

and as she passed along, all bowed and saluted with

their hands ; they had done as much previously, but

without the earnestness that was now observable. In
26G
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the heart of Domitia was, as it were, a blade of ice

transpiercing it. She was in deadly alarm lest her

surmise should prove true.

She would not draw the curtains of her litter, but

looked at everything in the streets, and saw that all

were in the same condition of stupefaction.

On reaching the entrance to the palace occupied

by her mother, Domitia noticed another palanquin

with attendants.

"The Vestal Abbess, Cornelia, is with the lady

Duilia," said Eboracus.
" I will go in !— I know her well, and esteem her,"

said Domitia.

She passed the vestibule, traversed the atrium,

and entered the tablinum. But Longa Duilia was

not there. A slave coming up, said that she had

entered with the Great Mother into a private apart-

ment, where she might not be disturbed.

" Well, I am no stranger. Lead the way."

In another instant she was ushered into her

mother's presence, and at once Duilia bowed to her

with profound respect.

" Mother, what does this mean ?
"

" Here is the lady abbess, Cornelia, let me present

her to your Highness."
" Mother— I salute the lady Cornelia—what is this

that has cast a shadow over Rome, and frightened

the people as with an eclipse ?
"

" My dear, of course you have heard. It may be only

rumour—and yet—he was suffering when he left Rome."
" Ye gods ! do not say so ! Mother, withdraw

your words of bad omen. Naught has befallen him !

It was but a slight fever."
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" So we esteemed It, but "

—

" But, mother,"— Domitia panted.

" The news are weighty, and concern you vastly,

my daughter."

" It is too horrible for me to think. Surely, surely,

mother, it is false."

" Hearken, my dear,—lady Cornelia, come also to

the top of the house. It is a fine situation for seeing

and hearing, and out of all reach of eavesdroppers.

I hear shouts, I hear horns blowing. Come —
speedily ! let us to the housetop."

Laying hold of Domitia and the Vestal Superior

by the wrists, she drew them with her to the roof.

The silence that had fallen on Rome had passed

away, the town was now resonant with horns and

trumpets pealing from the Praetorian camp, with the

shouting of many voices from the same quarter. In

the streets, messengers were running armed with

knotted sticks, and were hammering at the doors of

Senators to summon them to an extraordinary

meeting. The clash of arms resounded, so also the

tramp of feet, as the city police marched in the

direction of the Palatine. Here and there rose

loud cries, but what they signified could not be

judged.

In another moment Eboracus came out on the

housetop, and hastening to his mistress, said

—

" Madam, the Augustus — Titus, Jias beoi. The
Caesar Domitlan is proclaimed Emperor by the

troops. The city police are hastening in cohorts

to swear allegiance."

" I congratulate you— I congratulate you with all

my heart
!

" exclaimed Longa Dullla, throwing her
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arms round her daughter. " I have reached the

summit of my ambition. I vow a kid to Febronia

for her opportune—ahem !— But who would have

thought the Roman fever would have been so speedy

in bringing us luck. Run, Eboracus, summon the

housekeeper, order the ancestral masks to be

exposed, all the boxes opened, dust the noses with

the feather brush, let the lares be garlanded. Tell

Paulina to bring out the best incense, not the

cheapest this time, and I vow I will throw a double

pinch on the altar of the household gods. Who
would have thought it ! I— I mother to an empress !

I would dance on the housetop but that my wig is

not properly pinned, and might come off. I must, I

positively must embrace you again, Domitia ; and you

too, Cornelia, I am so happy ! As the gods love

me, wig pinned or not, I must dance !

"

" Let us go down," said Domitia in a hard

tone.

" Come down, by all means," acquiesced her

mother. " I must see that the gods be properly

thanked. I stepped this morning out of bed left leg

foremost.^ I knew some happiness would come to

me to-day. As the gods love me, I'll give a little

supper ! Domitia, whom shall I invite ? None of

your second-class men now. There !— I thought as

much, my wig has come off. Never mind ! no men
can see me, and women don't count."

On reaching the private apartment of the lady,

Domitia said

—

"Mother—a word."

She was white, save that a flame was kindled on

1 The left was lucky with the Romans, the reverse with the Greeks.
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each cheek-bone, and her eyes scintillated like burn-

ing coals.

" Well, my dear, I am all ears—even to my toes."

" Mother, he murdered him. I know it— I feared

there was mischief meant when Domitian attended

him to Cutiliae, and took Elymas with him. It was
not fever that "

—

" My dear, don't bother your head about these

matters. They all do it. We women, I thank the

gods ! are outside of politics. But—well—well, you
must not say such things, not even think them. It is

all for the best in the best of worlds. I never had
the smallest wish to peer behind the scenes. Always
eat your meat cooked and spiced, and don't ask to

see it as it comes from the shambles. If you are

quite positive, then I won't throw away the kid on

Febronia. It is of no use wasting money on a goddess

who really has not helped."

" Mother," said Domitia, her whole frame quivering

with excitement, " I am sure of it. Did not the

Augustus give his daughter Julia to Flavins Sabinus ?

I know that Domitian was alarmed at that. I saw

it in his looks, I heard it in his voice ; his movements
of hand and foot proclaimed it. He feared a rival.

He feared what the will of Titus might be—whom he

might name as his successor. Mark me, my mother,

the first to fall will be Flavins Sabinus."
*' Hist ! the word is of bad omen."
" It was of bad omen to Sabinus and to Titus alike

when Julia was given to her cousin."

" Well, my dear," said Longa Duilia, " I do not see

that we need concern ourselves about politics. You
note—every night—stars drop out of the heavens.
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The firmament is overcrowded, and ^those stars that

are firmest planted elbow out the weakest. It is their

way in heaven, and what other can you expect on

earth? Of course, it were much to be desired,—and

all that sort of thing,—but we did not make the world,

neither do we rule it. All eggs in a nest do not

hatch out, some addle."

" Mother, I will not go back to him."

" Folly ! you cannot do other."

" I will not. My condition was bad enough before,

it will be worse now."
" Domitia, set your mind at rest. I have no doubt

that there have been little unpleasantnesses. Man
and wife do not always agree. Your poor father

would not be ruled by me. If he had—ah me

!

things would have been very different in Rome. But

he suffered for his obstinacy. You must be content

to take things as you find them. Most certainly it

would be better in every way if peacocks had eyes on

both sides of their tails, but as they have not, only

very silly peacocks turn about and expose the eye-

less side. Make the best of matrimony. It is not

many marriages are like young walnuts, that you can

peel off the bitter and eat only the sweet. In most,

the skin adheres so tightly that you have to take the

sweet with the gall, and be content that there is any

sweet at all."

" I shall go away. I will not return to the palace."

" Go whither ? The world belongs to Domitian.

There is not a corner where you can hide. There

are officials, and when not officials— spies. I have

no doubt that the fish in that tank put up their

heads and wish they were butterflies to soar above the
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roof, and get away and sport among the flowers,

instead of going interminably about the impluviuvi.

But, my dear, they can't do it, so they acquiesce in

tank existence. Yours is the finest and best lot in

the world,—and you would surrender it ! From
being a lioness you would decline to be a house
cat."

Domitia turned abruptly away, tears of anger and
disappointment were in her eyes.

She said in a muffled voice

—

" Lady Cornelia, will you come with me? "

" I am at your service," answered the vestal.

The ladies departed together, and at the portal

each entered her own litter.

" To the Atrium Vestas," said Domitia.

Her retinue started, and a moment after followed

that of the vestal Cornelia.

The streets were full of excited multitudes, currents

running up one side, down another, meeting, coming
to a standstill, clotting and choking the thoroughfares,

then breaking up and flowing again.

If it had not been for the liveries of the two
heralds, the palanquin of Domitia could not have
got through, but when it was observed whose litter

and servants were endeavouring to make way, the

crowd readily divided, and every obstacle yielded

immediately. But the Vestal Superior needed not

that the Caesar's wife should open the road for her.

As much respect was accorded to her as to Domitia.
Both trains, the one following immediately after

the other, entered and traversed the Forum, passed
the temple of Julius, and at the south extremity
reached the Atrium of the Vestal Virgins, a long
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building without a window, communicating with the

outer world by a single door.

At this door Domitia descended from her litter

and awaited the abbess.

Cornelia also stepped from her litter. She was a

tall and stately lady of forty years, who had once

been beautiful, but whose charms were faded. She
smiled

—

" You will pay me a visit as you go your way ?

That is a gracious favour."

" A lengthy visit," said Domitia.
" Time will never seem long in your sweet society,"

answered the vestal, and, taking Domitia's hand, led

her up the steps to the platform.

No sooner was Domitia there, than she ran to the

altar of the goddess, on which burned the perpetual

fire, within a domed temple, and clasped it.

Cornelia had followed her, and looked at her with

surprise.

" I claim the protection of the goddess," said

Domitia. " I will not return to the palace ! I will

be free from himP
Cornelia became grave.

" If your goddess has any might, any grace, she

will protect me Do you fear? Have you lost your

rights ? I claim protection."

" Be it so," said the abbess. " None have appealed

to the goddess in vain, none taken sanctuary with

her who have been rejected. She will maintain

your cause."



CHAPTER V

ATRIUM VEST^

WHEN the Romans were a pastoral people at

Alba, then it was the duty of the young

girls to attend to the common hearth, and keep the

fire ever burning. To obtain fresh fire was not

always possible, and at the best of times not easy.

Fire was esteemed sacred, being so mysterious

and so indispensable, and reverence was made to the

domestic hearth (hestia) as the altar of the Fire

goddess.

When the Roman settlement was made on the

banks of the Tiber, one hut of a circular form was

constituted the central hearth, and provision was

made that thence every household should obtain its

fire. This hut became the temple of Hestia, or

Vesta, and certain girls were set apart to watch the

fire that it should never become extinguished.

This was the origin of the institution of the Vestal

Virgins, an institution which lasted from the founding

of Rome in B.C. 753 to the disestablishment of

paganism, and the expulsion of the last vestal, in

A.D. 394, nearly eleven hundred and fifty years.

No girl under six, or above ten years of age, was

admissible as priestess of the sacred fire, and but six
2(54
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damsels were allowed,—their term of service was

thirty years, after which the vestal was free to return

home and to marry. The eldest of the vestals was

termed Maxima, and she acted as superior or abbess

over the community.

They enjoyed great possessions and privileges, and

were shown the most extraordinary respect. Seats

of honour were accorded to the vestals in the theatres,

the amphitheatre, and the circus.

The vestals had other duties to perform beside that

of maintaining the perpetual fire. They preserved

the palladia of Rome, those mysterious articles on

which the prosperity, nay, the very existence of the

city, was thought to depend. What these were

was never known. The last vestal carried them

away and concealed them. With her death the

secret was lost. Moreover, they took charge of the

wills of great men, emperors and nobles, and in times

of civil war they mediated between the conflicting

parties.

Cornelia gently detached the hands of Domitia

from the altar of Vesta, and led her within the

college of the vestals, the only door to which opened

on the platform upon which stood the temple.

On entering, she found herself in an oblong court

surrounded on all four sides by a cloister, the proto-

type of those to be in later days erected in the several

convents and abbeys and collegiate buildings of

Christendom. In the open space in the midst was

the circular treasury of the palladia, at one end was

the well whence the virgins drew their water. The

cloister was composed of marble columns, and sus-

tained an upper gallery, also open to the court, but
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roofed over, and the roof supported on columns of red

marble.

Between the columns below and above stood

statues of the Superiors who had merited com-

memoration. There was no garden, the place for

walking was the cloister.

Cornelia conducted Domitia into the reception

chamber, and kissing her, said

—

" Under the protection of the goddess you are

safe."

" I trust I in no way endanger your safety."

" Mine !
" Cornelia laughed. " There is none above

me save the supreme pontiff, and so long as I do no

wrong no one can molest me. But tell me—what wilt

thou do ?
"

" In the first place, send out and bid my servants

return home—and if they ask when to come for me,

answer, when I send for them."
" That is easily done," said the abbess. She

clapped her hands, and a slave girl answered and

received this commission.
" Now," said she—" now we come to the real

difficulty. Here you are, but here you cannot tarry

for long. For six days we may accord sanctuary, but

for no more. After that we must deliver over the

person who has taken refuge with us if required."

" I have for some time considered what might be

done. I have been so miserable, so degraded, so

impatient, that I have racked my brain how to

escape, and I sec but one course. When we were at

Cenchraea, my mother and I, we were in the house

of a Greek client of our family who was very kind to

us, and his wife loved me well. If I could escape
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thither in disguise, then I think he would be able to

secrete me, there are none so astute as are the

Greeks, and who so love to outwit their masters."

" But how is this possible ?
"

" That I know not—only let me get away from

Rome, then trust my craft to enable me to evade

pursuit. Let it be given out that I am here in

fulfilment of a vow. Then no suspicion will be

roused, and I can take my measures."

" It is not possible," said Cornelia in some alarm.

" Have you considered what your mother said ? the

Augustus is all-seeing and all-powerful and has his

hand everywhere."

"Get me out of Italy, and I shall be safe. I will

not return to the Palatine. If my life was hateful to

me before, what will it be made now ? Then he had

some fear of his father and of his brother, now he has

none to fear."

The vestal said, " Let me have time to think this

over—and yet, it doth not seem to me feasible."

" Get me but a beggar's suit, and walnut juice, that

I may stain my face and hands and arms. I will

wash all this gold-dust from my hair—and I warrant

you none will know me, with a staff and a wallet I

will go forth, right willingly,— I will not return to him!'

"That is impossible. You—with your beauty

—

your nobility "

—

" My nobility is of no account with me now."
" You think so, and so it may be whilst untouched,

but I am certain the least ruffle would make your

pride flash out."

Domitia remembered her resentment at the

physician's apparent familiarity.

18
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"Well, my beauty will be disguised."

" That nothing can conceal."

" Oh, do not speak thus, or I shall mistrust you

as I mistrust everyone else— except my slave

Euphrosyne and Eboracus, and Glyceria, the actor's

wife. These seem to me the only true persons in the

world. I would cast myself on them, but two are

slaves and the other is paralysed. Consider now,

Cornelia, do you not understand how that one may
reach a condition of mind or soul—call it which

you will—when we become desperate. One must

make an effort to break away into a new and free

and better life, or succumb and become bad, and

dead to all that is noble and true and good, hard

of heart, callous to right and wrong. 1 am at that

point. I know if I were to return to hivt^ and to be

Empress of the Roman world, that I should have but

one thing to live for—the pride of my place, and the

blazoning of my position ;
and to all that which lies

deep within me, bleeding, crying out, hungering and

with dry lips—dead."

" My dear lady, you were never made for what

you are forced to become."

Then why do the gods thrust me on to a throne

that I hate, tie me to a man that I loathe, surround

me with a splendour that I despise ? Tell me why ?

O Vesta ! immaculate goddess ! how I would that I

had been as one of thy consecrated virgins, to spend

my days in this sweet house, and pure, peaceful

cloister ! Do you see ? I must away ! I am lost to

all good— if I remain. I must away ! It is my soul

that speaks, that spreads its hands to thee, Cornelia !

Save me 1

"
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She threw herself on her knees and extended her

arms to the vestal abbess, caught her dress and

kissed it.

Cornelia was deeply moved.
" I beseech you rise," she said, lifting the kneeling

suppliant, clasping her in her arms, and caressing her

as a child.

" Hearken to me, Domitia, I can think but of one

person that can assist us ; that is my cousin Celer.

He is a good man, and whatever I desire he will strive

to execute as a sacred duty. Yet the risk is great."

" I pray you !— I pray you get him to assist me
to escape

!

"

*' He must furnish you with attendants. It will

not be secure for you to be accompanied by any of

your own servants. They might be traced. Celer has

got a villa,—stay, I will go forth at once and see him.

He can give counsel. Do nothing till my return."

The vestal Great Mother left, and Domitia was
glad to be alone.

The habitation of the vestals was wonderfully

peaceful, in the midst of busy, seething Rome, and in

the centre of its greatest movement As already

said, it had no windows, and but one door that

opened on the outer world. It drew all its air, all its

light, from the patch of sky over the central court.

Figures of vestals glided about like spirits, and the

white statues stood ghostlike on their pedestals.

But to be without flowers, without a peristyle

commanding a landscape of garden and lake and
trees and mountains ! That was terrible. It would
have been an unendurable life but that the vestal

college was possessed of country seats, to which some
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of the elder of the sisterhood were allowed occasion-

ally to go and take with them some one or two of the

novices.

Although there were no flowers in the quadrangle,

there was abundance of birds. In and out among
the variegated marbles, perching on balustrades,

fluttering among the statues, were numerous pigeons,

as marbled in tint as the sculptured stonework, and

looking like animated pieces of the same ; and a

tame flamingo in gorgeous plumage basked himself,

then strutted, and on seeing a vestal approach hopped

towards her. When, moreover, the same maiden

drew water from the well, the pigeons came down
like a fall of snow about her, clustering round the

bucket to obtain a dip and a drink.

Several hours passed. At length the abbess

returned. She at once sought Domitia, who rose

on her entry. Cornelia took both her hands within

her own, and said

—

" We women are fools, that is what Celer said

when I told him your plan. As he at once pointed

out, it is impossible for you to lie hid anywhere in

Italy—and impossible to escape from it unknown to

the Augustus. Anyone endeavouring to assist you

to escape would lose his life, most assuredly. 'I can

not sell smoke to a clown,' said he bluntly,—he is a

plain man,— ' I will not put out a finger to assist in

such an attempt, which would bring ruin on us all.

But,' he said, 'this may be done. Let the lady

Domitia retire to one of her own villas in the

country, and commit the matter to the vestals.

Your entreaty is powerful, and if attended by two

of the sisters,—or perhaps better alone, for this is not
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a matter to be made public,—go to the Prince, and

plead, in the lady's name, that she feels unequal to

the weight of duties that will now fall on the Augusta,

and that her health is feeble and she needs repose

and country air; then he may yield his consent, at

least to a temporary retreat' But my kinsman

Celer advised nothing beyond this. In very truth

nothing else can be done. * Most men's noses are

crooked,' he said,—and he is a blunt man,— * and those

who have straight ones do not like to follow them.'

But in your case, lady Domitia, there is practi-

cally no other way."
" Then I will to Gabii," said Domitia with a sigh.

'' If he will force me back—there is the lake."

Then said Cornelia, " Dost thou know that blind

man, Messalinus?"
" Full well—he hangs on to the Caesar Domitian

like a leech."

" Since thou didst enter the house of us vestals,

he hath been up and down the Via Nova and the

Sacred Way, never letting this place out of his eye

—

blind though he be. Some say he scents as doth a

dog, and that is why he works his head about from

side to side— snuffing the wind. When I went forth

he detached two of his slaves to follow—and they

went as far as myself and stood watching outside

the door of the knight Celer, and when I came forth

they were still there ; and when I returned to the

Atrium of Vesta, I found Messalinus peering with

his sightless eyes round the corner. But, I trow, he

sees through his servants' eyes."

" He is a bird of ill-omen," said Domitia ;
'' a vulture

scenting his prey."
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FOR THE PEOPLE

DOMITIA was at Gabii. Cornelia, the vestal

Great Mother, had sent her thither in her

own litter and attended by her own servants, but

with the assistance of the knight Celer who had

gone before to Gabii to make preparations.

Gabii had none of the natural beauties of Albanum,

but Domitia cared little for that. It was a seat that

had belonged to her father, and here his ashes reposed.

The villa was by no means splendid ;
but then—nor

had been that of Albanum when she was first carried

thither. Domitian had bought it immediately after

the proclamation of his father, and it had then been

a modest, but very charming, country residence.

Since then he had lavished vast sums upon it, and

had converted it into a palace without having really

improved it thereby. To Albanum he had become

areatly attached ; to it he retired in his moody fits,

when resentful of his treatment by his father, envious

of his brother, and suspicious of his first cousin

Sabinus. There he had vented his spleen in harass-

ing his masons, bullying his slaves, and in sticking

pins through flies.

But if Gabii was less beautiful and less sumptuous,
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it had the immeasurable advantage of not being

occupied by Domitian. There, for a while, Domitia

was free from his hateful society, his endearments

and his insults—alike odious to her.

And she enjoyed the rest ; she found real soothing

to her sore heart in wandering about the garden, and

by the lake, and visiting familiar nooks.

Only into the temple of Isis she did not penetrate,

the recollection of the vision there seen was too

painful to be revived.

On the third day after she had been in the Gabian

villa, Celer came out from Rome. He was a plain

middle-aged man with a bald head, and a short

brusque manner, but such a man as Domitia felt

she could trust.

He informed her that Cornelia had been before

the Augustus, and had entreated him to allow his

wife to absent herself from the palace and from his

company. She had made the plea that Domitia

Longina was out of health, overstrained by the hurry

of exciting events, and that she needed complete rest.

" But I demand more than that," said Domitia.

"Madam, more than that, my cousin, the Great

Mother, dared not ask. The Prince was in a rough

mood, he was highly incensed at your having with-

drawn without his leave, and he saw behind Cornelia's

words the real signification. He behaved to her with

great ill-humour, and would give no answer one v/ay

or the other,—and that means that here you are to

remain till it is his pleasure to recall you."

" And may that never be," sighed Domitia.

"The Augustus is, moreover, much engaged at

present."
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"What has he been doing? But stay— tell me
now—is there news concerning Sabinus?"

'' Ah, lady ! he has been."

" I knew it would be so. On what charge ?
"

" The Augustus was incensed against him because,

under the god Vespasian, Flavius Sabinus had put

his servants in the white livery when he was elected

to serve as consul for the ensuing year. Unhappily
the herald in announcing his election gave him the

title of emperor in place of consul, through a mere

slip of the tongue. But it was made an occasion

of delation. Messalinus snapped at the opportunity,

and at once the noble Sabinus was found guilty of

high treason and sentenced to death."
" And what has become of Julia, daughter of the

god Titus, the wife of Sabinus ?
"

" She has been brought by the Augustus to the

Palatine."

Next day the slave Euphrosyne arrived. She had
been sent for by Domitia, and was allowed to go to

her mistress. She also brou^jht news.

The town was in agitation. It was rumoured that

the Emperor was about to divorce Domitia and to

marry his niece.

" It would be welcome to me were this to take

place," said Domitia. *' Come now, Euphrosyne,

bring me spindle and distaff, I will be as a spinster

of old."

So days passed, occasionally tidings came from

Rome, but these were uncertain rumours. Domitia
was enjoying absolute peace and freedom from

annoyance in the country. And she had in Euphro-
syne one with whom she talked with pleasure, for
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the girl had much to say that showed novelty,

springing out of a mind very different in texture

from that usual among slaves.

" It is a delight to me to be still. Child !—I can

well think it, after a toilsome and discouraging life,

it is pleasant to fold the hands, lay the head on the

sod, and go to sleep without a wish to wake."
" Yes, when there is a prospect of waking again."

" But even without that. Is life so pleasant that

one would incline to renew it? Not I, for one."

Domitia looked up at the fresco of the " Quest of

Pleasure," and said, " Once I wondered at that picture

yonder, and that all pleasure attained should resolve

itself into a sense of disappointment. It is quite true

that we pursue the butterfly after we have ceased to

value it, but that is because we must pursue some-

thing, not that we value that which is attained or to

be attained."

"Ah, lady, we must pursue something! That is

in our nature— it is a necessity."

"It is so; and what else is there to follow after

except pleasure ?

"

" There is knowledge."
" Knowledge ! the froth-whipping of philosophers,

the smoke-clouds raised by the magicians, the dreams

and fancies of astronomers— pshaw! I have no

stomach for such knowledge. No ! I want nothing

but to be left alone, to dream away my remainder

of life."

" No, lady, that would not content you. You

must seek. We are made to be seekers, as the bird

is made to fly and the fish to swim."
" If we do not seek one thing, we seek another,
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and in everyone find—what the pinched butterfly is

—dust."
" No, mistress, not if we seek the truth. The

knowledge of the truth, the sinmnuin bonumr
" But where—how are we to seek it ?

"

" In God," answered the slave.

"The gods!—of them we know only idle tales,

and in place of the tales, when taken away, there

remains but guesswork. There again—the pinch of

dust."

" Lady, if we are created to seek, as the fish to

swim, there must be an element in which to pursue

our quest, an end to attain. That is inevitable, unless

we be made by a freakish malevolent power that

plants in us desire than can feed only on dust,—ever,

ever dust. No, that cannot be, the soul runs because

it sees its goal "

—

•' And that ?
"—

A bustle, and in a moment in sailed Longa Duilia,

very much painted, very yellow in hair, and with

saffron eyelashes and brows.
" Little fool

!

" said the mother. " Come, let me
embrace thee, yet gently lest thou crumple me,

—

and be cautious of thy kisses lest thou take the

bloom off my cheek. Thou art over boisterous in thy

demonstrations. There, give me a seat, I must put

up my feet. As the gods love me ! what a hole this

Gabii is ! How dingy, how dirty, how shabby it all

looks ! As the gods— But how art thou ? some say

ill, some say sulky, some say turned adrift. As the

gods love me ! that last is a lie, and I can swear it.

The Augustus distils with love like a dripping honey-

comb. You must positively come back with me.



FOR THE PEOPLE 277

I have come—not alone. Messalinus is with me,

—

a charming man, but bHnd, blind as a beetle."

" What, that fourfolder !
" 1

" Now, now, no slang ! I detest it, it is vulgar.

Besides, they all do it, and what all do can't be

wrong. One must live, and the world is so contrived

that one lives upon another, consequently it must be

right."

" Well have the Egyptians represented the god
who made men as a beetle—blind, and this world

as a pellet of dung rolled about blindly by him."
" My dear, I am not a philosopher and never wish

to be one. Come, we have brought the Imperial

retinue for taking you back."

" W^hither ? To your house in the Carinae ?
"

" Oh, my Domitia ! How ridiculous ! Of course

you go to the Palatine—to your proper place. My
dear, you will be proclaimed Augusta and receive

worship as a divinity. The Senate are only pausing

to adjudge you a goddess to know whether the

Emperor intends to repudiate you or no. It is

absolutely necessary that you come back with me."
" My godhead is determined by the question

whether I be divorced or not 1 " exclaimed Domitia

contemptuously. " I cannot go with you, mother."

"Then," said Duilia, looking carefully about, ''that

jade, big-boned and ugly as a mule,—you know to

whom I refer,—will get the upper hand, and your nose

will be broken."

" Mother, I ask but to be left alone."

^ Informers were so termed because they obtained a quarter of the

the goods of such as they denounced and who were condemned.

The Latin word is quadruplator.
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" I will not suffer it. By my maternal authority "

—

"Alas, mother, I have passed out of that— I did

so at my marriage."

"Well then, in your own interest."

" If I consider that I remain here."

" Avaunt nonsense ! Your position, your oppor-

tunities ! Just think ! There is cousin Cnseus must
be given a help up. He is a fool,—but that don't

matter, you must get him a proconsulship. Then
there is Fulvia, you must exert yourself to find her

a wealthy husband. As the gods love me ! you can

push up all your father's family, and mine to boot.

Come, get the girls to dress you becomingly and
make haste."

" I cannot go."

" You must. The Augustus wills it."

" And if 1 refuse ?
"

" You cannot refuse."

" I do so now."
" My dear, by the Good Event, you shall come !

You can no more refuse him than you can Destiny."
" Let him send his lictors and lead me to death."
" Lead you to— How can you talk such rubbish ?

You must come. This is how the matter stands.

There has been a good deal of disturbance in Rome.
As the gods love me ! I do not know why it is, but

the people like thee vastly, and the rumour has got

about that thou wast about to be repudiated, and
that raw-boned filly taken in your place. First there

were murmurings, then pasquinades afiixed to the

statues of the August Domitian. Then bands of

rioters passed under his windows howling out

mocking songs and blasphemies against his Majesty

;
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and next they clustered in knots ; and that insula of

Castor and Pollux is a nest of insubordination. In

fact, return you must to quiet men's minds. You
know what a disturbance in Rome is, we have gone
through several. By Jupiter ! I shall never forget

the rocking I went through that night of the

Lectisternium. These sort of things are only un-

objectionable when seen from a distance. But they

leave a taste of blood behind them. When the riot

is over, then come proscriptions ; the delators have

a fine time of it, and the rich and noble are made
to suffer."

"But, mother, let Julia do what she will, I

care not."

" Rome does. The Roman rabble will not have it

so. You have been familiar with the base and vile

multitude. Can't think how you could do it

!

However, it has succeeded this time, and turned out

a good move, for the people are clamorous for your

return. The Augustus is but recently proclaimed,

and allegiance is still fresh—and I believe his cousin

Ursus has been at him to have you back so as to

humour the public."

"Yet, if I refuse to gratify him."

" Then, my dear, of course it will be a pity, and

all that sort of thing,—but they all do it, and it

must be right. The Augustus would prefer not to

use severity—but if severe he must be, he will put

down this disturbance with a hand of iron. He
bears no actor's sword, the blade of which is in-

nocuous. I will call in Messalinus. He will tell

you more."

She clapped her hands, in obedience to her order
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a slave went outside the villa and presently returned

with the blind man.

He entered, working his sharp nose about, and then

made a cringing bow towards the wall—not knowing

where stood Domitia.

"Valerius Messalinus," said Duilia, "have the

goodness to inform my daughter of the intentions of

the Augustus relative to the rabble in the insula

of Castor and Pollux, whence all the agitation

proceeds."

" Madam," said the blind informer my god-like

Prince has already given command to clear the

streets by means of the praetorian swords. As to

that herd in the block of Castor and Pollux, they are

reserved for condign punishment unless my dear

lady return at once. They will all—men, women
and children—be driven into the circus. There are a

pair of British war-chariots, with scythes affixed to

the axles, and the green drivers will be commanded
to hustle round the ring at full speed among this

rebellious rabble, to trample them down, and mow
them as barley with the scythes—till not one remains

alive as a seed of disaffection. What I say is—if a

thing has to be done, do it thoroughly. It is true

kindness in the end. Of course some must suffer,

and one may praise the gods that in this case it is

only the common people."

" The common people !
" gasped Domitia.

Her eyes were glazed with horror. She saw the

insula, its crowd of busy, kindly, happy people, so

good to one another, so affectionate to Glyceria, so

grateful to her for visiting among them. And it was

she—she by winning their love—who was bringing this
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punishment upon them. In their blind, foolish way
they had misconceived her flight, and, in their blind

and stupid way, had resented an imaginary wrong
offered to her, and because of their generous

championship—they must suffer.

With bursting heart, and with a scalding rush of

tears over her cheeks, Domitia extended her hand

to her mother

—

" I go back," she said. " My people ! my poor

people, my dear people ! It must be so—for their

sake

—

pro populo!'



CHAPTER VII

THE BLUES HAVE IT !

ON her return to Rome and the palace, Domltia

did not see the Emperor, but he sent her

notice to be prepared to appear with him in public

at the opening of the Circensian Games that he gave

to the people in honour of his accession to the prin-

cipate. This was to take place on the morrow. The

games began at an early hour and lasted all day, with

an interruption for the cccna (dinner) at two o'clock.

The circus was close under the Palatine hill, and

occupied the valley between it and the Aventine.

The site has now been taken possession of for

gasworks.

It was a long structure, with one end like a horse-

shoe ; the other was straight, or rather diagonal, a

contrivance to enable horses and chariots when

starting abreast to have equal lengths to run, which

would not have been the case had the end been

drawn straight across the circus.

This end was dignified with two towers with a

central gate between them, and four arched doors on

each side closed with ornamental wooden gates.

The seats of the spectators rose in tiers on all

sides, except that of the straight side, where above
282
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the great entrance was the seat of the director of the

sports. On one side of the circus, near the winning-

post, was the Imperial box.

Down the middle of the course ran a wall with

statues planted on it, but at each end was a peculiar

structure; that near the winning-post sustaining

seven white balls like eggs, that at the other

extremity supporting as many bronze dolphins.

Each race consisted of seven circuits of the course,

and a servant of the management at each end

attended to the number of rounds made, and as

each concluded an egg was removed at one end
and a dolphin turned round at the other.

There was a separate entrance, with waiting-room,

for the Prince and his party. Domitia with her train

arrived first, and remained in the waiting-room till

his arrival.

She was dressed in blue, with gold woven into the

garment, and her hair was tied up with blue. She
looked very lovely, slender, and delicate in colour,

with large, earnest, indigo eyes, the darkest blue

points about her. The sadness of her expression

could not be dissipated by forced smiles.

In the waiting-chamber she could hear the mutter

of voices in the circus; all Rome would be there.

As she had descended from the Palatine she had

seen scarce a soul in the Forum or the streets, save

watchmen and beggars.

Now pealed the trumpets, and next moment the

Prince, attended by his lictors, and with his niece

Julia at his side, entered. He scowled at Domitia,

and beckoned her to approach, then, without another

word, he went out of the door into the Imperial box.

19
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Hitherto it had been customary for the Empress to

sit with the vestal virgins. But Nero had broken

this rule ; and Domitian, the more to emphasis his

reconcihation with Domitia, so as to please the

people, followed the example of Nero.

Domitia entered and moved to the seat on his

right, Julia to that on his left. Behind them poured

a glittering retinue of lictors and soldiers, officers of

the guard, and officials of the city and chamberlains.

At once the whole concourse stood, and thundering

cheers with clapping of hands rose from the circus.

The Emperor made a hasty, ungracious sign of

acknowledgment, and took his seat.

The applause, however, did not die away ; it broke

out afresh in spurts of enthusiasm, and the name of

the Empress was audible—whereupon the cheers were

prolonged with immense vehemence.

Domitian heard it. His brow darkened and his

face flushed blood-red. He made a signal with his

hand ; at once three priests, attended by men bearing

pick and shovel, entered the course, and directed

their way to the end of the dividing wall or spine

;

there they threw up the soil, till a buried altar,

dedicated to the god Consus, was reached, on which

at once burning coals were placed, and all the con-

course rose whilst incense and a libation and prayers

were offered to the god Consus.

That ended, the fire was extinguished by the earth

being thrown over it. Again the altar was buried,

and the soil stamped above.

This ceremony was hardly complete before the

great central gates were thrown open to a peal of

trumpets, and heralds entered to proclaim the opening
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of the sports given by the Emperor, the Caesar

Domitian, the Augustus, son of the god Vespasian,

high priest, holder of the tribunician power, consul,

perpetual censor, and father of his country; sports

given for the pleasure of his well-beloved, the citizens

of Rome, senators, knights, and people generally, and
of such strangers as might at the time be in Rome,
the centre of the world.

Again rose a roar of approbation, men stood up,

stamped, jumped on their seats, and clapped their

hands.

Then through the triumphal gate came the

Circensian procession. This was properly a cere-

monial of the 13th September, but in honour of

the proclamation of the accession of Domitian to

the throne, and to his giving the shows at his own
charge, it was now again produced.

First came boys on horseback and on foot, gaily

clothed, and immediately behind them the jockeys

and runners who were to take part in the games.

The racers were divided into four classes, each

wearing the colour of one season of the year. Green

stood for spring, red for summer, blue for autumn,
and white for winter. The riders and drivers were

dressed according to the class to which they belonged.

The chariots were drawn by four horses abreast, and
each furnished with an outrider in the same colours,

armed with a whip. At once cries rose from all

sides, for every jockey and every horse was know^n

by name ; some cheered the drivers, some shouted

the names of the horses, some proposed bets, and
others booked such as they had made.

Then came huntsmen with hounds, armed with
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lances ; and behind tbem dancing soldiers, who clashed

shields and swords in rhythm, accompanying their

dance with choric song.

Next entered a set of men dressed in sheep and
goat skins, and with fluttering ribbons ; and lastly,

images of the gods on biers. The '' pomp," though

a quaint and pretty sight, was looked on with some
impatience, as wanting in novelty and as but a

prelude to the more exciting races.

The procession, having made the circuit of the

arena, retired, and with great rapidity the first four

racing chariots were got into their caixeres^ the vaults

on the right side of the entrance with four doors

opening on to the circus.

And now a chalked line was rapidly stretched

across the course in front of the gates. A trumpet

sounded, the gates were thrown open, and the four

chariots issued forth and were drawn up abreast

behind the line, and lots cast to determine their

positions.

Domitian, stretching forth his hand abruptly,

threw a white napkin into the arena, the white

cord fell, and instantly the chariots started.

The spectators swayed and quivered, shouted and
roared ; women waved their veils, men clashed pot-

sherds, some yelled out bets, and one or two from

behind stumbled forward and fell among the occupants

of the benches in front.

At the farther end, where the circus described a

horseshoe, a gallery of wood projected over the heads

of those on the lower stages to accommodate still

more spectators, and these hammering on the boards

with feet and fists greatly increased the din.
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The roar of voices rolled like a wave along the

right side of the circus, then broke into a billow at

the curved end, and then surged down to the farther

extremity, again to swell and run and revolve, as an

egg was dismounted and a dolphin turned.

At each end of the spine, detached from it, were

three obelisks, or conical masses of stone, sculptured

like clipped yew trees. These were the 7netce.

Attending every charioteer was, as already said, an

outrider in his colours, to lash the horses and to

assist in case of accident. Moreover, boys stood

about with pitchers of water to dash over the axles

of the wheels when they became heated, or to wa.^h

away blood stains should there be an accident.

Domitia sat watching the race, at first with

inattention. Yet the general excitement was irresist-

ible, it caught and carried her out of herself, and

the colour mounted into her ivory cheek.

The Emperor paid no attention to her, he studiously

avoided speaking to her, and addressed his conversa-

tion to Julia alone— who was constrained to be

present notwithstanding that the execution of her

husband had taken place but a few days previously.

But her heavy face gave no indication of acute sorrow.

It was due to her position and relationship to the

Prince to be there, and when he commanded her

attendance it did not occur to her to show opposition.

The keenest rivalry existed between the parties of

the circus ; at a time when political partisanship was

dangerous except to the sycophants of the regnant

prince, all faction feeling was concentrated on the

colours of the racecourse. Caligula had championed

the green, so had Nero, who had even strewn the course
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with green sand when he himself in a green suit had

driven on it. And now Domitian accepted the green

as the colour that it comported with the dignity of

his parvenu dynasty to favour. It was also generally

preferred to the other, at anyrate in the betting,

because it was known that the Imperial favourites

were allowed to win the majority of the races.

Yet the jockeys and horses and chariots belonged

to different and rival companies, and were hired by

the givers of games. It was not in the interest of the

other colours to be beaten too frequently. They
therefore arranged among themselves how many and

which races were, as a matter of course, to be won by

the green, and the rest of the races were open to be

fairly contested. But the public generally were not

let into the secret ; though indeed the secret was

usually sold to a few book-makers.

Hah ! down went the red 1 In turning the mefc^ at

the farther end, the wheel had caught in that of the

white, throwing the latter out, but not upsetting the

chariot, whereas the car of the red jockey overturned,

one horse went down, sprang up again, and would

have dragged the driver along had he not dexterously

whipped a curved knife out of his girdle and cut the

reins. This was necessary, as the reins of all four

horses were thrown over the shoulder and wrapped

round the body ; consequently a fall was certain to

be fatal unless the driver had time and presence of

mind at once to shear through the leathers.

" He is out ! the red is out !
" roared the mob. Then,

"The white ! the white is lagging—he cannot—catch

up !—the red did for him ! Out of the way ! Out

ye two ! ye cumber the course."
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The white struggled on, driver and outrider

lashed the steeds, they strained every muscle, but

there was no recovering from the loss of time caused

by the lock of wheels, and on reaching the doors on

the right, which were at once swung open, both

chariots retreated into the vaults, amidst the groans

of such as had bets on their favour.

" It lies now between green and blue ! " was the

general shout. " On with thee, Pentaracus !
" " Nay !

hit the off horse, he sulks, Euprepes ! " " Well done,

Nereus ! Pull well, Auster ! Brave horses ! brave greens !

Greens for ever ! The gods befriend the greens !

"

Then someone looking in the direction of the

Imperial box noticed Domitia in her blue habit, with

her blue eyes wide distended, and the blue ribbons in

her hair. Suddenly, in a clear voice, he cried

—

"The blue! the blue! It is the colour of the

Augusta ! The blue ! Sabaste ! I swear by her

divinity ! I invoke her aid ! The blue will win !

"

Like an electric shock there went a throb through

the vast concourse—there were nearly three hundred

thousand persons present. At once there rose a roar,

it was loud, thrilling, imperious

—

" The blue ! It shall win ! The colour of the

Augusta ! of the divine Augusta ! The friend of the

Roman people ! The blue ! the blue ! we will have

the blue
!

"

The drivers lashed furiously, the outriders swung

themselves in their saddles to beat the horses. But

the gallant steeds needed no scourging, they were as

keen in their rivalry as were their drivers and their

supporters.

"The last egg\ the last dolphin! Again! th^
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green is ahead !
" A groan, broken by only a few

cheers. Wonderful ! In the sudden contagion, even

those who had betted on the green cheered the rival

colour.

" Who was that cried out for the blue ? " asked

Domitian, turning sharply about. '' Find him, cast

him to the dogs to be torn."

His kinsman Ursus whispered in his ear

—

" It is the actor, Paris. Yet do nothing now. It

would be inauspicious." ^

The command was grudgingly withdrawn.

A gasp—stillness, the extreme meta had been

turned ; then a restless quivering sound, men,

women, too agitated to shout, held their breath, but

muttered and moved their feet
—

" The blue ! the blue

gains ! Nay ! the green is forging ahead.—Hah !

Hah !
" At the last moment in swung the blue, across

the white line, one stride ahead of the green.

Then there rolled up a thunder of applause.

" The blue ! the dear blue ! the blue of the Augusta

has it ! Ye gods be praised ! I vow a pig to Eppona !

The blue has it ! All hail to the Augusta ! to heaven's

blue!"

Domitian turned, with a look of hate at his wife,

and whispered

—

" Nevertheless she shall come in second."

^ On another occasion, a show of gladiators, this savage order was

actually given and carried out under the eyes of Domitian.



CHAPTER VIII

THE LOWER STOOL

" /^~^OME now," said the Emperor, rising from his

V^ seat, " it is time that we should eat. My
lady Longina, may it please you to sup with us ?

"

There was a malevolent glance in his pale watery
eye. But Domitia did not see it, she looked at him
as little as might be.

She rose at once. So also did Julia, the daughter

of Titus, and the Emperor and his train left the circus,

but as they withdrew there rose ringing cheers, the

people standing on their benches and applauding

—

not the Caesar, the Augustus, the Imperator—but her,

Domitia, the blue. The people's own true blue. He
heard it, and ground his teeth—his face waxed red as

blood. Domitia heard it, and her heart filled and
her eyes brimmed with tears.

Then Domitian turned and looked at her savagely,

as a dog might look at another against which it was
meditating an onslaught, and said

—

" Remove that blue— I hate it, and come to the

banquet." Then, with an ugly leer— ''I have sent

for the actor to amuse you."

"What actor .>"

" Paris, madam,—the inimitable, the admired Paris,
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that he may recite from Greek plays for our pleasure.

The Greek tragedians are at a discount. Our

people do not care for the dismals. But they are

wrong—do not estimate true art. You are singular,

you do that really ! You like tragedy ! and tragedy

you shall have, I warrant you."

The blood mounted to the brow of Domitia at the

sneers and covert insinuations. Paris ! what was

Paris to her, what but the struggling husband of

Glyceria? Was it impossible for her to do a kind

act, to give expansion to her heart, without mis-

interpretation, without the certainty of incurring

outrage ?

She withdrew to her apartments, and changed her

dress from the blue to white with purple stripe and

fringes. Then she entered the triclinium where the

meal was spread.

Domitian was already there, together with Julia,

Messalinus, Ursus, and some other friends. The

Emperor, standing apart from the latter, said with a

sneer to Domitia

—

" So you have shed your blue—a cloud has passed

over the azure ! That is well. And now, madam, I

granted you the first place at the games in the

circus to humour the people, but in my palace it

shall be as I will, not as they. Julia shall take the

precedence, and she shall occupy the first position at

table—and everywhere. She is the daughter of the

god Titus, granddaughter of the god Vespasian"

—

" And great-granddaughter of the Commissioner of

Nuisances," muttered Domitia.

" Silence !
" roared Domitian. " She has the sacred

Flavian blood, she is of divine race, and shall sit by
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me, recline by me, in the position of honour, and you
occupy a stool at my feet. Julia and I will have a

lectisternium of the gods ! Am not I divine, and
she divine ?

"

" Certainly," answered Domitia ;
" she is the

daughter of a victor who has triumphed, I the

wife of a man who will filch laurels from his generals,

but himself has never seen a battle."

Domitian clenched his teeth and hands, and glared

at her.

" I wish to the gods I could find it in my heart to

have thee strangled, thou demon cat !

"

" I can understand that having let out the divine

blood of the Flavii from the throat of your cousin

Sabinus, you would stoop to me."

"What—what—what is this?" exclaimed Mes-
salinus, thrusting his pointed face in the direction of

the Prince and Domitia ; he scented an altercation.

As for her—she wondered at herself, having the

courage to defy the lord of the world. She could

not keep down the disgust, the hatred she felt for the

man who had wrecked her life ; it must out, and she

valued not her life sufficiently to deny herself the

gratification of throwing off her mind the taunts that

rose in it and lodged on her tongue.

Domitian signed to table—Julia, with a flutter of

clumsy timidity, shrank from the place of honour,

and looked hesitatingly at her sister-in-law, who
without a word seated herself on the stool indicated

by the Emperor. There was no pride, no ambition

in the daughter of Titus.

The guests looked at each other, as Julia was
forced by the command of her uncle to recline on the
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couch properly belonging to his wife, and whispered

each other.

" What, what ? Who is where ? " asked the ferret-

faced Messalinus. "What has been done? Here,

Lycus,"—to a slave who always attended him,—"tell

me what has been done. In my ear, quick ! I burn

to know."

Something was communicated in an undertone,

and Messalinus broke into a cackle that he quickly

smothered

—

" That is admirable, great and god - like is our

Prince. As a Jew physician said to me, he sets down

one and setteth up another at his pleasure. That is

divine caprice. The gods alone can act without

having to account for what they do. I like it

—

vastly."

And now at once the sycophant herd began to

pay their addresses to Julia, and to neglect Domitia.

The former was overloaded with flattery, her every

word was repeated, passed on from one to another

as though oracular. Domitian conspicuously and

purposely ignored his wife, made to sit at his feet,

and raising himself on the left elbow upon his

piilvinar or cushion of gold brocade, talked with his

niece, who was also reclining instead of sitting.

Domitia remained silent with lowered eyes, carna-

tions flowered in her cheeks. She made no attempt

to speak ; eat she could not. She felt the slight.

Her pride was cut to the quick. The humiliation,

before such as Messalinus, was numbing, She would

have endured being ordered to execution, she would

have arranged her hair with alacrity for the bowstring

that would have finished her troubles, but this outrage
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before members of the court, before the Imperial

slaves,—and the knowledge that it would be the talk

on the morrow of Roman society,—covered her with

confusion, and filled her soul with wrath, for she had

pride—not a little.

Ursus, a kinsman of the Emperor, an elderly man

of good character and upright walk, was near her.

He alone seemed to feel the indignity put upon the

Empress. His eyes, full of pity, rested on her, and

he waited an opportunity to speak to her, unheard

by others. Then he said, turning his head towards

Domitia

—

" Lady, recall the fable of the oak and the bulrush.

Humour the Prince and you can do with him what

you will. Believe me, and I speak sincerely, he loves

you still, loves you madly—but you repel him, and

that offends his pride. All things are his in earth—

I

may almost say in heaven—and he cannot endure

that one frail woman's heart should alone be denied

him."
*' There are certain waters," answered Domitia,

''that turn to stone whatever is exposed to them

—even a bird's feather. It is as though I had

been subjected to this treatment. My heart is

petrified."

" Not so, dear lady, it beats at the present moment

with anger. It can also beat with love."

" Never towards him who has maltreated me !

"

*' By the gods, forbear ! I am endangered by

listening to such words."

"What—what—what is Ursus saying?" asked

Messalinus, who caught a word or two. " He is beside

the Augusta—what did he say ?—and in a low tone



296 DOMITIA

also. No treason hatching at the table of our divine

lord, I trust." ^

" Here come the jesters and the mimes," said

Ursus ;
" and may the god of laughter provide such

matter for mirth as will satisfy Valerius Messalinus."

" Then it must be a tragedy," said another guest
;

" for to our blind friend, here, naught is jocose unless

to some other it be painful."

" We have all our gifts," said Messalinus, smirking.

Then entered some acrobats, who went through

evolutions, casting knives and catching them, form-

ing human pyramids, ladders, wheels, balancing poles

on their chins whilst a boy went through contortions

at the top.

But there was no novelty in the exhibition. The
Emperor wearied of it, and ordered the performers to

withdraw.

Next appeared mimes, who performed low buf-

foonery in gesture and dialogue, interspersed with

snatches of song that were so offensive to decency

that Domitia, who had never seen and heard anything

of the kind at her mother's house, sprang to her feet

with flaming cheeks, brow and bosom, and made a

motion to leave. She knew it—this disgusting

performance had been commanded by the Prince for

the purpose of humiliating her. She would go. But

Domitian, whose malignant glance was on her, saw

her purpose, and called out

—

" It is my will, Domitia, that you remain in your

seat. The cream of the entertainment has yet to

come."

^ The titles of lord and god were given to Domitian by his flatterers,

and accepted and used by him as of right.
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Ursusput his hand to her garment, and gently drew

her down on her seat.

" Endure it," he whispered ;
" it will soon be over."

" It is the worst outrage of all," said she, with heav-

ing breast ; and the blood so surged into her eyes and

ears that she could see and hear no more.

Indeed, she was hardly conscious when the buffoons

withdrew, her eyes rested on the marble floor, strewn

with the remains of the feast.^ But suddenly she

started from the dream or the stupefaction into which

she had fallen by hearing the voice of Paris, the

tragic actor.

She looked up sharply, and saw him, a tall hand-

some man of Greek profile, and with curly dark hair.

He was clad in a long mantle, and wore the buskins.

Behind him were minor performers, to take a part in

dialogue or to chant a chorus.

" Lord and Augustus, what is it your pleasure that

we represent in your presence ? " asked the actor.

" Repeat the speech of QEdipus Coloneus to

Theseus towards the close of the drama. That

—

I mean which begins ' O son of ^geus, I will

teach the things that are in store.'"

Paris bowed, and drawing himself up, closing his

eyes to represent the blindness of the old king he

personated, and with hands extended, began

—

** O son of ^Egeus, I will teach the things that are in store;

Myself unguided straightway go ; ye follow, I before.

The spot where I am doomed to die—that spot will I reveal,

But on your lips, I pray you set to that a holy seal."

1 There are mosaic pavements in Rome representing a floor after a

dinner, with crawfish heads, oyster-shells, nuts, picked bones, flower

leaves strewn about.
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" Do you mark, Domitia ?
" called the Emperor,

with bantering tone.

" I have looked under the table, sire, to see whether,

likeyour kinsman Calvisius, you keep there a prompter

who has read Euripides." ^

Some of the guests hardly controlled their laughter.

The deficiency in the education of Domitian was

well known.

"Go on, fellow," ordered he surlily. " Skip some

lines—it is tedious, draw to the end."

Paris resumed

—

"Now let me to that place repair; an impulse from on high,

A sacred impulse, carries me to where I'm doomed to die.

O, daughter ! I must show the way—ay, I myself, the guide—
To you, who hitherto did lead, or clave unto my side.

Nay ! touch me not, but suffer me myself to find the road

That leadeth to the silent tomb, and to the dark abode.

O Hermes ! guardian of the soul that fleeteth from this breast !

O goddess of the darkest night —give to the weary rest

!

O light ! beloved, glorious light ! that once did fill these eyes,

Now I embrace thy sacred beams, then turn where shadow lies.

O, dearest friends, when well with you, and with this land, recall

Me, as about my bowed head Death's purple shadows fall."

Then the chorus, in rhythmic dance, sang

—

"If it be meet—O goddess thou, unseen, whom all men dread,

If it be meet—O awful King, who rulest o'er the dead.

Be pitiful unto this man, a stranger in the land.

And gently, without pain acute, conduct him by the hand

From out the world of light into the Stygian deeps below.

Remember how that ever here he suffered want and woe !

^ Calvisius Sabinus, a rich and ignorant man, made one of his slaves

learn Homer by heart, another Hesiod, and others the nine Greek

lyric poets. When he gave a dinner, he concealed them under the

table to prompt him with quotations.
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Ye polished iron gates, unclose, and as ye backward roll,

Let not the rav'nous monster leap and lacerate the soul.

And then, O son of Tartarus, advance with pity sweet.

The fluttering, frightened, parted soul approaching, gently greet !

"

*' Enough ! " said Domitian, and waved his hand.
" How likest thou that, Domitia? "

" Methinks, sire, the words are ominous. Suffer me,

I pray thee, to retire—for I am not well."

As she rose, she looked at Paris. Their eyes met,

and at once a horror, a premonition of evil, fell on her,

and turned her blood to ice.

He raised his hand to his lips, and said in a low

tone as she passed before him

—

" Morituri te salutant. Those about to die salute

thee
!

"

" r faith it is an excellent jest !
" said Messalinus ;

" I relish it vastly."



CHAPTER IX

GLYCERIA

DOMITIA returned to her apartments, quivering

like an aspen in a light air ; but no sooner

was she there than she summoned Eboracus, and

said to him

—

" Be speedy. Follow Paris, and protect him.

There is evil planned against him. Fly—lest you

be too late !

"

The slave departed at once.

Domitia paced the room in an agony of mind, now
shivering with cold, then with face burning. But it

was not the humiliations to which she had been

subjected that so affected her, it was fear of what

she suspected was meditated against the actor, and

through him against Glyceria.

A cold sweat broke out on her brow, and icy tears

formed on her long eyelashes. It seemed to her

that for her to show favour to anyone was to bring

destruction on that person. And hatred towards

the Emperor became in her heart more intense and

bitter, almost insupportably so.

She could think of nothing else but the danger

that menaced Paris. She went out on the terrace,

and the wind blowing over her moist brow chilled her
;
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she drew her mantle more closely around her, and re-

entered the palace. Already night was falling, for

the days were becoming short.

Her heart cried out for something to which to

cling, for someone to whom to appeal against the

overwhelming evil and tyranny that prevailed.

Was there no power in earth above the Csesar?
There was none. No power in heaven ? She could
not tell

;
all there was dark and doubtful. There

was a Nemesis—but slow of step, and only over-

taking the evil-doer when too late to prevent the

misery he wrought, sometimes so lagging as not to

catch him at all, and so blind as often to strike the
innocent in place of the guilty. No cry of the
sufferer could reach this torpid Nemesis and rouse
her to quicker action. She was a deity, bungling,
deaf, and blind.

Again she tramped up and down the room. She
could endure to have no one with her. She sent all

her servants away.

But the air within was stifling. She could not
breathe, the ceiling came down on her head, and
again she went forth.

Now she could hear voices below in the Sacred
Way. She could see lights coming from several

quarters, and drawing together to one point where
they formed a cluster, and from this point rose a wail

—the wail of the dead.

She wiped her brow. She was sick at heart, and
again went within, and found Eboracus there, cast

down and silent.

" Speak," she said hoarsely.

" It was too late. He had been stabbed in the
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back whilst leaving the palace, and a pupil was

assassinated at the same time because somewhat

resembling him."

Domitia stood cold as marble. She covered her

mouth for a moment with her right hand, and then in

a hard voice said

—

" Inform Euphrosyne. I cannot."

Then she turned away, went to her bed-chamber,

and was seen of none again that night. Several of

her female slaves sought admission to undress her,

but were somewhat roughly dismissed.

In that long night, Domitia felt as one drowning in

a dark sea. She stretched out her hands to lay hold

of something—to stay her up, and found nothing.

She had nothing to look forward to, no shore to which

she might attain by swimming, nothing to care for,

nothing to cling to. There was no light above, only

the unsympathetic stars that looked down on the evil

there was, the wrong that was done, and cared not.

The pulsation of their light was not quickened by

sense of injustice, they did not veil their rays so as

to hide from them the horrors committed on earth.

There was no light below, save the reflection of the

same passionless eyes of heaven.

She felt as though she were still capable of the

sense of pain, but not of being sensible to pleasure.

The faculty of being happy was gone from her

for ever, and life presented to her a prospect of

nothing better than grey tracts of monotonous exist-

ence, seamed with earthquake chasms of suffering.

Next day she rose white and self-restrained ; she

summoned to her Euphrosyne, but did not look at

her tear-reddened eyes.
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" Euphrosyne," said she, " I bid you go, and take

with you Eboracus, I place you both wholly at the

disposal of your sister,—and bid her spare no cost, but

give to him who has been, a splendid funeral at my
expense. Here is money. And,"—she paused a

moment to obtain mastery over herself, as her

emotion threatened to get the upper hand,—" and,

Euphrosyne, tell Glyceria that I shall go to see her

later. Not for a few days, not till the first agony of

her grief is over ; but go I will—for go I must

—

and I pray the gods I may not be a cause of fresh

evil ! Oh, Euphrosyne, does she curse me ?
"

" Glyceria curses none, dear mistress, least of all

you. Do not doubt, she will welcome you when you

do her the honour of a visit."

" If she were to curse me, I feel as if I should be

glad—glad, too, if the curse fell heavy on my head ;

—

but you know—she knows— I meant to do well, to be

kind—to— But go your way— I can speak no more.

Tell Glyceria not to curse me—no— I could not bear

that—not a curse from her."

Euphrosyne saw by her mistress's manner, by her

contradictory words, how deeply she was moved, how
great was her suffering. She stooped, took up the

hem of her garment, and kissed the purple fringe.

Then sobbing, withdrew.

That day tidings came to Domitia to render her

pain more acute.

The kindly, sympathetic people in the insula of

Castor and Pollux, in poetic, picturesque fashion had

come with baskets of violets and late roses, and had

strewn with flowers the spot stained with the blood

of Paris.
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This was reported to the Emperor, and he sent his

guards down the street to disperse the people, and, in

doing this, they employed their swords, wounding
several and killing two or three, of whom one was

a child.

Three days later, Domitia ordered her litter and

attendants that she might go to the insula in the

Suburra.

She had said nothing of her intentions, or probably

Domitian would have heard of them—she was sur-

rounded by spies who reported in his ear whatever

she did—and he would have forbidden the visit.

Only when the Forum had been crossed, did

she instruct the bearers as to the object of her

excursion.

On entering the block of lodgings and ascending

the stairs, Domitia was received with respect but with

some restraint. The people did not press about her

with enthusiasm as before ; they knew that it was

through her that evil had overtaken them, and they

dreaded her visit as inauspicious.

Yet there was no look of resentment in any face,

only timorous glances, and reverential bows, and

salutations with the hand to the lips. The poor folk

knew full well that it was through no ill-will on her

part that Paris and his pupil, and some of their own
party, had fallen.

It was already bruited about that Julia, daughter

of Titus, was honoured in the palace, and ad-

vanced above Domitia, the Empress. Some said that

Domitian would repudiate his wife that he might

marry his niece, and that he waited only till Julia's

months of mourning for her husband were passed, so
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as not to produce a scandal. Others said that he

would not repudiate Domitia, but treat her as Nero

had treated Octavia, trump up false charges against

her and then put her to death.

Already Domitia was regarded as unlucky, and on

the matter of luck attaching to or deserting certain

persons, the Roman populace were vastly super-

stitious.

And now, although these poor creatures loved the

beautiful woman of imperial rank who deigned to

come among them, and care for one of their most

broken and bruised members, yet they feared for

themselves, lest her presence should again draw

disaster upon them.

Domitia was conscious, rather than observant, of

this, as she passed along the gallery to the apartment

of Glyceria.

At the door to the poor woman's lodgings she

knocked, and in response to a call opened and

entered. She waved her attendants to remain with-

out and suffer none to enter.

Then she approached the bed of the sick woman

hastily, and threw herself on her knees beside it.

" Glyceria," she said, " can you forgive me ?
"

The crippled woman took the hands of Domitia

and covered them with kisses, whilst her tears flowed

over them.

This was more than the Empress could bear. She

disengaged her hands, threw her arms about the widow,

and burst into convulsive weeping.

" Nay, nay 1
" said Glyceria, " do not give way. It

was not thy doing."

" But you fear me," sobbed Domitia ;
" they do so—
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they without. Not one touched, not one kissed me.
They think me of evil omen."

" There is nothing unlucky. Everything falls out

as God wills, and whatever comes, if we bow under
His hand, He will give sweetness and grace."

" You say this ! You, who have lost everything !

"

" Oh no, lady !

"—then the cripple touched the

cornelian fish,
—"this remains."

" It is a charm that has brought no luck."

" It is no charm. It is a symbol—and to you dark.

To me full of light and joy in believing."

" I cannot understand."
" No—that I know full well. But to one who does,

there is comfort in every sorrow, a rainbow in every

cloud, roses to every thorn."

" Glyceria," said Domitia, and she reared herself

upon her knees, and took hold of both the poor
woman's hands, so that the two, with tear-stained

cheeks, looked each other full in the face,
—" my

Glyceria, wilt thou grant me one favour?

"

" I will give thee, lady, anything that thou canst

ask. I should be ungrateful to deny thee ought."
" It is a great matter, a sharp wrench I ask of

thee," said the daughter of Corbulo.
*' I will do all that I can," replied the widow.
" Then come with me to the palace. Here you

have none to care for you, none to earn a livelihood

for you,— I want you there."

Glyceria hesitated.

" Do you fear ?

"

" I fear nothing for myself."

"Nor I," said Domitia. "Oh, Glyceria, I am the

most miserable woman on earth ! I thought I could
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not be more unhappy than I was.—Then come— I will

not speak of it,—thy loss—caused unwittingly by

me, because I came here—and that has broken my
heart. I have done the cruellest hurt to the one I

loved best I am most miserable—most miserable."

She covered her face, sank on the bed and wept.

The widow of the player endeavoured to soothe

her with soft words and caresses.

Then again Domitia spoke. "I have no one, I

have nothing to look to, I am as one dead, and the

only life in me is hate, that bites and writhes as a

serpent."

" And that thou must lay hold of and strangle as

did Hercules."

" I cannot, and I will not."

" That will bring thee only greater suffering."

" I cannot suffer more."

" It is against the will of God."
" But how know we His will ?

"

" It has been revealed."

Again Domitia threw her arms about the sick

woman, she pressed her wet cheek to her tear-

moistened face, and said

—

" Come with me, and tell me all thou knowest—

and about the fish. Come with me, and give me a

little happiness, that I may think of thee, comfort

thee, read to thee, talk with thee— I care for no

other woman. And Euphrosyne thy sister, she is

with me, and I will keep thee as the apple of mine

eye."

" Oh, lady, this is too great
!

"

" What ! anon thou wouldst deny me naught, and

now refusest me this."
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" In God's name so be it," said Glyceria. " But

when ?

"

" Now. I will have no delay, see "— She went to

the door and spoke with her slaves. " They shall

bear thee in my litter, at once. Euphrosyne shall

tarry here and collect thy little trifles ; and the good

Eboracus, he shall bear them to thy new home.

Oh, Glyceria, for once I see a sunbeam !

"

Never could the dwellers in the insula have dreamt

of beholding that which this day they saw. The
actor's crippled widow lifted by Imperial slaves and

placed in the litter of the Empress, the Augusta, to

whom divine honours had been accorded. And,

further, they saw the cripple borne away, down the

lane of the Suburra in which was their block of

lodgings, and the Empress walked by the side

holding the hand of the patient who lay within.

They did not shout, they uttered no sound in-

dicative of approval, no applause. They held their

breaths, they laid their hands on their mouths, they

looked each other in the eyes—and wondered what

this marvel might portend. A waft of the new life

had entered into the evil world, whence it came they

knew not, what it would effect, that also they could

not conceive,—whom it would touch, how transform,

all was hid from their eyes ; but that it was present,

none could doubt.



CHAPTER X

THE ACCURSED FIELD

NO notice was taken by Domitian of the presence

in the palace of the murdered actor's widow.

It concerned him in no way, and he allowed the

unfortunate woman to remain there, under the care

of his wife, and without making any protest.

Domitia found an interest and a delight in the

society of the paralysed woman, so simple in mind,

gentle in thought, always cheerful, ever serene, who

lived in an atmosphere of love and harboured no

resentments.

She marvelled at what she saw, but it was to her

an unattainable condition. Her own affections were

seared, and a gnawing hate against the man who had

blighted her life, and to whom she was tied, ever

consumed her.

She was like a dead plant in the midst of spring

vegetation. It looks down on the beautiful life about

its feet, but itself puts forth no buds, shows no signs

of mounting sap.

Every now and then Glyceria approached the

topic of the fish, and the mysteries involved in the

symbol, but would not disclose them, for she saw

that Domitia, however miserable she felt, however
309
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hopeless, was not in a frame of mind to receive and

welcome the interpretation. For in her the one

dominating passion was hate—a desire to have her

wrongs revenged, and a chafing at her powerlessness

to do anything to revenge them.

Her treatment by Domitian was capricious. At
one time he neglected her ; then he went sometimes

out of his way to offer her a slight ; at others he

made real efforts to heal the breach between them,

and to show her that he loved her still.

But he met with not merely a frosty, but a con-

temptuous, reception, that sent him away, his vanity

hurt and his blood in a ferment.

In her indifference to life, she was able to brave

him without fear, and he knew that if he ordered her

to execution she would hail death as a welcome
means of escape from association with himself

His blundering and brutal tyranny was no match

for her keen wit, cutting into him and maddening
him. He revenged himself by a coarse insult or by

a side blow at her friends. She was without ambition.

Many a woman would have endured his treatment

without repining for the sake of the splendour with

which she could surround herself, and the towering

position which she occupied. But neither had any

attraction for Domitia. The one thing she did

desire, to be left alone in retirement in the country,

that he could not, he would not, accord her.

Usually when he was in his splendid villa at

Albanum she elected to remain in Rome, and when
he came to the palace on the Palatine, if permitted,

she escaped to Albanum ; but he would not always

suffer this.
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Thus a wretched life was dragged on, and the

heart of Domitia became harder every day. It would

have become as adamant but for the presence of

Glyceria, whom the Empress sincerely loved, and

who exercised a subtle, softening and purifying

influence on the Princess.

Glyceria saw how the Empress suffered, and she

pitied her, saw how hopeless the conditions were for

improvement ; she saw also what was hidden to other

eyes, that circumstances were closing round and

drawing towards a crisis.

Beyond a certain point Glyceria could effect

nothing, once only did she dare to suggest that the

Augusta should assume a gentler demeanour towards

the sovereign of the world, but she was at once cut

back with the word

—

" There, Glyceria, I allow no interference. He
has wronged me past endurance. I can never forgive.

I have but one hope, I make but one prayer—and

that for revenge."

When Domitian was at Albanum, the Empress

enjoyed greater freedom. She was not compelled

when she went out to journey in state, and she

could make excursions into the country as she

pleased. The absence of gardens on the Palatine,

and the throng of servants and officers, made it an

almost intolerable residence to her, beautiful as the

situation was and splendid as were the edifices on it.

Nor was this all. Domitian had not rested content

with the palaces already erected and crowding the

summit of the rock,—those of Augustus, of Tiberius,

and of Caligula,—he must build one himself, and to find

material he tore down the Golden House of Nero.



312 DOMITIA

But the construction of his palace served still

further to reduce the privacy of the Palatine, for it

was thronged with masons, carpenters and plasterers.

Indeed the Palatine hilltop was almost as crowded

and as noisy as was the Forum below.

From this, then, Domitia was glad to escape to a

little villa on the Via Nomentana, on a height above

the Anio, commanding a view of the Sacred Mount.

On one occasion, when Domitian was away at

Albanum, she had been at this modest retreat, where

she was surrounded by a few servants, and to which

she had conveyed Glyceria to enjoy the pure air and

rest of the country.

But she was obliged to return to Rome ; and with

a small retinue, and without heralds preceding her,

she started, and in the morning arrived at the Porta

CoUina. Then Eboracus, coming to the side of the

litter said

—

" Lady, there is a great crowd, and the street is full

to choking. What is your good pleasure ? Shall we
announce who you are, and command a passage?"

" Nay," answered the Princess, " my good Eboracus,

let us draw aside, and the swarm will pass, then we
can go our way unconcerned. I am in no precipitate

haste, and, in faith, every minute I am outside Rome
the better satisfied am I."

" But, madam, it is an ill spot, we are opposite the

Accursed Field."

" That matters not. It is but for a brief while.

Go forward, Eboracus, and inquire what this crowd

signifies. Methinks the people are marvellously still.

I hear no shout, not even a murmur."
" There be priests leading the way."
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" It is some religious rite. Run forward, Eboracus,

and make inquiries. That boy bears an inverted

torch."

The sight was extraordinary. A procession of

priests was advancing in silence, and an enormous

crowd followed through the gate, pouring forth like

water from a sluice, yet without a word spoken.

The only sound was that of the tramp of feet.

The place where Domitia had halted was just

outside the Colline Gateway, where was the wall of

Servius TuUius and its moat, thirty feet deep, but

dry, out of which rose the wall of massive blocks to

another thirty above the level of the ground.

This ditch was a pestilential refuse place into which

the carcasses of beasts, foul rags, sometimes even the

bodies of men, and all the unmentionable filth of a

great city were cast. So foul was the spot, so un-

wholesome the exhalations, that no habitations were

near it, and the wide open space before the wall went

by the designation of the Accursed Field.

And now through the gateway came a covered

hearse, and at each corner walked a youth in mourn-

ing garb, one bearing a lamp and oil, another milk

in a brass vessel, a third water, and a fourth bread.

Now, and now only, with a shudder of horror, did

Domitia suspect what was about to take place. She

saw how that as the crowd deployed, it thickened

about one portion of the bank of the ditch, and she

saw also the battlements above crowded with the

faces of men and women leaning over to look down

into the dyke. And there, at one spot in the fosse

stood three men. Instinctively Domitia knew who
they were—the executioner and his assistants.
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But who was to be put to death—and on what

charge and by what means ?

Now the hearse was slowly brought to the edge of

the moat, and the curtains were raised.

Then Domitia saw how that prostrate within lay

a woman, bound hand and foot to the posts by

leather straps, with her face covered, and her mouth

muffled that her cries might not be heard.

She saw the attendants of the priests untie the

thongs, and the unfortunate woman was raised to

a sitting posture
;
yet still her face was veiled, and

her hands were held by servants of the pontiff.

Now one by one the attendants descended into the

moat, bearing the lamp and the bread and milk, and

each handed what he had borne in the procession to

the executioner, who gave each article as received

to one of his deputies ; and the man immediately

disappeared with it.

Domitia's heart beat furiously, she put forth her

head to look, and discovered a hole at the base of

the wall, and through this hole she discerned the

twinkling light of the lamp as it passed within, then

it was lost. The bread followed, the milk and the

water, all conveyed into some underground cellar.

And now the chief pontiff present plucked the veil

from the face of the victim, and with a gasp—she

could not cry out, the power was taken from her

—

the Empress recognised Cornelia.

She made an effort to escape from her litter

and fly to her friend with outstretched arms, but

Eboracus, who with white face had returned, caught

and restrained her.

" Madam," he said in a low tone, vibrating with
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emotion, " I pray you, for the sake of the gods, do

nothing rash ! Stay where you are. No power

—

not that of the Sacred Twelve—can save her."

" Ye gods ! But what has she done ?
"

" She has been accused of breach of her vows,

and condemned by the Augustus, as chief priest,"

—

in a lower tone, hardly above a whisper,—" unheard

in her defence."

" I must go to her."

" You must not. Nothing can save her. Pray for

a speedy death."

With glazed eyes, with a surging in her ears, and

throbbing in the temples—as in some paralysing

nightmare—Domitia looked on.

And now the gag was removed, and with dignity

the Great Mother of the vestals descended from the

bier. She stood, tall, and with nobility in her aspect,

and looked round on the crowd, then down into

the moat, at the black hole under the roots of the

wall.

" Citizens, by the sacred fire of Vesta, I swear I

am innocent of the charge laid against me, and for

which I am sentenced. No witnesses have been

called. I have not been suffered to offer any

defence. I knew not, citizens, until I was told

that I was sentenced, that any accusation had been

trumped up against me. Thou, O Eternal God,

above all lights in the firmament,—Thou, O Sovereign

Justice, that boldest true balances— I invoke Thee

—

I summon the chief pontiff who has sentenced me,

before your just thrones, to answer for what is done

unto me this day. I summon him for midnight

three days hence."

21
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Then the deputy of the chief pontiff, who presided

at the execution, Domitian being absent at Albanum
(he being Pontifex Maximus), raised his arms to

heaven in silent prayer.

His prayer ended, he extended his hand to

Cornelia, but she refused his help, and unaided

descended into the fosse.

The vast concourse was as though turned to stone

by a magician's wand, so immovable was it and so

hushed. Some swallows swept screaming along the

moat, and their shrill cries sent a shudder through

the entire concourse, wrought to such a tension

that even the note of the birds was an intolerable

addition.

The vestal reached the mouth of the pit, the

ends of a ladder could be seen at the threshold of

this opening. It was evident that the opening gave

access to a vault of some depth.

Beside it were stones from the wall piled up, and

mortar. As soon as the abbess reached the opening,

she turned, and again declared her innocence, " The
Emperor," said she, in clear, firm tones, "has ad-

judged me guilty, knowing that my prayers have

obtained for him victory, triumph, and an immortal

name. I repeat my summons. I bid him answer

before the throne on high, at midnight, three days

hence."

Then she looked steadily at the blue sky, then

up at the sun,—to take a last view of light. With
calmness, with fortitude, she turned, and entering

the opening began to disappear, descending the

ladder.

In so doing her veil caught in one of the ends of
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the side poles of the ladder. She must have re-

ascended a step or two, for her hand was visible

disengaging the white veil, and then—hand and veil

disappeared.

Immediately stones were caught up, trowels and

mortar seized, and with incredible celerity the

opening was walled up. The pontiff applied his

leaden seal. Cornelia was buried alive.

" Be speedy ! Remove her ! Run !
" shouted

Eboracus, for his mistress had fallen back in the

litter in a dead faint,
—

" at once—to the palace !

"



CHAPTER XI

AGAIN: THE SWORD OF CORBULO

EBORACUS was able to open a way for the

litter through the crowd, now clustered on

the bank of the dyke, watching as the workmen

threw down earth and stones, and buried deep that

portion of the wall in which was the vault where the

unhappy abbess Cornelia was buried alive. And
now the populace broke forth in sighs and tears, and

in murmurings, low expressed, at the injustice com-

mitted in sentencing a woman without allowing her

to know that she had been accused, and of saying a

word in her own defence. Some of the crowd was

drifting back into Rome, and by entering this

current the train of Domitia travelled along.

Eboracus returned from the head of the litter

repeatedly to the side, to look within and ascertain

whether his mistress were recovering. At the first

fountain he stopped the convoy and obtained for

her water to bathe her face, and at a little tavern

he procured strong Campanian wine, which he

entreated her to sip, so as to nerve her.

As the litter approached the Forum, the crowd

again curdled, and at last remained completely

stationary. Again the street was blocked.
818
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Eboracus went forward and forced his way through,

that he might ascertain the cause, and whether the

block was temporary and would speedily cease. He

came back in great agitation, and said hastily to his

mistress

—

" Lady, you cannot proceed. Suffer me to recom-

mend that you go to the Carinae and tarry there with

your lady mother, for a while, till your strength is

restored and till the streets are more open."

" Eboracus, what is going on ? Tell me."

" Madam, there is something being transacted in

the comitium that causes all the approaches to be

packed with people. We might make a circuit—but,

lady, I think if you would deign to repose for an

hour at your mother's house, after what you have

suffered, it would be advisable."

" Tell me what is taking place in the comitium''

" I should prefer, lady, not to be asked."

" But I have asked."

" Then, dear mistress, do not require of me to

make answer."
" Answer truly. Tell me no lie. What is it?

"

He hesitated. Then Domitia said

—

" Look at my hand, it is firm, it does not tremble.

Nothincr that I hear can be worse than what I have
o

seen."

" Lady, your strength has already failed."

" And now I have gathered my resolution together,

and can bear anything. I adjure you, by your duty

to me— answer me, what is taking place in the

comitium, what is it that causes the streets leading

thereto to be impassable ?
"

" If I must reply"

—
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" If you do not, I will have you scourged."

" Nay, lady, that is not like thee. It is not fear

that will make me speak, but because I know
that if I do not the information can be got from

another."

" Well—what is it ?
"

" The knight Celer, on the same charge as that

which lost the Great Mother Cornelia, is being

whipped to death with the scorpion."^

'* By the same orders ? To my mother's in the

Carinse."

Hastily Domitia drew the curtains of her litter,

and was seen no more, spoke no more till she reached

the door of Longa Duilia.

Here she descended and entered the house.

" My dear Domitia ! my august daughter ! What
a pleasure ! What an honour !

"

The lady Duilia started up to embrace the

Empress.

Domitia received the kiss coldly, and sank silent

on a stool.

Her mother looked at her with surprise. Domitia

was waxen white, her eyes with dark rings about

them and unnaturally large and bright. The colour

had left her lips, and these were leaden in hue.

Domitia did not speak, did not move. She

remained for some moments like a statue.

" As the gods love me ! " exclaimed her mother,

after a long pause, " you are not going to be ill

surely?—nothing dangerous, nothing likely to end

unhappily. Ye gods ! and I have so much I want

you to do for me. Tell me, I entreat you. Hide

^ A scourge of leather thongs and nails knotted in them.
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nothing from me. You are suffering. Where is it ?

What is it ? Shall I send for a doctor ?
"

" Mother, no doctor can cure me. It is here,"

—

Domitia pressed her hands to her heart,—" and here,"

to her temples. " I am the most miserable, the most
unfortunate of women."

" Ye gods ! he has divorced you ?
"

" No, mother; I would that he had."

"Then what is the matter? Have you eaten what
disagrees with you ? As the gods love me ! you
should not come out such a figure. Who was your

face-dresser to-day ? she ought to be crucified ! Not
a particle of paint—white as ivory. Intolerable

—

and it has given me such a turn."

Domitia made no reply.

" But what is it ? What has made you look like

Parian marble ?
"

"The Great Mother Cornelia"— Domitia could

say no more, a lump rose in her throat and choked
her. Then all at once she began to shiver as though
frost stricken, and her teeth chattered.

"I have an essence — you must take that," said

the lady Duilia. "My dear, I know all about that.

An estimable lady. I mean she was so—till the

Augustus decreed otherwise. I am sorry, and all

that—but you know—well, these things do happen
and must, and I dare be bound that some are glad,

as it makes an opening for another needy girl, of

good family of course. What is one person's loss is

another's gain. The world is so, and we can't alter

it ; and a good thing, I say, that it is so."

"Mother—she was innocent."

" Well, well, we know all about that. Of course
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it was all nonsense what was charged against her,

that we quite understand. It would never have

done for the real truth to have been advertised."

"And what was the truth?"

"My dear Domitia, how can you ask such a

silly, infantile question? It was your doing, you
must understand that. You threw yourself on her

protection, embraced the altar of Vesta, and Cornelia,

with the assistance of Celer, did what she could to

further your object in leaving Rome. If people will

do donkey-like things they must get a stick across

their backs. It is so, and always will be so in this

world, and we cannot make it otherwise."

" I thought so. I was sure it was so," said Domitia
gravely. There was an infinity of sadness, of despair,

in her tone. "Mother, I bring misfortune upon all

with whom I have to do."

" Ye gods ! not on me ! I hope to be preserved

from that ! Do not speak such unlucky words—they

are of bad omen."
" I cannot help it, mother, it is true. I am the

most unfortunate of women myself"

—

"You speak rank folly. Ye gods forgive me
saying such a thing to one who is herself divine.

But, it is so,—you are positively the most fortunate

of women. What more do you desire? You are

the Augusta, the people swear by }our genius and
fortune."

" By viy fortune ! Alack, poor souls !

"

" And is it not a piece of good fortune to be raised

so high that there is none above you ?

"

" My fortune ! The gods know—if they know any-

thing—that I would gladly exchange my lot with
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that of a poor woman in a cottage who spins and

sings, or of a girl among the mountains who keeps

goats and is defended by a boisterous dog. Mother,

listen to me. I have brought misfortune on Lucius

Lamia, I have caused the death of that harmless

actor Paris, I have been the occasion of Cornelia

being—buried alive—watching the expiring of the

one lamp. Ye gods ! Ye gods ! I shall go mad

!

And of Celer also—he "

—

She held her face, rocked herself on the seat, and

sobbed as if her heart would break.

"Yes," said the old lady, roused to anger at her

daughter's lack of appreciation of the splendour of

her position,
—"yes, child, and mischief you will

work on everyone if you continue in the same

course. Do men say that the Augustus is morose?

Who made him so?—You, by your behaviour. Do
they say that he is severe in his judgments? Who
has hardened him and made him cruel ?—You, who

have dried up all the springs of tenderness in his

breast. He was not so at first. If he be what men
think—it is your work. You with your stinging

words goaded him to madness, and as he cannot

or will not beat you—as you deserve—he deals the

blows on someone else. Of course he cuts away

such as you regard and love— because they obtain

that to which he has a right, but which you deny

him."
" He—he—a right !

"

Domitia started up, anger, resentment, hatred

flared in her eyes, stiffened the muscles of her whole

face, made her hair bristle above her brow.

" He a right, mother ! he who tore me away from
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my dear Lamia, to whom I had given my whole

heart, to whom I had been united by your sanction,

and our union blessed by the gods ! He who
violated hospitality, the most sacred rights that

belong to a house ; who repaid your kindness in

saving his life—when he was hunted like a wolf

—

by breaking and destroying, by trampling under his

accursed heel, the brittle, innocent heart of the

daughter of her who had protected him ! No, mother,

I owed him no love. I have never given him any,

because he never had a right to any. Mother, this

must have an end."

She sank into silence that continued for some
while.

Duilia did not speak. She did not desire another

such explosion, lest the slaves should hear and
betray what had been said. Presently, however, she

whispered coaxingly

—

" My dear Domitia, you are overwrought. You
have eaten something that has affected your temper.

I find gherkins always disagree with me. There, go

and take a little ginger in white wine, and sleep

it off."

Domitia rose stiffiy, as though all her joints were

wooden.
" Yes, mother, I will go. But there is one thing I

desire of thee. I have long coveted it, as a remem-
brancer of my father—may I take it ?

"

" Anything—anything you like."

Domitia went to the wall and took down the sword

of Corbulo, there suspended.
" It is this, mother. I need it."

Then she departed.
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"That sword—ah!" said DuiHa. "It has been a

little overdone. I have caught my guests exchang-

ing winks when I alluded to it, and dropped a tear.

Oh, by all means she shall have it. It has ceased to

be of use to me."



CHAPTER XII

THE TABLETS

ELYMAS the sorcerer stood bowing before

Domitia, his hands crossed upon his breast.

She looked scrutinisingly into his dark face, but

could read nothing there. He remained immovable
and silent before her, awaiting the announcement of

her will.

" I have sent for thee," she said. " How long, I

would know, before the sixth veil fall?"

" Lady and Augusta," answered the Magian,
''remember that when thou lookest out upon the

Sabine mountains, on one day all is so distinct that

thou wouldst suppose a walk of an hour would bring

thee to them. On the morrow, the range is so faint

and so remote that thou wouldst consider it must
require days to travel to attain their roots. It is so

with the future. We look into its distance and
behold forms—but whether near or far we know not.

This only do we say with confidence, that we are

aware of their succession, but not of their nearness or

remoteness."

" What ! And the stars, will they not help thee ?
"

" There is at this time an ominous conjuncture of

planets."
326



THE TABLETS 327

" I pray thee, spare me the details, and tell me that

which they portend."

" Is it thine own future, Augusta, thou desirest to

look into ?
"

" Elymas, my story has been unfolded—to what

an extent it has been managed by such as thyself,

that I cannot judge. But of a certainty it was thou

who didst contrive that I was carried away from my
husband's house. Then what followed, the gods

know how far thou wast in it, but I have heard it said

that the god Titus would not have had his mortal

thread cut short but that, when in fever, thou didst

persuade him to a bath in snow-water. It is very

easy to predict what will be when with our hands

we mould the future. And now— I care not whether

thou makest or predictest what is to be, but an end

there must be, and that a speedy one—for thine own
safety hangs thereon."

*' How so, lady?
"

"The Augustus has been greatly alarmed of late

at sinister omens and prophecies, and he attributes

them to thee. Perhaps," with a scornful intonation,

" he also is aware that fulfilment is assured before a

prophecy is given out."

The Magus remained motionless, but his face

became pale.

" I know, because at supper with his intimates,

Messala and Regulus and Carus, he swore by the

gods he would have you cast to savage dogs, and he

would make an example of such as filled men's minds

with expectation of evil."

" Lady "—
But Domitia interrupted him. " Thou thinkest
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that I say this to alarm thee, and bend thee to my
will. If the Augustus has his spies that watch and
repeat to him whatsoever I do, whomsoever I see,

almost every word I say,—shall not I also have a

watch put upon him ? Even now. Magus, that I

have sent for thee, and that thou art closely consulted

by me, this has been carried to his ears ; and as he

knows how I esteem him, he will think this interview

bodes him no good."
" When, lady Augusta, was this said concerning

me?"
" The Emperor is this day returned from Albanum,

and the threat was made but yesterday. Who can

say but that the order has already been given for thy

arrest, and for the gathering together of the dogs that

are to rend thee."

The man became alarmed, and moved uneasily.

" Magus," said Domitia, " I cannot save thee, thine

own wits must do that. Find it written in the

stars that thy life is so bound up with that of the

Caesar that the death of one is the extinction of the

other ; or that thou boldest so potent a charm, that if

thou wilt thou canst employ it for his destruction.

It is not for me to point out how thou mayest twist

out of his grasp—thou art a very eel for slipperiness,

and a serpent for contrivance. What I desire to know
is—How much longer is this tyranny to last, and how
long am I to suffer ?

"

Then the magician looked round the room, to make
sure that he was unobserved ; he raised the curtain

at the door to see that none listened outside, and

satisfied that he was neither observed nor overheard,

he pointed to a clepsydra.
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This was an ingenious, but, to our minds, a clumsy-

contrivance for measuring time. It consisted of a

silver ball, with a covered opening at the top through

which the interior could be replenished. About the

base of the globe were minute perforations through

which the liquid that was placed in the vessel slowly

oozed, and oozing, ran together into a drop at the

bottom, which fell at intervals into the bucket of a

tiny wheel.

When the bucket was full, the wheel revolved and

decanted the liquid, whilst presenting another bucket

to the distilling drops.

At each movement of the wheel, a crank in connec-

tion with it gave motion to the hand of a statuette of

Saturn, who, with his scythe, indicated a number on

an arc of metal. The numbers ranged from one to

twelve, and the contrivance answered for half the

twenty-four hours.

" Lady," said the Magus, " before Saturn has pointed

to the twelfth hour "

—

Steps were heard approaching the room, along

the mosaic - laid passage, and next moment the

curtain was snatched aside, and Domitian, his face

blazing with anger, entered the apartment of his wife.

" So !
" said he, " you are in league with astrologers

and magicians against me ! But, by the gods ! I

can protect myself."

He clapped his hands, and some of the guard

appeared in the doorway.
" Remove him," said the Emperor ;

" I have given

orders concerning him already. Hey, Magus,

knowest thou what will be thy doom, thou who

pretendest to read the fate of men in the stars ?

"
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" Augustus," answered the necromancer, '' I have

read that I should be rent by wild dogs."

" Sayest thou so? Then, by Jupiter ! I will make
thy forecast come to naught. Go, Eulogius, it is

my command that he be at once, mark you, this

very night, burned alive. We will see whether his

prophecies come true ! Here is my order."

Domitian plucked a packet of tablets from his

bosom, bound together with a string, drew forth one

and wrote hastily on it, then pressed his seal on the

wax that covered the slab and handed it to the

officer.

Thereupon the guard surrounded the astrologer

and led him away.

Domitian waved his hand.
" Everyone out of earshot," ordered he, and he

walked to the window and looked forth.

It was already night—to the south the sky was

quivering with lightning, summer flashes without

thunder.
'' A storm, a storm is coming on," said the Emperor.

" There'll be storms everywhere, and lightning falling

on all sides—portents they say. So be it ! as the

sword of heaven smites, so does mine. But it falls,

not on me, but on my enemies. Domitia," said he,

leaving the window, "there has been a conspiracy

entered into against my life, and the fools thought

to set up Clemens~he, that weakling, that coward.

But I have sent him to his death,—and those who

were associated with him, the sentence is gone forth

against them also."

" I marvel only tliat any in Rome are suffered to

live."
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" Minerva gives me wisdom—to defend myself."
" Any wild beast can employ teeth and claws."

" Domitia," he came close to her, " I am the most
lonely of men. I have no friends. My kinsmen
either have been, or hate me. My friends are the

most despicable of flatterers, who would betray their

own parents to save their own throats. I use them,

but I scorn them. You know not what it is to be
alone

!

"

" I !— I have been alone ever since you tore me from
Lamia."

"Lamia!" he ground his teeth. "Still Lamia!
But, by the gods ! not for long. And you—you,

my wife whom I have loved, for whom I would
have done anything—you are against me

;
you take

counsel with a Chaldean how long I have to live.

The Senate, the nobles hate me,—and, by Jupiter ! they

have good cause, for I cut them with a scythe like

ripe wheat. That was a good lesson of Tarquin to

his son Sextus to nip off the heads of the tallest

poppies. And the people,—you have been currying

favour with them—against me. The soldiers alone

love me, because I have doubled their pay. Let
another offer to treble it, and, to a man, they will

desert me. By the immortals ! it is terrible to be

alone,—and to be plotted against even by one's wife."

He walked the room flourishing his tablets, then

halted in front of the clepsydra.

" What said that star-gazer about the twelfth hour ?
"

he asked. " Walls have ears, nothing is said that

does not reach me. So, old Saturn with thy scythe,

dost thou threaten ? Then I defy thee ! Hah I I

saw the storm was coming up over Rome."
22
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A long-drawn growl of thunder muttered through

the passages of the palace.

"I saw no flash," said the Prince, "yet lightning

falls somewhere, maybe to kindle the pyre on which

that sorcerer will burn. I care not. Fire of heaven,

fall and strike where and whom thou wilt
!

"

He went again to the w^indow and looked forth.

The air was still and close. The sky was enveloped

in vapour, and not a star could be seen. A continuous

quiver of electric light ran along the horizon. Then

the heavens seemed to be rent asunder, and a blaze

of lightning shot forth blinding to the eyes.

Domitian turned away, and laid the tablets on the

marble sideboard as he pressed his hand to his

eyeballs.

" By the gods !

" he exclaimed a moment later,

" here comes the rain. It descends in cataracts. It

falls with a roar."

He paced the room, halted, stood in front of the

clepsydra and looked at the dropping water. The

water had been reddened, and it seemed like blood

sweated out of the silver globe. At that moment

the wheel revolved and sent a crimson gush into the

receiver. With a jerk Saturn raised his scythe and

indicated the hour ten.

The Emperor turned away, and came in front of

Domitia.
'' None have ever loved me," he said bitterly

;

" how then can it be expected that I should love any ?

My father disliked me, my brother distrusted me,

—

and you, my wife, have ever hated me. I need not

ask the cause of that. It is Lamia, always Lamia.

Because he has never married you think he still
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harbours love for you ; and you—you hate me
because of him. It is hard to be a prince and to be

alone. If I hear a play, I think I catch allusions to

me; if it be a comedy, there is a jest aimed at me
;

if a tragedy, it expresses what men wish may befall

me. If I read an historian, he declaims on the glories

of a commonwealth before these men, these Caesars,

became tyrants ; and as for your philosophers—away

with them, they are wind - bags, but the wind is

poisonous, it is malarious to me. When I am at the

circus, because I back green, you and the entire hoop

of spectators cheer, bet on the blue, to show me that

they hate me. At the amphitheatre, if I favour the

big shields, then everyone else is for the small

targets. A prince is ever the most solitary of men.

If you had protested that you loved me, had fondled

me, I would have held you in suspicion, mistrusted

your every word and look and gesture. Perhaps it is

because you have never given me good word, gentle

look, and gesture of respect that I feel you are true

—

cruelly true—and I have loved you as the only true

person I know. Now answer me—you asked after

my death?"
" Yes," answered Domitia.
" I knew it."

" And," said she, in cold, hard tones, looking straight

into his agitated, twitching countenance, " I bear to

you a message."
" From whom ?

"

"From Cornelia, the Great Mother."
" Well, and what ? "— he stopped ;

someone

approached the door. "What would you have?"

The mime Latinus appeared.
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" Well—speak."
*' Sire, the rain extinguished the pyre before that

the astrologer was much burnt, and then the dogs

fell on him, as he was unbound, and they tore him,

and he is dead."

" Ye gods
!

" gasped Domitian, putting up his

hand, " his word has come true after all."

Domitia signed to the actor to withdraw.

''You have not heard the message of Cornelia."

He did not speak.

" She has summoned you, the Augustus, the chief

pontiff, the unjust judge, to answer before the All-

righteous Supreme Justice, above—before the scythe

points to twelve."

Domitian answered not a word, he threw his mantle

about his face and left the room.

He had left his tablets on the table.



CHAPTER XIII

THE HOUR OF TWELVE

FOR some moments Domitia remained without

stirring. But then, roused by a glare of

lightning, succeeded by a crash so loud as to shake

the palace, she saw in the white blaze the tablets of

the Emperor lying on the table.

At once, aware of the importance of what she had
secured, she seized them and went to the lamp to

open them.

They consisted of thin citron-wood boards, framed

and hinged on one side, the surfaces within covered

with a film of wax, on which notes were inscribed

with a stile or iron pen. There were stray leaves

that served for correspondence, orders, and so forth
;

but what Domitia now held was a diptych, that

is to say, two leaves hinged, like a book-cover,

which had included loose sheets and were bound
together.

She at once opened the diptych, and saw on the

first page

—

" To be executed immediately :

—

" In the Tullianum, by strangu-

lation : Lucius ^lius Lamia,

Plautius ^lianus.
335
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" To be torn by dogs :

—

"The Chaldean Elymas, other-

wise called Ascletarion."

On the second leaf

—

" To be executed on the morrow :

—

" By decapitation : Petronius

Secundus, Praefect of the

Prsetorium ; Norbanus, like-

wise Prsefect of the Prae-

torium.

" By strangling, in the Tul-

lianum : Parthenius and

Sigerius, Chamberlains of

the Palace.

"To be bled to death: Steph-

anus, steward to my niece,

Domitilla ; Entellus, Sec-

retary a libcllisr

The words applying to Lamia acted on her as a

blow against her heart. She staggered to a stool,

sank on it, and struggled for breath.

But the urgency of the danger allowed no delay
;

she rallied her strength immediately, flew from the

room and summoned Eboracus.

To him, breathless, she said, " Fly ! summon me at

once Stephanus the steward, Petronius and Norbanus,

prefaects, and the chamberlains Parthenius and

Sigerius. Bid them come to me at once—not make
a moment's delay."

She sank again on the stool, and put her hands to

her temples and pressed them.

The lightning continued to flare and the thunder

to roll. There ensued a turmoil, and a sound of
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voices crying, then a rush of feet. Euphrosyne

entered with startled mien—" My mistress, the bolt

of heaven has fallen on the Palatine, and the chamber

of the Augustus has been struck ! The temple of

the Flavians is on fire, and is burning in despite of

the rain."

The chamberlain, Parthenius, entered.

"Augusta," said he, "the lightning has struck

that part of the palace occupied by Caesar. He
must have his apartment for the night on this

side."

"That is well," answered Domitia. "Parthenius,

have you received my message from Eboracus ?
"

" No, lady."

" Then read this," she extended to him the wax
tablets.

The chamberlain turned ash grey, and trembled.

" Parthenius," said Domitia, " it is no vain augury

that lightning has struck the temple of the Flavians

and driven Caesar from his apartments. Let his

place of rest be to-night in the room adjoining this,

and— if he wakes,"—she looked at the clepsydra, as

at that moment with a click the wheel turned and

Saturn moved his scythe,—" there is but an hour in

which the fate of more than yourself, of Lamia—of

Entellus, must be decided. Take the tablets."

Scarce had she spoken before quick steps were

heard, and in a moment Domitian entered.

Parthenius hastily concealed the tablets by throw-

ing a fold of his garment over the hand that held

them. " Sire," said he, " I have come to announce

that thy chamber must be on this side."

" Go thy way," said Domitian roughly ;
" see to it
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that I have a bed brought at once. Hast heard,

Domitia, the fire has fallen ?

"

" Sire," said Parthenius, " I haste to obey, and pray

the gods that in spite of thunder and lightning you

may sleep sound and not wake."

The Emperor walked to the clepsydra, and

laughed scornfully. " The bolt of Jove has missed

me," said he. *' The red-handed one made a mistake.

I am wont to be in bed at this hour, by good luck

this night I was not. He has levelled his bolt at

my pillow and burnt that,—I am escaped scot-free.

Now I have no further fear."

"The temple of your divine family is in flames."

" What care I ? I will rebuild it ; the majesty, the

divinity of the Flavians resides not in stones and

marble— it is incorporate in me. I may have been

in danger for a moment. Now I snap my fingers in

the face of that blunderer Jove, who burnt a hole in

my pillow instead of transfixing my head. And yon

old Chronos,"—he made a sign of contempt towards

scythed Time,—" I defy thee and thy bucket of blood.

Twelve o'clock ! in spite of Jove's bolt, and the

summons of Cornelia— I shall be asleep by that

hour."

" I pray the gods it may be so."

Then Domitian went out precipitately. His defiant

attitude, his daring talk did not serve to disguise the

alarm which he felt. Suddenly, after having left the

the room, he turned, came back and said, " Domitia,

what sword is that? What need has a woman with

a sword ?

"

He pointed to that of Corbulo, suspended against

the wall
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He went to it and took it down.
" Leave it," said she harshly. " It is that on which

my father fell. It is stained likewise with the blood

of Nero."

He held it by the scabbard. She caught the

handle, and as he turned his body, she drew forth

the blade.

At the same moment he heard steps in the passage

approaching the door, and without noticing that he

held but the sheath, or else purposing to demand the

weapon itself later when the interruption was over,

he walked towards the entrance uttering an expres-

sion of impatience, holding the empty scabbard in his

right hand.

In the doorway stood Stephanus, a freedman, the

steward of Flavia Domitilla, wife, or rather widow, of

Clemens, whom Domitian had recently put to death.

Domitilla had been exiled, and the Emperor had

appropriated to his own use the estates of his kinsman.
" Why comest thou hither ? " asked the Prince,

roughly. " I shall have enough to say to thee on the

morrow because of thy embezzlements."
" Augustus, I am innocent !

"

" A thief, a vile purloiner, a blood-sucking leech,

that has fattened, as do all thy kind, on thy masters.

Go thy way— I want thee not here."

And striding towards him, with Corbulo's scabbard

he struck the freedman across the face.

Stephanus uttered a cry of rage and pain, and

instantly smote at the Emperor with a dagger he

had held concealed in his sleeve.

" What, hound ! You dare ! You shall be flayed

alive ! Ho ! to my aid \

"
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Stephanus threw himself on the Emperor.

Then Domitia stepped between the struggh'ng men
and the doorway, and with one hand drew together

the curtains so as to muffle the cries.

" To my aid ! to my aid
!

" called Domitian, as

the powerful steward grappled him and drave his

dagger into the thigh of the Prince.

" To my aid ! Ho, a sword !
" shouted the Emperor,

and he grasped the weapon of the steward, but so

that, holding the blade with his hand, the weapon

cut it across and the blood streamed forth.

He now made an effort to reach the doorway ; and

the steward, holding him, strove to wrench away the

dagger and inflict a mortal wound. But Domitian,

aware of his object, with his bleeding hand retained

his grasp of the blade.

All at once, the Emperor let go his hold, and seizing

the steward by the head, drove his thumbs into his

eyes.

Stephanus instantly dropped the dagger in his

attempt to save himself from being blinded.

The two men twisted and writhed in grapple with

each other. The freedman was a powerful man— it

was for this reason he had been sent to despatch the

Prince. But Domitian was battling for his life.

Though his legs were thin and out of proportion to

his body, he was a strong man ; he had ever main-

tained his vigour by exercise of his muscles, and had

never weakened himself by excess in eating and

drinking.

By a happy turn he flung Stephanus, but, clasped

by him, fell with him on the floor.

And now the two men rolled and tossed in ^
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tangled mass together. Their snorts and gasps and

the bestial growl of rage filled the room.

" Quick, Domitia !—the sword ! At once—the

sword— the sword !
" said the Emperor. He spoke in

gulps and gasps.

He had Stephanus under him ; his knee was on

his chest, and his hand, the gashed left hand, flowing

with blood, contracted the prostrate man's throat.

" Domitia, the sword !

"

But she stood stern, cold, without advancing a

step, and she folded the sword of her father to her

breast with her arms crossed over it.

" Because of Paris—No !

"

" The sword ! be speedy ! I will finish him !

"

" Because of Cornelia—No !

"

" Domitia—help !

"

" Because of Lucius Lamia—No !

"

She went to the curtains, drew them apart, and

called down the passage to Norbanus.

The two praetorian praefects were there with the

chamberlains, but they were ill able to restrain the

guard who suspected that their Prince and Emperor

was in danger, and scented treachery.

Instantly a rush was made. Some of the soldiers,

with the prsefect Norbanus, came on running, whilst

the other, Petronius Secundus, endeavoured by his

authority to restrain the rest.

But from the other end of the passage came gladi-

ators running hastily, brought together by Parthenius.

For a moment there was a jam in the doorway, a

burly gladiator and a soldier ofthe guard were wedged

together, each endeavouring to hold the other back

and force himself in.



342 DOMITIA

Meanwhile Petronius continued to exhort his

soldiers to stand back, and Parthenius to promise

rewards to the gladiators who pressed on. The
tumult became terrible. Men came to blows without,

there was a running together of slaves and freedmen,

of frightened women and pages from all sides. Some
had leaped from their beds, roused from sleep, and
were not clothed. Some bore lamps—but again

certain others attempted to extinguish the lights.

Some cried " Treason !
" Others, " Away with the

monster !

" Some called out " Nerva is the Emperor !

"

Others, " Domitian is the Augustus !

"

Then the gladiator at the door, by dint of elbow-

ing, forced his way within, but he was unarmed.

Next moment the praetorian guardsman, held back

by the gladiator, entered and struck at Stephanus,

dealing a frightful blow.

Relieved by this assistance, Domitian staggered to

his feet and glared about him. He was too much out

of breath to speak, and in at the door came others

pressing, some crying one thing, some another.

Then Domitia unfolded her arms, and taking the

sword of Corbulo in her right hand, extended it to

the gladiator, and said, " Make an end."

The man snatched at the haft, and with a blow
drove the blade into the breast of the Emperor.

Still the Prince remained standing, and stretched

forth his hands gropingly for a weapon.

Parthenias leaped at him, and with a knife struck

him in the throat.

Then he reeled ; in another moment he was

surrounded, blows from all sides were rained on him.

Again the sword of Corbulo was lifted, and again
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smote, and he fell as a heap on the body of

Stephanus.

For a moment there was stillness.

Then in that hush sounded a click and a gush.

The bucket of the clepsydra had discharged, and

with a jerk Saturn raised his scythe and pointed to

the hour of midnight.
" He has answered his summons before the seat of

Divine Justice!" said Domitia.

She stooped and plucked the signet ring from the

finger of the murdered Prince.



CHAPTER XIV

IN THE TULLIANUM

NO sooner had Domitia got the signet from the

finger of the dead Emperor, than she hastened

from the room, trembhng, almost bhnd as to her

course, but armed with more than her natural

strength to force her way through those who filled

the passage.

Parthenias was now there, and he cleared a way
for her, and in a loud voice forbade any of the

slaves to leave the palace ; Petronius, at the same

time, gave orders to the soldiers of the guard to

remain where they were, keeping watch that none

left to spread the tidings until Cocceius Nerva had

been communicated with and the Senate had been

summoned.
Domitia, however, made her way from among the

excited and alarmed throng, and finding some of her

own slaves, bade them bring Eboracus to her.

" I am here, lady," answered the Briton.

" Then quick—with me ! Not a moment is to be

lost. Light a torch and lead the way."
" Whither, mistress ?

"

"To the Tullianum."

He stared at her in amazement.
344
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" Quick—a life, a precious life is at stake ! Not a

minute must we delay or it will be too late."

" I am ready, lady."

He snatched a torch from an attendant, and

advanced towards a postern gate that communicated

with a flight of steps leading to the Forum. It was

employed almost wholly by the servants, and was

used for communication between the kitchen and the

markets.

"Shall we take anyone else with us?" asked

Eboracus. He answered himself—"Yes, here is

Euphrosyne. She shall attend, and a boy shall

carry the link. At night—and on such a night—

I

must have both arms at my disposal."

Domitia said nothing. She was eager to be on

her way, was impatient of the smallest delay.

Euphrosyne came up, and obeyed a sign from the

Briton. He caught a scullion who was rubbing his

sleepy eyes, and wondering what had caused the

commotion and had roused him from his bed.

Eboracus thrust the torch into his hand, and opened

the door for the Empress.

Domitia stepped out to the head of the stairs. The

downpour had ceased, but the steps were running with

water. The eaves dripped. The shrubs were laden

with rain, they stooped their boughs and shed a

load of moisture on the soil, then raised their leaves

again once more to accumulate the wet, and again to

stoop and shower it down. Runnels conveying water

from the roof were flowing as streams, noisily
;
the

ground covered with pools, reflected the torch, as

also every gleam from the retiring storm. Still in

the distance thunder muttered, but it was a grumble
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of discontent at having failed to achieve all it had
been sent to execute.

On such a night few would be abroad except the

patrols of the vigiles, and them there would be no
difficulty in passing, as the watchword was known to

Eboracus,—the word which allowed those only who
could say it to traverse the streets at night in the

respectable portions of the city. But there were no
lamps, not even the feeble glimmer of a lantern slung

in the midst of the street. Notwithstanding all the

civilisation of ancient Rome, the art of lighting the

thoroughfares at night was unknown. Such as were
constrained to walk abroad after dark were attended

by slaves bearing torches.

The streets of Rome had for long been of bad
repute for the brawls and murders committed in

them at night. Tipsy youths and rufflers had
assaulted honest men, and should a woman be out

after dark she was certain of insult. Nero himself

had distinguished himself in such vulgar performances.

But under the Flavian princes much had been done
to establish order, and to ensure protection to life

and purse of such as were out after dark ; so that

now, except in the slums, a citizen could visit his

friends, a doctor his patients, by night, without fear

of molestation.

And of all portions of Rome, the Forum with its

splendid monuments, its rich temples, especially that

of Saturn that contained the city treasure, was most
patrolled and therefore the safest. Eboracus had
little expectation that his mistress would meet with

rudeness, or encounter danger; the rain must have

swept the street of all idlers.
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The long flight of steps was descended with caution,

as they were slippery with rain, indeed with more

caution than Domitia approved, so impatient was

she to reach the object of her journey. The distance

was not great. She had but to traverse the upper

end of the Forum.

That at which she aimed was the prison of Rome.
It lay at the foot of the Capitoline hill, and consisted

of an ancient well or subterranean chamber in which

flowed a small spring. Above this was the prison,

consisting of a series of cells that rose in stages to a

considerable height against the rock, the chambers

being in part scooped out of the travertine. From
the top of the hill ran a set of steps called the

Gemonian stair, and it was customary for State

prisoners who had been condemned to death, after

execution to be cast from the upper chamber of the

Tullianum down the stair ; whence with hooks the

corpses were dragged across the Forum and then

flung into the Tiber.

To the house of the jailer, Domitia with her attend-

ants made her way. She had been stopped once

in crossing the Forum, but a watchman recognised

her and saluted with respect, though with an expres-

sion of astonishment on his countenance at seeing

Caesar's wife abroad at such a time of the night, in

such weather, and with such scant attendance.

On reaching the jailer's door, Eboracus knocked.

No answer was given. He knocked again and louder,

and continued knocking, till at length a gruff voice

from within called to know who was without, and

what was wanted.

"Open—in the name of the Augustus," said the

23
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British slave ; and at once the keeper of the prison

let down the bars and withdrew the bolts and chains,

then, carrying a lamp, peered out at those who
demanded admittance.

Then Domitia stood forward.

"You have a prisoner here—Lucius ^lius Lamia?"
" Yes."

"You must lead me to him."

The jailer appeared disconcerted, he held his

lamp aloft and eyed the woman who spake. He
did not know her; his light was feeble, and, as it

happened, he had seen little of the Empress.
" You do not know me," said Domitia. " Know

you this ring?"

The prison-keeper held the flame of his lamp to

the signet, and made the usual sign of respect and

recognition.

" You are required to lead me within," said Domitia.

The jailer at once stood aside, and suffered the

Empress and her attendants to enter. Then he barred

and bolted the door again.

" And now," said Domitia, impatient at the leisurely

proceeding of the man, " lead me to him."

Without another word he went forward, holding

his lamp down that those who followed might see

the steps and not stumble at them.

"This way," said he, "and bow your heads, the

entrance is low ; but most of them that pass this

way have to hold their heads still lower when they

are taken out. Look at these stones—great blocks

built by the kings—by Servius TuUus, they say.

By Hercules ! this is not a tavern where men tarry

long, nor do they relish our fare. One thing I must



IN THE TULLIANUM 349

say in our favour, we make no charge for our

hospitality." Thus the jailer muttered as he went
along.

" Look there—on your right—there is the cell

where Simon Bar Gioras, the Jew, was strangled—he

who was the last to maintain the struggle against

the god Titus, in defence of Jerusalem. And see,"

—

he threw open a door, — " here is the bath of

Mamertius in which Jugurtha was starved, all in

blackness of darkness and soaking in ice-cold water.

What ! impatient—do you not care to see the sights

and hear my gossip? Well, well—but I have pretty

things to show. I have a shank-bone of Appius
Claudius, who committed suicide in yon cell ; and a

garment of Sejanus, and the very bowstring where-

with— I am going on as fast as may be ! See ! we
have had Christians here also. There was another

Jew, Simon Petrus by name, he was in this cell, and
I have the chain whereby he was bound, and I sell

the links to the followers of the Nazarene," he began
to cackle. " By Hercules ! the chain is long enough.
They come for more links than there would be were
the chain to reach across the Tiber. But any bit of

old iron will serve, and they are not particular—take

any scrap and pay in silver. I am going as fast as

may be ! I am not young. Fast enough, I warrant.

He is in no hurry—not Lamia. He can wait. All

the same to him whether we reach him now or an
hour hence."

Then Domitia, whose brow was beaded with cold

sweat, like the stones of the vault that ran with
moisture, laid hold of the prison-keeper's arm, and
said, "Tell me—is he"— she could not say the word,
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her heart beat so furiously, and everything swam
before her eyes.

"Ay, ay, you shall see for yourself. Come from

the Augustus to satisfy him that we do our work

properly, I trow. I have not much strength in these

old hands, but my two sons are lusty—and, say the

word, they will bend your back and snap the spine

;

smite, and shear off your head like a pumpkin under

a scythe ; twist, and the life is throttled out of you.

Here—here we are. Go in and see for yourself that

we are good workmen."

He threw open a door and raised his lamp.

A low vaulted chamber was faintly illumined by

the flame, the torch held by Eboracus was behind

Domitia and the jailer, he had taken it from the

link boy at the prison door. He and Euphrosyne

attended their mistress, the boy was left without.

The old prison-keeper stood on one side.

" The order came yesterday," said he, " and we are

not slack in the execution."

Domitia saw the figure of a man lying on the

stone floor. She started forward

—

" He sleeps !

"

" I warrant you—right soundly."

She uttered a smothered cry.

" Put down the lamp !

"

She turned and faced the jailer. " Leave me alone

with him. I will wake him. I know he but sleeps."

The man hesitated.

Then Eboracus pressed forward and laid hold of

the jailer, and whispered—" Go without, it is the

Augusta !

"

The keeper of the prison started, raised his hand
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to his lips, bowed, set the lamp on the moist floor

and drew back.

" Without ! without all ! " ordered Domitia.

Then Eboracus drew the jailer out of the cell.

Euphrosyne stood doubtful whether to remain with

her mistress or to obey—but an impatient sign from

the Empress drove her forth, and the British slave

closed the door.

" He is dead," said the jailer. " Did the Augustus

desire to withdraw the order ? His signet has arrived

too late. The prisoner has been throttled by my sons."

The old man and the two slaves remained for

some quarter of an hour in the passage, almost

smothered by the smoke emitted by the torch.

From within they heard a voice—at intervals, now
raised in weeping, then uttering low soothing tones,

then raised in a cry as the conclaviatio of hired wailers

for the dead, calling on Lamia by name to return, to

return, to leave the shadowland and come back into

light.

And then—a laugh.

A laugh so weird, so horrible, so unexpected, that

with a thrust, without scruple, Eboracus threw open

the door.

On the stone pavement sat Domitia, her hair

dishevelled, and on her lap the head of the dead

man. She was wiping his brow with her veil, stoop-

ing, kissing his lips, weeping, then laughing again

—

then pointing to purple letters, crossed L's woven
into his tunic.

Eboracus saw it all—her reason was gone.
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DRAWING TO THE LIGHT

IN the old home of Gabii, under the tender care of

Euphrosyne and in the soothing company of

Glyceria, Httle by little, stage by stage, Domitia

recovered.

There was a horrible past to which no reference

might be made. The true British slave, Eboracus,

was ever at hand to help—when needed. Never a

day, never half a day, but his honest face appeared

at the door to inquire after his dear lady, and as her

senses came flickering back, it was he to whom she

clung to take her in his arms into the trellised walk
;

or, when stronger, to lead her where she could pick

violets for Glyceria, and to pile about the feet of the

little statue of the Good Shepherd. He took her a

row on the lake and let her fish—he found nests of

young birds and brought them to her ; and all at

once disclosed great powers of story-telling,—he told

marvellous British tales, as to a little child, of the

ploughing of Hu Cadarn, of Ceridvven and her

cauldron. And he would sing,—he fashioned him-

self a harp, of British shape, and sang as he

accompanied himself, but his ballads were all in the

Celtic tongue that Domitia could not understand,
352
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nevertheless it soothed and pleased her to listen to

his music.

Longa Duilia did not visit her often. She made

formal duty calls at long intervals, and as Domitia

became better these visits grew proportionately

fewer.

Duilia, as she herself said, was not created to be a

nurse. She knew that some were fitted by nature to

attend to the sick, and all that sort of thing—but it

was not her gift. Society was her sphere, in which

she floated and which she adorned, but she was

distraught and drooping in a sickroom. She wished

she had the faculty—and all that sort of thing—but

all women were not cast in the same mould, run out

of the same metal—and, my dear, parenthetically

—

some are of lead, others of Corinthian brass—and

which are which it is not for me to say—she thanked

the gods it was so.

Nor did the visits and efforts to amuse, of Duilia,

avail anything towards Domitia's cure. On the

contrary, she was always worse after her mother had

been with her. The old lady ripped up ill-healed

sores, harped on old associations, could not check her

tongue from scolding.

" My poor dear child— I never made a greater

blunder in my life— I, too, who have the pedigree at

my fingers' ends—as to fancy that there was any con-

nection with those Flavians. My dear, yellow hair is

quite out of the fashion now, quite out ! Look at

mine, a raven's wing is not darker. It was through

Vespasia Polla—I thought we were related—stupid

that I was !— it was the Vipsanians we were allied to,

not those low and beggarly Vespasians. As the gods
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love me, I believe Folia's father was an army con-

tractor! But I have made it all right. I have

smudged out the line I had added to the family tree,

and as for the wax heads of those Flavians, I have

had them melted up. Will you believe it ?— I had the

mask of Domitian run into a pot, and that stupid

Lucilla did not put a cover on it, and the rats have

eaten it—eaten all the wax. I hope it has clogged

their stomachs and given them indigestion. They
doubtless thought it was dripping. But I really have

made a most surprising discovery. I find there was

an alliance with the Cocceii—most respectable family,

very ancient, admirable men all—and so there is a

sort of cousinship with the present excellent Frince.

His brother Aulus— rather old perhaps— but an

estimable man—is—well—maybe—in a word, I intend

to give a little supper— a dainty affair— all in the

best style—so sorry you can't be there, my dear

Domitia—but, of course, absolutely impossible. Your
state of health, and all that sort of thing. Don't be

surprised if you hear— But there, there—he is rather

old though, for one who is only just turning off the

very bloom of life and beauty."

After such a visit and such talk the mind of

Domitia was troubled for several days. She became
timid, alarmed at the least noise, and distraught.

But then the poor crippled woman succeeded in

comforting and laying her troubles, and the painful

expression faded from her face. It became placid,

but always with a sadness that was inseparable from

the eyes, and a tremulousness of the lips, as though a

very little—a rough word or two—would dissolve her

into tears.
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With the spring, the growing light, the increasing

warmth, the bursting life in plant and insect, she

began to amend more steadily, and relapses became

fewer.

One sweet spring day, when Glyceria had been

carried forth into the garden, and Domitia sat on the

turf near her with purple anemones in her lap, that

she was binding into a garland, the paralysed woman

was startled by hearing the ex-Empress suddenly

speak of the past.

She spoke, and continued weaving the flowers,

" My Glyceria, I intend this for the little temple of

my father. It is all I can do for him— to give flowers

where his ashes lie—but it does not content me.

There were two whom I loved and looked up to as

the best of men, and both are gone—gone to dust

;

my own dearest father, and my lover—my husband,

Lamia. I cannot bear to think of them as heaps of

ashes or as wandering ghosts. When that thought

comes over me, I seem to be as one drowning, and

then darkness is before my eyes. I cannot cry—

I

smother."

"Why should you think of them as wandering

ghosts or as heaps of dust ?
"

" I know that they are dust— I suppose they are

shadows. But as to anything else, all is guess-work,

we know nothing—and that is so horrible. I love two

only—have loved two only—and they are no more

than shadows. No, no ! I mean not that." She flung

her arms about Glyceria, and laid her cheek against

that of the sick woman. " No, I do love you, and I

love Euphrosyne and I love Eboracus. But I mean

—I mean in a different manner. One was my father,
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and the other my husband. It is so terribly sad to

think they are lost to me like yesterday or last

summer."
" They are not lost. You will see them again."

" See my father ? See my Lamia ?
"

" Yes— I know it will be so."

" Oh, Glyceria, do not say such things ! You
make my heart jump. How can it be? They have

been."

" They are and will be. Death is swallowed up in

life."

"That is impossible. Death is death and nothing

more."

Then Glyceria took the hand of Domitia, and
looking into her eyes, said solemnly, " Dost thou

remember having asked me about the fish ?
"

" Yes—this amulet," answered the noble lady, and
she detached the cornelian from her throat, and held

it in the hand not engaged by Glyceria. "Yes—

I

recollect—there was some mystery, but what was
it?"

" The fish is a symbol, as I said once before, and it

is no amulet."

" Of what is it the symbol ?
"

" Of One who died—who tasted of the bitterness of

the parting of soul and body, and who went into

the region of shadows and returned—the soul to the

body, and rose from the dead, and by the virtue of

His resurrection gives power to all who believe in

Him to rise in like manner."
" And He could tell about what the ghosts do

—

how they wander ?
"

" I cannot say that. There would be no comfort
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in that. He rose to give us joy, and to rob death of

its terrors."

" But what has this to do with the fish ?
"

" You know what the word fish is in Greek."

" Very well."

'' Take each letter of that word, and each letter is

the first of words that contain the very substance

of the Christian belief—Jesus Christ, the Son of God,

the Saviour."

Domitia looked at the little cornelian fish; but

still she could not understand.

" I believe that one could die and wake again. I

have fainted and have come round. And He of

whom you speak might say what was in the spirit

world into which He had been—but the region of

ghosts is very dreary, very sad."

" Nay, He can do more, as He rose, He can raise

us to new life ; and He will do it, for He is God. He

made us, and He will recall us from death."

"What—my father? Lucius? I shall see them

again—not as shadows, but as they were ?
"

—

" Not so—not as they were, mortal ; but raised to

an immortal life."

"I shall kiss my darling father, put my arms

round my Lucius, from whom I have been parted

so long and so cruelly—and who has been so—so

true to me."

Then Domitia burst into tears.

Glyceria stroked her hand.

" There—you see how joyous is our hope. Death

is nothing— it is only a good-bye for a bit, and then

to meet again."

" Oh, Glyceria ! Oh, if I could see them—oh,
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Glyceria ! Oh, you should not have said this if it

be not true ! My heart will break. Oh, if it might

be so ! If I could, but once only—for a moment "

—

" Nay, that would not suffice—for ever, never to be

separated, no more tears, no more death."

" Oh, Glyceria, not another word— I cannot bear it

!

My heart is over full. Another time. My head, my
head ! Oh, if it might—it could be !

"

Next day Glyceria saw by the red eyes of Domltia

that she had slept little and had wept much. She
did not turn the conversation to the same topic, she

wisely waited for the noble lady to begin on it

herself, and she judged that she would take some
time to consider what had been spoken about and

to digest it.

And in fact Domitia made no further allusion to

the matter for some days. But after about a week,

when alone with the paralysed woman, she said to

her abruptly, "You have never been in Syria?
"

" No, dear lady."

" I have ; and I have been on the confines of the

desert and looked away, as far as the eye could

reach, and have seen nothing but sand and barren

rock. Behind me a rose garden, syringas, myrtle

and citron trees, and murmuring streams ; before

me—no green leaf, only death. It is to me, as I

stand now and look back on my life as if it were

that barren desert ; and the fearful thing is—I dare

not turn and look the other way, for it is into

impenetrable night. But no, my life is not all

desolation, there are just two green spots in it

where the date-palms stand, and where are wells

—

my childhood, when I sat on my father's knee and
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cuddled into his arms ; and once again, when I was
recovering from the loss of him, and was basking

in the joy of my love for Lucius Lamia. All the

rest,"—she made a gesture of despair,
—

" death."

" Dearest lady, I would like to turn you about and

show you that where you think reigns only black-

ness, lies a beautiful garden, a paradise, and One
at the gate who beckons and says, ' Come unto Me
all you that labour and are heavy laden, and I will

give you rest.'

"

" Ah ! but that may be all fancy and dream-

work, like the promises of the Magi and the

mysteries of Isis."

Glyceria got no further than this. Domitia was

disposed to talk with her on her hope, and on the

Christian belief, but always with reserve and some
mistrust.

There were old prejudices to be overcome, there

was the consciousness that the promises so largely

made by the votaries of the many cults from East

and South who came to Rome were unfulfilled, and

this made her unable to place confidence in the new
religion held by slaves and ignorant people, however

alluring it might seem.

Among the very few who had come to Gabii

during her illness and convalescence, was Flavia

Domitilla, the widow of Clemens who had been

put to death by Domitian. Domitilla had been

banished, but returned immediately on the death of

the tyrant. She had suffered as had Domitia. In

her manner and address there was something so

gentle and assuring, that the poor ex-Empress in

the troubled condition of her brain was drawn to her,
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and after her visits felt better. She knew, or rather j

supposed, that Domitilla was a Christian. Her ;

husband had been one, and had suffered for his

faith.

It was with real pleasure that she ran to welcome

her one morning, when the steward entered and !

announced, " The lady Flavia Domitilla." i



CHAPTER XVI

AN ECSTASY

1HAVE come, dear Domitia, with a petition,"

said the widow of Clemens. " And it is one

you will wound me if you refuse."

" But who would wound so gentle a breast ?

"

answered Domitia, kissing her visitor. ''He must

be heartless who draws a bow against a dove."

" Hearken first to what I ask. I am bold—but

my very feebleness inspires me with audacity."

" What is it, then ?
"

" That you come with me to my villa for a little

change of scene, air, and society. It will do you good."

" And I cannot refuse. It is like your sweet spirit

to desire nothing save what is kindly intended and

does good to others."

" As you have assented so graciously, I will push

my advance a little further and say, return with

me to-day. Let us travel together, if you will. I

have a double litter—and we can chatter as two

magpies together."

" Magpies bring sorrow."

" Nay, two— mirth, we have cast our sorrows

behind us. You said I was a dove, so be it—a pair

of doves—perhaps wounded, lamed, but we coo into
361
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each other's ear, and lay our aching hearts together

and so obtain solace."

" I will refuse you nothing," said Domitia, again

kissing her visitor.

Accordingly, a couple of hours later the two ladies

started, Domitia taking with her some attendants,

but travelling, as was proposed, in the large litter of

Domitilla.

This latter lady was, as already mentioned, the

widow of Clemens, one of the two sons of Flavius

Sabinus, praefect of the city, who had held the Capitol

against the praetorians of Vitellius, and had been

murdered but a few hours before Rome was entered

by the troops that favoured his brother Vespasian.

On that occasion his sons had escaped, and the elder

was married to Julia, daughter of Titus, but had been

put to death by Domitian. The younger brother,

Clemens, a quiet, inoffensive man, who took no part

in public affairs, had been executed as well, shortly

before Domitian himself perished.

And now Flavia Domitilla lived quietly on her

estate not far from the Ardeatine Gate of Rome.
" How ! " said Flavia suddenly, as she espied the

little cornelian suspended on the bosom of Domitia,

" you have the fish !

"

" Yes, Glyceria gave it me—long ago."

" Do you know what it means ?
"

" Glyceria told me—but it is a dream, a beautiful

fancy, nothing more. There is no evidence."

" Domitia, you have not sought for it."

" My cousin, Rome is full of religions. Some say

the truth is in Sabazius, some in Isis, some in the

stars, some in Mithras—a new importation—and some
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will go back to the old gods of our Latin ancestors.
But one and another, all are naught."

" How know you that ?
"

" By the spirit that is within me. It can discern
between what is true and false. Not that which
promises best is the most real."

"You are right, Domitia—that is truest and
most real which meets and satisfies the seeking,
aching heart."

" And w^here is that ?
"

" Where you have not sought for it."

" If I were sure, then I would seek. But I am
weary of disillusionings and disappointments."

" Well—will you hear ?
"

" I am not sure. I have met with too many dis-

appointments to desire another."

Nothing further was said on this topic till the villa

was reached. Domitia showed that she did not
desire to have it pursued.

As Flavia alighted from her litter, a young man
approached, handed her something and asked for

an answer.

The widow of Clemens opened a tied diptych and
read some words written therein.

She seemed disconcerted and doubtful. She looked
questioningly at Domitia, and then asked leave of
the latter to say a word in private to Euphrosyne.
Leave was granted, and a whispered communication
passed between them.

Again Flavia looked inquiringly at Domitia, and it

was with considerable hesitation that she signed to

the young man to approach, and said, " Be it so.

The collect shall be here."

That evening, before she and her guest parted for

24
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the night, Flavia took Domitia by the hand, and said,

" You are right—the faculty of determination is seated

in every breast. Inquire and choose."

A few days passed, and then the hostess became

uneasy. Evidently she had something that she

desired to say, but was afraid of broaching the

subject.

At length, abruptly, she began on it.

"Domitia, I show you the utmost confidence. I

must tell you something. You know how that the

Christians have been persecuted under— I mean of

late, and how we have suffered. My dear husband

shed his blood for the cause, and he was but one

among many. Now there is a respite granted, but

how long it will last we know not. The laws against

us stand unrepealed, and anyone who wishes us ill

can set them in motion for our destruction."

" You do not think, cousin "

—

" Nay, hear me out, Domitia. You saw a young

man approach me as we arrived here. He is what

we term a deacon, and he came to announce that, if

I saw fit, the Church would assemble in my house

next first day of the week, that is the day after

the Jewish Sabbath. It is customary with us to

assemble together for prayer on that day, early,

before dawn, sometimes in one house, then in

another, so as to escape observation. And now,

on the morrow—this assembly, which we term the

collect, will take place. Do thou tarry in thy

chamber, and thou shalt be summoned when all

have dispersed."

" Nay, I would see and hear what takes place."

"That may not be, Domitia, that is only for the

initiated."
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" But why secrecy if there be naught of which to

be ashamed ?
"

" Our Master said, ' Give not that which is holy

unto dogs, neither cast ye your pearls before swine.'

Tell me, Domitia, how would you endure were

your father made a mock of, his sayings and acts

parodied on the stage, and turned into a matter

of low buffoonery ?
"

Domitia's brow flamed and her eyes flashed.

" I see your answer in your face. So with our

Great Master. His mysteries are holy, and we would

preserve them from outrage. Now you understand

why you cannot be present."

" But I would not mock."
" It is our rule, to avoid the chance of profanity."

" As you will."

" There is one thing more," said Flavia. " You
will not be angry if I have sent to have poor Glyceria

brought here. Owing to her infirmity she has not

been able to be present at a gathering of the Church

for a long time, and nothing could give her greater

consolation and happiness."

" I am willing for anything that can cheer her,"

answered Domitia ; then in a tone of vexation, " So
—a freedwoman, and Euphrosyne, a slave, will

be admitted where I am shut out— I, who was
Empress "

—

" Do not be offended. Is it not so in every

sodality, that the members of the club alone attend

the gatherings of the club."

" You are a club then ?
"

" We are the worshippers of God." ^

^ The Roman benefit clubs were under the invocation of some god or

goddess, and the members were called Cultores Apollinis, or Jovis, as

the case might be.
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Domitia was silent, then Flavia started up. " I

hear them—they have come with Glyceria. I must

see that she be cared for. The long journey to

that frail and broken frame will have exhausted her

slender powers."

" And I will go too,"—with a tinge of jealousy

in her manner. Domitia little liked that another

should interest herself about the poor woman, and

should stand to her in a more intimate relation than

herself

On going forth, all feeling of envy disappeared at

once before a sense of alarm.

An accident had occurred on the way. Owing

to some fault in the paving of the road one of

the bearers had stumbled, and, in falling, the

litter had been thrown down and the woman within

injured.

Domitia saw by the ashen face and the green hue

about the mouth and temples that Glyceria was in

great pain. But her eyes were bright and sought her

at once, and a world of love flowed out of them. She

put forth her thin hand to lay hold of the great lady.

Domitia at once flashed into anger. "This comes

of bringing her here. Had she been left at Gabii it

would never have happened. Where is the fellow

who threw her down ?—Flavia, have him whipped

with the scorpion !

"

Glyceria caught her hand. " It was an accident.

He was not in fault. I am happy. It is the will of

God—that is everything to me."

" You suffer."

The paralysed woman could not speak more. She

was being lifted out of the litter, and fainted as she

was moved. She was conveyed, in a condition of
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unconsciousness, to the room she was to occupy, a

room opening out of the same corridor as that given

up to Domitia.

The family physician was summoned ; he gave Httle

hope of the poor woman recovering from the shock,

her natural strength and recuperative power had long

ago been exhausted.

All that evening Domitia remained silent, ap-

parently in ill - humour or great distress, and

Flavia Domitilla was unable to get many words

from her.

She retired early to rest, but could not sleep.

Before going to her bed she had visited the sick

woman, and she convinced herself with her own

eyes that the flame of the lamp of life was flickering

to extinction.

Domitia loved the actor's widow with all the passion

of her stormy heart, and the thought of losing her

was to her unendurable.

The night was still, balmy, and the heavens star-

besprent. She looked from the corridor at the lights

above, and then dropped the curtains over her door.

She threw herself on her cushions, but her thoughts

turned and tossed in her head.

She pressed her knuckles to her eyeballs to close

her eyes, but could not force on sleep.

It was to her as though every person whom she

loved was taken from her, till she had no one left to

whom her heart could cling.

" I vow a pig to yEsculapius !
" she said, " if he will

recover her!" and then impatiently turned to the

wall. "What can ^sculapius do? Whom has he

succoured at any time ? He is but a name." To
whom could she cry ? What god of Olympus would
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stoop to care for—^even to look at—an actor's widow,

a poor Greek freedwoman ?

The gods ! They revelled and drank ambrosia

;

made love and deceived the simple, and lied and
showed themselves to be arrant knaves. They were

greedy of sacrifices, they accepted all that was given

—but they gave nothing in return. Their ears were

open to flattery, not to prayer. They were gods

for the merry and rich, not for the miserable and
poor. From the aching heart and the hungry soul

they turned away.

She thought she heard hasty steps in the passage,

then voices. " And He, the God of Glyceria—why
had not He saved her from this fall ? Was He as

powerless, as regardless of His votaries as those of

Olympus ? " Yes—something was the matter—there

was a stir in the house—at that hour—at dead of

night. Domitia's heart bounded. Was Glyceria

passing away ?

She threw a mantle about her, and barefooted as

she was, ran forth into the gallery.

She saw at the farther end a light at the door of

the sickroom, and sounds issued thence.

Instantly she flew thither, plucked aside the curtain,

and stood in the doorway, arrested by the sight.

Euphrosyne was seated on the bed, and had raised

her sister in her arms ; the sick woman rested against

her in a sitting posture, Flavia Domitilla was there

as well. Directly she saw Domitia, she signed to her

to approach.

But Glyceria—she was as one transfigured. Her
face seemed to shine with a supernatural light—it

had acquired a loveliness and transparency as of an

angel ;—her eyes were upraised and fixed as in a
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trance, and her arms were outspread. She seemed

not to weigh on Euphrosyne, but to be raised and

sustained by supernatural power.

The joy, the rapture in that subhmated counten-

ance were beyond description. She saw, she knew,

she felt none of those things that usually meet the

senses. And yet Domitia, Flavia Domitilla, were

convinced that those illumined happy eyes looked

on some One, were gazing into a light to themselves

unseen.

From her lips poured rapturous prayer.

" I see Thee ! Thou—the joy of my heart, my
hope and my portion for ever ! Thee whom I have

loved and longed for ! I hold Thee— I clasp Thy

feet ! Oh, give her to me—the dear mistress ! Take

me, take me to Thyself,—but, ere I go—by Thy

wounded hands, by Thy thorn-crowned head, by

Thy pierced side—bring her to the light ! To the

light ! To the light !
" And suddenly, with an

instantaneous eclipse, the illumination died off from

her face, the tension was over ; the arms, the entire

body sank heavily against the bosom of Euphrosyne,

the eyes closed ; she heaved a long sigh, but a smile

lingered about her lips.

Awed, not daring to draw nearer, unwilling to go

back, Domitia stood looking. Neither did Flavia

Domitilla stir.

After a little while, however, the latter signed to

Domitia to depart, and made as though she also

would go.
" She sleeps," she said.

Then Glyceria's bright eyes opened, and she said—
" Not till after the collect, at that I must be—

bear me down—then only"

—
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HAIL, GLADSOME LIGHT!

BEFORE the day began to break, from various

quarters came men and women, in twos and

threes, to the house of Flavia Domitilla.

The visitor to Rome may see the very spot where

stood her house and garden. For this good woman
converted the latter into a place of sepulture for the

Christians, and the catacomb that bears her name is

one of the most interesting of those about Rome.
Not only so, but the ruins of her villa remain on the

farm of Tor Marancia, or the Ardeatine Way. Here
lived the widow of the martyr Clemens, with her

sister-in-law Plautilla, and her niece of the same
name as herself, all three holy women, serving God
and ministering to the necessities of the poor.

The collect, or assembly of the faithful, was to

take place in the atrium or hall of the villa. Domi-
tilla had Christian slaves only with her in her country

residence, and could trust them.

In the large mansions of the Roman nobility there

were grand reception halls, called basilicas, with

rows of pillars down the sides dividing them into

a nave and aisles, with an apse, or bema as it was

termed, at the end, in which the master of the house
370
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sat to receive his visitors. Here he and his clients,

his parasites and friends, walked, talked, declaimed,

listened to readings when the weather was wet or

cold. At a later period, when the nobility became
Christian, many of them gave up their basilicas to

be converted into churches, and such is the origin

of several churches of Rome. They never were, as

some have erroneously supposed, halls of justice,

—they were, as described, the halls attached to the

great Roman palaces.

But at the time I am speaking of no such sur-

renders had been made. The great families had not

been converted, only here and there, at rare intervals,

some of their members had embraced the gospel.

But smaller people had become Christian, and these

did temporarily give up the more public portion of

the house, the atrium and tablinum, for Christian

worship. It was dangerous to thus assemble, and it

would have been infinitely more dangerous had the

assemblies taken place always at the same house.

Accordingly it was contrived to vary the place of

meeting, and to give secret notice to the faithful

where the gathering would be on the ensuing Lord's

Day.

The danger of these collects was further reduced

by their being held sometimes in the churches under-

ground in the catacombs, or in the cellcB near the

tombs; and these gatherings passed uncommented
on, as it was customary for the pagans to meet for

a solemn banquet in the decorated chambers attached

to their places of interment on the anniversaries of

the death of their friends.

The various guilds also had their meetings for the
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transaction of business, a sacred meal, and a sacrifice

to the gods ; and the early Christians were able so to

copy the customs of the guilds or sodalities, as to carry

on their worship undetected by the authorities, who

supposed their assemblies were mere guild gatherings.

The hour was so early, that lights were necessary,

and lamps were suspended in the tablinum, which was

raised a couple of steps above the floor of the hall.

Round the arc of the chamber, which was semi-

circular, seats had been arranged, and in the centre

against the wall one of more dignity than the rest,

covered with white linen. In the midst of the

tablinum, at the top of the two steps, was a table, and

on one side a desk on legs.

Great care was taken at the door to admit none

but such as could give the sign that they were

Christians. The ostiariiis^ or porter, in the early

Church held a very important office, on his discretion

much of the safety of the Church depended. He had

to use the utmost caution lest a spy should slip in.

The hall rapidly filled.

Before the steps into the apse lay Glyceria, on a

sort of bier, her hands folded, and her earnest eyes

upraised. She had been gently, carefully conveyed

thither, to be for the last time united in worship with

the Church on earth, before she passed into the Church

beyond.

On each side of the tablinum were curtains that

could be easily and rapidly drawn along a rod, and

so close the apse, in the event of intrusion by pagans.

In the atrium itself there were few lights. They

were not needed, day would soon break.

In the tablinum, against the wall, sat the presbyters,
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with Clement, the bishop. In the centre. He was an

old man with a gentle face, full of love. He had been

a freedman of the Flavians, and it was out of respect

to them that he had taken the name of Clement,

which was one of those in use In their family.

At his side, on the right hand, was one far more

aged than he—one we have seen before, Luke the

physician and evangelist.

Now one with a pair of clappers gave a signal, and

all rose who had been seated.

A deacon standing at the top of the steps said,

" Let us pray for the Emperor."

Whereupon all the congregation responded as with

a single voice—" Lord, have mercy."

Then Clement, the bishop, prayed—" We beseech

Thee, O Father, to look down upon the Emperor, and

to strengthen him against his foes, and to illumine

his mind that he may rule in justice, and be Thou his

defence and strong tower."

Thereupon the deacon called again—" Let us pray

for the magistrates." To which the people responded

in the same manner, and the bishop prayed in few

terse words for the magistrates. In precisely similar

manner was prayer made for the bishops and clergy,

for all the faithful, for those in chains, working in

mines, for the sick and the sorrowful, for the widows

and orphans, it was as though a flood of all-embracing

charity flowed forth.

Then the Intercessions ended, Luke came to the

desk, and a deacon brought the roll of the law and

unfolded it before him, and another held aloft a torch.

He read as follows :
" This commandment which I

command thee this day, it Is not hidden from thee,
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neither is it far off. . . . But the word is very nigh

thee in thy heart and in thy mouth, that thou mayest

do it. See, I have set before thee Hfe and good, and

death and evil. ... I call heaven and earth to

record this day that I have set before you life and

death, blessing and cursing ; therefore choose life

. . . that thou mayest love the Lord thy God, and

that thou mayest obey His voice, and that thou

mayest cleave unto Him."

Then the evangelist closed the roll and returned it

to the deacon, and he spake some words of exhorta-

tion thereon.

Next came another deacon and unfolded the roll of

the prophets, and Luke read—''The Spirit of the

Lord God is upon me, because the Lord hath anointed

me to preach good tidings unto the meek ; He hath

sent me to bind up the broken-hearted, to proclaim

liberty to the captive, and the opening of the prison

to them that are bound. To proclaim the acceptable

year of the Lord, and the day of vengeance of our

God ; to comfort all that mourn. ... To give to

them that mourn beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for

mourning, the garment of praise for the spirit of heavi-

ness ; that they might be called trees of righteousness,

the planting of the Lord, that He might be glorified."

Then again Luke spoke a few simple words, and

declared how that the prophecy of old was fulfilled in

Christ, who was the healer of all sick souls and the

strengthener of all who were feeble, the restorer of

the halt, the comforter of all that mourn, and the

planter in the field of the Church of such as would

grow up trees of righteousness to bear their fruit in

due season.
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And when he ceased, the congregation sang a

psalm—" Praise the Lord, O my soul ; and all that is

within me praise His holy name."

In the first age of the Church the liturgical

service grew out of that of the Synagogue. As
in the latter there were the two lessons from Law
and Prophet, so was there in the Church, but after

the psalm there were added to these two more
lessons, one from an epistle by an apostle and one
from a gospel.

At the time of our narrative, the service was in

process of formation, and was not yet formed ; and
the sequence of epistle and gospel had not as yet been

established. However, now Luke stood forward and
said

—

" Beloved, we have a letter written by the blessed

John, the disciple that Jesus loved, and therefrom I

will read a few words."

Then he unfolded a short roll and read as follows :

—

"Behold what manner of love the Father hath

bestowed upon us, that we should be called the sons

of God ! therefore the world knoweth us not, because

it knew Him not. Beloved, now are we the sons of

God ; and it doth not yet appear what we shall be

;

but we know that, when He shall appear, we shall be

like Him, for we shall see Him as He is. And every

man that hath this hope in him purifieth himself, even

as He is pure."

He ceased, for a strange sound reached the ears of

all—a sound that swelled and rose and then fell away
and became all but inaudible.

Once again he began to read—and again this

sound was heard.
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" This is the message that ye heard from the begin-

ning, that we should love one another."

Again he ceased, and looked round, and listened.

For once more this strange wailing sound arose.

But as it declined, he resumed his reading

—

•* Marvel not, my brethren, if the world hate you.

We know that we have passed from death unto life,

because we love the brethren."

He was constrained to cease.

Then at a signal two deacons went in the direction

of the sound. And the whole congregation was

hushed. But Glyceria, on her bed, lifted her hands,

and her eyes shone with expectation.

Presently the deacons returned—" A woman—

a

weeping woman in a dark room."

Then Luke descended from the hema, and attended

by them went in the direction of the voice, and came,

where crouching, concealed, Domitia lay on the

ground, sobbing as if her heart would break—they

could not stay her—they did not try—they waited.

And presently she raised her face, streaming with

tears, and said, '' The light ! the glorious light !

"

And the sun rose over the roof, and shone down
into the atrium on the face of Glyceria.

Then Flavia Domitilla stooped over the poor

actor's widow, laid her hand on her eyes, and

said, " In the joy of thy Lord, face to face !

"

THE END
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THE BIG FISH
By H. B. Marriott Watson, Author of ' Alise of
Astra.' Crown 8vo, 6s. [J^^fy

This strange tale of adventure in the mountains of Peru has a
certain basis in fact. 'The Big Fish ' is the name by which the lost

treasure of the Incas is known, and the story describes the search
for it, which opens in a London auction room and, after many tragic
adventures, ends in the lonely mountains in a manner which neither
of the seekers had anticipated, but with which both are satisfied,

HER SERENE HIGHNESS
By Philip Laurence Oliphant. Cr. 8vo, 6s. [July
Disillusioned, and disgusted with Western civilization, the hero of

this story, a man of remarkable force and quality, turns to the ideals
of the East, becomes to all intents an Oriental, and makes for himself
a great position as the white ruler of a black people in Central India.
His wife deserted him in early life under a misunderstanding, goes
in search of him, and finding him at last, throws in her lot with his,

and succeeds in winning him back ; but not until through jealousy
and other passions, he is forced to witness the sacrifice of his power
and fly for very life.

JUDITH LEE : Some Pages from her Life
By Richard Marsh, Author of * A Royal Indiscretion.'

With Four Illustrations, Crown 8vo, 6s. [^^-^
The world has already been introduced to the famous female

detective Judith Lee in the pages of the Strand Magazine, where her
popularity was very great. The child of parents who were teachers
of the oral system to the deaf and dumb, as soon almost as she learnt
to speak she learnt to read what people were saying by watching their

lips. Devoting her whole life to the improvement of a very singular
natural aptitude, and employing it in the discovery and frustration
of crime, she has become, as we find in this book, a constant source
of wonder and delight, and a very encyclopaedia of adventure.

THE OAKUM PICKERS
By L. S. Gibson, Author of 'The Heart of Desire.'

Crown 8vo, 6 s.
\^J^^y

A story treating of modem social life, and incidentally of the
hardships inflicted by certain phases of the Divorce Laws upon the
innocent partner in an unhappy marriage. The two very dissimilar

women are well delineated and contrasted. Cynthia and Elizabeth,
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each in her own way, are so human and sympathetic that the reader

can hardly fail to endorse the quotation on the title-page, * I do not

blame such women, but for love they pick much oakum.' The men
are drawn with no less strength and sincerity ; while Lady Juliet—the

brilliant, heartless, little mondaine who precipitates the tragedy of

three lives—is a thumb-nail sketch of a fascinating, if worthless, type.

HAUNTING SHADOWS ; or, The House
of Terror

By M. F. Hutchinson. Crown 8vo, 6s. {August

An English girl, brought up under harsh surroundings, considers

that opportunity suddenly opens the doors of Life. But these doors

swing back to the accompaniment of sinister and terrible things.

The very threshold of the new life is a place of terror. A harsh and
inexorable fate forces her reluctant feet along a difficult way, where it

seems as if none of the joys of existence can lighten the darkness.

The story shows with what results to herself and others Elaine

Westcourt became an inmate of the * House of Terror.'

A WILDERNESS WOOING
By W. Victor Cook, Author of ' Anton of the Alps.'

Crown 8vo, 6s. {August

A thrilling story of the early French-Canadian pioneers, and the

romantic adventures of a young heir to an English earldom. The
novel, which is full of excitement and dramatic incident, presents a

series of vivid pictures of the days when the great pathfinder La Salle

was carrying the lilies of France at utmost hazard into the Western

wilds. The love interest is strong, and attractively handled, and even

such strange-seeming affairs as the ' Ship of Women ' and the marriage

market at Quebec have their historical sanction.

NANCE OF MANCHESTER
By Orme Agnus, Author of 'Sarah Fuldon's Lovers.'

Crown 8vo, 6s. [August

Dr. Anthony Belton called Nance * the bravest girl in Manchester,'

and he was a good judge. She assumed maternal cares at an early

age, and she lived for her children. Later she took up her residence

in the South of England with Mrs. NoUiver, and there struck up a

friendship with Miss Denise Martayne, a lady whose gifts had put her

in an exalted if not a happy position. It was a friendship that dis-

pelled gloom and created happiness. * Nance of Manchester ' is a

tribute to the omnipotence of love.

A KINGDOM DIVIDED
By David Lisle, Author of 'A Painter of Souls.'

Crown 8vo, 6s. [Ai/gust

This new novel by the author of A Painter of Souls may be de-

scribed as actively controversial. It deals largely with poignant

chapters in the life of a young clergyman, and in its pages we find an

amazing array of startling facts connected with the march of Ritualism
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and the future of England. Side by side with the history of a tragic

struggle we find glowing descriptions of scenery and of brilliant social

life. The scene is laid in Devon, and, later on, at Biarritz.

A WOMAN IN THE LIMELIGHT
By Charles Gleig, Author of ' The Nancy Manceuvres/

Crown 8vo, 6s. [August

A Woman in the Limelight presents candidly a typical actress of

the Musical Comedy Stage, treating of her career and her love affairs

with a realism that is convincing, but free of offence. The heroine

allures and for a long time retains the devotion and affection of a

typical solitary Londoner, who is not less devoted to the bon motif \

but the inevitable break occurs. There is plenty of humour and of

first-hand knowledge in this study of upper Bohemian life of to-day,

and the characters are vividly drawn.

BURIED ALIVE
By Arnold Bennett, Author of * Clayhanger.' A New
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. \August

This is a reprint of one of Mr. Bennett's most delightful stories. It

has been out of print for some time.

THE STREET GALLED STRAIGHT
By the Author of ' The Wild Olive.' Crown 8vo, 6s.

[August

The anonymous author of those very interesting novels The Inner
Shrine and The Wild Olive has in the new book dealt with a financial

man's case of conscience. The story, which is laid for the most part

in Boston, illustrates the New England proverb, * By the street called

straight '—should it not be strait ?
—

* we come to the house called

beautiful.'

IT HAPPENED IN SMYRNA
By Thomas Edgelow. Crown 8vo, 6s. [August

A vivid record of Eastern travel and adventure by a new author,

who is introduced to the novel-reading public by no less a sponsor

than Baroness von Hutten—the authoress of Pam whose cheery

preface in the form of an open letter will be found in Mr. Edgelow's

first book. The story opens on a German liner off the East African

coast, and leads us via Port Said to Smyrna. There and in the

interior of Turkey-in-Asia are laid the scenes of Tony Paynter's adven-

tures. It is in the Smyrna bazaars that he and Sylvia Sayers first

encounter the Turk who is destined to play so important a role in

their two lives, and it is from Smyrna that, at last, they sail away
when all has happily ended.

DEVOTED SPARKES
By W. Pett Ridge, Author of ' Thanks to Sanderson.'

Crown 8vo, 6s. [August

Mr. Pett Ridge's new novel, an animated story of London life,

concerns a girl sent out to service by her stepmother. Taking the
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management of her career into her own hands, and holding the

reins, goes first to a house on the north side of Regent's Park,

afterwards to the neighbourhood of Berkeley Square ; and her adven-
tures in both situations, her acquaintances, and the person to whom
she is devoted, are described in Mr. Pett Ridge's brightest manner.

THE ANGLO-INDIANS
By Alice Perrin, Author of *The Charm.' Crown
8vo, 6s. [Augusi
The background of this novel is the contrast between official life in

India and a pensioned existence in England. The theme of the story

is the affection, almost amounting to a passion, that the heroine feels

towards India, where she has spent part of her childhood and her early

girlhood ; it leads to a love adventure involving the chief problem
between the East and West.

THE HEATHER MOON
By C. N. and A. M. Williamson, Authors of 'The
Lightning Conductor.' Crown 8vo, 6s. [August
The story of a motor tour in Scotland and many quests. The drama

shows us a girl in search of her mother, who has her own reasons for

not wishing to be found by a pretty grown-up daughter. A man in

search of some lost illusions is also here, and the girl helps him to

discover that they are not illusions but splendid truths. Other seekers

are a woman in search of love, and her brother in search of materials

for a novel. In finding or failing to find these things a romance of a
very original kind with many conflicting interests has been evolved.

THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE
By John Oxenham, Author of *The Long Road.'

Crown 8vo, 6s. [August
By ' The Golden Rose * the author means the Spirit of Romance

—

Love—and all that pertains thereto. The story tells how three very

t3Tjical Englishmen—surgeon—artist—barrister—encounter it in odd
fashion while tramping the High Alps, and follow it up each in his

own peculiar way to his destined end. Their various testings, mental,
moral, and physical, make the stoiy, which is replete with the joy,

tVe sorrow, and the tragedy of life.

OLIVIA MARY
By E. Maria Albanesi, Author of • The Glad Heart.'

Crown 8vo, 6s. [August
In this, her first new novel to be published since T/ie Glad Hearty

Madame Albanesi strikes new ground. Although full of able and
sympathetic characterization and that elusive charm which belongs to

all her books, this story is unlike any that she has yet written. The
author deals with a problem which is the outcome of emotions at once
simple, even ordinary, and yet at the same time profound and most
touching.

SALLY
By Dorothea Conyers, Author of 'Two Impostors

and Tinker.' Crown 8vo, 6s. {^August
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A hunting novel of Irish life. The scene is laid in the wilds^ of

Connemara, where a man suffering from melancholia starts hunting

over the mountains and the bogs. A seaside lodge close to him is

taken by some strangers, and the plot of the book then turns on the

lonely man, who has not spoken for years save when obliged to, being

charmed from his lonehness by Sally Stannard, and the subsequent

complications which ensue betwixt her and her various lovers.

LAMORNA
By Mrs. A. Sidgwick, Author of 'The Severins.'

Crown 8vo, 6s. [August

The story of two girls united by kinship and affection, but divided

by character and temperament. Lamorna, the elder one, has to look

on while her cousin makes a tragedy of her life and successively

becomes the victim of a roue and a mischief-monger. Lamorna's own
fate is at one time so enmeshed with her cousin's that she requires all

her sense and strength to escape from the toils set by a man who
would override all scruple and all honour to win her.

THE HAPPY FAMILY
By Frank Swinnerton, Author of * The Young Idea.*

Crown 8vo, 6s. [August

The Happy Family is a realistic comedy of life in London suburbs.

The scenes are laid principally in Kentish Town, with excursions to

Hampstead, Highgate, and Gospel Oak ; while unusual pictures of

the publishing trade form a setting to the highly-important office-life

of the chief male characters. The interplay of diverse temperaments,

the conflict between the ideal and the actual, are the basis of the story,

which, however, is concerned with people rather than problems.

DARNELEY PLACE
By Richard Bagot, Author of ' Donna Diana.' Crown
8vo, 6s. [September

The scene of Mr. Richard Bagot's new novel is laid partly in

England and partly in Italy. The story turns upon the double life

led by a wealthy English landowner in consequence of the abduction

in his more youthful days of the daughter of an old Italian house at

a period when he had no prospect of succeeding to the position he

subsequently attained. Incidentally, the novel deals with certain

phases of Italian Spiritualism, and Mr. Bagot's readers will again

resume their acquaintance with some of the most sympathetic

characters described in his previous work The Passport.

A KNIGHT OF SPAIN
By Marjorie Bowen, Author of *I Will Maintain.*

Crown 8vo, 6s. [September

This story is laid in the stormy and sombre last half of the six-

teenth century, and deals with the fortunes of the Royal House of

Spain, the most powerful, cruel, and tragic dynasty of modern Europe.

The hero is Charles V's son, the gay, beautiful, and heroic Don Juan
of Austria, who rose to an unparalleled renown in Christendom as

the victor of Lepanto, intoxicated himself with visions of a crown and

tlie rank of * Infant ' of Spain, and from the moment of his apogee
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was swiftly cast down by his brother, Philip II, sent to undertake
the impossible task of ruling the Low Countries, and left to die,

forsaken, of a mysterious illness, at the age of twenty-eight, in a camp
outside Namur. The story embraces the greater part of this Prince s

short life, which was one glowing romance of love and war, played
in the various splendours of Spain, Genoa, Venice, Naples, Sicily,

Africa, Paris, and Brussels.

REMITTANCE BILLY
By AsHTON HiLLiERS, Author of ' Memoirs of a

Person of Quality.' Crown 8vo, 6s. {September

In this book Mr. Ashton Hilliers, again finding his material in the

world we live in, tells of the quite excusable muddling of a straight,

but rather stupid young gentleman, whose ignorance of ' business ' is

too severely punished by ' business-like relations,' who regard him as

hopeless, until he, saved by his love of nature, and befriended by out-

siders who see stuff in the fellow, muddles through, to the surprise of

his family and himself. There is a nice girl in it, and a militant

suffragette, but only two unfortunate marriages, and one of these
comes right at last.

HONOURS EASY
By Mrs. J. O. Arnold, Author of 'The Fiddler.'

Crown 8vo, 6s. \Septe7iiber

The interest of this story centres in the will of a Professor Clifford,

in which a large sum of money is left to the scientist who shall within
a specified time finish the testator's life research. Failing its comple-
tion the money is to revert to his stepdaughter. Humphrey Wyatt
undertakes the task, incidentally falling m love with the stepdaughter,
of whose relationship to the Professor he is unaware. What happens
before and after he discovers her identity makes a charming romantic
ending to the book.

LONDON LAVENDER : An Entertainment
By E. V. Lucas, Author of * Mr. Ingleside.' Crown
8vo, 6s. [September
This will make Mr. Lucas's fourth novel, or 'Entertainment' as he

prefers to call his stories ; and readers of the preceding three may
find some old acquaintances. The scene is agam laid principally in

London, and again an odd company of types converse and have
urbane adventures.

THE HOLIDAY ROUND
By A. A. Milne, Author of 'The Day's Play.' Crown
8vo, 6s. [September
Among our younger humorists none has so quickly found hi? way

to the hearts of readers as * A. A. M.' of Punch, whose special gift

and privilege it is to touch Wednesdays with irresponsibility and fun.

He has now brought together a further collection of his contributions

to Punch, similar in character to The Day's Play published two years

ago. The history' of the Rabbits is continued, and is supplemented
by 'Little Plays for Amateurs,' 'Stories of Successful Lives,' and
many other of his recent dialogues and sketches.
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THE ROYAL ROAD : Being the Story of
the Life, Death, and Resurrection
of Edward Hankey of London

By Alfred Ollivant, Author of 'Owd Bob.' Crown
8vo, 6s. [^September

In the pages of this book the reader follows the courageous spirit of

a working man down the alley of life. We hear his laughter ; share

his joys; and watch the heroic struggle of his soul against the circum-
stance that is oppressing him. The book, remorseless in its representa-

tion of things as they are, is strong in hope : for it finds its inspiration

in the Love that shall some day conquer the world. It is a story for

all who seek to succour our England in her distress. To read it is to

understand something of her troubles of this present time, and to have
a glimpse of the glory that shall be revealed in her. A stern book, it

is to those who read aright a joyful one. For it is a prophecy of dawn.

MARY PECHELL
By Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, Author of * The Uttermost
Farthing,' etc. Crown 8vo, 6s. [^September

In her new novel Mrs. Belloc Lowndes returns to the manner of
Barbara Rebell. It is an ample, spacious tale of English country-
house life, laid in a quiet Sussex village, dominated by the ruins of an
ancient castle, the scene of the last Lord Wolferstan's lawless but not
ignoble passion. The writer shows all her old power of presenting the
passion of love in each of its Protean phases. Mary Pechell herself is

a lovely, gracious figure, whose compelling charm the reader feels from
the first. In half-humorous, half-pathetic contrast is the middle-aged
romance of Miss Rose Charnwood, touched with the tenderest senti-

ment, and not belied by the happiness in store both for her and for

Mary Pechell herself.

THE SILVER DRESS
By Mrs. George Norman, Author of 'Lady Fanny.'
Crown 8vo, 6s. \_September

A novel describing the life of an attractive and still young woman
whose circumstances are those of so many others of her type in

England, for she has no acquaintances but women, is approaching
' the youth of middle age ' without yet knowing love or any vital

interest. Then, quite unexpectedly, adventure, and, subsequently,
love coming to her, she lives for the first time.

THE SUBURBAN
By H. C. Bailey, Author of 'Storm and Treasure.*
Crown 8vo, 6s. {September

_
In this novel Mr. H. C. Bailey, who is best known by his spirited

historical romances, has deserted the past for the present. He tells a
story of modern London. The scenes are laid in poor middle-class
life, in the' worlds of journalism and theoretical revolutionaries and
business. His hero is one of the most ordinary of men, fighting his
way up from the borders of poverty to respectable suburban comfort.
With him is contrasted a much more brilliant creature, an apostle of
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the newest creeds of revolt. Both have to do with the master of one
of the great modern organizations of finance and industry. In the

heroine Mr. Bailey has given us a study of one of the newest types of

young women of the middle class.

BETTY HARRIS
By Jennette Lee, Author of 'Uncle William' and
* Happy Island.' Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. {September

Betty Harris, the only child of an American millionaire, strays one
day into the shop of a Greek fruit-dealer, Achilles Alexandrakis,

and watches the flight of a butterfly that the Greek liberates from its

grey cocoon. The story is of the friendship that grew out of this

meeting, and a rescue that grew out of the friendship. This blend of

the spirit of the old world and the new, meeting in the grimy Chicago
shop and finding out their need of each other, gives the book a
piquancy.

THE FOOL IN CHRIST
By Gerhart Hauptmann. Crown 8vo, 6s. \September

A translation of Hauptmann's most wonderful novel—a work that
attempts to place the living human Christ before sopViisticated twentieth-
century eyes. Whatever other eff"ect it may have, the book cannot
fail to cause discussion. In Quint, a figure at once pathetic and inspir-

ing, the author has drawn a character whose divine charm should
be felt by every reader.

CHARLES THE GREAT
By Mrs. H. H. Penrose, Author of 'The Sheltered

Woman/ etc. Crown 8vo, 6s. [September

Charles the Great is a very light comedy, and it therefore counts
as a new departure for Mrs. H. H. Penrose. Those who like their

fiction to provide them with *a good laugh' will doubtless prefer this

book, which is packed from cover to cover with mirth-provoking
material, to those other books by the same author, in which humour
acts chiefly as train-bearer to tragedy. The determination of Charles
to invent for himself a greatness which he is incapable of otherwise
achieving, and its effect on his circle of intimates, are set forth in an
exceedingly lively story, the plot of which it would be unfair to give
away.

THE ACE OF HEARTS
By C. Thomas-Stanford. Crown 8vo, 6s. [September

An English Member of Parliament, spending a holiday in the

Portu^aiesc island of Madeira in January 1912, becomes unwittingly

privy to a plot against the Republican Government. The conspirators,

fearful that he will betray their secrets, make him prisoner ; but he
escapes to experience a series of adventures on the rugged coast, and
amid the wild mountains of the island. Through the tangled web of

plot and counter-plot runs the thread of a love story.
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Andrewes (Lancelot). PRECES PRI-
VATAE. Translated and edited, with
Notes, by F. E. Brightmak. Cr. Svc. 6s.

Aristotle. THE ETHICS. Edited, with
an Introduction and Notes, by John
BuRNBT. Demy %vo. loJ. (td. net.

Atkinson tC. T.). A HISTORY OF GER-
MANY, 1715-1815. Demy Zvo. \is. dd. net.

Atkinson (T. D.). ENGLISH ARCHI-
TECTURE. Illustrated. Fcap. Ivo. 3*. bd.
net.

A GLOSSARY OF TERMS USED IN
ENGLISH ARCHITECTURE. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Fcap. &vo. 3J, 6d,
net.

ENGLISH AND WELSH CATHEDRALS.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. los. 6d. net.

Bain (F. W.). A DIGIT OF THE
MOON : A Hindoo Lovb Story. Ninth
Editiott. Fcap. Bvo. 3^, 6d. net.

THE DESCE>fT OF THE SUN : A Cvcub
OP Birth. Fifth Edition. Fcap. %vo.
3J. bd. net.

A HEIFER OF THE DAWN. Seventh
Edition. Fcap. ivo. zs. td. net.

IN THE GREAT GOD'S HAIR. Fifth
Edition. Fcap. Svo. 2S. 6d. net.

A DRAUGHT OF THE BLUE. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. %vo. is. 6d. net.

AN ESSENCE OF THE DUSK. Third
Edition. Fcap. Svo. as. 6d. net.

AN INCARNATION OF THE SNOW.
Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. v. 6d. net.

A MINE OF FAULTS. Second Edition.
Fcap. Svo. 3j. 6d. net.

THE ASHES OF A GOD. Fcap. Svo.
2,s. dd. net.

•BUBBLES OF THE FOAM. Fcap ^0.
IS. net. Also Fcap. Svo. 35. td. net.

Balfour (Graham). THE LIFE OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Illus-

trated. Fifth Edition in one Volume.
Cr. Svo. Buckram, 6s. Also Fcap. Svo.
ij. net.

Baring (Hon. Maurice). A YEAR IN
RUSSIA. Second Edition. Demy Svo.

lOJ. 6d. net.

LANDMARKS IN RUSSIAN LITERA-
TURE. Second Edition. Crown Sva
6s. net.

RUSSIAN ESSAYS AND
Second Edition. Crown Svo.

THE RUSSIAN PEOPLE.
1 5J. net.

STORIES.
Ss. net.

Demy Svo.

Baring-Gould (S.). THE LIFE OF.
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Royal Svo. xos. 6d. net.
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THE TRAGEDY OF THE CiESARS :

A Study of thk Characters of thb
C.BSARS OF THE JULIAN AND Cl.AUDIAN
HousKS. Illustrated. Seventh Edition.
Royal Zvo. xos. 6^. net.

'

THE VICAR OF M( )RWENSTOW. With
a Portrait. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. dd.

*A/so Fcap. 87'tf. I J. net.

OLD COUNTRY LIFE. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Large Cr. 8r'o. 6j.

A BOOK OF CORNWALL. Illustrated.

Third Edition. Cr. tvo. 6f.

A BOOK OF DARTxMOOR. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A BOOK OF DEVON. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. 8va. 6s.

Baring-Gould (S.) and Sheppard (H.
Fleetwood). A garlanu OF
COUNTRY SONG. English Folk Sorgs
with their Traditional Melodies. De>fty A,to.

6s.

SONGS OF THE WEST: Folk Songs of

Devon and Cornwall. Collected from the

Mouths of the People. New and Re'vdsed

Edition, under the musical editorship of

Cecil J. Sharp. Large Imperial Svo.

5*. net.

Barker (E.). THE POLITICAL
THOUGHT OF PLATO AND ARIS-
TOTLE. Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

Bastable (C. F.)- THE COMMERCE
OF NATIONS. Fijth Edition. Cr. 8zv.

2x. 6d.
I

Beekford (Peter). THOUGHTS ON
HUNTING. Edited by J. Otho Paget.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Demy %vo. ts.

BellOC (H.). PARIS. Illustrated. Second
Edition, Revised. Cr. %vo. 6s.

HILLS AND THE SEA. Fourth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 55.

ON NOTHING AND KINDRED SUB-
JECTS. Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. ^s.

ON EVERYTHING. Third Edition. Fcap.
%V0. IS.

ON SOMETHING. Second Edition. Fcap.
Svo. ss.

FIRST AND LAST. Second Edition.

Fcap. 8va. S'-

MARIE ANTOINETTE. Illustrated.

Third Edition. Demy Svo. 15J. net.

THE PYRENEES. Illustrated. Second
Edition, Demy Svo. 7s. 6d. net.

Bennett (W. H.). A PRIMER OF THE
BIBLE. Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 2s. 6d.

Bennett (W. H.) and Adeney (W. F.). A
BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. With a
concise Bibliography. Sixth Edition. Cr.

Zvo. js. 6d. A Iso in Tivo Volumes. Cr.

%vo. Each y. 6d. net.

Benson (Archbishop). GOD'S BOARD.
Communion Addresses. Second Edition.

Fcap. Bv0. jf. 6d. net.

Bieknell (Ethel E.). PARIS AND HER
TREASURES. Illustrated. Fcap. Svo.

Round corners. 5J. net.

Blake (William). ILLUSTRATIONS OF
THE BOOK OF J0I3. With a Gcners! In-

troduction by Laurence Binyon. Illus-

trated Quarto. 21,?. net.

Bloemfontein (Bishop of). ARA CCELI

:

An Essay in Mystical Theology.
Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d. net.

FAITH AND EXPERIENCE. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d. net.

Bowden (E. M.). THE IMITATION OF
BUDDHA: Quotations from Buddhist
Literature for each Day in the Year. Sixth
Edition. Cr. i6ma. 2S. 6d.

Brabant (F. G.). RAMBLES IN SUSSEX.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Bradley (A. G.). ROUND ABOUT WILT-
SHIRE. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. ts.

THE ROMANCE OF NORTHUMBER-
LAND. Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy
Svo. js. 6d. net.

Braid (James). ADVANCED GOLF.
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. Demy Svo.

10s. 6d. net.

Brodrick (Mary) and Morton (A. Ander-
son). A CONCISE DICTIONARY OF
EGYPTIAN ARCHAEOLOGY. A Hand-
book for Students and Travellers. Illus-

trated. Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

Browning (Robert). PARACELSUS.
Edited ^vith an Introduction, Notes, and
Bibliography by Margaret L. Lee and
Katharine B. Locock. Fcap. Svo. 3«. 6d.

net.

Buekton (A. M-). EAGER HEART: A
Christmas Mystery-Play. Tenth Edition.

Cr. Svo. is. net.

Bull (Paul). GOD AND OUR SOLDIERS.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Burns (Robert). THE POEMS AND
SONGS. Edited by Andrew Lang and
W. A. Craigie. With Portrait. Third
Edition. IVide Demy Svo. 6s.

Caiman (W. T.). THE LIFE OF
CRUSTACEA. Illustrated. Cr. Sva. 6s.

Carlyle (Thomas). THE FRENCH
REVOLUTION. Edited by C. R. L.

Fletcher. Three Volumes. Cr. Svo. iSs.

THE LETTERS AND SPEECHES OF
OLIVER CROMWELL. With an In-

troduction by C. H. Firth, and Notes
and Appendices by S. C. Lomas. Three
Volumes Dtmy %vo. i8x. net.
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Gelano (Brother Thomas of) I HE
LIVES OF S. FRANCIS OF ASSISI.
Translated by A. G. Fekrkrs Howbll.
With a Frontispiece. Cr. 8va. SJ. net.

Chambers (Mrs. Lambert). LAWN
TENNIS FOR LADIES. Illustrated.

Cr. Svo. 3S, 6d. net.

*Chessep, (Elizabeth Sloan). PER-
FECT HEALTH FOR WOMEN AND
CHILDREN. Cr. Zvo. ^s. bd. net.

Chesterfield (Lord). THE LETTERS OF
THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD TO
HIS SON. Edited, with an Introduction by
C. Strachey, and Notes by A. Calthrop.
Two Volumes. Cr. ivo. \2S.

Chesterton (G.K.). CHARLES DICKENS.
With two Portraits in Photogravure. Seventh
Edition. Cr. &vo. 6s.

ALL THINGS CONSIDERED. Sixt/i

Edition. Fcap. %ro. SJ-

TREMENDOUS TRIFLES. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 5J.

ALARMS AND DISCURSIONS. Second
Edition. Fcap. %vo. 5J.

THE BALLAD OF THE WHITE
HORSE. Third Edition. Fcap. %ve. 5J.

TYPES OF MEN. Fcap. %vo. sj.

Clausen (George). SIX LECTURES ON
PAINTING. Illustrated. Third Edition.

Large Post %vo. 3*. td. net.

AIMS AND IDEALS IN ART. Eight
Lectures delivered to the Students of the

Royal Academy of Arts. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Large Post Svo. 5^. net.

Clutton-Brock (A.) SHELLEY: THE
MAN AND THE POET. Illustrated.

Demy 8vo. 7J. 6d. net.

Cobb (W.F.). THE BOOK OF PSALMS.
With an Introduction and Notes. Demy Zvo.

loj. 6d. net.

Conp&d (Joseph). THE MIRROR OF
THE SEA: Memories and Impressions.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Coolldge (W. A. B.). THE ALPS : IN
NATURE AND HISTORY. Illustrated.

Demy Svo. 7s. 6d. mt.

*Correvon(H.). ALPINE FLORA. Trans-
lated and enlarged by E. W. Clayforth.
Illustrated. Square Demy Zvo. 161. net.

Coulton (G. G.). CHAUCER AND HIS
ENGLAND. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

Cowper (William). THE POEMS.
Edited with an Introduction and Notes by
J. C Bailey Illustrated. Demy Svo.

tot. 6d. net.

Cox (J. C.'. RAMBLES IN SURREY.
Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Crowley (Ralph H.). THE HYGIENE
OF SCHO;)L LIFE. Illustrated. Cr.
tvo. 3^. 6d. net.

Davis (H. W. C). ENGLAND UNDER
THE NORMANS AND ANGEVINS

:

1066-1272. Third Edition. Demy 8vo.

JOS. 6d. net.

Dawbarn (Charles). FRANCE AND
THE FRENCH. Illustrated. Demy Zvo.

\os. bd. net.

Dearmer (Mabel). A CHILD'S LIFE
OF CHRIST. Illustrated. Large Cr.
%vo. 6s.

Deffand (Madame du). LETTRES DE
MADAME DU DEFFAND A HORACE
WALPOLE. Edited, with Introduction,
Notes, and Index, by Mrs. Paget Toynbek.
In Three Volumes. Demy Zvo. £3 3*. net.

Dickinson (G. L.). THE GREEK VIEW
OF LIFE. Seventh Edition. CrownZvo.
2S. 6d. net.

Ditchfield (P. H.). THE PARISH
CLERK. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Demy Zvo. 7s. 6d. net.

THE OLD-TIME PARSON. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Demy Svo. ns. 6d. net.

*THE OLD ENGLISH COUNTRY
SOUIRE. Illustrated. Demy Svo. los. 6d.

na.

Ditchfield (P. H.) and Roe (Fred).
VANISHING ENGLAND. The Book by
P. H. Ditchfield. Illustrated by Fred Roe.
Second Edition. Wide Demy Zvo. i$s.net.

Douglas (Hugh A.). VENICE ON FOOT.
With the Itinerary of the Grand Canal.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Round
corners. Fcap. Zvo. v. net.

VENICE AND HER TREASURES.
Illustrated. Round comers. Fcap. 8»#.

51. net.

Dowden (J.). FURTHER STUDIES IN
THE PRAYER BOOK. Cr. Zvo. 6t.

Driver (S. R.). SERMONS ON
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Dumas (Alexandre). THE CRIMES OF
THE BORGIAS AND OTHERS. With
an Introduction by R. S. Garnktt.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CRIMES OF URBAIN GRAN-
DIERAND OTHERS. Illustrated. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THE CRIMES OF THE MARQUISE
DE BRINVILLIERS AND OTHERS.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE CRIMES OF ALI PACHA AND
OTHERS. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6*.
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MY MEMOIRS. Translated by E. M.
Wallkr. With an Introduction by Andrew
Lang. With Frontispieces in Photogravure.
In six Volumes. Cr. %vo. 6s. each volume.
Vol. I. 1802-1821. Vol. IV. 1830-1831.
Vol, II. 1822-1825. Vou V. 1831-1832.
Vol. III. i8?6-iS3o. Vol, VI. 1832-1833.

MY PETS. Newly translated by A, R.
Allinson. Illustrated. Cr. %vo. 6j.

Duncan ( F. M. ). OUR INSECT
FRIENDS AND FOES. Illustrated.

Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Dunn-Pattison (R. P.). NAPOLEON'S
MARSHALS. Illustrated. I)emj' 8w.
Second Edition. 12s. 6d. net.

THE BLACK PRINCE. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Demy Svo. js. 6J. net.

Durham (The Earl of). THE REPORT
ON CANADA. With an Introductory
Note. Demy 8r*. ^s. 6d. net.

Dutt(W.A.). THE NORFOLK BROADS.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Egrerton (H. E-). A SHORT HISTORY
OF BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY.
Third Edition. Demy ivo. yx. bd. net.

Evans (Herbert A.). CASTLES OF
ENGLAND AND WALES. Illustrated.
Demy Zvo. 12s. 6d. net.

Exeter (Bishop of). R E G N U M D E L
(The Bampton Lectures of igoi.) A Cheaper
Edition. Demy 8vo. js. 6d. net.

Ewald (Carl). MY LITTLE BOY.
Translated by Alexander Teixeira de
Mattuj.. Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. 5s.

Fairbrother (W. H.). THE PHILO-
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second
Edition, Cr. 8z'0. 3J. 6d.

•ffoulkes (Charles). THE ARMOURER
AND HIS CRAFT. Illustrated. J^oyal
ito. £2 aJ. net.

Firth (C. H.). CROMWELL'S ARxMY:
A History of the English Soldier during tlic

Civil Wars, tiie Commonwealth, and the
Protectorate. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. Cs.

Fisher (H. A. L.). THE REPUBLICAN
TR.\DITIUN IN EUROPE. Cr. Zvo.
6s. net.

FitzGerald (Edward). THE RUBATYAT
OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Printed from
the Filth and last Edition. With a (Com-
mentary by H. M. Batson, and a Biograph-
ical Introduction by E. D. Ross. Cr. tvo.

Flux (A. W.). ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES.
Demy iv« 7*. 6rf. net.

Frascr (J. F). ROUND THE WORLD
ON A WHEEL. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

Gallon (Sir Francis). MEMORIES OF
MY LIFE. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Demy Zvo. \os. 6d. net.

Gibblns (H. de B-). INDUSTRY IN
ENGLAND: HISTORICAL OUT-
LINES. With Maps and Plans. Seventh
Edition. Revised. Demy Zvo. los. td.

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF
ENGLAND. With 5 Maps and a Plan.
Eighteenth and Revised Edition. Cr. Bvo.

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

Gibbon (Edward). THE MEMOIRS OF
THE LIFE OF EDWARD GIBBON.
Edited by G. Birkbeck Hill. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE
ROMAN EMPIRE. Edited, with Notes,
Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. Bury,
Illustrated. /n Seven Volumes. Demy
8t'o. Each lor. 6d. net. Also in Seven
Volumes. Cr. Bvo. 6s. each.

Glover (T. R.). THE CONFLICT OF
RELIGIONS IN THE EARLY ROMAN
EMPIRE. Fourth Edition. Demy Bvo.
TS. 6d. net.

Godley (A. D.). LYRA FRIVOLA. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. Bvo. ax. 6d.

VERSES TO ORDER. Second Edition.
Fcap. Zvo. 2X. 6d.

SECOND STRINGS. Fcap. Bvo. ax. 6d.

Gostling (Frances M.). THE BRETONS
AT HOME. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

AUVERGNE AND ITS PEOPLE. Illus-

trated. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net.

•Gray (Arthur). CAMBRIDGE AND ITS
STORY. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. js. 6d.
net.

Gpahame (Kenneth). THE WIND IN
THE WILLOWS. Illustrated. Sixth
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Granger (Frank). HISTORICAL SOCI-
OLOGY : A Text-Book of Politic*.
Cr. Bz'o. 3X. 6d. net.

Grew (Edwin Sharpe). THE GROWTH
Ob" A PLANET. Illustrated. Cr.Bvo. 6x. .

Griffin (W. Hall) and Minchin (H. C).
THE LIFE OF ROBERl' BROWNING.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy Bvo.
I2S. 6d. net.

Hale (J. R.). FAMOUS SEA FIGHTS;
from Salamis to Tsu-shima. Illustrated
Cr. Bvo tt. net.
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•HalKH. R.). THE ANCIENT HISTORY
OF THE NEAR EAST FROM THE
EARLIEST PERIOD TO THE PER-
SIAN INVASION OF GREECE. Illus-

trated. Demy %vo. 15J. rut.

Hannay (D.^. A SHORT HISTORY OF
THE ROYAI^ NAVY. Vol. I., 1S17-1688.

Vol. II., 1689-18
1
5. Dtmy Ivo. Each

ji. td. net.

Harper (Charles G.). THE AUTOCAR
ROAD-BOOK. With Maps. In Four
Volumes. Cr. %vo. Each js. 6d. net.

Vol. I.—South of the Thames.
Vol. II.—North and South Wales
AND West Midlands.

Vol. III.

—

East Anglia and East Mid-
lands.

• Vol. IV.

—

The North of England and
South o? Scotland.

Harris (Frank). THE WOMEN OF
SHAKESPEARE. DemyZvo. ^s. 6d.net.

Hassan TArthur). THE LIFE OF
NAPOLEON. Illustrated. Demy 8tv.
•js. td. net.

Headley (F. W.). DARWINISM AND
MODERN SOCIALISM. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 5^. net.

Henderson (M. Sturge). GEORGE
MEREDITH : NOVELIST, POET,
REFORMER. With a Portrait. Second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Henley (W. E.). ENGLISH LYRICS:
CHAUCER TO POE. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d. net.

Hill (George Francis). ONE HUNDRED
MASTERPIECES OF SCULPTURE.
Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 10s. Cd. net.

Hind (C. Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 8vff. 6s.

Hobhouse (L. T.). THE THEORY OF
KNOWLEDGE. Demy 8vo. ios.6d.net.

Hobson (J. A.). INTERNATIONAL
TRADE: An Application of Econo.mic
Theory. Cr. 8vo. ax. 6d. net.

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY: An Inquiry
INTO THE Industrial Condition of tub
Poor. Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2j. 6dTHE PROBLEM OF THE UN-
EMPLOYED : An Enquiry and an
Economic Policy. Fifth Edition. Cr. 87,0.
3S. 6d.

Hodgson fMrs W.) HOW TO IDENTIFY
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Illus-
trated. Third Edition. Post Zvo. 6s.

Holdich (Sip T. H.). THE INDIAN
BORDERLAND, 1880-1900. Illustrated.
^tisnd Eaif.f/n. Demy %t)o. \qs. 6d. ^kts

Holdsworth (W. S). A HISTORY OF
ENGLISH LAW. In Four Volumes.
Vols. /., //., ///. Demy %vo. Each los. 6d.

net.

Holland (Clive). TYROL AND ITS
PEOPLE. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.
net.

THE BELGIANS AT HOME. Illustrated.
Demy 8vo. los. 6d. net.

KoPSbuPgh (E. L. S.). LORENZO THE
MAGNIFICENT: and Florencf in her
Golden Age. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy 8vo. 155. net.

WATERLOO : a Narrative and a Crit-
icism. With Plans. Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. ss.

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. Illus-

trated. Cr. 8vo. 5J. net.

Hosie (Alexander). MANCHURIA. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Demy %vo. js. 6d.
net.

Hudson (W. H.). A SHEPHERD'S
LIFE: Impressions of the South Wilt-
shire Downs. Illustrated. Third Edi-
tion. Demy Bvo. -js. 6d. net.

Humphreys (John H.). PROPOR-
TIONAL REPRESENTATION. Cr.%vo.
5J. net.

Hutchinson (Horace G.). THE NEW
FOREST. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Cr. %vo. 6s.

Hutton (Edward\ THE CITIES OF
SPAIN. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CITIES OF UxMBRIA. Illustrated.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

•THE CITIES OF LOilBARDV. Illas-
trated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

FLORENCE AND NORTHERN TUS
C A N Y W I T H G E N O A. Illustrated.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6i

VENICE AND VENETIA. Illustratr-d.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

ROME. liiuslratcd. Third Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

COUNTRY WALKS ABOUT FLORENCE.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Fcap. Zvo.
SJ. net.

IN UNKNOWN TUSCANY. With Notes
by William Heywood. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net.

A BOOK OF THE WYE. Illustrated.
Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND. A Dramatic
Poein, Translated by William Wilson.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d.

In|re (W. R.). CHRISTIAN MYSTICISM.
(The Bampton Lectures of 1899.) Second
and Cheaper Edition. Cr. Zvo. 5/. tut.
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Innes (A. D.). A HISTORY OF THE
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and
Plans. Cr. Svo. 6s.

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS.
V/ith Maps. Third Edition. Demy %vo.

XQS. 6d. net.

Innes (Mary). SCHOOLS OF PAINT-
ING. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
8fO. ss. net.

JenkS (E.). AN OUTLINE OF ENG-
LISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT. Second
Edition. Revised by R. C. K. Ensok,
Cr. Zvo. is. 6d. net.

A SHORT HISTORY OF ENGLISH LAW:
FROM iHK Earliest Times to thk End
OF thb Year 1911. Demy 81/*. lo*. 6d.

net.

Jepn!ngham (Charles Edward). THE
MAXIMS OF MARMADUKE. Second
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 5J.

Johnston (Sir K. H. ). BRITISH CEN-
TRAL AFRICA. Illustrated. TAird
Edition. Cr. 4(0. 18s. net.

THE NEGRO IN THE NEW WORLD.
Illustrated. Demy Svo. an, nrt.

Julian (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA-
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by
Grack Warrack. Fourth Edition. Cr.
%vo. 3X. td.

Keats (John). THE POEMS. Edited
with Introduction and Notes by E. d«
S^lincourt. V/ith a Frontispiece in Photo-
gravure. Third Edition. Demy Zvo.

TS. td. net.

Keble (John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR.
With an Introduction and Notes by W.
Lock. lUusuated. Third Edition. Fcap,
%vo. 3J. dd.

Kempis (Thomas a). THE IMITATION
OF CHRIST. From the Latin, with an
Introduction by Dean Farrar. Illustrated.

Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 3J. dd.

Kingston (Edward). A GUIDE TO
THE BRITISH PICTURES IN THE
NATIONAL GALI-KkV. Illustrated.

Fcap. &VO. 3f. 6d. net.

Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOM
BALI>ADS. \o%th Thousand. Thirty-Jirsi
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6j. Also Fcap. %zro,

Leather, w. net.

THE SEVEN SEAS. %^th Thousand.
Nineteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also
Fcap. 8va, Leather, ^s. net.

THE FIVE NATIONS. 72W Thousand.
Eighth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6j. Aho F'cap.
Svo, Leather, ss. net.

DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Twentitth
Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s. Also Feap. &VP,
Leather, sj. lut.

Lamb (Charles and Mary). THR
COMPLETE WORKS. Edited with ao
Introduction and Notes by E. V. Lucas. A
New and Revised Edition in Six Volumes.
With Frontispiece. Fcap %vo. sx. each.
The volumes are :

—

I. MiSCKLLANBOLS PrOSK. II. ElIA AND
THB LAST Essays of Elia. hi. Books
FOR Childrkk. IV. Plays and Pobms-
T. and vi. Letters.

Lankester (Sir Ray). SCIENCE FROM
AN EASY CHAIR. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Le Braz (Anatole). THE LAND OF
PARDONS. Translated by Frances M.
GosTLiNG. Illustrated. Third Edition
Cr. %V0. 6s.

Lock (Walter). ST. PAUL, THE
MASTER-BUILDER, Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d.

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE.
Cr. Ivo. 6s.

Lodge (Sir Oliver). THE SUBSTANCE
OF FAITH, ALLIED WITH SCIENCE:
A Catechism for Parents and Teacheri.
Eleventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2s. net.

MAN AND THE UNIVERSE : A Study
OF THE Influence of the Advance im
Scientific Knowledge upon our under-
standing OF Christianity. Ninth
Edition. Demy &vo. ^s. net. Also Fcap.
Svo. IS. net.

THE SURVIVAL OF MAN. A Study im
Unrecognised Human Faculty. Fifth
Edition. Wide Crown %vo. 5J. net.

REASON AND BELIEF. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. net.

•MODERN PROBLEMS. Cr. &vo. 5s. net.

Lorimer (George Horace). LETTERS
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT
TO HIS SON. Illustrated. Twenty-second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 3J. 6d,

Also Fca/'. S7/0. IS. net.

OLD GORGON GRAHAIM. Illustrated.

Secoftd Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s,

Lucas (E. v.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES
LAMB. Illustrated. Fi/th Edition. Demy
ivo. js. 6d net.

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. Illus-

trated Thirteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A WANDERER IN LONDON. Illus-

trated. Tivelfth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A WANDERER IN PARIS. Illustrated.

Ninth Edition. Cr. %vo. ts.

Also Fcap. %vo. 5^.

•A WANDERER IN FLORENCE. lUus-
strated. Cr. &vo. 6s.

THE OPEN ROAD: A Little Book for

Wayfiurers. Eighteenth Edition. Feap.
Svo. 5s. ; India Fuper, js. 6d.

*Also liiustrattd in colour. Cr. ^te 15*. net.
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THE FRIENDLY TOWN : A Little Book
for the Urbane. Sixth Edition. Fca/>. tvo.

ex. ; India Paper, -js. f>d.

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Sixth
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. ^s.

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. Sixth
Edition. Fcap. Svo. ss.

THE GENTLEST ART. A Choice of

Letters by Entertaining Hands. Sn-enth
Edition. Fcap Zvo. ^.

THE SECOND POST. Third Edition.

Fcap. %vo. 5*.

HER INFINITE VARIETY : A Femininb
Portrait Gallery, Sixth Edition.

Fcap. 8vo. 5S.

GOOD COMPANY: A Rally ok Men.
Second Edition. Fcap. %vo. ^s.

ONE DAY AND ANOTHER. Fifth

Edition. Fcap. %vo. 5J.

OLD LAMPS FOR NEW. Fourth Edition.

Fcap. %vo. 5J.

LISTENER'S LURE : An Oblique Nar-
ration. Ninth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 5*.

OVER BEMERTON'S: An Easy-Going
Chronicle. Ninth Edition. Fcap. %V0.

Mr". INGLESIDE. Ninth Edition. Fcap.
&V0. 5J.

See also Lamb (Charles).

Lydekker (R. and Others). REPTILES,
AMPHIBIA. FISHES, AND LOWER
CHORDATA. Edited by J. C. Cunning-
ham. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. \os. 6d. net.

Lydekkep (RO- THE OX AND ITS
KINDRED. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. ts.

Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND
HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F.

C. Montague. Three Valumes. Cr. Zvo.

i8x.

McCabe (Joseph). THE DECAY OF
THE CHURCH OF ROME. Third
Edition. Demy Zvo. qs. td. net.

THE EMPRESSES OF ROME. Illus-

trated. Demy "iivo. I2J. td. net.

MaeCarthy (Desmond) and Russell
(Agatha). LADY JOHN RUSSELL:
A Memoir. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.

Demy Zvo. los. td. net.

McCullagh (Francis). THE FALL OF
ABD-UL-IiAMID. Illustrated. Demy
&yo. los. 6d. net.

McDougall (William). AN INTRODUC-
TION TO SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGY.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

BODY AND MIND : A History and a
Defence of Animism. Demy %vo. \os. td.

net.

* Mdlle. Mori ' Author of). ST. CATHER-
INE OF SIENA AND HER TIMES.
lUustMited. Second Edititn. Demy 8tv.

^». td. net.

Maeterlinck (Maurice). THE BLUE
BIRD: A Fairy Play in Six Acts.
Translated by Alexander Teixeira d«
Mattos. Fcap. Bvo. Deckle Edges. 3*. 6^.

net. Ahe Fcap. %vo. Cloth, \s. net. An
Edition, illustrated in colour by F. Cayley
Robinson, is also published. Cr. 4,to. Gilt
top. 21J. net. Of the above book Twenty-
nine Editions in all have been issued.

MARY MAGDALENE : A Play in Threb
Acts. Translated by Alexander Teixeira
de Mattos. Third Edition. Fcap. %v«.

Deckle Edges. is.6d.?tet. Alto Fcap. ivo,

JS. net.

DEATH. Translated by Alexander
Teixeira de Mattos. Fourth Edition.
Fcap. 8vo. 3f. 6d. net.

MahaffV (J. P.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT
UNDER THE PTOLEMAIC DYNASTY.
Illustrated. Cr. Ivo. ts.

Maitland (F. W.). ROMAN CANON
LAW IN THE CHURCH OF ENG-
LAND. Royal %vo. 7s. td.

Marett (R. R.). THE THRESHOLD OF
RELIGION. Cr. Zvo. 3J. td net.

Marriott (Charles). A SPANISH HOLL
DAY. Illustrated. Demy Ivo. -js. td. net.

THE ROMANCE OF THE RHINE.
Illustrated. Demy &vo. zos. td. net.

Marriott (J. A. R.). THE LIFE AND
TIMES OF LUCIUS CARY, VISCOUNT
FALKLAND. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy Svo. js. td. net.

Masefleld (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL-
SON' S TIMK Illustrated. Cr. Bvo.

2S. td. net.

A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Selected and
Edited. Second Edition. Cr. &vo. 3*. td.

net.

Masterman (C F. G.). TENNYSON
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Second
Edition. Cr. %vo. ts.

THE CONDITION OF ENGLAND.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. ts. Also Fcap.
Svo. IS. net.

•Mayne (Ethel Colburn). BYRON. Illus-

trated. In two volumes. Demy Svo. aix.

net.

Medley (D. J.). ORIGINAL ILLUS-
TRATIONS OF ENGLISH CONSTITU-
TIONAL HISTORY. Cr.Svo. 7S.td.net.

Methuen (A. M. S.). ENGLAND'S RUIN

:

Discussed in Fourteen Letters to a
Protectionist. Ninth Edition. Cr. Svo.

2d. net.

Miles (Eustace). LIFE AFTER LIFE:
OR, The Theory of Reincarnation.
Cf. Svo. 2s. td. net.

THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION:
How TO Acquire it. Fourth Edition.

Cr. %V0. J*, td net.
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Mlllals (J. G.). THE LIFE AND LET-
TERS OF SIR JOHxNT EVERETT
MILLAIS. Illustrated. Nnv Edition.
Demy tv<f. js. 6d. net.

Milne (J. G.). A HISTORY OF EGYPT
UNDER ROMAN RULE. Illustrated.

Cr. %vo. 6s.

Moffat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF
PRUSSIA. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MARIA THERESA. Illustrated. De>ny
&V0. los. 6d. net.

Money (L. G. Chiozza). RICHES AND
POVERTY, 1910. Tenth and Revised
Edition. Demy %vo. 5J. net.

MONEY'S FISCAL DICTIONARY, 1910.
Second Edition. Demy Zvo. $s. net.

INSURANCE VERSUS POVERTY. Cr.
Svo. 5x. net.

THINGS THAT MATTER: Papers on
Subjects which are, ok ought to be,
UNDER Discussion. Demy 8vo. 5s. net.

Montague (C.E.). DRAMATIC VALUES.
Second Edition. Fcap. %vo. 5J.

Moorhouse (E. Hallam). NELSON'S
LADY HAM1LT(;N. Iliu5trated. Third
Edition. Demy Zvo. -js. td. net.

•Morgan (C Lloyd). INSTINCT AND
EXPERIENCE. Cr. Ivo. 5*. net.

•Nevlll (Lady Dorothy). MY OWN
TIMES. Edited by her son. Demy Zvo.

15J. net.

Norway (A. H.). NAPLES: Past and
Present. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6f

.

•O'Donnell (Elliott). WEREWOLVES
Cr. ^vo. 5*. net.

Oman (C. W. C), A HISTORY OF THE
ART OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE
AGES. Illustrated. Detny Zvo. 10s. 6d.
net.

ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN
CONQUEST. With Maps. Second
Edition. Demy 8vo. los. 6d. net.

Oxford (M. N.), A HANDBOOK OF
NURSING. Sixth Edition, Revised. Cr.
Zvo. 3J. dd. net.

Fakes {W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Second and
Cheaper Edition. Revised by A, T.
Nankivkll. Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

Parker (Eric). THE BOOK OF THE
ZOO. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. bt.

Pears (Sir Edwin). TURKEY AND ITS
PEOPLE. Second Edition. Demy Zvo.
lU. td. net.

PetPle (W. M. Flinders). A HISTORY
OF EGYPT. Illustrated. In Six Volumes.
Cr. Zvo. 6s. each.

Vol. I. From the 1st to the XVIth
Dynasty. Sez'enth Edition.

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth
Dynasties. Fourth Edition.

Vol. in. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties.
Vol. IV. Egypt under the Ptolemaic
Dynasty. J. P. Mahafpy.

Vol. V. Egypt under Roman Rule. J. G.
Milne.

Vol. VI. Egypt in i.-. Middlb Ages.
Stanley Lane-Poole.

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo.
2S. 6d.

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
EL AMARNA LETTERS. Cr. Zvo.
as. 6d.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the
Papyri. First Series, ivth to xiith Dynasty.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo.
3s. 6d.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the
Papyri. Second Series, rcviiith to xixth
Dynasty. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. v. 6d.

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. Illus-

trated. Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d.

Phelps (Ruth S.). SKIES ITALIAN : A
LiTTLB Breviary for Travellers in
Italy. Fca/. Zvo. Leather. 5X. net.

Pollard (Alfred W.). SHAKESPEARE
FOLIOS AND QUARTOS. A Study in
the Bibliography of Shakespeare's Plays,
1594-1685. Illustrated. Folio. 21J. net.

Porter (G. R.). THE PROGRESS OF
THE NATION. A New Edition. Edited
by F. W. Hirst. Demy Zvo. us. net.

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING OF
AN ORATOR. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Price (Eleanor C). CARDINAL DE
RICHELIEU. Illustrated. SecondEdition.
Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Price (L. L.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
POLITICAL ECONOMY IN ENGLAND
FROM ADAM SMITH TO ARNOLD
TOYNBEE, Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo.
as. 6d.

Pycraft (W. P.). A HISTORY OF BIRDS.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. los. 6d. net.

Rawlings (Gertrude B.). COINS AND
HOW 10 KNOW THEM. Illustrated.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Regan (C. Tate). THE FRESHWATER
FISHES OF THE BRITISH ISLES.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Reld (Archdall). THE LAWS OF HERE-
DITY. Second Edition. Demy Zvo, ai/
net.
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Robertson (C. Grant). SELECT STAT-
UTES, CASES, AND DOCUMENTS,
i66o-i8q4. Demy Zvo. lOJ. td. net.

ENGLAND UNDER THE HANOVER-
lANS. Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy
Zvo. loj. td. net.

Roe (Fred). OLD OAK FURNITURE.
Illustrated. Secovd Edition. De>ny Svo.

loj. 6d. net.

*Ryan (P. F. W.)- STUART LIFE AND
MANNERS: A Social History. Illus-

trated. Demy Zvo. ics. 6d. net.

St. Francis of Assisl. THE LITTLE
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS
MESSER, AND OF HIS FRIARS.
Done into English, with Notes by William
Heywood. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. s-r. net.

•Saki' (H. H. Munro). REGINALD.
Third Edition. Fi ap. Zvo. zs. td. net.

REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fcap. Zvo.

2J. 6d. net.

Sandeman (G. A. C-). METTERNICH.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. lof. 6d. net.

Schidrowitz (Philip). RUBBER. Illus-

trated. Deviy Zvo. los. 6d. net.

Selous (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated. Eleventh Edi-
tion. Fcap. Zvo. IS td.

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS.
Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Fca^. Zvo.
•zs. 6d.

JACK'S INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

Shakespeare (William).
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664;

1685. Each £4 4*. net, or a complete set,

£12 X2S. net.

TIE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE-
SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes
by Georgb Wyndham. Demy Zvo. Buck-
ram, loj. td.

Shelley (Percy Bysshe). THE POEMS
OF PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. With
an Introduction by A. Clutton-Brock and
notes by C. D. Locock. Two Volumes.
Demy Zvo. au. net.

Sladen (Douglas'. SICILY: The New
Winter Resort. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF
NATIONS. Edited by Edwin Cannan.
Two Volumes. Demy Zvo. 21J. net.

Smith (G. Herbert). GEM-STONES
AND THEIR DISTINCTIVE CHARAC-
TERS, Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Snell (F. J). A BOOK OF EXMOOR.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

iHE CUSTOMS OF OLD ENGLAND.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

' Stancllffe.' GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S.
Fourth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. is. net.

Stevenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited
by Sir Sidney Colvin. A New and En-
imrged Edition in four volumes. Third
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. Each 5J. Leather,
each 5x. net.

Stevenson (M. I.). FROM SARANAC
TO THE MARQUESAS AND BEYOND.
Being Letters written by Mrs. M. I. Steven-
son during 1887-88. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo.
6s. net.

LETTERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Edited
and arranged by M. C. Balfour. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Storr (Vernon F.). DEVELOPMENT
AND DIVINE PURPOSE. Cr. Zvo. 5s.

net.

Streatfelld (R. A.). MODERN MUSIC
AND MUSICIANS. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. -js. 6d. net.

Swanton (E. W.). FUNGI AND HOW
TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo.
6s. net.

Symes (J. E.). THE FRENCH REVO-
LUTION. SecondEdition. Cr.Zvo. 2s. td.

Tabor (Margaret E.). THE SAINTS IN
ART. Illustrated. F'cap. Zvo- y. 6d. net.

Taylor (A. E.). ELEMENTS OF META-
PHYSICS. Secovd Edition. Demy Zv
los. td. net.

Taylor (Mrs. Basil) (Harriet Osgood .

JAPANESE GARDENS. Illustrated.
Cr. ^to. 2\s. net.

Thibaudeau (A. C). BONAPARTE AND
THE CONSULATE. Translated and
Edited by G. K. Fortescue. Illustrated.

Demy Zvo. xos. td. net.

Thomas (Edward). MAURICE MAE-
TERLINCK. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

Thompson (Francis). SELECTED
POEMS OF FRANCIS THOMPSON.
With a Biographical Note by Wilfrid
Meynell. With a Portrait in Photogravure.
Seventh Edition. Fcap. Zvo. $s. net.

Tileston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Nineteenth Edi-
tion. Medium \6mo. is. 6d. net. Lamb-
skin 3J. 6d. net. Also an edition in superior
binding, 6j.

THE STRONGHOLD OF HOPE.
Medium, itmo. as. td. net.

Toynbee (Pagetl. DANTE ALIGHIERI
Mis Life and Works. With 16 Illustra-

tions. Fourth and Enlarged Edition. Cr.
Svo. 5X. net.
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Trovelyan ^G. M.). ENGLAND UNDER
THE SlUARTS. With Maps and Plans.
Fifth Edition. Detny %vo. loj. td. net.

Triggs (H. Inigo). TOWN PLANNING

:

Past, Present, and Possible. Illustra-

ted. Stcond Edition. Wide Royal Zvo.

15/. net.

•Turner (Sir Alfred E.). SIXTY YEARS
OF A SOLDIER'^ LIFE. Demy %vo.
I2J. td. net.

Underbill (Evelyn). MYSTICISM. A
Study in the Nature and Development of
Man s Spiritual Consciousness. Fourth
Edition. Demy Zvo. 15J. net.

•Underwood (F. M.). UNITED ITALY.
Detny 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

Urwiek (Z. J.). A PHILOSOPHY OF
SOCIAL PROGRESS. Cr. &vo. 6s.

Vaughan (Herbert M.). THE NAPLES
RIVIERA. Illustrated. Second Edition.

FLORENCE* AND HER TREASURES.
Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. Round corften.
1$. net.

Vernon (Hon. W. Warren). READINGS
ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE. With
an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. Moork.
Two Volumes. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo.
15s. net.

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO
OF DANTE. With an Introduction by I

the late Dean Church. Two Volumes.
Third Edition. Cr. &vo. 15s. net.

READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF
DA>iTE. With an Introduction by the
Bishop of Ripon. Two Volumes. Second
Edition. Cr. ivfi. 15J, net.

Wade (G. W.). and Wade (J. H.\
RAMBLES IN SOMERSET. Illustrated.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Waddell (L. A.). LHASA AND ITS
MVSTERIES. With a Record of the Ex-
pedition of 1903-1904. Illustrated. 'I hird
and Cheaper Edition. Medium Svo. js. td.
net.

Wagner (Richard). RICHARD WAG-
NER'S MUSIC DRAMAS: Interpreta-
tions, embodying Wagner's own explana-
tions. By Alicb Leighton Cleather
and Basil Crump. Fcap. %vo. as. 6d. ea^h.
The Ring of thb Nibelung.

Fifth Edition.
Parsifal, Lchsmgrin, and the Holy
Grail.

Tristan and Isolde.
Tannhal'sek and the Mastersin«brs
OF NUKEMBtKC.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). WITH THE
SIMPLE-HEARTED: little Homilies to
Women in Country Places. Third Edition.
Small Pott Svo. as. net.

THE HOUSE BY THE CHERRY TREE.
A Second Series of Little Homilies to
Women in Country Places. SmallPott %vo.
zs. net.

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Beinj
Selections for Morning and Evening Read-
ing. Chosen and arranged by Elizabeth
Waterhouse. Large Cr. Svo. e,s. net.

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. Smaa
Pott Bvo. js. net.

Waters (W. G.). ITALIAN SCULPTORS
AND SMITHS. Illustrated. Cr. Svo.
7s. td. net.

Watt (Francis). EDINBURGH AND
THE LOTHIANS. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Cr. ivo. lof. td. net.

•Wedmore (Sir Frederick). MEMO-
RIES. Detny %vo. js. td. net.

Welgall (Arthur E. P.). A GUIDE TOTHE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER
EGYPT: From Abydos to the Sudan
Frontier. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. ys. td. net.

Welch (Catharine). THE LITTLE
DAUPHIN. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. ts.

Wells (J.). OXFORD AND OXFORD
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. js. td.

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Eleventh
Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. Svo. ^s. td.

Wilde (Oscar). THE WORKS OF OSCAR
WILDE. In Twelve Volumes. Fcap. Sv9.
5J. net each volume.

I. Lord Arthur Savile's Crime and
THE Portrait of Mr. W. H. ii. Thb
Duchess of Padua. hi. Poems. iv.
Lady Windermere's Fan. v. A Woman
of No Importance, vi. An Ideal Hus-
band. VII. The Importance of being
Earnest. viii. A House of Pome-
granates. IX. Intentions, x. De Pro-
fundis and Prison Letters, xi. Essays,
XII. Salom6, a Florentine Tragedy.
and La Saintk Courtisane.

Williams (H. Noel). THE WOMEN
BONAPARTES. The Mother and three
Sisters of Napoleon. Illustrated, Two
Volumes. Demy Svo. 24J. net.

A ROSE OF SAVOY : Marie Adelaide op
Savoy, Duchkssk dk Bourgognk, Mother
OF Louis xv. Illustrated. ^ Second
Edition. Demy Svo. 15J. net.

THE FASCINATING DUC DE RICHE
LIEU: Louis Franjois Armand di,
Plessis (1696-1788). Illustrated. Demy Svo
1 5J. net.

A PRINCESS OF ADVENTURE : Masis
t:AROI,INa, DucHESSB de BtRRY (1798
1870). Illustrated. Demy %io. 15.1. tut.
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Wood (Sir Evelyn). FROM midship-
MAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL. lllu«-

trateA >7/M Edition, Demy %"*. *t. ^d.

net. Also Fcap. %vo. is. net.

THK REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN (1857-^9).
Illustrnted. Second Edition. Cr. ?? * *r.

Wood (W BiPkbeek), and Edmonds
(Col. J. E.). A HISTORY OF TiiK
CIVIL WAR IN THE UNITED
STATES (t86i-5). With an Introduction
by Spenser Wilkinson. With 24 Maps
and PInns. Third Edition. Demy %vo..

IaJ. 6^. net.

Wordsworth .W.). THE POEMS. With
an Introduction and Notes by Nowell
C. Smith. In Three Volumes. Demy %vo.

15/. ntt.

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH
VERSE. Third Edition, Cr. Zvo. ^s. U

Part II.—A Selection of Series.

Ancient Cities.

General Editor, B. C. A, WINDLB.
Cr. Zv0. 4J. 6d. net each volume.

With Illustrations by E. H. New, and other Artistf.

BmSTOU Alfred Harvey.
Canterbury. J. C. Cox.
Chester. B. C. A. WIndle.
DuauN. S. A. O. Fitzpatrick.

Edinburgh. M. G. V/il!iamios.

Lincoln. E. Manse! Sympson.
Shrewsbury. T. Auden.
Wells and Glastonbury. T. S. HoIib«.

The Antiquary's Books.

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX
Demy Zvo. *}s. 6d. net each volume.

With Numerous Illustrations.

ArchvEoloot *ko Tai.sk. Antiquities.
R. Munro.

Bells of England, The. Canon J. J. Raven.
Second Edition.

Brasses of England, The. Herbert W.
Maekiin. Second Edition.

Celtic Art in Pagan and Chris han
Times. J. Romilly Allen. Second Edi'.ion.

Castles and Walled Towns of England,
The. a. Haivcy.

Domesday Ikquhst, The. Adolpbus Ballai J.

English Church Furnitife. J. C. Cox
and A. Harvey. Second Edition.

Enousm Costume. From Prehistoric Times
to the End of the Eighteenth C«ntury.
George Clinch.

English Monastic Lir» Abbot Gasquet.
Ei'urth Edition.

English Seals. J. Harvey Bloom.
Folk-Lorh as an Historic ^L Scievce.
Sir G. L. Gommc.

QiLDt AND Companies or London, Twe.
0«4M-g« Unwln.

Manor and Manorial Records, Thb
Nathaniel J. Hone. Second Edition,

Medieval Hospitals or Enoland, The.
Rotha Mary Clay.

Old English Instruments or Music.
F. W. Galpin. Second Editi0n.

Old English Ltbraries. James Hutt.
Old Service Books of the English
Church. Christopher Wordsworth, and
Henry Littlehales. Second Edition.

Parish Like in Medi^kval England.
Abbot Gy.squet. Third Edition.

Parish Registers or England, The.
J. C. Cox.

Remains or thf Preki?;toric Age in

England. B. C. A. Windie. Second
Edition.

Roman Kra in Britain, The. J. Ward.
Ro.mano-British Building* and Earth-
works. J. W'ard.

Royal Forssts or England, The. J. C.

Cox.
Shrinks of Bxitish Saints. J, C. Wa'l.
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The Arden Shakespeare.

Demy %vo. 2s. 6d. net each volume.

An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays ; each edited with a full Introduction,
Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page.

Alx's Well That Ends Well.
Antony and Cleopatra.
Cymbeline.
Comedy of Errors, Thb.
Hamlet. Third Edition.
JoLfus Caesar.
•King Henry iv.

King Henry v.

King Henry vi.

King Henry vi.

King Henry vi.

King Lear.
•King Richard it.

Kino Richard iii.

Life and Death of King John, The.
Love's Labour's Lost.
Macbeth.

Pt. I.

Pt. l
Pt. ii.

Pt. III.

Measure for Measure.
Merchant of Venice, The.
Merry Wives of Windsor, The.
Midsummer Night's Dream, A.
Othello.
Pericles.
Romeo and Juliet.
Taming of the Shrew, The.
Tempest, The.
Timon of Athens.
Titus Andronicus.
Troilus and Cressida.
Two Gentlemen of Verona, The,
Twelfth Night.
Venus and Adonis.
•Winter's Talb, The.

Classics of Art.

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING.
With numerous Jllusiraticns. Wide Royal %vo.

The Art of the Greeks. H. B. Walters.
12J. dd. net.

The Art of the Romans. H. B. ^yalters.
15*. n«t.

Chardin. H. E. a. Furst. 12J. td. net.

DoNATELLO. Maud Cruttwell. 15J. net.

Florentine Sculptors of the Renais-
sance. Wilhelm Bode. Translated by
Jessie Haynes. i2f. 6rf. net.

George Romney. Arthur B. Chamberlain.
\is. td. net.

Ghirlandaio. Gerald S. Davies. Second
Edition. lox. td.

Michelangelo. Gerald S. Davies. lax. td.
net.

Rubens. Edward Dillon, 25.?. net.
Raphael. A. P. Opp^. i2j. td. net.
Rembrandt's Etchings. A. M. Hind.
•Sir Thomas Lawrence, Sir Walter
Armstrong. 21J. net.

Titian. Charles Ricketts. iw. net.
Tintoretto. Evelyn March Phillipps. 15^.

net.

Turner's Sketches and Drawings. A. J.
Finberg. I2J. kd. net. Second Edition.

Velazquez. A. de Beruete. \os. td. net.

The Complete Bilj,iard Player
Roberts. loj. td net.

Th« Complete Cook. Lilian Whitling.

7*. td. net.

The Complete Cricketer. Albert E.
Knight, "js. ti. net. Second Edition,

The Complete Foxhunter. Charles Rich-
ardson. 12J. td, net. Second Edition.

The Complete Golfer. Harry Vardon.
lOJ. td. net. Twelfth Edition.

The Complete Hockey-Player. Eustace
E. White, sx. net. Second Editiov..

The Complete Lawn Tennis Player.
A. Wallis Myers. xos, td net. Third
Edition, Revised.

Thb Complete Motorist. Filson Young.
\%s. td. ntt. NtTut Edition {.Sei'enth\

The "Complete" Series.

Fully Illustrated, Demy Svo.

Charles The Complete Mountaineer. G. D.
Abraham, iss, net. Second Edition.

The Complete Oarsman. R. C. Lehmann.
zos. td, net.

The Complete Photographer. R. Child
Bayley. lox. td. net. Fourth Edition.

The Complete Rugby Footballer, on the
New Zealand System. D. Gallaher and
W. J. Stead, ioj. td. net. Second Edition.

The Complete Shot. G. T. Teasdale-
Buckell. i2f. td. net. Third Edition.

The Complete Swimmer. F. Sachs, ^s. td.
net.

•The Complete Yachtsman. B. HecVstall-
Saiithand E. du Boulay. 15^. net



H Methuen and Company Limited

The Connoisseur's Library.

IViiA numerous JllusiraUons, iVide Royal Evo. 2$s. lut each volume.

English Fuknitusb. F. S. Robinson.

English Coloured Books. Martin Hardie.

Etchings. Sir F. Wedmore. Stccnd Edition.

EuxorsAN Enambls. Henry H. Cunyng-
hamo.

Glass. Edward Dillon.

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths' Work.
Nelson Dawson. Second Edition.

Illuminated MANtsCRiPTS. J. A. Herbert.
Sectnd Edition.

Ivories. Alfred Maskell.

Jewellery. H. Clifford Smith. Stc^nd
Edition.

Mezzotints. Cyril Davenport.

Miniatures. Dudley Heath.

Porcelain. Edward Dillon.

•Fins Books. A. W. Pollard.

Seals. Walter de Gray Birch.

Wood Sculpture. Alfred Maskell. Stcond
Edition.

Handbooks of English Church History.

Edited by J. H. BURN. Crown Zvo. 2s. 6d. net each volunu.

The Foundations or the English Church.
J. H. Maude.

The Saxon Church and the Norman Con-
guKST. C. T. Cruttwell.

The Mediaeval Church and the Papact.
A. C. Jennings.

The Reformation Period. Henry Gee.

The Struggl« with Puritanism. Bruc«
Blaxland.

The Church or England in the Eigh-
teenth Century. Alfred Plummer.

Handbooks of Theology.

The Doctrine of thb Incarnation. R. L.

Ottley. Fifth Edition^ Revised. Demy
Zvo. i2S. td.

A History OF Early Christian Doctrine.

J. F. Bethune-Baker. Demy Zvo. los. td.

An Introduction to the Histoky of
Kklicion. F. B. Jevons. Eijth Lditiffn.

Demy ivo. lot. td.

An Introduction to tkb Hi?tort of tb*
Creeds. A. E. Bum. Demy Zvo. tos. 6d.

The Philosophy of Religion in England
AND America. Alfred Caldecott. Demylvo.
xof . td.

The XXXIX Articles of the Church of
England. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson,

Seventh Edition. Demy Zvo. 1 2S. ttL

The " Home Life " Series.

Illustrated. Demy %vo. 6j. to \Qs. 6d. net.

Home Life in America. Katherine G.
Busbey. Second Editicn.

Home Life in France. Miss Betham-
Edwards. Fifth Edition.

Home Life in Germany. Mrs. A. Sidgwick.
Second Edition.

Home Life in Holland. D. S. M<rldrum.
Second Edition.

Home Life :n Italy. Lina Duff Gordon."
Second Edition.

Home Life in Norway. H. K. Daniels.

Home Life in Russia. Dr. A. S. Rappoport.

Home Life in Sfaim. S. L. Bcntusan.
Second Edition.
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The Illustrated Pocket Library

Fcap. %vo. y. 6d.

WITH COLOURED
Old Coloured Books. George Paston. 2s.

nft.

I'hh Lifb and Death of John Mytton,
Esq. Nimrod. Fi/tk Edition.

The Life of a Sportsman. Nimrod.

Handlky Cross. R. S. Surtees. Fourth
Edition.

Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. R. S.
Surtees. Second Edition.

JoRROCKs's Jaunts and Jollities. R. S.
Surtees. Third Edition.

Ask Mamma. R. S. Surtees.

The Analysis of the Hunting Field.
R. S. Surtees.

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of
THE Picturesque. William Combe.

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of
Consolation. William Combe.

The Third Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search
of a Wife, William Combe.

The History of Johnny Quae Genus.
The Author of ' The Three Tours.'

The English Dance of Death, from the
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical
Illustrations by the Author of 'Doctor
Syntax.' Two Volumes.

of Plain and Coloured Books.

vet each volume.

ILLUSTRATIONS.
The Dance of Life: A Poem. The Author

of 'Dr. Syntax.'

Life in London. Pierce Egan. '

Real Life in London. An .\mateur (Pierce
Egan). Ttxio Volumes,

The Life of an Actor. Pierce Egan.

The Vic\r of Wakefield. Oliver Gold-
smith.

The Military Adventures of Johsny
Newcome. An Officer.

The National Sports of Great Britain.
With Descriptions and 50 Coloured Plates by
Henry Aiken.

The Adventi res of a Post Captain.
A Naval Officer.

Gamonia. La-.vrence Rawstorne.

An Acadkmy for Grown Horsemen.
Geoffrey Gambado.

Real Life in Ireland. A Real Paddy.

The Adventures of Johnny Newcome in
the Navy. Alfred Burton.

The Old English Squire. John Careless.

The English Si-y. Bernard Blackmantle.
Two Volumes. js. ntt.

WITH PLAIN ILLUSTRATIONS.
The Graye: A Poem. Robert Blair.

Illustrations of the Book of J' b. In-
vented and engraved by William hlake.

Windsor Castle. W. Harrison Ainswcrth.

The Tower of London. W. Harrison
Ainswortb

Frank Fairlegh. F. E. Smedley.

The Complhat Angler. Izaak Walton and
Charles Cotton.

The Pickwick Papers. Charles Dickens.

Leaders of Religion.

Edited by II. C. BEECHING. With Portraits.

Crown Svo. 2s. net each volume.

Mrs.Cardinal Newman. R. H. Hutton.

John Wesley. J. H. Overton.

Bishop Wilberkorcb. G. W. Daniell.

Cardinal Manning. A. W. Hutton.

Charles Simeon. H. C. G. Moule.

John Knox. F. MacCunn. Second Edition.

John Howe, R. F. Horton.

Thomas Ken. F. A. Clarke.

George Fox, the Quaker. T. Hodgkin.
Third Edition.

John Kbblb. Walter Lock.

Thomas Chalmers.
Edition.

Lancelot Andrewes.
Edition.

Oliphant. Second

L. Ottley. Second

Augustine of Canterbury. E. L. Cutts.

William Laud. W. H. Hutton. Third Ed.

John Donne. Augustus Jessop.

Thomas Cranmer. A. J. Mason.

Latimer. R. M. Carlyle and A. J. Carlyle.

Bishop Butler. W. A. Spooner.
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The Library of Devotion.

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes.

Small Pott Sv0, cloth^ 2s. ; leather^ 2s. 6d. net each volume,

BisHOF Wilson's Sacra Privata,The Confessions of St. Augustine.
Seventh Edition,

The Imitation of Christ. Sixth Edition.

The Christian Year. Fifth Edition.

Lyra Innocentium. Third Edition.

The Templh. Second Edition.

A Book of Devotions. Second Edition.

A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy
Life. Fourth Edition.

A Guide to Eternity.

The Inner Way. Second Edition.

On the Love of God,

The Psalms of David.

Lyra Apostolica.

The Song of Songs.

The Thoughts of Pascal. Second Edition.

A Manual of Consolation from the
Saints and Fathers.

Devotions from the Apocrypha.

The Spiritual Combat.

The Devotions of St. Anshlm.

Grace Abounding to the Chief of Sin-
ners.

Lyra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse.

Second Edition.

A Day Book from the Saints and
Fathers.

A Little Book of Heavenly Wisdom. A
Selection from the English Mystics.

Light, Life, and Love. A Selectiou from
the German Mystics.

An Introduction to the Devout Life.

The Little Flowers of the Glorious
Messer St. Francis and of his Friars.

Death and Immortality.

The Spiritual Guide. Second Edition.

Devotions for Every Day in the Week
AND THE Great Festivals.

Preces Privatab.

HcRAE MvsTiCAE : A Day Book from the
Writings ol Mvytic of Many Nations.

Little Books on Art.

With many Illustrations. Daiiy lomo. 2s. 6d. net each volume.

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations,

including a Frontispiece in Photogravure.

Albrecht DOrer. L. J. Allen.

Arts of Japan, The. E. Dillon. Third
Edition.

Bookplates. E. Almack.

Botticelli. Mary L. Bonnor.

Burne-Jones. F. de Lisle.

Cellini. R. H. H. Cust.

Christian Symbolism. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Claude. E. Dillon.

Constable. H. W. Tompkins. Second
Edition.

Corot. a. Pollard and E. Bimstingl.

Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson. SecondEdition.

Frederic Leighton. A- Corkran.

George Romney. G. Paston.

Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Fourth Edition.

Greuzb and Boucher. E. F. Pollard.

Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

Illuminated Manuscripts. J. W. Bradley.

Jewellery. C. Davenport.

John Hoppner. H. P. K. Skipton.

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J. Sime. Second
Edition,

Millet. N. Peacock,

Miniatures. C. Davenport.

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst.

Rembrandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp.

•Rodin. Muriel Ciolkowska.

Turner. F. Tyrrell-Gill.

Vandyck. M. G, Smallwood.

Velazquez. W. Wilberforcc and A. R.
Gilbert.

Watts. R. E. D. Sketchley. Second Edition.
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The Little Galleries,

Demy i6mo. 2s. 6d. net each volume.

Each Tolume contains 20 plates in Photogravure, together with a short outline of

the life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted.

A LiTTLK GaLLBRT OF REYNOLDS.

A Little Gallery or Romney.

A Little Galury o» HorrNKx.

A Little Gallery of Millais.

A Little Gallery of English Poets.

The Little Guides.

With many Illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs.

Small Pctt Zvo^ cloth^ 2j. bd. net ; leather
^ y. 6d. net, each volume.

The main features of these Guides are (l) a handy and charming form
j (2) illus-

trations from photographs and by well-known artists ; (3) good plans and maps
; (4)

an adequate but compact presentation of everything^ that is interesting in the

natural features, history, archseology, and architecture of the town or district treated.

Cambridge and its Colleges. A. H.
Thompson. Third Edition, Revised.

Channel Islands, The. E. E. Bicknell.

English Lakes, The. F. G. Brabant.

Isle of Wight, The. G. Clinch.

London, G. Clinch.

Malvern Country, The. B. C A. Windle.

North Wales. A. T. Story.

Oxford and its Colleges. J. Wells.
Ninth Edition.

Shakespeare's Country. B. C. A. Windle.
Fourth Edition.

St. Paul's Cathedral. G. Clinch.

Westminster Abbey. G. E. Troutb«clt.

Seci^nd Edition.

Berkshire. F. G. Brabant.

Buckinghamshire. E. S. Rosco*.

Cheshire. W. M. Gallichan.

Cornwall. A. L. Salmon.

Derbyshire. J. C. Cox.

Devon. S. Baring-Gould. Second Edition.

Dorset. F. R. Heath. Second Edition.

Essex. J. C. Cox.

Hampshire. J. C Cox.

Hertfordshire. H. W. Tompkina.

Ka.-rr. G. Clinch.

K^HTKir. C p. Cram*.

Leicestershire and Rutland. A. Harvey
and V. B. Ciowthcr-Beynon.

Middlesex. J. B. Firth.

Monmouthshire. G. W. Wade and J. R
Wade.

Norfolk. W. A. Dutt. Second Edition,
Revised.

Northamptonshire. W. Dry. Second Ed.
Northumberland. J. E. Morris.

Nottinghamshire. L. Guilford.

Oxfordshire. F. G. Brabant.

Shropshire. J, E. Auden.

Somerset. G. W. and J. H. Wade. Second
Edition.

Staffordshire. C. Masefield.

Suffolk. W. A. Dutt.

Surrey. J. C. Cox.

Sussex. F. G. Brabant. Third Edition.

Wiltshire. F. R, Heath.

The East Riding.Yorkshiee,
Morris.

Yorkshire,
Morris.

J.

The North Riding. J. E

Yorkshire, The West Riding. J. E.
Morris. Cloth, y. 6d. net; leather, 4/. 6d
net.

Brittany. S. Baring-Gould.

Normandy. C. Scudamor*.

Rome. C. G. Ellaby.

Sicily. F. H. Jackson.
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The Little Library.

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces.

Small Poit Svo. Each Volume, cloth, is. 6a\ net.

Anon. AIJTTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH
LYRICS. Second Edition.

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE. Two Volumes.

NORTHANGER ABBEY.

Bacon iFrancis). THE ESSAYS OF
LORD BACON.

Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY
LEGENDS. Two Volumes.

Barnett (Annie). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH PROSE.

Beckford (V/llliam). THE HISTORY
OF THE CALIPH VATHEK.

Blake (William). SELECTIONS FROM
THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE.

Borrow (George), LAVENGRO. Two
Volumes.

THE ROMANY RYE.

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS
FROiM THE EARLY POEMS OF
ROBERT BROWNING.

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE ANTI-JACOBIN : with some later
Poems by George Canning.

Cowiey (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF
ABRAHAM lOWLEY.

Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GLORGE CRABBE.

Craik (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN. Two Volumes.

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW.

Dante Alighleri. THE INFERNO OF
DANTE. Translated by H. F. Gary.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans-
lated by H. F. Caky.

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans-
lated by H. F. Gary.

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY.

Deane (A. C). A LITTLE BOOK OF
LIGHT VERSE.

Dlekens(Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
Tv>o Volumes.

Ferriep (Susan). MARRIAGE. Two
Volumes.

THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes.

Gaskeli (Mrs.). CRANFORD. SecondEd.

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET
LE r 1 ER.

Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK
OF SCOTTISH VERSE.

Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. Second
Edition.

Lamb (Charles). ELIA, AND THE LAST
ESSAYS OF ELIA.

Locker (F.). LONDON LYRICS.

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF
ANDREW MARVELL.

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF
JOHN MILTON.

Moir (D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH.
Nichols (Bowyep). A LITTLE BOOK
OF ENGLISH SONNETS.

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED
ADDRESSES.

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL
JOURNEY.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY-
SON.

IN MEMORIAM.
THE PRINCESS.
MAUD.

Thackeray (W. M.). VANITY FAIR.
1 hree Volumes.

PENDENNIS. Three Volumes.
HENRY ESMOND.
CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
Vaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF
HENRY VAUGHAN.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). A LITTLE
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH.
Thirteenth Edition.

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM WORDS-
WORTH.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.).
LYRICAL BALLADS. Second Editicn.
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The Little Quarto Shakespeare.

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes.

Foti \t7n0. In 40 Vonimts. Leather^ price \s. net each volume.

Mahogany Revolving Book Case. lOJ. net.

Miniature Library.

Demy -^zmo. Leather^ Is. rut each volume.

EuPHRANOR : A Dialog:ue on Youth. Ekiward
FiuGerald.

The Life of Edward, Lord Herbert of
Cherbury. Written by himself.

PoLONius : or Wise Saws and Modern In-
stances. Edward FitzGerald.

The RubXiyXt OF Omar KhayyXm. Edward
FitzGerald. Fourth Edition.

Cark of thk Body, The. F. Cavanagh
Second Edition. 7* . td. net.

The New Library of Medicine.

Edited by C. W. SALEEBY. De^ny %vo.

Drugs and the Drug Habit. H. Sainsbury.

A. T. Scho-

Chilpren of the Nation, The. The Right
Hon. Sir John Gorst. Second Edition.

^s. td. net.

Control of a Scourge ; or, How Cancer
is Curable. The. Chas. P. Childe. ^s. td.

net.

Diseases of Occupation. Sir Thomas Oliver.

I Of. td. net. Second Edition.

Dkink Problem, in its Medico-Sociological
Aspects, The. Edited by T. N. Kelynack.
•js. td. net.

Functional Nerve Diseases.
field, ^s. td. net.

Hygiene of Mind, The. T. S. Clouston.

Fifth Edition. 7s. td. net.

Infant Mortality. Sir Gojrge Newman.
7J. td. net.

Prevention of Tuberculosis (Consump-
tion), The. Arthur Newshohne. \os. td.

net. Second Edition.

Air and Health. Ronald C. Maclie. yj. td.

net. Second Edition.

The New Library of Music.

Edited bv ERNEST NEWMAN. Illustrated. Demy Svo. ys. 6d. net.

SecondBrahms. J. A. Fullcr-Maitland
Edition.

Handeu R. a. Streatfeild. Second Edition.

Hugo Wolf. Ernest Newman.

Illustrated. Fcap. Svo.

Oxford Bi

£aeh volume,

Dante Alighieri. Paget Toynbee. Third
Edition.

GiROLAMo Savonarola. E. L. S. Horsburgh.
Fourth Edition.

John Howard. E. C. S. Gibson.

Alfred Tennyson. A. C. Benson. Second
Edition.

Sir Walter Raleigh. I. A. Taylor.

iLRASMUs. E. F. H. Capey.

ographies.

cloth^ 2s. 6d. net ; leather, y. 6d. net.

' The Young Pretbnder. C. S. Terry.

Robert Burns. T. F. Henderson.

Chatham. A. S. McDowail.

Francis of Assisi. Anna M. Stoddart.

Canning. W. Alison Phillips.

Beaconsfield. Walter Sichel.

JoHANN Wolfgang Goethe. H. G. Atkinj.

FRANfots DB FiNHLON. Vccount St. Cyres.
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Three Plays.

\ap. Zvo. 2s. net.

Thb Honeymoon. A Comedy in Three Acts. I Milfstonks. Arnold Beanett and Edward
Arnold Bennwtt. Stcpnd Edition. \

Knoblauch. Second Edition.

Kismet. Edward Knoblauch.

The States of Italy.

Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS.

Illustrated. Demy %vo.

A History of Milan under thb Sforza. |
A History of Vhrova. A. M. Allen. \is. td.

Cecilia M. Ady. \os. td. tut. \
net.

A History or Pbrugia. W. Heywood. laj. td. mt.

The Westminster Commeiitaries.

General Editor, WALTER LOCK.

Demy %vo.

Thb Acts or thb Apostles. Edited by R.

B. Rackhain. Sixth Edition. lof . td.

The First Epistlb of Paul the Apostle
TO the Corinthians. Edited by H. L.

Goudge. Third Edition, ts.

The Book cf Exodus Edited by A. H.
M'Neile. With a Map and 3 Plans, loj. td.

The Book of Ezekieu Edited by H. A.
Kedpath. lot. td.

The Book of Genbsis. Edited with Intro-

duction and Notes by S. R. Driver.
Eighth Edition, los. td.

The Book or thb Prophbt Isaiah. Edited
by G. W. Wade. ioj. td.

Additions and Corrections in the Seventh
AND Eighth Editions of The Book of
Genesis. S. R. Driver, is.

The Book of Job. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson.
Second Edition, ts.

The Epistlb of St. Jambs. Edited with In-

troduction and Notes by R. J. KnowUng.
Second Edition. 6s.

The "Young" Series.

Illustrated. Crown &vo.

Thb Young Botanist. W. P. Westell and
C. S. Cooper. 3J. td. net.

The Young Carpenter. Cyril HalL 5/.

Thb Young Elsctkician. Hammond Hall.

The Young Enginker. Hammond HaJl.

Third Edition. 5*

.

Thb Young Naturalist. W. P. Westell.

Second Editttn, ts.

The Young Obnithologist. W. P. Westell

5*.
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Condition of England, Thk.
Masterman.

Ds Profundis. Oscar Wilde.

From Midshipman to Field-Marshal.
Sir Evelyn Wood, F.M., V.C.

•Ideal Husband, An. Oscar Wilde.

•Jimmy Glovbr, His Book. James M.
Glover.

•John Boyes, Kinc of thb Wa-Kikuyu.
John Boyes.

Lady Windkrmkrb's Fan. Oscar Wilde.

Letters from a Sklf-Madk Merchant
TO HIS Son. George Horace Lorimer.

Life of John Ruskin, The. W, G. Colling-

wood.

Life of Robert Louis Stevenson, The.
Graham Balfour.

Methuen's Shilling Library.

Fca^. Svo. IS. net.

G. F. G. •Life of Tennyson, The. A. C. Benson.

•Little of Everything, A. E. V. Lucas.

Lord Arthur Savile's Crime. Oscar Wilde.

Lore of the Honey-Bee, The. Ticknei
Edwardes.

Man and the Universe. Sir Oliver Lodge

Mary Magdalene. Maurice Maeterlinck

Selected Poems. Oscar Wilde.

Sevastopol, and Other Stories. Leo
Tolstoy.

The Blue Bird. Maurice Maeterlinck.

Under Five Reigns. Lady Dorothy Nevill.

•Vaii.ima Letters. Robert Louis Stevenson.

•Vicar of Morwenstow, The. S. Baring-
Gould.

Books for

Crown %vo,

Each volume contains a num

*A Wandfrer in Florence. E. V. Lucas.

A Wanderer in Parjs. E. V. Lucas.

A Wanderer in Holland. E. V. Lucas.

A Wanderer in London. E. V. Lucas.

The Norfolk Broads. W. A. Dutt.

The New Forest. Horace G. Hutchinson.

Naples. Arthur H. Norway.

The Cities of Umbria. Edward Hutton,

The Cities of Spain. Edward Hutton.

•The Cities of Lom hardy. Edward
Hutton.

Florence and Northern Tuscany, with
Genoa. Edward Hutton.

Siena and Southern Tuscany. Edward
Hutton.

Travellers.

, 6.f. each.

ber of Illustrations in Colour.

Rome. Edv/ard Hutton.

Venice and Vknetia. Edward Hutton.

The Bretons at Home. F. M. Gostling.

The Land of Pardons (Brittany). Anatole
Le Braz.

A Book of the Rhine. S. Baring-Gould.

The Naples Rivisra. H. M. Vaughan.

Days in Cornwall. C. Lewis Hind.

Through East Anglia in a Motor Car.
J. E. Vincent.

The Skirts of the Great City. Mrs. A.
G. Bell.

Round about Wiltshire. A. G. Bradley.

Scotland of To-day. T. F. Henderson and
Francis Watt.

Norway and its Fjords. M. A. Wyliie.

Some Books on Art.

Art AND Life. T. Sturg« Moore. Illustrated.

Cr. %vo. sx. ntt.

Aims and Ideals in Art. George Clau.sen.

Illustrated. Second Edition. Largt Post

%vo. SJ. tut.

Six Lectures on Painting. George Clausen.

Illustrated. Third Edition. Large Post

%vo. %s. 6d. net.

Fkancbsco Guardi, 1713-1793. G. A.
SimoDSon. Illustrated. Imferial 4/0.

j^ V. net.

Illustrations of the
William Blake. Quarto.

Book of
£1 IS. net.

Job.

John Lucas, Portrait Painter, 1828-1874.
Arthur Lucas. Illustrated. Imperial ^to,

£2 3J- net.

One Hundred Masterpieces of Painting.
With an Introduction by R. C. Witt. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. DemyZvo. 10s. 6d.

net.

A Guide to the British Pictures in the
National Gallery. Edw.-xrd Kingston.
Illustrated. Fca/. 8vo. 3*. 6J. net.
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SoKs Books on Art—centinued.

Onb Hundred Masterfieces or ScuLrruRE.
With an Introduction by G. F. Hill. Illu»-

trated. Demy %vo. lox. 6d. tut.

A RoMNEY Folio. With an Essay by A. B.
Ch.imberlain. Imperial Folio. £i$ 15*.

ftei.

The Saints in Art. Margaret E. Tabor.
Illustrated. Fca/. Sva. 3--. 6d. net.

Schools of Painting. Mary Inaes. Illm-
trated. Cr. Zv». 5J. net.

Th» Post iMrRESsioNiSTS. C Lewit H5r;d.
Illustrated. Reyal Zvo. 7*. td. net.

Celtic Art ik Pagan and Christian Timss.
J. R. Allen. Illustrated. Second Edition,
Demy %V9. jt. td. net.

"Classics op Art." See page 13.

" The Connoisseur's Library.

' Little Books on Art."

'The Little Gallkries.

;e« pags 1

4

See page 16.

See page 17.

Some Books on Italy.

k History of Milan under the Sforza.
Cecilia M. Ady. Illustr-ited. Demy &vo.

los. 6d. net.

A History of Verona. A. M. Allen.

Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. net.

A History of Perugia. William Heywood.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo, iw. (>d. net.

The Lakes of Northern Italy. Richard
Bagot. Illustrated. Fcap. %v». Sf. net.

Woman in Italy. W. Boulting. Illustrated.

Demy Si-o. lor. f>d. net.

Old Etrukia and Modern Tuscany. Mary
L. Cameron. Illustrated. Second Edition.

Cr. %vo. ds. net.

Florence and the Cities of Northern
Tuscany, with Genoa. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Siena and Southern Tuscany. Edward
Hutton. Illustrated. Second Edition.

Cr. ivo. 6s.

In Unknown Tuscany. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy 8. /».

js. 6d. net.

Venice and Vknetia. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. Bva. 6s.

Venice on Foot. H. A. Douglas. Illustrated.

Fcap. ivo. 5*. net.

Venice and Her Treasures. H. A.
Douglas. Illustrated. Fca/. Svo. s-r. net.

•The Doges of Venice. Mrs. Aubrey
Richardson. Illustrated. Demy ivo. loj. 6d.

ntt,

FlokenCb: Her History and Art to the Fail

of the Republic. F. A. Hyett. Demy &vo.

jt. 6d. net.

Florence and Her Tkeasorbs. H. M.
Vaughan. Illustrated. Fcap. iv4. 5/. net.

Country Walks about Florence. Edward
Hutton. Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. 5J. mt.

Naples : Past and Present. A. H. Norway.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

The Naples Riviera. H. M. Vaughan.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

Sicily : The New Wbter Resort. Douglas
Sladen. Illustrated. Stctnd Editign. Cr.
%V0. 5X. net.

Sicily. F. H. Jackson. IllustrMed. Small
Pott Ivo. Clfith, is. 6d. uci . leather, jr. 6d.
net.

Rome. Edward Hutton. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6s.

A Roman Pilgrimags.
. R. E. Roberts.

Illustrated. Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

Rome. C. G. EUaby. lilastrated. Sm.ill
Pott ive. Cloth, iS. 6d. net ; leather, y. 6d,
net.

The Cities of Umbria. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6t.

•The Cities of Lombardy. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. ivo. 6s.

The Lives of S. Francis of Assist.
Brother Thomas of Celano. Cr. ito. 5J.

net.

Lorenzo the Magnificent. E. L. S.
Horsburgh. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy Svo. 15J. net.

Girolamo Savonarola. E. L. S. Horsburgh.
Illustrated. Cr. ivo. ss. net.

St. Catherine of Siena and Her Times.
By the Author of" Mdlie Mori." Illustrated.

Second Edition. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net.

Dante and his Italy. Lonsdale Ragg.
Illustrated. Demy Svo. laf. 6d. net.

Dante Alighieri : His Life and Works.
Paget Toynbee. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. ss.

net.

The Medici Popes. H. M. Vaughan. Illus-

tratad. Demy Svo. i^s. net.

Shelley and His Friends in Italy. Helen
R. Angeli. Illustrated. Demy Svo. xos. 6d.

net.

Home Life in Italy. Lina DufF Gordon.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy Svo.

xos. 6d. net.

Skies Italian : A Little Breviary for Travellers

in Italy. Ruth S. Phelps. Fca.J>. Svo. jj.

net.

•A Wanderer in Florence. E. V. Lucas.
Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

•United Italy. F. M. Underwood. Demy
Svo. lOf. 6d. net.
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Part III.—A Selection of Works of Fiction

Albanesl (E. Marlal. SUSANNAH AND
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

LOVE AND LOUISA. Sfcand Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE UROWN EYES OF MARY. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition
Cr. %vo. 6s.

THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA; or, Thh
PoLiTB Adventuress. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 7,5. 6d.

THE GLAD HEART. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Zt'o. 6s.

BOLIVIA MARY. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
Ikird Edition. Cr. Br>o. 6s.

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr
Zv(f. 6s.

ANTHONY CUTHBERT. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

LOVE'S PROXY. Cr. Bvo. 6j.

DONNA DIANA. Second Edition. Cr.

CASTING OF NETS. Twei/th Edition.
Cr. ivo. 6s.

THE HOUSE OF SERRAVALLE. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Bailey [H. C). STORM AND TREASURE.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE LONELY QUEEN. Third Edition.
Cr. %V0. 6j.

Baring-Gould (S.). IN THE ROAR
OF THE SEA. Eighth Edition. Cr. Svo.

6s.

MARGERY OF QUETHER, Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

JACQUETTA. 7^hird Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr.
%vo. 6s.

THE BROOM - SQUIRE. Illustrated.

Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

ROY'ALGEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr.8vo.6s.
CHRIS OK ALL SORTS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

IN DEWISLAND. Second Edition. Cr.
tvo. 6s.

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN.
Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF
ALARMS. Third Editioi. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE -MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Begbie (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND
DlVERlTNG ADVENTURES OF SIR
JOHN SPARROW, Bart. ; or, T.hk
Progress of an Open Mind. Second
Edtt'on. Cr, Svo. 6s.

Belloe (H.). EMMANUEL BURDEN,
MERCHANT. Illustrated. SecondEdition.
Cr. S7>o. 6s.

A CHANGE IN THE CABINET. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Belloc-Lowndes (Mrs.). THE CHINK
IN THE ARMOUR. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

*MARY PECHELL. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Bennett (Arnold). CLAYHANGER.
Tenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE CARD. Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.
HILDA LESS Vv AYS. Seventh Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

* BURIED ALIVE. A New Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

A MAN FROM THE NORTH. A New
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Benson (E. F.). DODO : A Detail of thk
Day. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Birmlngiiani (George A.). SPANISH
GOLD. Sixth Ediiion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SEARCH PARTY. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

LALAGE'S LOVERS. Third Editt-n. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

Bowen (Marjorie). I will MAIN-
TAIN. Sez'enth Edition. Cr. 2,vo. 6s.

DEFENDER OF THE FAITH. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

*A KNIGHT OF SPAIN. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE QUEST OF GLORY. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GOD AND THE KING. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Cliflford (Mrs. W. K.). THE GETTING
WELL OF DOROTHY. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

Conrad (Joseph). THE SECRETAGENT:
A Simple Tale. Fourth Ed. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A SET OF SIX. Fourth EdiHon. Cr.Svo. 6s,

UNDER WESTERN EYES. Second Ed.
Cr. Svo, 6s.
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•Conyers (Dorothea.). THE LONELY
MAN. Cr. Sz-a. 6s.

Corelli (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO
WORLDS. Thirty-Jirst Ed. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

VENDETTA ; or, The Story of one For-
gotten. Twenty-ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo.
6s.

TliELMA : A Norwegian Princess.
Forty-second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

ARDATH : Thf. Story op a Dead Self.
Twentieth Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Seventeenth
Edition. Cr, 8vo. 6s.

WORMWOOD : A Drama of Paris.
Eighteenth Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

BARABBAS : A Dream o." the World's
Tragedy. Forty-sixth Edition. Cr. ivo.
6s.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty-seventh
Edition. Cr. ^I'O. 6s.

THE MASTER-CHRISTL\N. Thirteenth
Edition, xjgth Thousand. Cr. Z710. 6s.

TEMPORAL POWER : A Study in
SuFiiEMACY. Second Edition. xsoth
Thousand. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

GOD'S GOOD MAN ; A Simple Love
Story, Fifteenth Edition. is^ith Thou-
sand. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

HOLY ORDERS: the Tragedy of a
Quiet Life. Second Edition. x2oth
Thousand. Crown ^vo. 6s.

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Twenty-ninth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BOY : a Sketch. Twelfth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

6s.

CAMEOS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

THE LIFE EVERLASTING. Fifth Ed.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Crockett (S. R.). LOCHINVAR. Illus-

trated. 7 hird Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON-
MENT. Secoftd Edition. Qr.Zvo. 6s.

JOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE HAPPY VALLEY. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

ANGEL. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

KATHERINE THL ARROGANT. StJcth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BABES IN THE WOOD. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Danby (Frank.). JOSEPH IN JEO-
PARDY. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Doyle(SirA. Conan). ROUND THE RED
LAMP. Twelfth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Fenn (G. Manville). SYD BELTON:
"Thb Boy who would not go to Sea.
Illustrated. Second Ed. Cr. %v». y. 6d.

Findlater (J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES
OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Findlater (Mary). A NARROW WAY.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

OVER THE HILLS. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Fry (B. and C. B.). A MOTHER'S SON.
Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Harrad-en (Beatrice). IN VARYING
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT-
TANCE MAN. Twelfth Ed. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

INTERPLAY. Fifth Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

Hiehens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF
BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Eighth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BYEWAYS. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twenty
frst Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. %s. 6d.

THE DWELLER ON THE THRES-
HOLD. Cr. tvo. 6s.

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE
CAR. Eleventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. C-

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. Lr.

Zvo. 6s.

A MAN OF MARK. Seventh Ed. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN-
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

PHROSO. Illustrated. Eighth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Eighth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. dr.

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fifth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

?UISANTEr. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. Fourik
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Third EJ»-

tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Hutten (Baroness von THE HALO.
i-ifth Edtiton. Cr. 6v*. 6s.
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• Inner Shrine ' (Author of the). THE
WILD OLIVE. Third Edition. Cr.lvo.
ts.

Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES.
Thirty-second Edition. Cr. %vo. 3J. td.
•Also Illustrated in colour. Demy Svo.
js. 6d. 7iet.

SEA URCHINS. Sixteenth Edition. Cr.
Zzfo. 3^. 6d.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated.
Ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. td.

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Eighth
Edition. Cr. Svo. y. 6d.

THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. Eleventh
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. dd.

AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated. Tenth
Edition. Cr. %vo. y. 6d.

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Ei^-hth
Edititn. Cr. ivo. 3J. 6d.

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Fi/th Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 3*. 6d.

THE LADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated.

Ninth Edition. Cr. %vo. 3^ . kd.

SALTHAVEN. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. ivo. 3*. 6d.

SAILORS' KNOTS. Illustrated. Ei/th
Edition. Cr. Bvo. js. 6d.

SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition. Cr.
8vo. 2S. 6d.

James (Henry). THE GOLDEN BOWL.
Third Ediiiofi. Cr. &vo. 6x

Le Queux (William). THE HUNCHBACK
OF WESTMINSTER. 7/tird Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6j.

THE CLOSED BOOK. T/iird Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BEHIND THE THRONE. Third Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Eighth
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Lucas (E. V.)- LISTENER'S LURE ; An
Oblique Narration. Eighth Edition.
Fcap. 8vo. 5J.

OVER BEMERTON'S : An Easy-going
Chronicle. Ninth Edition. Fcap %vo. ^s.

MR. INGLESIDE. Eighth Edition. Fcap.

LONDON LAVENDER. Cr. %v». 6s.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN,
NOVELIST. 44^A Thousand. Cr. Zve.

y. 6d.

Macnaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF
CHRISTINA M'NAB. Fifth Edition.
Cr. %vo. 6s.

PEIER AND JANE. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Malet (Lucas). A COUNSEL OF PER.
FECTION. Secifnd Edition. Cr.ivf. 6s.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fijt/t Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Maxwell (W. B.). THE RAGGED MES-
SENGER. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ODD LENGTHS. Second Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HILL RISE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY: Be-
tween You and I. Fourth Edition. Cr.
ivo. 6s.

THE REST CURE. Fourth Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

Milne (A. A.). THE DAY'S PLAY.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

*THE HOLIDAY ROUND. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Montague (C. E.). A HIND LET
LOObE. Third Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s.

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Sixth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. With a
Frontispiece. Eleventh Ed. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE TAMING OF JOHN BLUNT.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

*THE ROYAL ROAD. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Onions (Oliver). GOOD BOY SELDOM :

A Romance of Advertisement. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Oppenheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF
MEN. Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE MISSING DELORA. Illustrated.

Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Orczy (Baroness). FIRE IN STUBBLE.
Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Oxenham (John). A WEAVER OF
WEBS. Illustrated. Fifth Ed. Cr.Svo. 6s.

PROFIT AND LOSS. l^ourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE LONG ROAD. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, and
Other Stories. Second Edition. Cr.

Svo. 6s.

MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fourth Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

LAURISTONS. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svf.

6s.

THE COIL OF CARNE. Sixth Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

•THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE.
Cr. Svo. 6s.
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Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS
PEOPLE. Seventh Edition. Cr. Sva 6s.

MRS. FALCHION. Fi/iA Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Fourth Edition. Cr. %va. 6s.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus-

trated. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC :

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Seventh
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH.
The Last Adventures of ' Pretty Pierre.'

Fi/th Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a

Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. %zio. 6s.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Third Edition. Cr. %z>o. 3J. 6d.

NORTHERN LIGHTS. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Iva. 6s.

Pasture (Mrs. Henry de la). THE
TYRANT. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

I CROWN THEE KING. Illustrated. Cr.
Sva. 6s.

LOVE THE HARVESTER: A Story of
THE Shires. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. &V0. 3^. 6d.

THE MYSTERY OF THE GREEN
HEART. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Perrin (Alice). THE CHARM. F//th
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

•THE ANGLO-INDIANS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Phillpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS.
Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Sixth Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece.

Seventh Edition. Cr. 87/(7. 6s.

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE RIVER. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

KNOCK AT A VENTURE. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE POACHER'S WIFE. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE STRIKING HOURS. SecondEdition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

DEMETER'S DAUGHTER. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6t.

Piekthall (Marmaduke). SAID THE
FISHERMAN. Eighth Edition. Cr. Svo.

6s.

•Q" (A. T. Quiller Couch • THE WHITE
WOLF. Second Edition. Cr. tvv 6s.

THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fourth EdiHonA
Cr. Svo. 6s. i

MERRY-GARDEN and other Storibs.-3
Cr. Svo, 6s \

MAJOR VIGOUREUX. Third Edition.^
Cr. Svo. 6s. <

Ridge {W. Pett). ERB. Second Edition.\
Cr. Svo. 6s.

A SON OF THE STATE. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. i.s. 6d.

A BREAKER OF LAWS. Cr. Svo. ^s. 6d.

MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE WICKHAMSES. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

NAME OF GARLAND. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

SPLENDID BROTHER. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

NINE TO SIX-THIRTY. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THANKS TO SANDERSON. Second
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DEVOTED SPARKES. Cr. tvo. 6s.

Russell (W. Clark). MASTER ROCKA-
FELLAR'S VOYAGE. Illustrated.

Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 3^. 6d.

Sidgwick (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS-
MAN. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE LANTERN-BEARERS. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

ANTHEA'S GUEST. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

•LAMORNA. Cr. tvo. 6s.

Somerville (E. <E.) and Ross (Martin).
DAN RUSSEL THE FOX. Illustrated.

Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Thurston (E. Temple). MIRAGE. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Watson (H. B. Marriott^. THE HIGH
TOBY, l^hird Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE PRIVATEERS. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

ALISE OF ASTRA. Third Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE BIG FISH. Second Edition. Cr.Svo.
6s.

Webling (Peggy). THE STORY OF
VIRGINIA PERFECT. Third Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE SPIRIT OF MIRTH. Ft/th Edition

FELIX CHRISTIE. Second Edition. Cr.

Bvo. 6s.

Weyman (Stanley). UNDER THE RED
ROBE. Illustrated. Twenty-third Edition.

Cr. Svo. 6s.

Whitby (BealPieeV ROSAMUND. Stc^n^d

h.d4.tien, Cr. Hv*. ts.
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Williamson (C N. and A. M.). T?TS
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: The
Strange Adventures of a Motor Car. Illus-
trated. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Zzo.
6j. Also Cr. &va. is. net.

THE PRINCESS PASSES : A Romance of
a Motor. Illustrated. Ninth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6t.

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Eleventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. f>s.

SCARLET RUNNER. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6f.

SET IN SILVER. Illustrated. Fourth
Edition. Cr. i,vo. 6s,

LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS
AMERICA. Second Edition. Cr.lvo. 6s.

THE GOLDEN SILENCE. Sixth Edition.
Cr. tvo. 6s.

THE GUESTS OF HERCULES. Third
Edition. Cr. iro, 6s.

•THE HEATHER MOON. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Wyllarde (Dolf). THE pathway OF
THE PIONEER (Nous Autres). Sixth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE UNOFFICIAL HONEYMOON.
Seventh Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

THE CAREER OF BEAUTY DARLING.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Methuen's Two-Shilling Kovels.

Crown Sf'<?. IS. net.

•BoTOR Chaperon, The. C. N. and A. M.
William.son.

•Call of the Blood, Thb. Robert Hichens.

Car of Destiny and its Errand in
Spain, The. C. N. and A. M. Williamson.

Clementina. A. E. W. Mason.

Colonel Enderby's Wife. Lucas Malet.

Felix. Robert Hichens.

Gate of the Desert, The. John O.xenham.

My Friend the Chauffeur. C. N. and
A. M. Williamson.

Princess Virginia, The.
Williamson.

C. N. and A. M.

Sir GilbertSeats of the Mighty, The
Parker.

Servant of the Public, A. Anthony Hope.

•Set in Silver. C. N. and A. M. Williamson.

Severins, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick.

Sir Richard Calmady. Lucas Malet

•Vivien. W. B. Maxwell.

Books for Boys and Girls.

Illustrated. Crtnvn Zvo. y. 6d.

Cross and Dagger. The Crusade of the

Children, 1212. W. Scott Durrant.

Getting Well of Dorothy, The, Mrs.
W. K. Clifford.

Girl of the People, A. L. T. Meade.

Hepsy Gipsy. L. T. Meade. 2j. 6d.

Honourable Miss, The. L. T. Meade.

Master Rockafellar's Voyash. W. Clark
RusscU.

Only a Guard-Room Dog. Edith E.

Cuthell.

Red Grange, The. Mrs. Molesworth.

Syd Belton : The Boy who would not

go to Sea. G. Manville Fenn.

There was once a Prince. Mrs. M. E.

Mann.
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Methuen's Shilling Novels.

•Anna of the Five Towns. Arnold Bennett.

Barbary Sheep. Robert Hichens.

Charm, The. Alice Perrin.

•Demon, The. C N. and A. M. Williamson.

Guarded Flame, The. W. B. Maxwell.

Jane. Marie Corelli.

Lady Betty Across thb Water. C N.
& A. M. Williamson.

•Long Road, The. John Oxenham.
Mighty Atom, The. Marie Corelli.

Mirage. E. Temple Thurston.
Missing Dklora, The. E Phillips Oppen-
beim.

Round the Red Lamp. Sir A. Conan Doyle.

•Secret Woman, The. Eden Phillpotts.

•Severins, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick.

Spanish Gold. G. A. Birmingham.

Tales of Mean Streets. Arthur Morrison

.

Thb Halo. The Baroness von Hutten.

•Tyrant, The. Mrs. Henry de la Pasture.

Under the Red Robk. Stanley J. Weyman.
Virginia Perfect. Peggy Webiing.

Woman with thb Fak, Thb. Robert
Hichens.

The Novels of Alexandre Dumas.

Medium Zvo. Price 6d. • Dauble Volumes^ \s.

Act4.

Adventures of Captain Pamphile, The.

Amaury.
Bird of Fate, The.

Black Tulip, The.

Black : the Story of a Dog.

Castle of Eppstein, Thb.

Catherine Blum.

C6CILE.

ChAtelet, The.

Chevalier D'Harmental, The. (Double
volume.)

Chicot the Jester.

Chicot Redivivus.

CoMTE de Montgommery, Thb.

Conscience.

Convict's Son, The.

Corsican Brothers, The ; and Otho thb
Archer.

Crop-Eared Jacquot.

DoM GORENFLOT.

Due d'Anjou, Thb.

Fatal Co.mbat, Thb.

Fencing Master, Thb.

Fernande.

Gabriel Lambert.

Georges.

Great Massacre, The.

Henri db Navarke.

HELkNB DB ChAVHRNT.

Horoscope. The.
Leone-Leona.

Louise db la Valli^rb. (Double volume.

)

Man in the Iron Mask, Ths. (Double
volume.)

MaItre Adam.
Mouth of Hell, The.

Nanon. (Double volume.)

Olympia.

Pauline ; Pascal Bruno ; and Bontekoe.

PkRE LA Ruine.

Porte Saint-Antoinf, The.

Prince of Thieves, The.

Reminiscences of Antont, The.

St. Quentin.

Robin Hood.
Samuel Gelb.

Snowball and thb Sultanetta, The.

Sylvandire.

Taking of Calais, Thb.

Tales of the Supernatural.

Talks of Strange Adventure.

Tales of Terror.

Three Musketeers, The. (Double volume.)

Tourney of the Rue St. Antoine.

Tragedy of Nantes, The.

Twenty Years After. (Double volume.)

WiLD-DucK Shooter, Trb.

Wolf-Lbaukr, Thb.

\
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Methuen's Sixpenny Books.

Medium Svo.

Albanesl (E. Maria). LOVE AND
LOUISA.

I KNOW A MAIDEN.
THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT.
PETER A PARASITE.
THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA.

Anstey (F.). A BAYARD OF BENGAL.

Austen (J.). PRIDE AND PREJUDICE.

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
CASTING OF NETS.
DONNA DIANA.

Balfour (Andrew).
SWORD.

BY STROKE OF

Baring-Gould (S.). FURZE BLOOM.
CHEAP JACK ZITA.
KITTY ALONE.
URITH.
THE BROOM SQUIRE.
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA.
NOEMI.
A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustrated.

LITTLE TU'PENNY.
WINEFRED.
THE FROBISHERS.
THE QUEEN OF LOVE.
ARMINELL.
BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY.
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS.

BapF (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS.
THE COUNTESS TEKLA.
THE MUTABLE MANY.

Benson (E. F.). DODO.
THE VINTAGE.

Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY.

L.). THE HEART OFBpownell (C.
JAPAN.

Burton (J. Bloundelle).
SALT SEAS.

ACROSS THE

Caffyn (Mrs.). ANNE MAULEVERER.
Capes (Bernard). THE GREAT SKENE
MYSTERY.

W. K.). A FLASH OF

KEITH'S CRIME.

Clifford (Mrs.
SUMMER.

MkS.

Coroett (Juliani A
GREAT WATERS.

Crolcer (Mrs. B. M.)

A STATE SECRET.
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS.
JOHANNA.

BUSINESS IN

ANGEL.

Dante (Alighleri)
COMEDY (Cary).

Doyle (Sir A.
RED LAMP.

THE DIVINE

Conan). ROUND THE

Duncan (Sara Jeannette). THOSE
DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS.

Eliot (George).
FLOSS.

THE MILL ON THE

Findlater (Jane H.). THE GREEN
GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE.

Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S TOLLY.

Gaskell (Mrs.). CRANFORD.
MARY BARTON.
NORTH AND SOUTH.

Gerard (Dorothea).
MONY.

HOLY MATRI-

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
MADE OF MONEY.

Gissing(G.). THE TOWN TRAVELLER.
THE CROWN OF LIFE.

Glanville (Ernest).
TREASURE.

THE KLOOF BRIDE.

THE INCA'S

Glelg (Charles).

Grimm (The Brothers)
FAIRY TALES.

BUNTER'S CRUISE.

GRIMM'S

Hope (Anthony). A MAN OF MARK.
A CHANGE OF AIR.
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT
ANTONIO.

PHROSO.
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES.

Hornung (E. W.).
NO TALES.

Hyne (C J. C). PRINCE RUPERT THE
BUCCANEER.

DEAD MEN TELL

Ingraham (J. H.).
DAVID.

THE THRONE OT
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HUNCHBACKLe Queux (WJ. THE
OF WESTMINSTER.

THE CROOKED WAY.
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW.

Levett-Y6ats (S. K.). THE TRAITOR'S
WAY.

ORRAIN.

Linton (E. Lynnl. THE TRUE HIS-
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN.

Malet (Lucas). THE CARISSIMA.
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION.

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). MRS. PETER
HOWARD.

A LOST ESTATE.
THE CEDAR STAR.
THE PATTEN EXPERIMENT.
A WINTER'S TALE.

Marchmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD-
LEY'S SECRET.

A MOMENT'S ERROR.

Mappyat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE.
JACOB FAITHFUL.

Mapch (Richapd). A METAMORPHOSIS.
THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE.
THE GODDESS.
THE JOSS.

Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.

Matheps (Heleni. HONEY.
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT
SAM'S SWEETHEART.
THE FERRYMAN.

Meade (Mrs. L. T.). DRIFT.

Miller (Esther). LIVING LIES.

Mltford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE
SPIDER.

THE ALIEN.

, THE HOLE IN

Montp6sor (F. F.).

Moprison (Arthur)
THE WALL.

Nesblt (E.). THE RED HOUSE.

Norrls (W. E.). HIS GRACE.
GILES INGILBY.
THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY.
LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS.
MATTHEW AUSTEN.
CLARISSA FURIOSA.

Oliphant (Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE.

THE PRODIGALS.
THE TWO MARYS.

Oppenheim (E. P.).

(

MASTER OF MEN.

Parker (Sir Gilbert). THE POMP OF
THE LAVILETTES.
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC.
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD.

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE.

I CROWN THEE KING.

Phillpotts (Eden). THE HUMAN BOY.
CHILDREN OF THE MIST.
THE POACHER'S WIFK
THE RIVER.
• Q

' (A. T. Quiller Couch). THE
V/HITE WOLF.

Ridge (W. Pett). A SON OF THE STATE.
LOST PROPERTY.
GEORGE and THE GENERAL.
A BREAKER OF LAWS.
ERE.

Russell (W. Clark). ABANDONED.
A MARRIAGE AT SEA.
MY DANISH SWEETHEART.
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS.

Sergeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF
BEECHWUOD.

BALBARA'S MONEY.
THE YELLOW DIAMOND.
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME.
Sldgwick (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS-
MAN.

Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS.
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
ASK MAMMA.
Walford (Mrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH.
COUSINS.
THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER.
TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS.
Wallace (General Lew). BEN-HUR.
THE FAIR GOD.

Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE ADVEN-
TURERS.

CAPTAIN FORTUNE.
Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR.
Wells (H. G.). THE SEA LADY.

Whitby (Beatrice). THE RESULT OF
AN A XIDENT.

White (Percy). A PASSIONATE PIL-
GRIM.

Williamson (Mrs. C N.). PAPA.
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