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An Old Acquaintance



Early in April Marius and his family arrived in Tarentum. One of the merchantmen belonging to the fleet owned by the
late Plautinus had taken them on board in the harbor of Pylos, and had conveyed them without mishap to their
destination. It had been descried in the offing early in the day by some of the loungers that spent their day
on the harbor piers, and as its approach had been delayed by light and baffling winds, time had been given to
organize something like a triumphal reception. Tarentum was all alive to see the strangers who had thus become
in a moment its wealthiest citizens. It did not accord with the dignity of the senate to be present officially
to welcome even the richest of private citizens, but there was not a senator but was present. Atilius the
notary, a wizened old man with a keen but not unkindly face, was of course on the spot, conspicuous with a
newly washed white toga, edged with a purple stripe of unusual breadth (he held the high office of town-clerk).
That day he had the proud position of introducer. It was he, and he alone, who, for the time at least, could
determine who should and who should not have the pleasure of making acquaintance with the wealthy Philareté.
And he had accordingly the satisfaction of having persons of distinction, who were commonly somewhat cold and
distant, claiming a familiar acquaintance with him. He had small opportunities, however, of dispensing his
favors. He had barely introduced himself when Marius, rather alarmed by the crowd, to which the loneliness of
Scyllus had not accustomed him, whispered in his ear, "My dear sir, let us have nothing of a procession. Say
whatever is civil and right to our friends, but let us get home as quickly as we can."



"You must at least greet the senators," answered the notary; and Marius, promptly concealing his weariness and
anxiety to be gone, spoke a few courteous words to the ten gentlemen whom he proceeded to introduce. "I hope,"
he said with a polite inclination, "I hope to receive my friends very speedily. Meanwhile we all want rest."



A litter, carried by eight stout African slaves, was in waiting for the ladies. Marius and his son followed on
foot, accompanied by the notary, who did the honors of the town with much ceremony. It was indeed a town of
which its citizens might well be proud. The streets were broad and well kept, the houses stately, shining with
white marble, which, in that fine climate, was still almost as bright as on the day in which it was hewn into
shape. More than one towering temple struck the eyes of the strangers as they passed along, the most
conspicuous among them being that of the great Twin Brethren, the deities under whose special protection
Tarentum was supposed to be. But for all its splendor the city had something of the air of decay. There were
few vehicles in the streets; these few were for the
most part not wagons or carts engaged in trade, but the carriages of the wealthy. On the footways there was no
throng of passengers; in the least frequented streets grass might be seen growing.



The house for which our party was bound stood on the south side of the market-place. Its outside appearance was
unpretending and even mean; but when the porter, who had evidently been watching for the arrival of the new
owners, threw open the outer door the scene was changed as if by magic. The vestibule was paved with variegated
marbles, and lined on either side by statues in white marble. Beyond this was an open court, with a fountain
rising in the middle so high that its topmost jets were touched by the evening sun, and with orange and lemon
trees, on which the fruit was just beginning to form, round the sides. Opening out of this court were a
library, lighted from above, with its four walls lined with bookcases; a winter dining chamber, looking upon
the bay, with its windows so arranged that they could catch every ray of the sun from its rising to its
setting; another for summer use, looking to the north; smaller chambers meant for sitting-rooms and boudoirs,
and two ranges of bed-chambers, intended for summer and winter use. Our friends had brought only three or four
personal attendants, but they found all their wants carefully and promptly attended to. A large and, it was
evident, a carefully drilled, army of slaves was at their command. The notary, who continued to play the part
of host, whispered a few directions to an elderly slave of portly figure who was in attendance. After a short
interval had been allowed for the washing and changing which are so grateful after a
voyage, the party was summoned to the dining chamber. They would gladly have been alone, but Marius saw that
the notary expected an invitation, and was too kind-hearted not to give it. The repast, for the meagreness of
which the man of business thought it necessary to apologize, was yet sumptuous enough to astonish our friends,
accustomed as they had been for many years to the simple fare of their country home. There were six kinds of
fish, dressed with various sauces, and their attention was especially called to an unusually large turbot which
had been caught, they were told, by a fisherman of Barium, and sent by special messenger as a present to the
Lady Philareté. A fat goose, a couple of guinea-fowl, a score of thrushes, a dish of sow's udder, and a quarter
of lamb, were among the other delicacies provided, Philareté mentally resolving, as dish after dish was
presented to her, that she would have less profuse house-keeping in the future. On the subject of wine the
notary waxed eloquent. "That, sir," he said, pointing to a flask of ample proportions which stood at Lucius'
elbow, "is the wine of the country, and the best that can be got. It is considered patriotic to have it on
one's table, but I cannot unreservedly commend it. Our southern suns make it somewhat fiery. After all, there
is nothing like Falernian and Setine. Our dear friend who is gone did not agree with me, I know. He was a true
Tarentine, and would seldom drink what he called Roman wines. But he always kept them for his friends, and of
the very best. We have—Pardon me, sir; I should have said you have casks in your cellar that, I venture to
say, are a good deal older than yourself, but I thought that to-day an ordinary vintage would suffice."



"I am very much obliged to you for all your care," said Marius, "but the truth is that I seldom drink any
wine, be the vintage good or bad. My son is still more abstemious, and the ladies never touch it by any
chance."



"My dear sir," said the little man, "you astonish me. A very few of our most aristocratic ladies are
water-drinkers. It is a tradition in our best Greek families; but among gentlemen the habit is unknown. You and
your son are likely to be the only water-drinkers in Tarentum, except, it may be, one or two Jew merchants."



Not long after he took his leave, disappointed of the long carouse which, on the strength of his acquaintance
with the well-filled cellars of Plautinus, he had promised himself. The family, not a little relieved at his
departure, looked at each other for a little while in a silence which Rhodium was the first to break. "This is
awful," she said. "If this is a meagre dinner, for so the little man called it, what must a full one be like?
How shall we live through it?"



"My dear Rhodium," her mother replied, "we won't be made the slaves of our riches; but we shall have to submit
to go through a good deal that will be very tiresome. I sometimes wish that the old man had found some other
way of disposing of his money. Still there arc consolations, and one of them I may administer at once. Your
father and I have made up our minds that though we must live here for several months in the year we will pay a
long visit every year to our old dear little home in Scyllus. With summer and autumn there we can very well get
through winter and spring here. After a while, I dare say, you will find riches more
tolerable than you think. Take care that their charm does not grow upon you."



The room in which the party was assembled might well indeed have done something to reconcile one to wealth. The
prospect from the windows was glorious; the famous bay lay stretched before the eyes almost as calm as a lake,
and now brightened with the long lines of the latest sun-beams glistening upon it. Three windows occupied the
whole of one side of the room, and made a prominent bow, with the left side almost facing the east, the right
just catching the sunset. The opposite wall, in which were doors leading to the kitchen, and to two or three
sleeping and sitting chambers, was wholly covered with a rich purple curtain, one of the finest products of the
dyeing-works of the town. The western wall was covered with a fresco, "The Gods Feasting in Olympus," a copy
of one of the best pictures of the palmy days of Greece; on the opposite side of the room the patriotism of a
native artist had pictured one of the victories of Pyrrhus, the friend whose help had cost Tarentum so dear. It
was a spirited battle scene, in which the elephants, the "huge earth-shaking beasts" that had more than once
broken the Roman line of battle, were conspicuous. The floor was tessellated. Heads of Ceres the corn-goddess,
and of Pomona the fruit-goddess, fish with scales of gold and silver and purple, pheasants with all their
gorgeous colors, and doves with their sheeny plumage admirably represented, were among the patterns. The
couches and chairs were of ebony, picked out with gold; every coverlet and cushion was of Tarentine purple. The
library, besides its books, which Marius afterwards
found to be admirably selected, was adorned with priceless marbles and bronzes. Every chamber was appropriately
furnished. It was evident, in fact, that Plautinus had had not less taste than wealth.



Our friends, on separating for the night, agreed to meet for an early morning walk. To give this as much as
possible the interest of an exploration, it was agreed that they should go without a guide, and take the
direction that chance suggested. The result, we shall see, was curiously interesting.



"Which way shall we go?" said Marius to his wife and children as they met in the vestibule. "Say, Rhodium; we
leave the choice to you."



"With the wind," cried the girl; and as she spoke there came a light breath, carrying with it a delicious
remembrance of the sea from the gulf. Obedient to the guide thus chosen, the party turned their faces
northwards. A walk of a few hundred yards brought them to the north gate of the city, through which the women
from the neighboring villages were now thronging with their baskets of poultry, fruit, and other delicacies for
the insatiable town. The country immediately under the walls was flat, and, to all appearance, somewhat
neglected; and the walk did not promise much interest. But a sudden turn in the road changed the prospect. An
enclosure of some six or seven jugera (a little more than four acres) in extent, surrounded with a low hedge of
privet, which was in full bloom, lay before them. The garden, for such it evidently was, was a perfect blaze of
color. On the north side, where they would not hinder the sunshine, was a row of young plane-trees.
Apple, pear, and plum trees, planted so as to leave ample room for air and sunshine, reached in orderly array
to the southern boundary, where a long line of bee-hives was set, skilfully placed so as to be sheltered but
not shadowed by the hedge. A narrow path divided the garden into two parts, which seemed severally devoted to
profit and pleasure, one being stocked with every variety of vegetable, the other variegated with flower-beds
of every variety of hue and fragrance. Over the gate was an inscription in Latin, a couple of verses inviting
the passer-by to enter. Close by, busy with a rose-tree which, early as it was in the year, already promised to
be a mass of bloom, stood an old man, who was evidently the master of the place, and who, hearing the sound of
footsteps, turned round and courteously repeated the invitation of his inscription. This done, he turned again
to resume a conversation which the arrival of the strangers had interrupted.



"No, sir," he said, "there is no one in Italy who can bring roses into the market earlier than I can, but they
import them from Egypt and beat me. They have absolutely no winter there—I knew the country well when I was
young—while here the spring frosts are cruel, positively cruel. I thought that this year we should never have
been quit of the north wind, and it was cold as if it blew straight from the Alps, which, they tell me, are
covered all the year round with snow."



"My good friend," said the person whom he addressed, "if you had lived as near the Alps as I have you would be
better content than you are. In my country I have seen the little pools positively frozen as late as this. I
never felt
safe about my fruit blossom till long after the middle of the month. Some years it would come almost to
nothing, while your trees, as far as I have seen, have about as many apples, and pears, and plums upon them in
the autumn as they have had flowers in the spring."



The speaker was a noticeable person. His figure was tall and slight, with something of a stoop; his face pale,
dark in complexion and irregular in feature, but lighted up with a pair of singularly brilliant eyes. His voice
was peculiarly sweet and gentle, and his accent, as Marius immediately perceived, that of a cultured man.



"Ah, sir!" replied the old man, "frost is only one of the gardener's enemies, and the less we have of that the
more we are pestered with weeds and live creatures of every kind. I can hardly look round but I find the whole
place choked up with a fresh crop of thistles, and darnel, and burrs, and caltrops. As for the caterpillars,
the mice, the beetles, and above all the birds, they are past all bearing. I spent three drachmas,
denarii  you call them, on that Priapus there—they told me that it would frighten the birds, and I see the
little rascals picking the fruit under his very nose."



"My friend," said the other, "I feel for you. I, too, was a farmer, till I took to a worse trade. But I must
not keep you any longer from your work. Give me a bunch of roses, and mind that you keep your first
strawberries for me. I have to leave for Rome to-morrow, but I shall be back in time for them." And with a
kindly farewell to the old man and a courteous salutation to our party, he turned away.



"That, sir," said the old gardener to Marius, "is, they tell me, a great man at Rome; a poet they call him;
gets
as much for a score of verses as I can earn in a year. But I don't grudge it to him. He made that inscription
for me that you see over the gate—I am told it is very fine—and would take nothing for it but a little twig
of olive. That was his fancy, sir. He said it was the best pay he could have. He comes from the north, I
understand; had his farm taken away from him by a soldier, and was very near being killed when he tried to get
it again. He lives here a good deal in the winter, and I see him most days. He is always asking me questions
about my flowers, and about my bees too, sir. He is never tired of talking about bees. I tell him what I notice
of their ways, about their following their king, and sharing their work and helping each other. And he has
taught me one or two things worth knowing. But he is not quite practical, to my mind. He told me the other day
how I was to get a new stock if I should want it. I was to kill a young bullock without breaking the skin and
shut it up for a month, and at the end of the time I should find the carcass full of bees. They did so in
Egypt, he said. That may be, sir, but I doubt whether here one would get any thing but a stock of flies. If I
want a new stock, sir, I shall go and buy it. That will be better, I take it, than risking the value of an ox.
No, sir, I doubt whether he is a practical bee-master, but he has a better trade than that, for all he says.
But excuse my chattering. It is the way of old men. Let me just finish with this tree, and then I will attend
to you."



Marius had long been struck by something that seemed familiar in the old man's face, and still more in his
voice, especially when he had grown excited in discoursing on the
wrongs of gardeners, but he could not succeed in remembering who he was. Unconsciously the old man helped him
out of the difficulty. Taking off his broad-brimmed felt hat he showed a curious scar that seemed half the
length of his forehead close under the hair. In a moment there flashed upon Marius, vivid as if he had been
present at it but the day before, the scenes of long-past days. He resolved to feel his way by a few questions.



"Have you always been a gardener? I heard you say something about Egypt. Did you follow the same trade there? "



"No, sir; I learned the business here. Began it five-and-thirty years ago come next autumn."



"And you saw something, I dare say, of the world in your youth. A sailor, perhaps?"



"Yes, sir, I was a sailor;" and the old man gave a suspicious look at his questioner.



"Did you ever happen to see the great harbor of Syracuse; see it, I mean, from the water? And do you know an
island somewhere off the north-east corner of Crete? And do you remember a young Roman, one Lucius Marius, who
owes you something which he never can repay, and certainly will never forget?"



The old gardener had listened with something like dismay to the earlier questions, but at the name of Lucius
Marius his anxious gaze relaxed into a smile. "And you "—he said.



"I," replied our hero, "am Lucius Marius."



For a few minutes the old man seemed unable to speak. Recovering himself a little he said, "It is not many of
my
old acquaintances that I should care to meet. But you—the gods be thanked for sending you in my way."



"Come," said Marius, "tell us your story from the day that we parted. Up to that time my wife and my children
know it, I may say, by heart. It was always the tale that the little ones would choose when they were to have a
special treat."



"You shall have it, or as much of it as is worth telling. But come and sit down on the bench yonder under that
pear-tree, for it won't be finished in a moment or two."




An Adventure



Lucius did not fail to present himself on the day appointed at the residence of the Prefect of Capua. He was perhaps a
little disappointed with the appearance and manner of his superior. The quæstor was a man of about thirty-two,
sufficiently good-looking, but already somewhat unwieldy and corpulent, foppish in his dress, and with a
drawling, affected voice, which was not a little irritating to any one who was compelled to listen to it. Just
then he was full of the grievance of having to leave Rome at such an inconvenient time, and began at once to
pour his griefs into the ears of his subordinate.



"It is perfectly monstrous," he said, "making one leave Rome in April! If it had been in December, now, it
would have been different. I am told that Sicily is very pleasant and warm in winter, while Rome is so cold
that one can hardly keep one's self alive. But now, at the very best time of the year, when it is neither too
hot nor too cold, when all the best people are in town and there are entertainments every day, it is cruel to
be banished in this way."



These complaints were repeated again and again at every
stage of the journey. Lucius was soon exceedingly weary of them, and was not much better pleased when the
quæstor varied them with anecdotes about himself and his friends. According to his own showing there had never
been a man so popular and so ill-treated.



"I should have been on the highroad to be consul," he would say, "if I had had my deserts. But there are some
great people whom I didn't please; too independent, my dear lad, too original for them. If you want to get on
you must be commonplace."



His talk, however, was not always so empty and conceited. He had lived among great people, and had seen great
events; and though he did not really understand either the one or the other, the personal details which as an
eye-witness he could sometimes give were often remarkably interesting. He had been a spectator of some of the
most dreadful scenes of the civil wars, and he made his young hearer's blood run cold by describing how he had
seen the market-place of Rome almost ankle-deep in blood, with human heads piled up in heaps against the walls
of the houses. All his reminiscences, however, were not of so dismal a character. He had been a boy of ten when
Lucius' great kinsman, Caius Marius, came back from his victory over the barbarians from beyond the Alps, and
had had such a triumph as Rome had never seen before. Lucius was intensely interested in hearing all that he
could recollect about it.



"I can see it all," he said, "as if it had happened yesterday. How the streets were crowded! I remember my
father saying that all Italy seemed to have emptied itself
into them. And what shouting! And then the procession itself! Of course it wasn't so splendid as some that have
been seen. The barbarians hadn't much gold and silver and jewels to make a great show; but all that there was
was so strange, it seemed as if it came from another world. There were the great wagons lumbering along, drawn
by such oxen as never had been seen, with horns five feet long from root to tip. And then the prisoners! If the
oxen were big, what were the men! Our tallest Romans seemed children beside them. One could not imagine how the
soldiers had managed to make a stand against them and actually conquer them. And they were as like to each
other as so many brothers, all with yellow hair and ruddy faces, and eyes as blue as the sea. The king was an
absolute giant, nearly eight feet high. I remember being almost afraid to look at him, and dreaming of him for
weeks and weeks afterwards."



The quæstor had also much that was interesting to say about Marcus Tullius. For the most part he was far too
fashionable a person to show anything like enthusiasm; but for Tullius he did seem to have a genuine
admiration.



"Ah!" he said, "you people at Arpinum ought to be proud of your townsman. You have never heard him speak? Well,
that is a real treat in store for you. I don't care much in general for law or politics; but I never miss a
chance of hearing him. He is absolutely irresistible. There is nothing that he won't talk you into believing.
You may know that he has got no case; but before he has done he makes every thing so plain and clear that you
can't imagine how you ever thought otherwise."



For two or three days the travellers pursued their journey without interruption; but as they went farther south
they found a general feeling of uneasiness along the road. At an inn which had been built just where a branch
road turned off to Pæstum, the host, who had been much gratified by the quæstor's loudly-expressed appreciation
of his fare, especially some fat beccaficos and a haunch of roe-buck, was very emphatic in his warnings about
the dangers which threatened all travellers in Southern Italy.



"My dear sir," he said, "be advised by me, if you don't want to fall into the hands of Spartacus. Since the
spring began he has been on the move, and the roads are not safe. I had a couple of merchants here the other
day, and they told me all about him. He does not seem such a bad sort of fellow, though he is a rebel. They
were taken, it seems, on the road near Laüs, and of course gave themselves up for lost. But they got no harm
after all. They were marched up to Thurii, where Spartacus and his men have been all the winter. The place,
they said, was a wonderful scene, as much like a fair as a camp. People were thronging in from all the country
to buy and sell, and the harbor was full of ships. You see, sir, these people have picked up a pretty lot of
plunder from one place or another; for they have run over nearly the whole of the east side of Italy from north
to south, and they are ready to sell what they have got very cheap. There are some capital bargains to be had
there, I am told, and I can very well believe it. My friends the merchants made a very good business of their
trip, even according to their own account, and one does not expect a trader to be quite correct when he gives
you the credit side of his account. You see they had six mules' loads of arms with them, swords and daggers of
the very best quality from Corsica and Spain, and these are just what Spartacus is always ready to buy. He gave
them pretty well their own prices, and I don't suppose they spared him. And then they did a little business on
their own account. They might have bought any amount of silver plate, but that wouldn't have suited them. You
see pieces of plate can be recognized, and that would not have answered their purpose. They did buy a few gold
cups for about half the price of the metal, as I understood, and had them melted down. But the chief business
they did was in jewels and fine stuffs, linen and silks (the new textures, you know, that they bring now from
the far East). They sold two of their mules, and came away with the others pretty well laden; and if you will
believe me, sir, they did not lose a pennyweight of goods or a penny's worth of money. And Spartacus gave them
a safe-conduct too. If it had not been for that, they told me, they would have been taken half-a-dozen times or
more upon their journey back."



"Well," said Manilius, "I don't particularly wish to make this gentleman's acquaintance. I have nothing to
sell, you see, and I am in a hurry. But what would you advise, for I must get on, you understand? I want, as I
think you know, to make the best of my way to Sicily, and I should best like, for more reasons than one, to go
as far as I can by land."



The landlord considered a while. "I have it. Wait here two or three days. I will answer for it you won't repent
it, for I see that you are a gentleman who knows what is good. This will give you time to send a messenger on
to the nearest camp, and to get an answer back. Varro the prætor has got a very fair force with him at Velia—
two legions, I understand, and about as many more auxiliaries, encamped about thirty miles to the south from
here; and I did hear of his intending to march as far as Laüs. Well, if he does, you might go with him, and the
rebels will think twice before they meddle with a force like that. Will that suit you? "



"Exactly," answered the quæstor. "Laüs is the very place I want to go to. I have business of importance there
which I should not like to neglect. That done I can take ship."



"Very good," said the landlord. "Then I will send off a messenger to the prætor, if you will write a few lines
for him to carry. It is now about an hour to noon, and he will do the thirty miles, barring accidents, in five
hours. Give him three hours to rest, and he will be back long before you are out of your beds to-morrow, for he
is as active and long-winded a young fellow as ever I saw. You will see from the answer he brings back what you
had best do. You can, if need be, by making an early start, reach the camp to-morrow. But if there is no need
for hurry, I should strongly recommend you to stay."



The letter was written and the messenger despatched, with strict injunctions to lose no time upon the road. The
man, a spare young fellow, whose legs seemed to have been developed out of all proportion to the rest of his
body, started at a good round trot. He made indeed such excellent
use of his time that he was back at the inn before dawn the next day. He brought a despatch addressed to the
quæstor, which, as it was marked "urgent" on the outside, that official, not altogether to his liking, was
roused to receive. It ran as follows:—



" Marcus Terentius Varro to Tiberius Manilius Quæstor greeting.



"It will be very grateful to me to afford you the protection which you seek for your journey, and, if I may
speak as a friend, to have your companionship. Know, therefore, that it is my intention to set out, if the
auspices be favorable, at daybreak the day after to-morrow. It will be necessary that you should reach the camp
to-morrow. If you can arrive in good time, which, indeed, is a thing to be desired for other reasons, the road
being not altogether safe, you and your friend will, if it is pleasing to you, dine with me. Farewell.



"Given at my camp, at Velia, the tenth day of April."



The party started at early dawn. Two traders, who had business in towns farther south, had asked and received
permission to join them, and the party numbered about twenty, the greater part of whom were, of course, slaves.
All were armed. Though unable to resist any serious attacks from the rebels, if they should be unlucky enough
to fall in with them, they might count on being safe from any chance marauders, bands of whom infested the
country, making a profit out of its disturbed condition. As it turned out they met with no molestation. A
number of ill-looking fellows, in parties of two or three, were hanging about the roads, who probably would
have robbed and murdered a
single traveller, but felt it prudent to have nothing to do with the quæstor and his well-equipped company.



The prætor's camp was reached about an hour before sunset; and Manilius found awaiting him a message from the
general, renewing for him and his companion the invitation to dinner. They had just time to enjoy the luxury of
a bath, and to change their clothes, when the dinner hour, which, for their accommodation, had been fixed
unusually late, arrived. They found a numerous party assembled in the prætor's tent, a spacious erection which
was used only on occasions when he gave an entertainment to his officers. Six tribunes and about twice as many
centurions of the first rank were present, and the party was completed by two or three young men, none of them
much older than our hero, friends or connections of the prætor, who lived in his quarters, and had much the
same relation to him as an aide-de-camp in the present day has to the general to whom he is attached. The talk
turned, of course, very much on the prospects of the war, and Lucius found that those who were best qualified
to judge thought that it would be a serious matter. One of the youngsters, his tongue possibly loosened by
copious draughts of the prætor's wine, began to talk in a loud and boastful tone of the short work which would
be made with the rebels.



"I can't conceive," he said, "how it is that these fellows have been allowed to make head against us so long.
It is a shame to think of a parcel of slaves beating consuls and their armies. Don't you think, sir, that we
might do what I heard some fellows did with their slaves some hundreds of years ago? My tutor, who was a Greek,
read the story
to me out of one of his books, and I have never forgotten it; it seemed to me such a capital way of dealing
with such rascals. I remember it was something of this kind. The masters had been away, fighting somewhere for
years and years; and when they came back they found that their slaves had rebelled, and had taken possession of
their houses and every thing else, and were encamped on the border of the country with a regular army, ready to
fight. Well, they did fight; and the first day neither got much the better of it, and the masters saw that if
they did win in the end there would not be many of them left, and of their slaves none at all. Well, sir, the
story went on to say, they went out the next day, not with arms in their hands but with whips, and the slaves,
as soon as ever they saw them, gave in and begged for mercy, the old habit was so strong. I vote we go out
against these rascals with whips."



"My young friend," said the prætor, "that is a very good story, and I am very much obliged to you for telling
it. But, depend upon it, we shall have to use our swords, and use them with all our might, against Spartacus
and his people. You may call them slaves, and so in a sense they are; but there are few of them who were not
born free. Spartacus himself was a Thracian shepherd, taken prisoner in some foray; and a number of the others
have come to be what they are in just the same way. We pick out from our prisoners of war the very best and
strongest we can find for our gladiators, teach them all we can, make them as strong and brave and skilful as
is possible; and now we find ourselves matched to fight them. I tell you, gentlemen, it is no trifle we have
before us. Man for man these fellows are better
than we are; as brave, for they have been used to hold their lives in their hands; and stronger, for they are
all picked men; and better swordsmen, for they have handled nothing else but the sword all their lives. We
shall beat them in the end, but we shan't do it to-day or to-morrow."



The young Roman made no answer, though he whispered to Lucius, who was his neighbor, "The old fellow is rather
a croaker; but he is as good a soldier, they say, as there is—thirty campaigns, and pretty nearly as many
wounds. He will tell you the story of them whenever he has had a cup more than usual, but commonly he is as
modest as a girl about them. That cut over the left eye he got from Sertorius himself. You see he has lost the
little finger of his left hand; it was cut off by a Teuton at Raudium. Yes; he has a right to talk; but I don't
see, for all that, why we should not make mincemeat of these ruffians a little quicker than he thinks."



Lucius was soon to see whether the old man or the young was in the right. The army moved, as had been arranged,
early the next morning. The prætor marched with all the caution of a veteran who knew his business, and who did
not despise his enemy; but the line of march was one which it was not easy to reconnoitre. The first day and
the second the progress of the army was unimpeded. Not a single enemy showed himself from morning to night;
and, consequently, though the vigilance of the commander was not relaxed, some of his subordinates began to
grow a little careless. It was late in the afternoon of the third day that the advanced guard of the army,
which was moving without scouts properly thrown out, found itself suddenly attacked.
A squadron of cavalry was in the extreme front of the line of march. Its commanding officer was unluckily ill,
and was being carried in a litter; his next subordinate was ignorant and careless, and the men, who were not
kept in hand as they should have been, and had been making free with the wine-casks of the farm where they had
made their mid-day halt, were half asleep upon their horses. In a moment a body of two or three hundred men,
which had been lying ambushed in a valley on the left side of the road, threw itself between the horsemen and
the infantry which was following them. The squadron was left without orders, for the officer in command had
lost his head, but the instinct of safety made them turn their horses' heads and try to regain their connection
with the main body. They made a charge, but it was languid and spiritless, and made little impression upon the
enemy. Only a few troopers, who happened to be particularly well horsed, or especially good swordsmen, cut
their way through; the rest were either taken prisoners or killed. The alarm passed quickly along the whole
line; a halt was immediately called; and as but little daylight was left, the prætor resolved to encamp for the
night where he was, and to make his position as safe as he could. Such a camp as the nature of the ground
allowed was hastily made, an hour's labor from the practised hands of the Roman soldiers rendering it
sufficiently strong to resist any but a most determined attack. The night, however, was spent in the midst of
continual alarm, and every one was glad when the light of the next day appeared. At first it seemed that the
enemy had disappeared, and that their advance was not to be disputed. The prætor, who had now
taken up his position with the van, moved cautiously forward, and had accomplished a march of about six miles
by noon when the scouts came racing in from the front, with the news that a formidable body of the enemy were
in position about half a mile farther along the road. A few minutes brought the prætor in view of this force.
The line of march was here crossed by a river, narrow but deep, and now swollen by the spring rains. There was
a bridge across this stream, so strongly built of stone that the enemy had not been able to break it down, as
they would probably have done had it been possible; but they had occupied it in force. The prætor's disposition
was already made. Two squadrons of cavalry were in advance, with about an equal number of men carefully picked
from the infantry among them; behind there was a number of catapults, and behind these again the main body of
the legions. At an arranged signal from the prætor, who had foreseen an obstruction of this kind, the advanced
force divided, making room for the action of the catapults. These poured a storm of stones and bullets upon the
defenders of the bridge. The range had been carefully taken, and almost every missile took effect. A retreat,
which was almost a flight, was the result, and before many moments had passed the bridge was clear. The cavalry
took immediate advantage of the opportunity and charged, the infantry following them at the double. Before the
enemy could rally, or could be joined by re-enforcements from their main body, the passage was secured and a
strong position established, protected by the catapults, which were now posted on the river bank on either side
of the bridge. Meanwhile a ford had been discovered higher
up the stream, a not very easy one certainly, and indeed almost dangerous, but still available for the cavalry
and for the light-armed troops, and relieving the pressure on the narrow thoroughfare of the bridge. Rafts,
too, were hastily constructed, and some of the Spanish auxiliaries attached to the legions made the passage in
the way with which they were familiar in their own country, swimming across by the help of inflated skins.
Early in the afternoon the whole of the fighting men had crossed, excepting the guard which protected the
baggage, and the non-combatants. These could hardly be transported before nightfall. Orders had been issued
that the men should take their midday meal as opportunity served. This had been easily done, many finding a
convenient time while they were waiting for their turn to cross. The men, their strength thus recruited, and
greatly inspirited by the brilliant success at the bridge, were eager to fight. It soon became evident that
they were not to be disappointed. The enemy, whose numbers were roughly guessed to be about a third greater
than the prætor's army, had made their dispositions for a battle, and were manifestly determined not to give
way. The ground on the farther side of the river was such that there would be little room for strategy, and
that the two armies would have a fair trial of strength. It rose gently to a height of about three hundred
feet, with an incline which may have measured a mile in length. It was unenclosed and open, except for a few
small copses scattered about it.



About three o'clock the legions began to move up the slope, the skirmishers being in front, and the cavalry
moving along at a foot's pace on either wing. Lucius was of course
eager to do his part, and begged the prætor to employ him in any way or at any place where he might be of use.
The general answered with much good sense and kindness:



"My dear lad," he said, "you must be guided by me. It is your business to make the best of your way into
Sicily. It is not your business to fight in South Italy. You have to help Tiberius Manilius the quæstor, and
not Marcus Varro the prætor. I might order you to go to the rear and get out of the way of danger. But I won't.
You might take it as an affront. But I do order you not to strike a blow if you can help it. I have got
foot-soldiers and troopers enough to win the day if we are to win it, and one more would make no difference.
Stay with me. I may make use of you as a messenger. If the need comes I shan't scruple to do it, for the work
of the republic must be done somehow. Meanwhile stay with me, and be content with looking on. You shall see
something, I promise you, worth seeing. My men are pretty good, and these fellows there are not to be disposed
of in such a hurry as our young friend thought the other night. We have begun well. You see they were not
prepared for the catapults. I fancy they have none themselves, and could not make much of them if they had. I
only hope that we shall end as well as we have begun."



The battle had now fairly begun. The skirmishers had fallen back on the main body, which was now within a few
yards of the enemy. The heavy javelins which the Romans carried were discharged with great effect, and the
rebel line began to waver. But when the two opposing armies actually closed the advantage seemed to be the
other way. The
fact was that man for man, as the prætor had foreseen, the enemy were superior. Wherever the Romans could act
in a body, could keep their military formation and advance in an unbroken line, their discipline and the power
it gave them of acting together told heavily in their favor. Whenever, on the contrary, the battle became a
series of hand-to-hand conflicts, they suffered severely. The ordinary foot-soldier, often fresh from the
plough, was no match in strength, or stature, or skill in arms for the gladiator, always a practised swordsman,
and often a giant in stature, with whom he was matched. On the whole, it was true, the ground favored the
better-disciplined troops, and the Romans slowly advanced. The experienced eye of the prætor saw, however, that
this advance was not made without serious losses, and, aware that his own forces were outnumbered, began to
grow anxious for the result. Meanwhile he continued to follow the movement of his troops, directing, by
messages conveyed by his aides-de-camp, the man�uvres of his subordinate officers. It was nearly sunset when an
incident occurred that compelled him to use the services of Lucius. His quick eye discerned an admirable
opportunity for throwing his cavalry, which hitherto had taken little part in the action, upon the left flank
of the enemy.



"Ah!" he cried to Lucius in a cheerful voice, for he was one of the men whose spirits rise under the excitement
of danger, "now is your time. I must use you, whether I will or no. Ride as fast as you can to Lucius Verus,
prefect of the cavalry, and tell him to charge. He is to make his way up that hollow yonder on the left of the
enemy. It will pretty well keep him out of sight till he is close upon them.
Then he is to charge and do his best. But, mind, you are not to go with him. On your obedience now, promise."



Lucius started off at full speed and delivered his message. He found the cavalry fretting at their inaction,
and delighted to receive the order to charge. The young aide-de-camp whose vain self-confidence had been so
severely reproved by the prætor had been told off to do staff duty with the prefect of cavalry, and recognized
our hero.



"Ah!" he cried; "well met. Come along with us and see what these fellows are made of."



"I must go back to the prætor. He strictly commanded me not to charge, and I gave him my promise."



"Very good!" cried the other lightly; "and glad to give it, I dare say. Farewell, then, till we meet again."



[image: [Illustration]]


LUCIUS UNHORSED AND TAKEN PRISONER.


It was carelessly said, without much thought of the meaning which it might bear; but Lucius's blood boiled at
what seemed to him an intolerable insult. For a moment obedience and promise were forgotten. Then the old
training regained its power. He turned his horse's head away and rode slowly back, tears of vexation and rage
slowly running down his cheeks as he went. From these bitter thoughts he was roused by a sound which seemed to
show that the battle was coming nearer to the route which would take him back to the prætor's side. A hasty
glance showed him that this was indeed the case. The left wing of the Roman force had given way. A column of
the enemy had broken the front, and were now driving it back in something like a rout. At the head of this
column was a man of gigantic stature, who, wielding a sword of enormous length and weight, seemed to cut down a
Roman at every stroke. His
followers were little inferior in strength or stature, and it was evident that a serious danger threatened at
least a part of the prætor's army. Before Lucius could collect his thoughts he saw that his way of return was
intercepted. It was not without a certain feeling of pleasure that he found himself free from his promise. His
blood had been heated by the sight of fighting, and was now raised to boiling point, so to speak, by the young
aide-de-camp's insult. He had now, it was clear, to defend himself, and he prepared to do so. But the fates had
ordered that his time for fighting should be yet a while delayed. He had drawn his sword and was preparing to
ride at the nearest of the enemy, when a heavy javelin struck his horse upon the ear. The animal, maddened by
the blow, reared and struggled, and threw him heavily on the ground with a force which made him unconscious.



Four-and-Twenty Years Afterwards



The time is the early morning of a day towards the end of February, when the short winter of Southern Greece is
nearing its end. A young man and a girl, both of remarkable beauty, are watching the sun as it rises from
behind the snow-capped hills of Arcadia. At the first glance one would fancy that the four-and-twenty years are
a dream, that this youth is the very same Lucius Marius whom we have followed in many a perilous adventure by
sea and land; this girl the fair Tarentine, Philareté, whom he had won for his bride when we last bade him
farewell. Looking a little closer, we see a difference that was not at first sight perceptible. They are indeed
a young Marius, a young Philareté, but each has caught something from the other parent, the boy something of a
Greek fineness of feature and figure from his mother; the girl, something of Roman strength from her father. He
is, perhaps, less sturdy, she, perhaps, less beautiful, but they are certainly not degenerate. But see, here
comes our old friend himself. Now we see that the four-and-twenty years are no dream. His figure is somewhat
fuller than it was when we last saw him, his beard just streaked with gray, his step a shade slower. The young
people seem, indeed, to have outstripped him.



"Ho, youngsters!" he cries, "have you no pity on an old man, that you climb the hill at so merciless a pace?
Lucius, you might win the foot-race at the games next midsummer, but that your barbarian father has unluckily
spoiled your pedigree.
Rhodium [this, meaning Little Rose, was the girl's name], you are as swift of foot as Atalanta. But let us halt
a while, and wait for Sciton and the dogs."



The spot where they stood was one of remarkable beauty. Just below them was the wooded valley up the eastern
side of which they had climbed, with a river showing here and there its gleaming pools amongst the trees and
brushwood. Behind was a long stretch of forest, still full, as in the days of the old soldier and sportsman who
had once been the owner of the place, of game, great and small. On the east rose, ridge over ridge, the
mountains of Arcadia. In front was the most famous place in Greece, the plain of Olympia, with its river, its
groves of plane and olive, and its temples and treasure-houses just catching on their gilded roofs the first
rays of morning.



It was a view of which the father and his children were never weary; still they had not come to look at the
prospect. A glance at their dress and equipment will show that they have a more practical purpose. The elder of
the two men has a stout hunting spear with a broad point in his hand, the younger a staff and a sling in his
girdle, an implement with which he is singularly expert, being able to hit a flying bird of moderate size not
less than nine times out of ten. Even the girl is prepared for the chase. A light bow is
slung at her side; over her left shoulder hangs a quiver gayly adorned with purple and gold; meant, we may
perhaps guess, for ornament rather than use, for, huntress as she is, she has a woman's heart, and loves all
beasts both great and small.



They have not waited long before Sciton comes up with the dogs in two leashes. There are four of them, not
unlike the beagles of the present time, but somewhat stouter in build, somewhat bow-legged, and with curiously
long ears.



"I have set the nets, sir," says Sciton, "one between the two rocks at the south end of the wood, the other in
the old place by the spring. A hare has been there, I could see, not later than last night."



The party now moved forwards about a hundred yards, till they came to the edge of the wood. Here the dogs were
uncoupled, and the search for game began, the animals, encouraged by Sciton, who acted as huntsman, searching
the thick brushwood in a most methodical way. The party had not to wait long. In a few minutes' time a short
bark was heard, soon taken up by other voices.



 Diana be thanked!" cries the young man; "that was Warder's voice. He has found something, and something worth
hunting. I never knew him taken in."



In a moment the hounds are in full cry, heading away, it may be guessed from the direction of their voices, for
the wildest part of the wood.



"You had best stay here, Rhodium," says Lucius Marius: "the country yonder is too rough for you to follow. But
very likely the hare will double back this way. Don't wait too long for us; if we are not back by the time that
the sun
has got behind the pine-tree yonder, make the best of your way home. I shall leave the hunting spear here.
Don't trouble yourself about it. Some one shall come for it if we should not come back this way."



The girl was not in the least disconcerted at being thus left alone; nor did she seem likely to be dull. Her
first care was to gather two large bunches of flowers, one of violets, blue and white, the other of anemones
and narcissus. Her mother always expected her to bring home at least this spoil from her hunting. This done she
took a scroll from a fold in her tunic, and seating herself under a lime-tree that was just bursting into leaf,
prepared herself to read; for reading was at least as dear to her as hunting. She was soon engrossed in her
book, one which she knew almost by heart, but of which she was never tired, the story of how Sparta and Athens,
with more than half Greece either false or indifferent, turned back the hosts of the Persians.
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RHODIUM'S FIGHT WITH THE WILD BOAR.


She had been thus engaged for about an hour, closing her book every now and then to dream of what she might be
if the old days could come back, when the silence was broken by a faint sound in the distance. The hunt, it
seemed, was coming back. It grew louder as she listened till she could distinguish, she thought, the voices of
her father and brother as they cheered on the dogs. But what is this that comes crashing through the bushes?
Manifestly it is something much larger than a hare. Is it a stag, or possibly, for such visitants are not
unknown even close to the house, a bear or a wild boar? She is not long left in doubt. A boar, one of the
largest of his kind, with shining white tusks at least nine inches long, the bristles on his back erect with
rage, his
small eyes shining with a fiery green light, bursts out of the thicket. She sees that he is making straight for
her, and there is just a hundred yards of open ground between the wood and the seat under the tree before he is
upon her. The brave girl showed herself worthy of her race. An observer might have seen that her face was a
little paler than its wont, but that her eyes flashed with a fire which no one would have thought hidden in
their violet depths. She sounded the whistle that hung from her neck three times, the usual signal of urgent
need. Then catching at her father's hunting spear, with an inward thanksgiving to the gods that had inspired
him with the thought of leaving it, she prepared to receive the attack. Kneeling on one knee, she planted the
end of the spear on the ground and rested the haft on her leg, holding it firmly with both hands, so that the
point was about two feet from the ground. She had small hope of being able to stop the brute's charge, but she
might check it for a few moments, and meanwhile, though it was but a slender hope, her whistle might have
brought help. The boar was now close upon her, but she saw with delight that two of the dogs were in close
pursuit. The animal, blinded with rage, charged full upon the spear. Held in the sinewy, practised hands of a
hunter it might have pierced him to the heart; as it was, she had pointed it too high, and of course had not
held it with sufficient strength, and it made only a slight wound in the monster's tough hide. But it did her a
more useful service in a quite unexpected way. When the rush of the brute pushed aside the point, the shaft
caught her on the side and threw her on the ground, somewhat roughly it is true, but at least out
of the direct path of her enemy. The moment's delay was worth every thing. The dogs were now upon him, biting
fiercely at his hocks. He turned first upon one assailant, then upon the other, and inflicted rather an ugly
wound on Warder, who was older and less nimble than his comrade. Meanwhile, Rhodium, who had received no worse
hurt from her tumble than a little loss of breath, recovered her spear and prepared to resume her attitude of
defence. Happily it was not needed. Her brother, who was unmatched for speed and wind in all the country-side,
had been but a few yards behind the dogs, and now appeared upon the scene. He had, indeed, a dangerous task to
do, such as no hunter would venture on, save under the pressure of the most urgent need. He had no available
weapon but his long hunting knife, and if he failed to drive that home at the first blow his own chance of life
was small. Fortunately the boar was busily engaged with the dogs which were attacking him in front, and did not
notice the hunter's approach. He seized the opportunity, and drove the knife with all his might behind the near
foreleg. No second stroke was needed, as none certainly could have been given. The fierce brute, with one great
shudder, fell dead upon its side.



Rhodium, now that the peril was past, felt the usual reaction, and could scarcely stand. Lucius, who had
forgotten that girls are not made of stuff quite as strong as men, and that even for a man a first encounter
with a wild boar is a somewhat exhausting experience, was admiring the magnificent proportions of his prey,
when he heard a deep sigh behind him. Turning he saw that his sister was pale and trembling. Happily a remedy
was at hand. A flask was
then as now part of the usual equipment of the hunter. That which Lucius carried held a small quantity of
potent wine of Chios, so prepared that it was nearly as thick as treacle and as strong as brandy. He poured a
few spoonfuls of the cordial into the girl's mouth. It acted like magic, a result not to be wondered at when we
remember that she had never tasted any stimulant before. Philareté had kept up for herself and her daughter the
tradition of the best times of Greece, that wine was not for women. By the time her father had come up—and
his anxiety had very nearly made him keep pace with his fleet-footed son—she was herself again, and could
tell the story of her danger and escape with gayety and spirit. In fact it was he who now trembled and turned
pale, though he tried to hide his feeling by a laugh and a jest.



"Well, my daughter, Atalanta herself could not kill the great boar
without the help of the heroes. She gave him the first wound, just as you did to the beast yonder, and I dare
say was glad enough to have a Meleager at hand to finish him. And now, as we have had enough hunting for the
day, let us turn homeward."



A walk of about two miles brought the party to their home, a plain one-storied house, charmingly situated at
the upper end of the valley. Philareté stood under the porch waiting for their return. Time had touched her too
as lightly as her husband. The complexion of "roses and milk." was less brilliant than of old; the tell-tale
sun might
have showed a faint line or so upon her forehead; but her figure was as straight and almost as delicately
outlined as ever.



"What has happened?" she cried at once, the keen mother's eye discerning at once that there was something
unusual, perhaps because the gayety was just a little over-done.



Nothing new, except, if that is new, that you are the mother of heroes. We have been in the wars, but no one is
the worse, except poor Warder, and he will do well I do not doubt. Come, Sciton, let the mistress see him."



Sciton, who had skilfully sewn up the poor beast's wound, and was now carrying him in his arms, brought him
forward; and all were glad to see that the faithful creature was not too weak to lick Philareté's hand, and
even to dispose of a little honey-cake which she produced from her pouch.



In the course of a few minutes the family was seated at breakfast. Some broiled fish of the trout kind, a pile
of bread made into loaves of every variety of shape, a cheese very much like what is sometimes called cream but
should be called curd cheese among ourselves, a dish of grapes dried in the sun, apples whose rosy cheeks were
just beginning to wrinkle, and a great bowl of milk made up the meal. A small flask of wine was placed by the
seat of the master of the house, but any one who had watched it from day to day might have noted that it was
taken away, time after time, untouched. The story of the morning's adventure was duly told, not without some
tremors on the part of the mother, who could hardly be satisfied that Rhodium had escaped unhurt from so
terrible a foe.
"My darling," she cried, "you must never run such a risk again!"



"Oh, mother," answered Rodium, "and you a Spartan! This is not like 'with your shield or on it.'"



"Hush! Rhodium," said her father, "you must not answer your mother. Still we won't keep you spinning at home,
but we must see that your hunting is a little safer than it was to-day. The truth is, we ought never to have
left you. But who would have thought to find a wild boar within a mile of the house! I have never heard of
such a thing before."



The day was not to pass without further excitement. Breakfast was just finished when a young slave entered the
room.



"My lord," he said, "a letter-carrier is here, who says that he has come from Tarentum, with a letter for the
lady Philareté."



"Bring him in," said Marius.



The next minute the messenger was ushered in. He was a spare, well-knit man of thirty or thereabouts, so
curiously sunburnt that he might have been taken for an Asiatic, though he was really a Spaniard from one of
the northern districts. He had boots of untanned leather, with leggings of the same material, a short tunic
like a kilt just reaching to the knees, and an upper garment somewhat resembling a Norfolk jacket, belted at
the waist, with a pouch hanging over the left hip. He made a low reverence to each of the party as soon as he
was in the room, and then, approaching
Philareté, knelt on one knee and lifted the hem of her garment to his lips.



"Rise," she said; "and now for the message!"



The man took a small parcel from his pouch. It had a wrapping of purple cloth fastened together by a cord of
the same color. This cord was tied in an elaborate knot. Untying this with skilful fingers he presented the
enclosure to Philareté, again bending his knee as he did so, but returning to an upright position. It was a
small roll of parchment, stained of a yellow color on the back. A cord had been passed through and round it,
secured with a seal of clay that had been stained of a vermilion color.



After a look of inquiry to her husband, answered by him with a smiling nod, Philareté cut the cord and began to
read.



Marius dismissed the letter-carrier, saying at the same time to the slave who was waiting for orders outside
the door, "See that he has all he wants, and let me see him again a little before sunset."



Philareté meanwhile had been reading her letter with eyes that opened wider and wider with astonishment. "Come,
dearest," she said to her husband, "and tell me whether I am in my senses or not."



The letter which was so astonishing her was written in Latin strongly tinged with Greek idiom. We shall take
the liberty of giving it in English.



"Lucius Atilius, Notary of Tarentum, to the Honorable; Lady Philareté, greeting:



"It is my duty to inform you that the honorable citizen,, Marcus Plautinus, for many years one of the senators
of
this place, departed this life on the thirty-first day of January last. The said Plautinus, by a will which I
myself prepared three years ago, and which was duly signed and witnessed as the law directs, has made this
disposition of his property:



"To the city of Tarentum four hundred thousand sesterces (£3600), to be lent out, at the discretion of the
senators, to good names, the interest thereof to be paid monthly and distributed to the poor.



"To the town of Brundisium the same sum to be invested and employed the same way.



"To the Lady Philareté, wife of Lucius Marius, all that shall be left after payment of the above legacies,
whether of lands, houses, money, jewels, furniture, and all other property whatsoever.



 "I inform you with the greatest pleasure that this inheritance is of very great magnitude. The said Plautinus
died possessed of eighty million sesterces (£720,000), lent out on excellent security to owners of land, to
merchants, and to certain municipalities, of which Brundisium is the chief, owing ten million sesterces secured
upon the harbor dues.



"He also possessed fifty thousand jugera
of land; the fourth part of a fleet of twelve merchant ships, the half of a dyeing factory in this town, and
certain smaller properties of which you shall have full information in due time.



"It will be my greatest pleasure to assist you now and for the future in any thing that may concern this
property. Meanwhile I would suggest that you should either come yourself or send some trustworthy person to
look after
various matters which must of necessity be referred to you.



"I send herewith a letter, written by the testator to yourself, which he wished to be sent to you after his
death.



"Written from Tarentum, the 6th day of February, in the Seven Hundred and Fifteenth Year of the Building of
Rome."



"What does it all mean?" said Marius. "Do you remember this Plautinus at Tarentum?"



"Yes, I think so," replied his wife. "I remember him as already an old man when I was quite a child. He was
once a friend of my father's, but they quarreled on some matter of business and never spoke to each other
again. I remember having heard that his mother was a Greek, and, I think, a Spartan, of one of the royal
families. Perhaps we shall find something in his letter."



She opened the letter, and, after glancing over its contents, read it aloud. It ran thus:



"Marcus Plautinus to Philareté, wife of Lucius Marius, greeting:



"I have left you a great inheritance, because you are of the same race as my mother. She was the best of women,
and there cannot fail to be something of good in you. I have not cumbered it with any conditions or burdens,
deeming that when a man has lived his life he should loose his hold upon his possessions. Alive, I did not
stint the gods of their due, nevertheless, I have not charged that property that once was mine but now is
yours, with any due of tithe and offering (the charge of four thousand sesterces yearly to the Temple of the
Twin Brethren which lies upon my house
in the Forum lay thereon when I bought it, nor have I been able to redeem it). I charge you also to be
bountiful while you live; but think not to win the favor of heaven by gifts of that which costs you nothing
after you are dead. Be merciful to the poor; be lenient to your debtors; and, if it be possible, suffer not
yourself to be corrupted by good fortune. I sometimes doubt whether I have done ill or well to you and yours in
leaving you this wealth. May the gods turn it to good! Farewell!



"Written on the first day of January, in the third year of the 185th Olympiad."



The young people had begun to gather their thoughts, and were all excitement; Lucius Marius and Philareté had
the look of people who had heard bad tidings. Whatever else the news might mean, it meant a great change, and
in middle life changes are seldom welcome. The young man was the first to break the silence.



"When do we start for Tarentum? The mother must go to look after the inheritance, and we will go to look after
the mother."



"Start!" cried his father. "Start, my dear boy! not till after the equinox; no, not for all the inheritances in
the world. A month ago we might have gone unhurt, but now—You remember what the old merchant says in the
play:





	"Ever have I heard of Neptune from the famous men of old,


	He is gentle to the beggar, ruthless to the lords of gold."








Besides there are many things to be settled here, for when we shall see dear Scyllus again who knows? "



That afternoon a letter was written, informing the notary that Philareté and her family intended to arrive at
Tarentum as soon as possible after the beginning of April. The letter-carrier started with this in his pouch on
the following day, carrying also with him twenty gold pieces securely fastened in his girdle. He had never
before carried a letter to such good purpose.



Agrigentum



We shall not follow our hero's journey through Sicily. It will suffice to say that he met his chief, and in his
company reached Agrigentum, which was one of the chief towns of his district. They found it a busy place, its
streets thronged with passengers and vehicles, its harbor filled with vessels, big and little, many of which
were occupied with taking in cargoes of sulphur. Lucius had of course seen sulphur before, but he had never
thought whence it came and even what it was. "This stuff," said his elder companion, "shows us where we are. I
showed you Ætna the other day, with its cap of smoke upon its head. It is far away to the north-east; but we
are in its country, so to say. You know the old fable, how the giant lies with Ætna on his breast, his right
hand stretched out to Pelorus, his left to Pachynon, and how he shakes the island when he gives a turn in his
bed. You have never felt an earthquake, I suppose. Well, you won't like it when you do; and the oftener it
comes you will like it the less. It is a curious thing, that while men get used to other dangers they never get
used to this. A native is always more frightened than a stranger. But let us hope that the giant will sleep
sound for the present."



All the lions of the town were duly visited, the chief lion, if the phrase may be allowed, being of course the
brazen bull in which, five hundred years before, the tyrant Phalaris had been accustomed to roast his victims
alive. The town was vastly proud of this curious monument of the past, though it was not much to its credit
that it should ever have submitted to so abominable a tyranny. Men, however, are not very particular about such
things, and a curiosity, like even the most discreditable ancestor, is sure to be valued if it can be traced
back to a time sufficiently remote. Every visitor was at once taken to the Bull. The principal inn was known by
this sign. The silversmiths did a brisk trade in little bulls of silver or bronze; and even the first and
second founders of the city were not more gratefully remembered than the great Scipio who had brought back to
it this precious possession after an absence of three hundred and fifty years. This and the other sights having
been duly inspected and admired, the two companions made their way to the house of the mayor, if we may so
style the chief magistrate of the town, where it was usual that distinguished visitors should be entertained.



The dinner, to which they sat down about six o'clock in the evening, the luxuriously early hours of Rome not
having yet made their way into the busy trading town, was sufficiently sumptuous. The Agrigentine merchants
were rich, and no one was more affluent or more hospitable than the mayor. In the course of their after-dinner
talk he inquired of his guests whether they had happened to notice a house by the harbor, which was called the
"Ship."



"Yes," said Lucius; "it was pointed out to me, and my
guide seemed to take it for granted that I knew all about it. There seemed to be some joke; but the house
looked common enough, and I could not understand."



"Yes," replied the host. "There is a joke, and we think it a good one in Agrigentum. I will tell you the story.
It happened about a hundred and fifty years ago, and an ancestor of mine, I have always heard, was concerned in
it. There was a young fellow named Doricles, belonging to one of the best families in the town, and he was
going to be married. It is a custom here, and I dare say it is in most places, for a man to give a dinner to
his friends a few days before the wedding. They call it bidding good-by to their freedom, though a good many of
them, I fancy, have pretty nearly as much freedom after they are married as before. Well, Doricles gave his
dinner to some ten or twelve friends, and they drank, as they do at such times, pretty hard, and kept at it
till it was close upon morning. By that time some of them were past noticing any thing, and the rest were ready
for any nonsense in the world. One of them makes his way across the room to the window to get a breath of fresh
air. As you may suppose, he was not very steady on his feet, and the floor of the room seemed to go up and
down, as it will to a drunken man. He was always a mad kind of fellow, and now he cries out, 'Ho, there, mates,
rouse up! This is a terrible storm, and we shall be wrecked if we don't take care.' It was rough weather, as it
happened, and there was a great gale blowing from the sea. 'Let us lighten the ship.' The notion just caught
the fellows' fancy, and they set to work with a will, throwing chairs and tables and mattresses, every thing,
in fact, that they
could lay their hands on, out of the window. By this time it was beginning to grow light, and the people were
going to their work. It was not long before there was a crowd about the house, and such a shouting and laughing
as never was heard. It was a good day's work for some of the loafers. If the town had been sacked they could
not have made a better harvest. Well, before long the magistrates heard of the uproar, and made their
appearance on the scene. They called for Doricles, and he came to the window with a garland hanging down over
one ear, and generally not a little the worse for wine. 'Doricles,' shouted the senior magistrate, 'what is the
meaning of all this?'—'Gentlemen Tritons,' he said, 'I am very glad to see you. You will excuse my messmates;
the weather has been too much for them, and they are terribly sea-sick. To tell you the truth, when I heard
your voice I was lying under a bench half dead with fear. We had done our best to lighten the ship, but I
thought that it was all over with us. But now that you have had the goodness to appear, things, I am sure, will
go well.'—' No more of this nonsense, Doricles,' said the magistrate. 'A man does not get married every day,
and this once we will look over it; but don't do any thing like it again.'—'Thanks, Gentlemen Tritons. We
won't forget your kindness. If ever we get into harbor, and I begin to hope that we may, you shall have a
sacrifice, as sure as my name is Doricles. Your coming in this way, in your cloaks and all, just as if you were
so many mortal men, is most uncommonly kind, and you won't find us ungrateful.' And he shut down the window.
That was how the house came to be called the Ship.



"Ah!" said the host after a pause; "it was pretty well the last merrymaking the poor fellows had. Our poor
town was the lamb for which the wolf and the fox were fighting—excuse me, gentlemen, but you Romans boast of
having something of the wolf in you, and Carthage, every one knows, was a fox. Well, Agrigentum was supposed to
be on the side of Carthage, not that it really wanted any thing but to be left in peace. Then some scoundrel of
an African—you can buy any of them, I believe, for a handful of silver—opened the gates to that butcher
Lævinus—pardon me, I forget myself—to the proconsul, I should have said, and of course the people who had
to pay for it all were, not the Carthaginians, who cleared out in good time, but our poor citizens, who could
not run away. Doricles, who had not been married more than a year—he was a magistrate himself by that time—
was sent to the stone-quarries at Syracuse, and my ancestor and some twelve or fifteen others, all the
best-born and richest men in the place, bore him company. You never saw the stone-quarries, gentlemen? The most
terrible prison in the world, as black and as hot as Tartarus, and pretty well as hard to get out of. Doricles
did get out, and my ancestor too, or else I should not have had the pleasure of entertaining you to-day, but it
cost their families pretty nearly every drachma they had to ransom them."



"Well," said Lucius, "I suppose those days are gone for good. Nothing of the kind could go on now; there could
not be another Laevinus."



"Hush!" said the host; "we may talk about the past as much as we please, but the present is another matter.
"Somebody may be listening;" and he went to the door to satisfy himself that nobody was near.



"I have as good a set of slaves as any one, and I try to be kind to them, but I don't care to trust them
further than I can help. You see, it is a terrible temptation to a man to put a rope round his master's neck
when he can get his freedom for doing it, and perhaps a talent as well, to set him up in business. Well,
gentlemen, there are awkward rumors about the governor. We haven't suffered much in Agrigentum here, but I have
heard strange stories of his doings elsewhere. You are pretty safe, anyhow, to hear a good deal about him
before you leave the island—but he is coming here to-morrow; you will see him and judge for yourselves."



It was about three or four o'clock in the afternoon of the next day when the governor made his expected
appearance. He was certainly very unlike all that Lucius had looked for. Instead of a dignified official,
majestic with his robes of state and insignia of power, he saw an effeminate lounger, who seemed as if he could
have no thoughts beyond his dress and his dinner. The Roman costume he had entirely discarded. His tunic was of
Greek fashion, and he wore a gay upper garment of purple embroidered with gold, which might have become one of
the dandies of Ephesus or Corinth, but looked strangely out of place in the ruler of a Roman province. This
languid exquisite—who, however, could show energy enough when the occasion demanded some act of audacious
robbery or violence—was clearly incapable of any thing like the exertion of riding on horseback. He was
carried in a litter by eight bearers, stout
Bithynians, who were just then the fashion for this kind of service. A cushion, covered with muslin so fine and
transparent that the roses with which it was stuffed could be seen through it, lay on the floor of the
conveyance. Roses, indeed, seemed to be the great man's special fancy; he had a garland round his head, and
another hanging loosely from his neck. He was a man of between forty and fifty, stout in figure, with a red and
bloated countenance which bore the tokens of excess. The exertion even of alighting at the gate and walking to
his chamber seemed to be too much for him, for his bearers carried him in his litter straight to his apartment,
while he bestowed a careless salutation on his host, who stood obsequiously at the door with something like
terror in his face. Lucius and his chief he honored with a supercilious stare.



Three or four wagons followed, conveying the baggage of the governor and of his staff, one of them being
specially devoted to his travelling kitchen, another to his wine-cellar, and a third being loaded with masses
of snow from Ætna.



That evening our hero saw nothing more of the great man. The Agrigentine magistrate was a worthy fellow, and
though he could not escape the unwelcome necessity of witnessing, if not sharing, the revels of the governor,
had far too much good feeling to bring his young guest into such a scene. Lucius had his meal with the two sons
of the house, one of them a year older, the other a year younger, than himself. They had plenty to talk about.
The young Agrigentines were as fond of sport as Lucius himself, and had had better opportunities of following
it. Hares and roe-deer were common in the woods near the town, and it was not
unusual to find a wild boar, a possible peril which gave a flavor of danger to the experience. The lads were
anglers, too, though the Sicilian streams were apt to shrink in a way that sadly interfered with their sport.
But they astonished Lucius with their accounts of the sea-fish which they took in the bay and along the
neighboring coasts. The size, the variety, and the number of their captures fairly made his mouth water. From
exchanging these experiences of sport they turned to draughts, and fox and geese, games in which Lucius found
himself very much outmatched by his more nimble-witted companions. Late in the forenoon of the following day
Lucius received, somewhat to his surprise, a summons to the presence of the great man. Verres was sitting in a
room that looked out upon the garden. By his side was a jar of water tinged with fruit syrup, and buried up to
its brim in snow. His dress consisted of a fine under-shirt and drawers of silk, with a loose wrap of the
slightest and most transparent material over it. He was busy examining with the eye of a connoisseur a small
bronze. It was the figure of a satyr, carrying over his shoulder a wounded deer. The tense sinews of the satyr,
who was evidently putting out his strength to support his burden, contrasted vividly with the slackened limbs
of the animal. The Agrigentine host was standing by in an attitude of respectful attention, but with uneasiness
manifest in his face.



"And this you say is an Euphranor?" said the governor.



"The pedigree, my lord, is undoubted. The artist made it for an ancestor of my own, who was one of the first
settlers in the new foundation, and it has been in the family ever since."



"That sounds very well; but do you feel sure that the master did it all himself? These great men have a way of
doing a great deal of work by the hands of their pupils. The satyr's head and neck are very good; but the rest
of the piece seems hardly up to Euphranor's mark. Still it is worth having, and I shall be very glad to buy
it."



"Excuse me, my lord, but I should be very sorry to part with it; it has been a long time in the family. In
fact, it is an heirloom, and not mine to sell."



"Never mind that, my good friend; I will hold you blameless. The prætor's receipt will be quittance enough in
any court of law, heirloom or no heirloom. Come, I will give you two thousand sesterces for it."



"Two thousand sesterces, my lord! why, my ancestor gave ten times that for it three hundred years ago!"



"Then he was taken in. No; two thousand is quite as much as the thing is worth."



"My lord, I really can't sell it for that," stammered out the magistrate, roused to assert himself by seeing
the most valuable work of art that he had about to slip out of his hands. "You could not get a copy done for
that money even in common bronze, and this is the best Corinthian."



"Two thousand is my maximum. I never go beyond it; and mark you, sir, I have got some better things than this
for no more."



The expression on the governor's face changed as he spoke from an easy, careless gayety to a sternness which it
was not pleasant to see.



"I don't always buy," he went on; "I have had many fine things given to me."



Beckoning to the magistrate to approach, he whispered a few words in his ear. The poor man grew pale. Lucius
heard afterwards what they were. "I find that a week or two in the stone-quarries has a wonderful way of
opening a man's hand or loosening his purse-strings."



"You shall have it, my lord," the magistrate stammered out.



Verres scratched a few words on a piece of paper, which he tossed carelessly to the merchant. It was an order
on the quæstor for the money. He then clapped his hands, and a slave, who was waiting outside the door, came
in. "See this is packed up," he said, pointing to the bronze, "and see that it gets no damage. If it does, so
much the worse for you," he added, with a scowl which made the man visibly tremble.



It was now Lucius' turn for an interview.



"You are a Roman?" said Verres, with a smile that was meant to be reassuring. "Your name, if you please, and
your birthplace? "



"Lucius Marius of Arpinum, my lord."



"Marius of Arpinum!" repeated the great man. "Any relative of that"—



He was going to say something disparaging of the great soldier who had delivered Rome from the barbarians, for
Verres, though low-born, was a hanger-on of the party of the nobles, to which Marius had been any thing but a
friend. But he checked himself. He had a purpose to serve, in which he wanted to make the young Roman useful.
He was struck, too, by something frank and bold in the lad's expression, and though it was not in his nature to
feel any
genuine admiration for these, or indeed for any good qualities, he felt that it would be inexpedient to give
offence—"of the distinguished general," he forced himself to say.



"I am his great-nephew, my lord."



"And you are come, I understand, to be quæstor's clerk to my good friend Manilius. Surely, my son, that is a
poor employment for a lad of your inches. Any cripple can write and cipher. But a straight well-grown lad, with
such shoulders as yours, should do something better worthy a Roman, and the nephew, too, of Marius, perhaps the
very best soldier we ever had. You can throw a javelin as far as most, I warrant, and have learnt your
sword-play pretty well!"



Lucius would have been something more than mortal boy If he had not been somewhat moved by this condescension
and flattery. He had heard little, it is true, about Verres, and that little was not favorable; his frank and
pure nature, too, had been repelled by the cruel and sensual expression of the governor's face. But first
impressions often pass away. The courtesy of a great man is powerful with every one, and with the young is
almost irresistible. Verres exerted himself to please, and he could scarcely fail of success. He showed the
keenest interest in all Lucius' tastes and pursuits, made him relate some of his sporting adventures,
questioned him in the kindest, pleasantest way about his plans for the future, in a word laid himself to win
the young fellow's heart, and, of course, won it.



"I am intending," he said at last, "to fit out a fleet against the pirates. These fellows are becoming
perfectly intolerable, and they must have a lesson. A particular friend of mine is to have the command. He is
an excellent
fellow, as brave a man as ever stepped, and a good sailor. But, unfortunately, he is not a Roman. In fact, he
is a Syracusan. Of course there is a good deal of jealousy about the matter. You will hear, I dare say, some
very disagreeable things said about it. Pray, don't believe a word of them. When you have lived a little longer
in the world you will find that there will be people whom nothing and nobody can please. Still I should like my
friend to have a Roman officer near him. There might be a difficulty about asking an older man to go, but with
you it is different; besides, I don't mind asking you a favor. Will you go? You will be something like second
in command, a pretty bit of promotion to a lad of nineteen."



"I am a little more than seventeen," interposed Lucius, dreadfully afraid that the appointment would be revoked
when the governor heard the real state of the case, but fully determined to tell the truth.



"You astonish me! I could have sworn that you were at least nineteen. But never mind. Pompey was in command of
a division when he was no more than you. These things go a great deal by luck. Your uncle, you will remember,
was nearly forty before he got his tribuneship. But the chance comes sooner or later. Yours has come very soon.
The thing is to take it when it comes."



Lucius was eloquent with his thanks. The prospect, in fact, delighted him beyond measure. He had been chafing a
little at the thought of confinement to the desk, and here was an opportunity of freedom and distinction far
beyond his wildest dreams.



"Well, that is settled," said Verres. "I will make it all
right with Manilius. Report yourself to me at Syracuse in a month's time."



Lucius broke out again into thanks. Verres listened with courtesy till he had exhausted himself, and then
dismissed him with a courteous farewell. Our young friend would have been less pleased than he was if he could
have seen the sneering smile which settled on the governor's countenance when he found himself alone. "Let us
hope that you will like it, my young friend," he murmured to himself as the door shut behind the lad.



Lucius was of course nearly out of his senses with delight. He seemed to himself to be at least some inches
taller, and, though naturally a modest lad, could scarcely help giving himself some airs. His young friends of
the night before viewed him with an admiration not wholly free from envy. Their father was somewhat guarded in
his congratulations, and the quæstor was almost discouraging. "You will wish yourself back before long," he
said; a prophecy which the lad received with the incredulity which such unwelcome predictions generally meet
with.



Campaigning



Lucius' friends in Tarsus had almost given up the hope of seeing him again. Nothing, of course, had been heard of him
and the prince since the day of their sudden flight from Antioch, and though the old king was positive that a
party which had started with such admirable omens could not possibly come to any harm, there were very few
either at Pessinus or Tarsus who shared his faith. Philareté refused, indeed, to believe that her lover was
dead, but her heart sank within her as the days passed without bringing any tidings. These months of sickening
suspense had changed her from a blooming girl into a sorrowful woman; and her father, who was himself greatly
troubled by the event, began to think of a change of scene as a forlorn hope of bringing back her health and
spirits. But the girl passionately implored him not to take her away from Tarsus, as long, at least, as any
shred of hope remained.



"If he does come back," she would say, "he will almost certainly come back here. And if he should come and find
us gone! He might be very ill and want nursing. No! I can't go away till I am quite sure that I shall never see
him again; and then you may take me where you please."
It may be imagined then what a welcome the young Roman found, when one afternoon, late in September, he
presented himself at the merchant's house. The porter stared at him for some moments as if he had seen a ghost,
then seized and kissed his hand, for Lucius was a favorite with all the household.



"Let me announce myself," said the young man, and passed on through the central hall to what he knew to be
Philareté's favorite room for study. She was sitting with a roll in her hand—the story of Ulysses—but she
was lost in thought, with a sad, far-away look in her eyes. So buried was she in her musings that she did not
turn her head as Lucius entered the chamber; and he stood for a minute or two watching her as she sat with her
side face towards him. He felt the tears rise to his eyes as he marked the pale cheeks, the dark color almost
of violet under her eyes, and the listless air of depression which marked her attitude. He began, too, to wish
that he had taken a less abrupt way of making known his return.



He was considering what he had best do when he saw Philareté's weary look change to one of eager attention;
and the next moment the figure of the merchant himself appeared at the window. His face showed at once that he
had heard the news, and Philareté understood it before he had uttered a word. He leaped through the open window
with the agility of a young man, crying out:



"Where is he? Why doesn't he come here? If the ungrateful rascal goes anywhere else, I will"—



What he would have done can never be known, for at this moment his eye fell on the figure of Lucius, who indeed
thought that it was time for him to advance. The meeting, the long talk that followed, the questions asked and
answered over and over again, the exclamations of wonder and pity and indignation, we shall not attempt to
describe. It was an hour worth half a lifetime, and we must leave our readers to imagine it if they can for
themselves.



We shall pass rapidly over the next few months. The prince found letters awaiting him from his father,
directing him to remain at Tarsus during the winter if he should chance to return that way. The journey across
Cilicia was, he said, no longer safe. Though hostilities had not actually commenced there was a state of war
between Tigranes and Rome, and no ally of the republic could venture beyond the boundaries of the free city of
Tarsus. In the mean time he would be the guest of the governor, and would, his father hoped, make the best use
that he could of the many opportunities of so famous and learned a city. This stay was unexpectedly prolonged,
much, as may be supposed, to Lucius' satisfaction. During the whole of the next year the Roman armies delayed
to advance; and the two friends awaited month after month their summons to the court. It was fully eighteen
months after their arrival in Tarsus when the long-expected letter arrived. Lucullus, the Roman
commander-in-chief, had at length commenced his forward movement. The forces of Tigranes had fallen back beyond
the Taurus range, and it was no longer unsafe for Romans and Roman allies to travel in Western Asia. Orders
came that the prince and Lucius were to travel home with all speed, as there was a prospect, which for every
reason it would be unwise to neglect, of their being attached to Lucullus' staff.



The parting between Lucius and his hosts was of course painful, but it was one which both he and they felt to
be necessary. Lucius had his fortune to make, and would have scorned the idea of taking it ready made even at
the hands of such a wife as Philareté. The girl herself, if she could have kept her lover with her by a word,
was too much of a Spartan to utter it. Her red and heavy eyes told the tale of many sad thoughts about the
approaching separation; but she contrived always to keep a cheerful air. The merchant bade his young friend
farewell in these words:



"You must see this business out to the end, if it lasts one year or two, or even ten. My own opinion is that it
will take more than the shortest and less than the longest of these times. If your general had a free hand he
might finish it off very soon; but he has not, and I should not wonder if after all it should be somebody else
and not Lucullus who gets the glory of bringing this war, which has lasted, remember, off and on, for more than
twenty years already, to an end. But it is no good prophesying. Come back to us when you can in honor, and you
shall have my daughter, that is to say if you and she are still in the same mind. Ah, you shake your head! but
I have known young people change their minds. Don't think of enriching yourself, it is a sad hinderance to good
soldiering, besides being as likely way of getting a man knocked on the head before his time as I know. You
would not think of it, I know, for your own sake, but you might to please me. Understand, then, that what I
want in a son-in-law is a man of honor who has made other people respect him. And now farewell, and the gods
keep you!"



Philareté's eyes were tearless and her voice firm as she parted from her lover. She might have been a Spartan
maiden sending brother or betrothed to the wars. But the tears were close behind the smile in those shining
eyes, and ready to choke the gay voice in which she bade him do his duty as a good soldier in the field, and
told him that she envied him his chances. And when she had waved him her last farewell and seen him turn round
the corner of the market-place and pass, it might be forever, out of her sight, she broke down altogether, and
her maidens had to carry her to her chamber, as little like as could be to an iron-hearted daughter of Spartan
kings.



Lucius and his company found their way to Galatia without mishap, though the roads were not as clear as they
had expected. At the capital some disappointment awaited them. Galatia was to send a cavalry contingent to
serve with the Roman army, but it was not ready to start. The fact was that money was very scarce with the old
king, whose Eastern provinces had yielded him very little revenue since the King of Armenia had ceased to be
friends with Rome. There were Roman capitalists, it is true, who were ready to lend money, but their terms were
exorbitant, ranging from twenty to forty per cent, and Deiotarus was too prudent to put himself into their
hands. At last he had had recourse to the good offices of Cicero, who was on very good terms with the moneyed
interest in Rome. Thanks to the great orator's intervention he got a loan of forty million sesterces (£36o,000)
at what was considered the moderate rate of twelve per cent. This settled, every thing went briskly on, and a
contingent of fifteen hundred horse was ready to start
about the middle of August. It was a considerable time before they came up with the Roman army, which indeed
had moved with a speed and acted with a vigor which had not a little astonished the "king of kings." To
describe the earlier operations of the campaign does not fall within the scheme of this story. It must suffice
to say that Lucullus had crossed the Euphrates and the Tigris, and had penetrated into the heart of Armenia,
and after defeating the king in a great battle was now besieging his capital, the new city which he had called
Tigranocerta, after his own name, and which he hoped to make a rival to Rome itself. About the end of September
the prince with his contingent joined the Roman forces, which were busily carrying on the siege of the city.
His first act was of course to report himself to the Roman general, and Lucius, who had been formally appointed
to the post of second in command, a veteran officer of cavalry acting as "dry nurse" to the two young men, went
with him.



Lucullus was a handsome man of about forty years of age, whose elaborately curled hair, fragrant with the
richest perfumes of the East, and carefully arranged, might have made his visitors think him the first of fops,
if they had not known that he was perhaps the best general and most able administrator of his time. His tent
was a marvel of comfort and even luxury. It was difficult to believe that all its costly and elaborate
furniture had been transported for hundreds of miles over mountains, deserts, and rivers. The floor was a
richly ornamented tessellated pavement with a curious medley of subjects, the Graces dancing being portrayed in
one place, a quaintly hideous comic mask in another, a carp
with lustrous scales or a richly plumaged pheasant in a third, and in a fourth, perhaps, a curiously exact
resemblance of a half-gnawed bone. The tables were of citron wood, polished and exquisitely carved; the couches
were strewn with rich coverlets of purple, and supported by gilded legs, these also being elaborately carved. A
side-board displayed a grand array of gold and silver cups; on two pedestals on either side of the tent were
busts of Apollo and Diana, specimens of the best times of Greek art; while behind the general's favorite chair
was a bookcase full of richly ornamented volumes. When the prince and Lucius entered he had one of these in his
hand, and put it down with something of an air of reluctance to receive the newcomers.



"Welcome, prince!" he said in a cordial tone, when he saw who it was that had interrupted his reading. "You
have come to see some campaigning, I suppose, and left your father at home. His years are getting too much for
him. Well, you will not be disappointed. Tigranes will not let his brand-new city here be taken without a
fight. Indeed, I hear that he is getting together such an army as never was seen before, and that we may expect
him here before many more days are past. The sooner the better, I say, for I am tired of sitting down before
this place. We are but poorly off, as you may suppose, at this distance from our base, for siege implements;
and if something does not happen pretty soon we shall have the cold weather upon us. How many men have you
brought me?"



"At the muster yesterday morning there were five short of fifteen hundred," answered the prince. "And now let
me make known to you my second in command and friend, Lucius Marius, a Roman citizen."



"Your name commends you to a soldier," said Lucullus to our hero with a courteous inclination of the head, "and
I have had besides letters from Rome which make me glad to have you in my camp. The prince will dine with me
to-night, and you, of course, will accompany him. Till then, farewell!"



The dinner was in keeping with the apartment in which it was served. Lucullus had already developed some of the
luxurious tastes for which he became famous in after life, when the cost of dinner in one of his rooms was
never less than four hundred and fifty pounds. Lucius wondered where the dainties which he saw before him, the
oysters, the sea-urchins, the lobsters, the turbot, the guinea-fowl, the old wine of Falernum, could have been
got in the heart of Armenia. Every moment increased his wonder at the curious mixture of gluttony, foppery, and
genius which he saw in his host. It was not diminished by the conversation after dinner, in which Lucullus
showed himself as much a lover of books as he was of fine furniture and dainty dishes.



"This," he said, producing a roll from a fold in his robe, "was what made you for a moment this afternoon less
welcome than you deserved to be. I had just got it by a messenger from Rome, and was deep in it when you were
announced. Listen, and I am sure you will excuse me if I seemed for a moment wanting in the courtesy of a
host."



He began reading a passage which describes the sacrifice of Iphigenia, and which may be found in the First
Book.



"'Tis part of the beginning of a new poem about 'The
Universe,'" he went on, "which a friend of mine at Rome is writing, to prove that every thing made itself, as
far as I can make out his meaning, for I must own that he is not always so clear or so fine as in what I have
just been reading."



He was just going on to give his guests some more specimens, when the officer of the guard came in with a
despatch which had just arrived. The general's face brightened as he read the document. "Ah!" he said in a
joyous tone, "we shall have the chance of trying our strength with the barbarians quite as soon as I had hoped.
This comes, I may tell you, from the tribune Petilius, who has some light-armed infantry and a troop of horse
some eighty miles away on the slopes of the Taurus. He tells me that Tigranes is moving on this place with an
army that is variously reckoned somewhere between one hundred and two hundred thousand men; he is determined,
the spies say, to fight a battle for his capital, and will do so without waiting for Mithradates, who is behind
him with another array. That is all right; I don't care for Mithradates' army; it makes little odds whether we
fight two hundred thousand or three hundred thousand; but I should be quite as well pleased as not to see the
old king out of the way. He knows what he is about, has given Rome one or two great falls before this, and
will, I dare say, do so again; whereas this Tigranes is eaten up with folly and conceit. Doubtless we shall see
something of his advanced guard within eight days, but these great armies move very slowly."



The anticipation as to time was pretty nearly fulfilled. Petilius with his reconnoitring force fell back before
the
advancing army, and came into camp about five days after the arrival of his despatch. Tigranes was then, he
calculated, distant about three days' march; and accordingly late in the afternoon of the 8th of October the
van of the barbarian forces could be seen making its way down the nearest pass of the Taurus range. The
movement went on all night, which happened to be bright and clear, for the following morning a vast host could
be seen drawn up at the foot of the mountains. The besieged city was in a state of the utmost excitement. Many
of its inhabitants, who had been violently transported from the cities of Western Asia to fill its empty
streets, wished well to the Romans. But these had to keep their thoughts to themselves, because the majority of
their fellow-citizens looked upon Tigranes as the man who was to make their fortunes by turning his new city
into the capital of the world. They thronged the walls, shouting, singing, and dancing, and yelling out to the
Roman outposts, who had advanced to within earshot of the walls, that they had better surrender at once.



Lucullus had made up his mind what to do; but he followed the usual custom of calling a council of war. It
flattered his officers to have their opinions asked; and as it was tolerably certain that these opinions would
be any thing but unanimous, no one could be offended that his advice was not followed. The prince and Lucius
were both summoned to the assembly, which they found divided into two parties. Some could think of nothing but
the siege. It would be madness, they cried, to give up that, when they had spent upon it so much time and
labor. And what a thing it would be to have such a place for their winter quarters if
they should be compelled to stop in Armenia until the next spring! Others were equally taken up with the army
that seemed advancing to attack them. How can we be talking, they said, of besieging a place when the very next
moment we shall probably have to fight for our lives? No; let us dispose of Tigranes and his army first, and
then think of the city. Lucullus rose last to address the council. His manner, which was sometimes haughty and
cold, was now full of courtesy and conciliation. He thanked the speakers for the advice which they had offered,
and praised them highly for the clearness with which they had set it forth, and the admirable reasons with
which they had supported it. He then reviewed the situation, as it appeared to him, and finally concluded in
these words: "The gallant officers who think that we ought on no account to abandon a siege on which we have
now spent much time, much labor, and, I am sorry to say, some blood both of Romans and allies, are certainly in
the right. Right also, on the other hand, are my friends who declare that it would be madness to neglect the
enemy who is at this moment advancing against us with forces so numerous. Both are right, but both also, I
would say it with the good leave of gallant and distinguished soldiers, both are wrong. It seems to me that it
is expedient neither to abandon the siege nor to neglect the army of the enemy. The gods of Rome favoring me, I
will press on the one and defeat the other. My gallant friend Muræna, with six thousand men, will keep up the
siege; I myself with the rest will march against Tigranes. And this, if the sacrifices favor us, we will do
this very day."



The distance between the camp of the besiegers and the
outposts of the army of Tigranes was about eight miles, the Tigris being between them. Lucullus felt that a
march of eight miles with a river to cross at the end of it would be too much for men who were afterwards to
fight with an enemy many times more numerous than themselves. Accordingly he left his camp before the walls of
Tigranocerta late in the afternoon, marched as far as the Tigris, and bivouacked for the night on its right or
western bank. The next morning the enemy was to be seen full in sight. It was a vast host, such as seldom had
been collected since the day when Xerxes led the flower of Asia to perish in Greece. Besides his own Armenian
subjects, the king had collected allies from far and wide, from the Indian plains, from the Persian mountains,
from the dreary lands which border on the Caspian on the north, from the Persian Gulf on the south. For miles
and miles of front stretched the long array, showing every variety of formation and equipment. The king himself
stood in a chariot in the centre of the army's front line, with his body-guard in gilded armor round him. The
infantry, which numbered, it was roughly calculated, one hundred and fifty thousand, was drawn up on either
side. The tall mitre-shaped head-gear of the Medes was to be seen in one place; in another, the sunshine
flashed on the steel helmets of the Caspian tribesmen and of the mountaineers of the Caucasus. Clouds of
slingers and archers were spread out in advance of the main line; and on either wing were posted two enormous
bodies of cavalry, numbering between them more than a third as many as the infantry. Many thousands of these
were cuirassiers, and had the chests of their horses protected with armor. No
part of the vast host had a more formidable look than these heavy riders, whose weight the strongest line of
infantry seemed unable to resist.



The army of Tigranes numbered in all more than a quarter of a million. Lucullus had ten thousand infantry, and
perhaps a third as many cavalry. It might have seemed, it did seem to many, absurd that he should dream of
giving battle with such odds against him. The Armenian king thought so, for he is reported to have said when he
saw the little army "like a flock of kids" in the middle of the vast plain: "On my word, if they have come as
ambassadors, there are too many of them; if as soldiers, there are too few." But there were some, and Lucius
was among them, who thought of another ten thousand, who on the plain of Marathon, some four hundred years
before, had charged at a run, "like so many madmen," a Persian host at least twenty times more numerous than
themselves. These daring tactics, which look indeed like madness, but which are really the bidding of the
soberest sense, were what Lucullus was going to follow that day. At early morning the advance began. At first,
indeed, it looked like a retreat, for where the Roman camp was pitched the river was too deep to be crossed,
and the army had to move a little higher up before it could find a ford. This movement increased the distance
between them and the enemy, and for a moment Tigranes thought that it meant flight. "Ah!" he cried—they heard
the story from a Greek prisoner who had been in attendance upon him—"these cowards of Romans are running
away." "Sire," said an old noble who stood by him, "I could wish that your good fortune might bring you the
impossible; but
I know these Romans; and when they dress themselves in their best, and have their shields rubbed bright, and
their helmets uncovered, and all their arms at their brightest, they mean not running away, but fighting." Even
as he was speaking the eagle of the Roman vanguard came full into view, for Lucullus had given the order to the
army to wheel and cross the river. Tigranes looked on like one stupefied till the first cohort had entered the
water, marched through it in as unbroken an order as if it had been dry land, and deployed on the nearer bank.
Then and then only, like a man recovering from a drunken fit, he seemed to regain his senses. Three several
times he cried out, "The men are upon us;" and issued hurried orders to his generals to set their forces in
order.



It was high time that they should do so, for indeed the Romans were upon them. One of the timid advisers who
are always ready, if they can, to ruin the bold ideas of greater minds, would have stopped Lucullus as he was
crossing the river.



"Take care, my lord," he cried; "take care, this is the ninth of October, an unlucky day, for it was to-day
that Cæpio lost eighty thousand men at Arausio in battle with the Cimbri."



"Unlucky is it?" said Lucullus, with a gay laugh. "Then I will make it lucky hereafter. Standard-bearer, lead
on."



And following close upon the eagle he himself plunged into the water, and in a few minutes stood on the
opposite bank. He was on foot, wearing a highly polished cuirass of scale armor, and a bright-colored cloak
with tassels. He had drawn his sword, and was holding it aloft, a significant
token to his men that the day's battle was to be a battle of the sword, fought at close quarters; and, indeed,
for that small company to let themselves be made a mark for the fifty thousand archers and slingers that were
arrayed against them would have been sheer madness. When about two thirds of his little army had crossed the
river he determined, without waiting for the remainder, to order an advance, which, a quick march at first, was
to be increased to the "double" when they should come within three hundred yards of the enemy. After giving
these directions he summoned Prince Deiotarus to his side.



"Thank the gods, prince," he said, "for giving you a chance of striking the first blow at the enemy. You see
these cuirassiers there with their armored horses. If that mob of slaves over there has any fighting stuff
amongst it at all, it will be there. You and the Thracians will charge them. They are six to one, but what of
that? At them as quick as you can."



The prince heard with delight, and galloped off to put himself at the head of his force. It stood drawn up in
two squadrons, each consisting of about seven hundred men. The prince briefly addressed his Galatians, giving
them the instructions which he had himself received.



"Advance," he said, at a trot. When we are about two hundred yards from the enemy I will raise my sword above
my head. That will be the signal for you to put your horses to the gallop. Don't stop to throw your javelins.
Close with them, and strike at the riders' legs. The cuirasses may turn your swords."



The commander of the Thracians spoke to his own men
to the same purpose. The signal to advance was given, and Lucius, who, being the junior officer, was on the
extreme right wing, for the first time in his life felt himself in the middle of what is perhaps the most
exciting experience in the world, a charge of cavalry. The rapid, yet orderly movement of the lines, whose
steel caps, and swords laid back over their shoulders, glittered in the fresh morning sunlight, the measured
rhythmical tramp of thousands of horse-hoofs, filled him with such a passion for conflict as, though he was now
no novice in fighting, he had not dreamt of before. A kind of intoxication of courage seemed to possess him.
Fear was as far from his thoughts as if no such emotion existed. He could hear in the intense strain of his
senses the hard breathing of the troopers who were closest to him, and caught a glimpse of their fiercely
flashing eyes and hard-set teeth. He felt that with them beside him and behind him he could fling himself
without hesitation on any host.



The actual issue of the charge was something of a disappointment. As long as the squadrons advanced at a trot
the serried ranks of the enemy's cavalry stood unmoved, and seemed likely to present a firm front to the
attack. But when the officers who led the charge raised, as had been settled before, their swords above their
heads, and the whole body with an answering shout quickened at once into a gallop, something like a shudder
passed through the dense mass of men. In another moment they were hopelessly broken into a wild confusion of
struggling fugitives. A few of the chiefs indeed disdained to fly, and awaited with the courage of despair the
shock of the advancing squadron.
One of these, a man of huge stature, spurred his horse, itself an animal of unusual size and of a dazzling
white color, at the young Roman. But before he had time to strike or to receive a blow he was swept away by the
tide of horsemen, and Lucius, as he galloped on, caught a glimpse of rider and steed stretched helplessly on
the ground.



The flight of the cuirassiers was followed in an incredibly short space of time by the rout of the whole army.
The lines of Armenian infantry were broken by the furious rush of the fugitive horsemen, and, once broken, made
no effort to form themselves anew. It was no battle, for five only of the Roman army were killed and not more
than a hundred wounded, but simply a scene of slaughter and plunder. Lucius saw with disgust how his comrades
went on slaying the unresisting enemy till they could hardly lift their arms to strike, and never ceased from
their hideous debauchery of blood except to spoil some corpse that seemed to be more richly accoutred than
usual. He had sheathed his own sword, and busied himself in persuading the Galatian troopers under his command
to spare the lives of some of the wretched creatures who stood helplessly to receive the final stroke. It was
not more than twice or thrice that he succeeded. One young man of two or three and twenty, whose face had
caught his attention by some likeness which he vaguely felt, but could not account for, he saved at no small
risk to his own life. It was, we shall find, a curious chance that brought the two together, and one that was
to have some influence on the young Roman's after life.



Towards evening Lucullus recalled his troops from the
pursuit. That night the victorious army bivouacked on the field among the crowded corpses of the dead, of
which, it was said, there were in all as many as a hundred thousand. The next day he recrossed the river, and
returned to the camp before Tigranocerta.



The Pirate Captain



Heracleo had now to dispose of his prisoners, of whom there were about thirty in all. It was no part of his policy to
feed a number of useless mouths, and he could not dispose of them by sale—the usual way, in those times, of
dealing with such property. They were all ranged in a line along the deck, and Lucius had to take his place
among them. The pirate captain walked up and down this line several times, carefully inspecting the men's faces
and figures. For the most part they were a poor, puny, half-starved lot. Never very strong, bad and scanty food
had still further reduced them, while their ragged clothing would have almost looked shabby upon scarecrows.
Still there were four young fellows whose frames, large, though ill-filled out, seemed to promise better
things. These the captain picked out with the eye of a connoisseur, and beckoned them to stand out from the
rank.



"Men," said he, "Rome does not seem to have fed or clothed you very well. Do you feel disposed to try whether I
shall treat you better? Look at these fellows here "—the crew were standing in a half-circle watching the
proceedings—"and see how you like their looks. We are all
free comrades here. Every man has his share of what we earn according to his rank and time of service. When he
thinks he has had enough he can retire, and we will find him a bit of land somewhere at home. What do you say?"



Three of the four came forward at once and said, "We agree;" the fourth stood still in his place, but shook his
in token of refusal.



"Very good, my man," said the pirate; "you think us a disreputable lot, and will have nothing to do with us.
Perhaps you are right. Stand back; I will dispose of you afterwards."



The poor wretches who had not passed the captain's scrutiny stood trembling and fearing the worst. Pirates
always have, and, for the most part, deserve, a very bad reputation, and report had of course been busy with
the horrible doings of Heracleo and his companions. The men fell on their knees, stretched out their hands, and
begged mercy. Lucius remained standing, and another who had looked at first inclined to imitate the rest,
followed his example.



"Rise up," said the captain with a smile of contempt. "I have no quarrel with you, and would not stir a finger
to hurt you. I do not love the Romans; and you, if I may guess from your looks, have no special reason to do
so. You shall be set on shore, but I recommend you not to try to earn your living in this way again. You see it
is but a poor trade, and it isn't every one would be so merciful to his prisoners as I am, nor will I promise
to be so a second time, if I catch sight of your faces again."



He then ordered a small flag to be hoisted from the
mizzen mast. Two or three fishing-boats that were in the neighborhood of the ship seemed to understand the
signal, and hastened to approach. They evidently recognized the pirate, but were in no sort of fear of him. It
was indeed his policy to be on good terms with the fishermen and all the humbler inhabitants of the coast,
while he waged unceasing war against the fleets of Rome whether they were bent on war or on trade. These humble
folk furnished him with information which often enabled him to lay his hands on prizes which he would not
otherwise have secured, they piloted him through unknown waters, and indeed made it possible for him to defy
for so many years all the power that was brought against him.



"Have you any fish for sale?" he began by asking.



An ample supply was promptly forthcoming, of which he purchased as much as he wanted at what seemed to Lucius a
liberal price.



"And now," said he, "I want you to do something for me. You see these fellows here. I didn't ask you to take
them in exchange for your fish. You might have thought it a bad bargain. What I do ask you is this. Put them
ashore at the nearest town. Here is a silver piece for each man's passage-money. Deal fairly with them; you are
honest fishermen, so don't behave worse than pirates."



He divided the prisoners among the boats, paying to the captains the sum which he had promised to give for
their fare to the shore. He then handed to each prisoner another silver piece. "This," he said, "will buy you a
loaf of bread or so till you can get something to do. And here are five pieces for you who were too honest a
man to join us. As
it is don't think we want you. Still I like an honest man though I am a pirate. Good luck go with you."



The fishing-boats went off with their new cargo, and now Lucius and a single companion remained to be dealt
with. The elder of the two was taken first, and it was evident from the looks of the crew that a serious matter
was in hand.



"Who is this man?" asked the captain; "does any one any thing about him?"



"I do," said one of the crew, stepping forward and making his salute. "He used to be a tax-gatherer in Lycia;
and if he gathered a silver talent for the tax-farmers he gathered a couple for himself. One of his tricks was
to put off giving a receipt, and then declaring that he had never been paid. Another was to give no notice, or
next to none, claim a great sum which a man could not easily get in a day or two, and sell him up if he was so
much as an hour behind. That was how he ruined me. The gods confound him for it! I had as pretty a little farm,
corn-land and pasture, and vineyard as there is in Lycia, and this fellow turned me out of it in the depth of
winter. My wife and her baby died in the snow, and I lost these fingers from the frost," and he held up his
maimed hand. "Yes, I know him."



"Is there any one else to speak to him?" said the captain after a pause.



"I know him," said a gray-haired sailor. "He was a trader then at Rhodes, and I was captain of one of his
ships. He was one of a company that made good each other's losses at sea, and he took care that they should
have losses enough to make good for him. He sent me to sea with a weak place in my ship's bottom that was bound
to
give way as soon as ever it was tried. I had my little bit of cargo on board to trade with on my account. That
I lost; but that was not all. My two sons were among the crew, and they were both drowned. We three held on to
a mast for a day and a night; they, poor fellows, dropped off, first one and then the other; I was coward
enough to see them die and to live on. But that is the fellow that did it. Yes, I know him."



"Is there any one else?" asked the captain again.



"I know him," said a third voice, and a young man stepped forward. "If he has been a tax-gatherer and a
merchant, he has followed our trade too. You know Cleon of Coracus? But do you know how he, one of the
cleverest men that ever sailed a ship, was taken like a fool of a rabbit in a trap? Why, this man betrayed him,
sold him and his crew to the Rhodians. He was his lieutenant, and knew his plans. He put the admiral of Rhodes
on his track, and was well paid for it too—a quarter-talent for Cleon and three gold pieces for each of his
crew, and there were eighty of them. My own brother was one of them; and I saw them crucified and stuck round
the harbor. Yes, I know him."



The wretched man turned to each of his accusers as he rose a face that grew more and more ghastly pale.



"What have you to say for yourself?" asked Heracleo in a cold quiet voice.



"They have lied," he said. "I am an honest man."



"Nay," said the captain, "now that I come to think, I do remember you as Cleon's lieutenant, but you are grown
fat and sleek beyond all knowledge. That he was betrayed
I know, and I always believed that you were the man that did it. And if you could do that, it would be easy
enough for you to sell up a farmer, and send a ship and its cargo to the bottom. What say you, men?"



A low growl of assent went round the half-circle. At a sign from the captain a stalwart fellow stepped out from
the ranks and laid a heavy hand on the culprit's shoulder. The man started and screamed with fear. "Take care
what you are doing. Any harm that you may do me will be repaid tenfold. Don't touch me. I am a citizen of
Rome."



The words produced a singular effect upon the assembly. They seemed to pass in a moment from rage to calm. But
it would have been a very careless observer who should fancy that the change boded any good for the prisoner.
The smile that passed over the captain's face was grim and mocking. It was not fear, but the eager prospect of
a bitter jest that made his crew so quiet. The man that had put his hand on the prisoner's shoulder at once
stepped back and made an exaggerated gesture of respect.



"Pardon me, sir," he said; "we were not aware that we had the honor of entertaining so distinguished a guest."



Then turning to the rest of the crew, "Do you hear this, you insolent fellows? Here is a Roman citizen, and we
have actually kept him in the hold! Down on your knees, all of you, this moment, and beg his pardon."



The men did as he said, with a ludicrous imitation of dismay and penitence. They seized hold of the wretched
man's hand and covered it with kisses, while they implored his pardon and besought his good offices with his
countrymen.
When they had sufficiently amused themselves in this way they went on to play another act in the farce.



"Don't you see," cried the man who had spoken before, "that our honored guest is not dressed quite as he should
be? We did not see at once that he is a citizen. Bring a pair of shoes and a gown."



A pair of shoes in the last stage of shabbiness and decay, and a gown of which one might possibly guess that it
had once been white, were brought out. The leader in this tragical sport began to untie the sandals which the
prisoner wore and to fasten the shoes in their place with an elaborate show of respect and care. The gown was
then carefully arranged, the folds being made to fall with as much dignity as their ragged condition allowed.



"There, sir," said the man, falling back a step and pretending to look at his victim with admiring awe. "There,
sir, you are dressed at last as becomes your station. And now I doubt not you would gladly leave us and return
to your native country. It overwhelms me with grief and dismay to think that we have detained a citizen of Rome
so long. � Make ready there for my lord's departure."



A ladder was let down the ship's side, and the pirate, taking the prisoner's hand, led him with the utmost
courtesy of manner to the side.



"I am afraid, sir," he went on, "that there will be a little difficulty about the way. We can take you most
conveniently as far as the water; but as to any thing further we really don't see what can be done. You will
have to do the best you can. But no harm can possibly happen to so distinguished a person, and in any case we
could not possibly
think of detaining you any longer. Will you please to descend?"



The wretched man cast an agonized glance about him; but there was not one gleam of pity in any of the swarthy
faces which surrounded him. Then he collected himself. Vicious and degraded as he was, his nerves shaken by the
excesses of an evil life, he was still a Roman, and like a Roman he would die. Folding his arms resolutely upon
his breast he jumped from the deck, and in a moment disappeared below the water.



It was now Lucius' turn, and the prospect was gloomy for him. The ferocious instincts of the crew had been
roused, and they were ready to demand another victim.



"And you too, young sir," said the man who had taken the leading part in the dismal farce which has been
described, "are you a Roman citizen?"



The captain whispered, "Say that you are not. No one knows you here."



For a moment Lucius hesitated. Life was dear to him, as it is dear to every man, even to those whom it has
given little, and promises, perhaps, less. And it had been dearer than ever to him since that perilous ride
across the Calabrian hills with the Tarentine maiden, and the happy following days in which he had learned to
love, and had begun to hope that he was himself beloved. For a moment he hesitated, but not for more than a
moment. If he followed that poor wretch down to the bottom of the sea he should never look on Philareté again,
but neither, he felt, could he look upon her again if he were to stain his honor with a lie, and deny his
country. He made up his mind.



"Yes," he said in a clear confident voice, lifting his head as he spoke, "yes, I am a citizen of Rome."



There were a few in the crowd on whom the courage of this frank declaration was not lost; but they were only a
few. A pirate's life does not help to cultivate generous feelings. A low growl of "Let him go home with his
fellow "ran round the crowd, and the man who had been foremost in the sport stepped forward again. But Lucius'
time was not come. The pirate captain stood up in front of the men and spoke:



"Comrades, I don't often interfere between you and your spoil or your sport. You have your share, and I have
mine. If there is any one who thinks that he has been unfairly dealt with, let him speak. You are all silent;
then I will assume that you are satisfied. But I have a right, which I have seldom claimed, the right to have
my first choice out of the booty which we take. I claim it now, and my choice is this lad. And you, I trust,
approve."



He spoke in a good-humored tone, but like a man who was not accustomed to have his requests denied. A sullen
murmur was heard from some of the crew. In a moment his manner changed. "What!" he cried; "do you hesitate? It
is my right, and I will have it. Have I been your captain these ten years, led you to victories more than you
could ever have hoped, and made you richer than your dreams, and now my right, I do not say my wish, but my
right, is questioned. Who is on my side?"



More than half the crew stepped forward; the rest looked at each other and hesitated. "Down on your knees,
mutineers," cried the captain in a voice of thunder, "and beg
pardon." He was instantly obeyed. Then his manner changed again. His tone became soft and caressing. "Surely
such old friends as we are cannot quarrel about such a trifle as this. It is my whim, and you must honor me.
The steward shall broach a cask of Cyprus for you, and you shall drink to our new comrade."



He turned to Lucius and whispered, "You are safe for the present. Come into my cabin. It will be best for you
to be out of their sight. We shall have time to talk about your future to-morrow. Meanwhile take a little
rest."



The young Roman was glad to follow this advice. His head was beginning to ache most painfully. He had had, in
fact, a slight sunstroke. For two or three days he was not able to raise his head from the couch on which he
had thrown himself, but passed his time in a half-dozing condition. The pirate ship meanwhile was rapidly
pursuing its journey eastward.



Captivity



The campaign of the following year took Lucius into very different scenes. The Roman general was busy with
Tigranes, whom he again defeated, when tidings reached him of a formidable diversion of the enemy in his rear.
The great Mithradates himself, one of the most powerful foes that Rome had ever encountered, had marched into
Pontus, his hereditary kingdom, and had been gladly welcomed by his old subjects. Half of the province was
already in his hands, and the rest would soon be so unless the feeble Roman force which had been left to
protect it should be speedily re-enforced. Lucullus determined to send, for this purpose, the main body of his
cavalry, which, as he was at the time engaged in what promised to be a tedious siege, was of little immediate
use; and by the middle of July the Thracian horse had joined the army in Pontus, then under the command of a
certain Fabius.



Lucius was not long in finding out that things were not looking well in Pontus. Fabius was an incompetent
general, brave enough, for a Roman was seldom wanting in courage, but weak and irresolute, and, as such persons
not unfrequently are, ludicrously jealous and touchy on the subject of
his own position and authority. This failing, making him, as it did, particularly unwilling to take advice, was
the chief cause of the disasters that soon followed.



Lucius was not satisfied with the demeanor of the cavalry under his command. Since their arrival in Pontus they
had become sullen, and at times almost insolent. Unluckily he had never been able to gain the confidence of his
chief, a veteran who had served for nearly forty years in the armies of Rome, and who looked upon the young
Roman as a mere boy put by favor into a place for which he was not fit. He felt himself bound to tell the old
man of his suspicion that something was wrong with the troop, but was treated almost with rudeness. The old
commander was furious at the bare notion of his men being capable of treachery. A Roman by birth, he had become
a Thracian in habits of life and ways of thinking.



"I would ten times sooner trust them," he burst out, "than I would so many of my own countrymen. They have no
politics, sir. That is the chief thing I admire in them; they won't sell their country to serve their party.
They are soldiers and nothing more. No, sir, if you want to slander them you must not come to me."



Lucius still continued to listen and watch. The men were now to be seen from morning to night gathered in
little knots about the camp, always said by those who know the ways of soldiers to be a suspicious sign. At
what they were talking about, Lucius could do little more than guess; but a few words that chanced to reach his
ears, and which, having picked up some little knowledge of the Thracian language, he could partly understand,
were enough to alarm him.



There were suspicious talks too with the country people. It was impossible to keep any watch upon what was said
by the people who crowded into the camp to sell their produce � upon the men with their sheep and oxen, and the
women with their poultry and baskets of fruit. Still these men and women had had a king of their own, and had
admired if they had not exactly loved him; and no one could tell whether some of them at least might not be
plotting to help him. Nothing, however, could be done. Lucius was not more successful when he had an interview
with Fabius. The general was very polite but very unbelieving.



"I like zeal," he said, "in a young man; some do not, but they are mistaken, I think. But surely, my young
friend, you are letting your imagination run away with you. What should these men want with Mithradates? They
have seen us beat him for the last twenty years. Why should they go over to him when they must know that he is
on the very brink of ruin? "



Lucius had not to wait long for the dismal satisfaction of seeing that he was right and his superiors wrong.
The enemy had become increasingly bold. Time after time foraging parties from the camp were cut off, and almost
every night one or other of the sentries was found killed at his post. Fabius announced his intention of giving
the enemy a lesson, struck his camp, and after a fatiguing march of about fifteen miles came in sight of the
army of Mithradates. The Romans numbered in all about twenty thousand men; the enemy were about twice as
numerous. There was nothing really formidable in these odds, had they represented the real truth. But little
more than half the Roman army was
trustworthy. Opposed to them was one of the best generals of his time, who was now fighting, as he well knew,
for his last hope of power and even of life. Fabius, who was not without some of the instincts of a general,
saw that the king was changing the position of some of his troops, and that an opportunity was come when his
cavalry might act with effect. He ordered the Thracians to charge. They received the command in silence, broken
now and then with hoarse murmurs of dissent, and refused to stir an inch. The order was repeated; and they
wheeled round so as to front, not the enemy, but the Roman army. Their gestures, their cries, the direction in
which they leveled their weapons, could not be mistaken. They had taken sides with the enemies of Rome. For a
moment Lucius remained rooted to the ground, unable to realize what he had yet in a way expected; then, putting
spurs to his horse, he dashed forward with the idea of seeing what his personal influence could do. In a moment
he felt himself seized from behind, pulled from his horse, and handcuffed. His commander fared worse. At first
the movement of his men was evidently unintelligible to him. When its meaning dawned upon him, he threw himself
in their way, almost beside himself with mingled grief, fear, and rage. He had recourse at first to entreaties,
then to threats. Words failing him, he rode furiously at the nearest trooper and struck at him a ferocious
blow. The man contented himself with parrying it. The old man was a favorite with his soldiers, and they were
unwilling to hurt him. But he would have refused to escape even if he had been able. All that he had to live
for was gone when his regiment became traitors. At a concerted signal from the
king the Thracian cavalry began to move forward. The old commander sat on his horse stolidly in the way, and
without attempting to escape went down before the advancing squadron.



Lucius, who was ready to share his fate, escaped by the help of some friends among the men. He had been able
sometimes to do some little services to two of the troopers on their way to Armenia, and these they now repaid.
They knew enough of him to be sure that nothing would tempt him to break his faith, and that the only chance of
saving his life was to make him helpless. Hence the treatment, seemingly so insulting, which he had received.
Looking on with his hands bound, he saw but could not avert his commander's fate. For many a year afterwards he
never could banish from his mind the sight of the old man, as he lay trampled under the horses' hoofs, his
white hair dabbled with blood, and his face still distorted with the wrath and despair with which he had seen
the whole fabric of a lifetime's work disappear in a moment.



The treachery of the Thracians disorganized the whole army, and but for the steadfastness of the legions would
probably have destroyed it. The auxiliaries almost without exception either fled from the field or stood
without striking a blow. The legionaries never lost courage. Forming themselves into a solid body they slowly
retreated, facing round to receive the enemy whenever he ventured to approach. Their wounded they contrived to
carry with them, the dead they were compelled to leave behind. At last, weary and distressed, but without any
very serious loss, they reached the fort of Cabeira. Lucius was spared the painful sight, as
he had been hurried to the rear of the king's army. He was considered to be too important a prisoner to be
allowed any chance of escape. Indeed he saw nothing more of that year's campaign, but spent the rest of the
time till the two armies went into winter quarters in a dreary imprisonment in the remote fastness where the
king had fixed his headquarters. It was with a sense of relief that he heard that Mithradates had arrived, and
that he was to be brought before him the next day, though he knew perfectly well that the interview might very
probably end with his being handed over to the executioner. One thing, however, gave him some hope, and that
was the sudden improvement in his treatment which had begun from the moment of the king's arrival. The chain
with which he had been fastened to a staple in the wall was immediately struck off, a comfortable change of
clothing was provided, and his food was changed much for the better.



[image: [Illustration]]


LUCIUS THE PRISONER OF MITHRADATES.


Early the next morning he was conducted into the king's presence. Mithradates was a man of little more than
sixty years, who looked in some respects older, in some younger than his age. His spare and active figure,
still equal, it seemed, to almost any exertion, might have been that of a man still in the vigor of life. But
his face, pale with a death-like paleness such as Lucius had never before seen in living man, was seamed with
the lines and wrinkles of extreme old age. Yet here again the eyes, deep sunken as they were beneath the bushy
white eyebrows, flashed forth with the fire of youth.



The king, when Lucius was brought into his presence, was just dismissing the envoys from one of the Greek
cities on
the Black Sea coast. This he did in easy and fluent Greek. Then turning to Lucius he addressed him in Latin
which would not have been out of place in the Forum of Rome. Never, indeed, in all Lucius' experience of
him—which, we shall see, was prolonged much beyond what he desired—did he see the king at a loss to reply to
any man, whatever his nationality, in his own language, even in his own dialect of a language.



"They have treated you well, I hope, during my absence?"



 "I do not wish to complain."



But those keen eyes had already perceived that the young man was more pale and wasted than two or three months
of ordinary imprisonment should have made him. "Turn up your right sleeve," he said.



Lucius turned it up, and in so doing showed the mark of the chain.



"What!" thundered the king; "they have chained you without my orders—you, a citizen of the great Empire of
Rome!"



Lucius thought to himself of the eighty thousand citizens of the great empire whom the king had doomed to death
on a single night, but of course said nothing. The king, for some purpose, doubtless, of his own, chose to be
friendly; and it would be of no use to doubt his sincerity.



"Pardon the stupidity of these fools, who do not seem to know the difference between a barbarian and a citizen
of Rome. You will doubtless give me your promise not to escape. Your friends shall hear of your being here—
which, indeed, I had forgotten till yesterday. Meanwhile let me try to make your captivity as easy as
possible."



Lucius gave the promise required. It would, indeed, have been folly to refuse it. After a few more polite
speeches he found himself dismissed. Attentions were now showered upon him. A horse was placed at his disposal,
and he was permitted to ride when he pleased, though he had a shrewd suspicion that he was never out of sight.
He was removed to comfortable quarters, and his fare was made as sumptuous as the resources of the country
would allow. After a few days of this improved treatment he was summoned to a private interview with the king.
No one was present but a young Greek who acted as secretary, and a huge body-guard, whose fair complexion and
yellow hair proclaimed him to be a Galatian. The man stood as solid and immovable during the conversation as if
he had been made of wood.



"Your name is Marius," said the king. "Are you a kinsman of the great Marius of whom I have heard so often?"



Lucius replied that he was.



"Of all your countrymen," continued Mithradates, "he was the greatest. I have always felt that the gods favored
me in never matching me against him. If they had I should not be where I am to-day. And you have inherited his
beliefs—you are for the people, you are against the nobles?"



"Sire," said Lucius, "I hope that these divisions have passed away. We are all the people."



"That is a great change," answered the king with a smile. "It is not so long ago since the days of Sertorius.
He was a Roman, but how many years did he not fight against the armies of Rome? But to speak again of your
kinsman. His family and friends were massacred. Do you ever think of revenge?"



"Sire, those were evil days and are best forgotten. When my uncle and his friends were in power they showed no
mercy to their enemies. When those enemies again got the upper hand they in their turn showed no mercy. Most of
the men who dipped their hands in blood in those bad days are dead and gone. If any remain I would not harm
them. The gods will punish them if they deserve punishment."



"And you have no ambition? Your name would be a spell with the people, who have not forgotten the man who was
their brother; with the allies, who have not forgotten their friend. You see I know something of your politics.
If you have any such thoughts I could help you. I have still old friends at Rome, and I have that which will
always make new ones."



"Sire, you mistake me altogether. I have no wish of thought to be more than a simple citizen. If you could
offer me my uncle's career, his seven consulships and all his honors, this moment, I would not take it. I have
my hopes, but they are not for such things as these. Honest employment, such share of honor and rewards as the
gods may think fit, and a peaceful home when my work is done—that is my ambition."



For some time the old man, whose restless ambition had wasted Asia with fire and sword for the last twenty
years, looked at the young Roman in silence. When at last he spoke it was in a gentler voice than Marius had
yet heard from him.



"Ah! I have heard that word 'home' before, and have tried to think what it means. I have had wives and
children, but I never had a home. The gods do not think fit
to give to kings the blessing which every peasant may have. But it is too late to speak of that. Nor need I
complain of the gods," he added with a bitter smile, "for I suppose that, if they had given me the choice fifty
years ago, I should have said 'king,' not 'peasant.' But I shall leave you to think of these things. Meanwhile,
you can send tidings of yourself to your friends. I will take care that your letters shall reach the Roman
camp. An exchange I cannot promise, for, to tell you the truth, there is no one whom I care to get back. My
soldiers I can trust; but as for my chiefs and my children, I had sooner that they were with the Romans than
with me. But if I keep you, as keep you I must, you will have nothing else to complain of."



The king did not give up his hopes of making a tool of his prisoner. He did not believe the young Roman, when
he disclaimed all wish to trade upon his name. He knew that party feeling was still strong at Rome, so much so
that Lucullus was hampered in his movements, and might even lose his command because he was a noble. He felt,
too, that the chances were terribly against him; that though he might hold out for one year or two years he
could not long resist the power of Rome, and he clung desperately to the faintest chance of a division in the
ranks of his enemies. All the winter he treated his prisoner with the most considerate kindness, making him an
almost daily guest at his table, and putting the best of his stores at his disposal. He even tried a weapon
that had been useful to him in the past. His daughters were the most beautiful women in Asia, and he had been
able to gain more than one great alliance as the price of their hands. And now the idea seemed to occur
to him that love might succeed where ambition had failed. Our hero was no coxcomb, ready to fancy that women
were in love with him; but he could not help thinking that it was no mere accident that not once or twice only
the veil of the fair princess Cleopatra slipped down as she passed him in the palace with her maidens. The
little notes, too, delicately perfumed with attar of roses, and written in indifferent grammar but in the most
elegant Greek characters—the little notes that told him that a brave soldier could not place his love too
high—he did not wrong the princess by supposing that she had written them; he felt pretty sure that, for the
best of reasons, she could not have written them: but he knew that the harem was too diligently watched to
allow such messages to come without the knowledge of the watchers. We know, however, how he was armed against
such assaults. No Eastern princess, however beautiful, could dwell even in his fancy for a moment when he
remembered that free, clear-souled maiden who had won his heart long ago in the Calabrian hills, Philareté of
Tarsus.



The winter and early spring passed without incident. In the early summer vague rumors that gradually grew more
definite began to reach the place of Lucius' imprisonment, of a great defeat which the Romans had sustained.
The first certain tidings reached him in a way that he certainly had not expected. A young stranger, he was
told one morning, desired to speak with him. As he was allowed to see anybody that he pleased, the young man
was introduced. Lucius recognized him in a moment as the Cilician whose life he had saved in the battle of
Tigranocerta, and who had been so fervently grateful.



"You here, Chromius!" he cried; "what brings you to this place?"



"It is not strange that I should be where you are, and indeed I reproach myself that I was not here long ago.
But you shall hear my story. Lucius Triarius has been defeated—routed, I should say. In one word, there is now
no Roman army in Pontus. I thought it was going to happen. No scouting, no guards, no knowledge or care of what
the enemy were doing or going to do, but boasting and loud talk. That was what I heard from morning to night in
the army, and though I am not an old soldier I knew pretty well what would come of it. Then the general thought
of nothing but how to bring off a battle before Lucullus could come. He hoped just to carry off the harvest
where others had ploughed and sowed. Well, I did not wait for the end. You know, sir, that there was nothing to
bind me to the Romans, except you, and you were gone. So I deserted. Ah! you frown, sir, but I had taken no
oath. Well, the battle was fought the very next day after I ran away. The king took the camp by surprise, just
as the men were fortifying it one night, weary after a long day's march. Of course the cavalry ought to have
scouted in front, but Triarius never cared about such things, and the end of it was that the Romans were taken
quite unprepared. Many of the men positively had only spades and pickaxes at hand, so utterly unprepared were
they for an attack. Their officers did their best, and I don't know how many of them were killed—an hundred
and fifty centurions, they said, and more than twenty tribunes. I had done my deserting just in time. Of
course, men who came over after the battle
were not wanted very much. I had had the good sense to go before, knowing pretty well what was going to happen.
And I don't mean to leave you again, if I can help it."



The next day a message came from the king that Lucius was to join him. Reaching the camp after a ride of three
or four days, he found Mithradates in the highest spirits. And indeed his recent victory had been so complete
that he had some reason to be confident. The army of Triarius had ceased to exist; the terrible loss of
officers, in particular, had shown that the men had lost discipline and courage. And the effect of it had been
that the king was in possession of nearly as much territory as he had when he fell out with the Romans more
than twenty years before. His spies, too—and he had spies everywhere—brought in information of the mutinous
and disaffected condition of the Roman armies throughout Asia. On the whole, his prospects were more cheerful
than they had been for years; and the unsubdued spirit of the old man revived again his old hopes and schemes.



"You see," he said when Lucius was brought into his presence, "I shall be king of Asia yet. You Romans make all
the world hate you, and you don't seem to love each other. I shall raise Spain, Gaul, Africa, Greece against
you; yes, and Italy too, for you have treated the Italians as badly as you have treated us. That is what I am
going to do. And now for yourself. Will you help me? Have you thought over what I said to you last winter? You
shall have every thing I can give you. You shall be my son-in-law. I will put you above my sons. I cannot trust
them; I can trust you."



"Sire," said the young man firmly, "you could not trust me if I were to do what you ask. I have only the same
answer to give you now that I gave you before."



For a moment the ghastly paleness of the king's cheek flushed with rage. He half turned to one of the gigantic
guards that stood behind his seat, as if to make the sign which would have doomed the young Roman to instant
death. Then by a great effort he controlled himself. It was not conscience or pity that checked him. Conscience
and pity, if he had ever known them, had long since been strangers to him. But even in his most violent rage he
seldom forgot policy, and policy bade him spare the life of his prisoner. He probably, as has been said before,
put more value on the name of Marius than really belonged to it. It might be useful to have such a prisoner. If
it came to the worst—and he never forgot that his power might crumble again, as it had crumbled before, at
the touch of Rome—this life might be made a ransom for his own. This thought suggested what would be the best
way of disposing of his prisoner.



"So be it," he said coldly, when his brief passion of rage had passed. "You don't know your interest; some day,
perhaps, you will wish that you had made me a different answer."



The Caravan



The caravan which Lucius was to join started on the 3d of November. It was sent, in the first instance, by the city
of Tarsus with presents to the king—a robe of honor and a crown of gold. It was consequently protected by a
detachment of the local force which the city kept in its pay. Merchants and other travellers were of course
glad to take the opportunity of making the journey in comparative safety. As most of these had armed followers
of their own the caravan could muster an imposing number of men, and was fairly safe from attack. The city,
too, thought it expedient, not indeed to pay a tax—that would not have become its dignity—but to make
presents to the mountain tribes through whose territory the road passed. A handsome supply of wheat and wine,
neither of which the mountaineers could produce for themselves, was annually sent to the chiefs, and it was
understood that caravans which carried the city's ensign of a flying bird should not be molested. There was
sometimes a little trouble when the tribes happened to fall out among themselves, but on the whole the bargain
was fairly well kept, and the road was, in consequence, tolerably safe.



The escort was nominally commanded by a citizen of Tarsus. But Anthemius—for this was his name—was now an old
man, and, thanks to the city feasts at which he was a regular guest, had grown too fat to mount his horse. His
regular practice was to give out his intention of making the journey, to be carried in a litter for the first
half dozen miles, and then to discover that business or family affairs, of which he heard from a messenger duly
instructed to overtake him at the appointed place, demanded his return. He would then call a halt, assemble the
escort, make a little speech expressing his regret that he had been again prevented from making the journey,
and hand over his authority to the second in command.



Leucon, the second in command, was a soldier of a very different stamp. He was a man of about forty-five, a
spare, wiry, well-knit figure, his face burnt to a deep umber by the suns of nearly thirty campaigns, his short
hair and close-cut beard (a long beard, he was wont to say, was most dangerous to a soldier) just sprinkled
with gray. He had been struck by Lucius' soldierly figure, and by the grace and ease with which he managed his
horse, and he lost no time in introducing himself and striking up an acquaintance. Lucius found him an
entertaining companion, all the more interesting because it gave him a glimpse of a kind of life which was
quite new to him. Leucon, in the course of their journey, told him the story of his life. It was told, of
course, bit by bit, but we may conveniently put it together.



"I come from Nonacris in Arcadia. Fighting has been the profession of my family for I don't know how many
generations, and we never cared particularly for whom we
fought, as long as the pay was good. The rule was for one son to stop at home and cultivate the little farm
which was our hereditary property, and for the others to take service abroad. Very few of them came back; I
don't think that they were very welcome if they did. You see, when a man has been fighting for his own hand for
thirty or forty years he doesn't quite fall in with peaceable ways. Of late years the trade has not been as
good as it was. A hundred years ago there was always fighting going on in Greece and Asia and Syria. But you
Romans have put an end to most of this, and a man has to go further afield. I went out when I was eighteen, and
took service with King Mithradates. Ah! that is a wonderful man, and unless I am very much mistaken we haven't
heard the last of him yet. In these days he hadn't come to blows with Rome, but he was always at war with the
tribes of the Black Sea coast and of the Caucasus. Well, I had as much fighting as a man could wish for seven
or eight years. Hard work it was, the worst climate you can imagine, the sea frozen over in winter, and the
dust and heat intolerable in summer, and the king caring for nothing—he might have been made of iron. Then
there was nothing to get beyond one's pay, for the savages had simply nothing that was worth taking away. Still
one learned a good deal about soldiering there. Then there came an awful piece of business. The king had been
fighting with the Romans, or at least with the Romans' friends, for two or three years, for things were
wonderfully confused, and you were too busy quarrelling at home to care much what was going on abroad. He was
spending the winter at Pergamos, and he sent for me—he had left me to
look after things at home. When I got to Pergamos I found I was to go to Miletus with a sealed letter that was
not to be opened till a certain day. And when I opened it I found my orders were these. Every Roman or Latin in
the place was to be murdered. Well, sir, I would have no hand in such a business. I am not particular about
men's lives; when it comes in the way of my duty I can take them without any scruple, but then my duty is to be
a soldier, not a murderer. The letter said that I was to go to the magistrates of the town, tell them what was
to be done, get their orders, and then do the work—I had thirty men under me. Well, I took the letter and
showed it to the chief of the Roman merchants in the town. I knew he would not believe it unless he saw it in
black and white. That was all that I could do for them. I heard afterwards that most of them took the warning
and got off; but others preferred to stay and take their chance, and I don't wonder at it. They had lived there
half their lives, had married there, and didn't care to begin the world again. Then I had to think of myself. I
made some excuse about business for the king that I wanted to do at some inland place, and then I started. I
had my horse, and ten gold pieces in my purse, and that was all that I had after more than ten years' service.
I had saved something, but I had left it at home—I mean at the king's court—and then there was a
half-year's pay due to me. All that, of course, I lost; and indeed I thought that I should be lucky if I got
off with my life. Well, on thinking it over I concluded that Tarsus would be the best place for me to make for.
You see, the king had never got a hold of the city, and was not likely to get it. So I tried to make
my way by this same road that we are travelling now. A very hard piece of work, for it was winter-time and
bitterly cold, and the snow deep on all the high ground. I got on my way pretty well till I lost my horse,
which was drowned in crossing a river, and very nearly drowned me, too, along with him. I found that I was
being hunted after, and had to disguise myself. By the greatest good luck I found one of the wandering priests
of Cybele lying dead—he had been overtaken by a snowstorm on one of the mountains in Phrygia. I dressed
myself up in his clothes, and buried my own. That did very well till I fell in with some of my own craft. You
see, that I didn't know their jargon, and felt sure that they would find out pretty soon that I was an
impostor. Well, I got away from them when they were all tipsy, and then my good luck came in again. I met a
beggar on the road, and exchanged clothes with him. To be honest, you might call it robbery rather than
exchange, for I made him give up his own clothes and take mine. But then I gave him my last gold piece to make
it up to him. As for his clothes, they were not worth a drachma, I am sure. I shudder to this day when I think
how dirty they were. However, they were as good as a safe-conduct, for nobody thought of touching me. So at
last I got to Tarsus, without a brass coin in my pocket, my feet so frost-bitten that I nearly lost them, in
fact the most miserable object you can conceive. Happily I had one or two old friends in the place who knew me,
and took care of me. When I recovered I took service with the city, and a very good master it is."



The journey was not to be made without some interruption. One of the quarrels among the mountaineers, which,
as has been said, sometimes disturbed the peaceful arrangements between them and the city, had broken out, and
about the seventh day the caravan found its progress blocked by a strong force of barbarians which occupied a
height commanding the road. A halt was immediately called, and as it was already nearly dark it was determined
to bivouac for the night. The commander called Lucius, of whose spirit and intelligence he had begun to think
very highly, into counsel.



"We might storm the position," he said, "but I don't feel quite certain about my men. Very few of them have
seen any fighting, and this is not the kind of thing to give them for their first experience. You see, get up
the heights as quickly as they may, they must lose some men before they get a blow at the enemy, and that is a
thing that young soldiers don't like. No, a first fight should always be on equal terms. We might fail, you
see, and that would mean the loss of every thing. No, we must use stratagem, and I will tell you what I think
of doing, and I look to you to help mc. I noticed, before it got too dark to see, that there was another height
behind the one on which the mountaineers are posted. Well, I propose to send some dozen men or so to occupy
that, and take the enemy in the flank. If there is one thing more than another that barbarians cannot stand, it
in the fear of being taken in flank. I have got a steady old officer whom I shall send in command, and you
shall go with him. Of course I shall give him instructions; but if he is steady he is stupid, and I want you to
understand my plan. You have got to make as much of your dozen men as you can. Let them show themselves without
being too
much seen. Two or three of them shall have bows, and two or three slings. Make as much play with these as you
can, and don't spare shouting."



The lieutenant was sent for and duly instructed, and told to look to Lucius for further explanations if they
were wanted. About two hours after midnight the party started under the guidance of a merchant's clerk, who
happened to know the way, being indeed a native of one of the neighboring villages. They had to make a
considerable compass to gain the desired post without running any risk of being observed by the enemy, and
their way lay, for the most part, through a very dense and tangled wood. It was close upon dawn when they found
themselves on the height. The enemy had not thought of posting any sentinels, knowing that the advance of the
caravan would be sure to wake them. They were sleeping, most of them, on the bare ground, wrapped in their
rough cloaks of Cilician goat's hair, though there were two or three tents for the accommodation of the chiefs.
Every thing favored the commander's plan. The little party could approach the enemy without any danger, at
least immediate danger, of being attacked, for the camp was overhung by an almost precipitous height. From this
they could discharge their arrows and missiles with effect, while they could show themselves among the trees
which lined the edge without letting the enemy discover how small were their numbers. The ruse succeeded to
perfection. The mountaineers at once concluded that a powerful force was about to take them on the flank and
cut off their retreat, and they hastily abandoned their position. The caravan, which had been ready to start
for more than an hour, at
once moved forward, and the difficult bit of road was passed before the enemy could find out the truth.



The rest of the journey was accomplished without any hinderance, so that before the end of November the
travellers were safely lodged in Pessinus.



Campaigning (continued)



One important result of Lucullus' victory was that Tigranocerta immediately fell into his hands. Though the battle
had been fought at some distance from the town, it had been possible for the inhabitants to see from the walls
so much as to make them sure that the king had been defeated. There were, as has been said before, two parties
in the town, those who wished for the success of the king, and those who were ready to welcome the Romans as
deliverers. During the night that followed the battle the greater part of the king's friends fled from the
town. Muræna with his six thousand men could not pretend to keep up any thing like a blockade or stop the
fugitives, and as he had with him only a handful of cavalry he did not attempt to pursue them. Very soon after
his return Lucullus was waited on by a deputation from the town. They had been unwilling subjects, they said,
of Tigranes, Greeks, compelled to serve a barbarian. They had always prayed for the success of the Roman arms.
Now the gods, who hated tyranny and insolence, had overthrown this upstart, who was not afraid to arrogate to
himself the very title of Zeus, and to call himself king of kings. The Romans had
only to stretch out their hands and lay hold of his treasures. They would themselves open the gates, and
welcome them as their deliverers.



The town which the prince and Lucius entered in the train of Lucullus was a curious sight, for it was wholly
unlike any other place they had seen. A town commonly grows up and keeps about it some signs of the various
stages of its growth. It has old houses, and it has new. It has been altered and added to, to suit the wants
and wishes of various generations. Tigranocerta was altogether new. The caprice of the king had called it into
existence, and it bore the marks of its origin. It had been laid out on a regular plan; the streets crossed
each other at right angles; all the houses in each were of a uniform size and pattern, some being assigned as
the dwellings of the rich, and being proportionately large and handsome, others belonging to the middle class,
and others again to the poor. As Tigranes had made his plans on the scale of his hopes of what the population
would be, rather than of what he had actually ready to settle in his new capital, whole quarters of the city
had never been inhabited, and had already begun to fall into ruin. The flight of a part of the population had
made the place look still more desolate, in fact the impression on every one was that there was not a drearier
spot on earth than Tigranes' new city, and that the sooner it was permitted to sink again into the desert from
which it had been called forth, the better it would be for mankind.



The conquerors, however, found attractions in the plunder of the place. The houses of the Greek inhabitants
were protected, but everything else was given up to pillage.
Besides what they could thus secure the soldiers had a handsome sum distributed to them out of the royal
treasure which had been found in the palace, each man receiving between $150 and $200 in our money. Amusements
too were not wanting. Tigranes had determined to have a city complete according to the best models of
civilization, and he had taken great pains to get together a company of actors, bribing some, and kidnapping
others. There was a theatre, too, built after the pattern of that in Ephesus, as far as the skill of a young
architect who had had the misfortune to fall into the king's hands had been able to carry him. Lucullus ordered
a play to be acted, choosing as suited for the occasion the Persians of Æschylus, as being the story of another
great victory which in times past the West had won over the East. It was not the least strange of Lucius's
experiences, that in one of the most unlikely places in the world, the desolate plain of Armenia, he realized
what had been one of the dreams of his life, to see one of the masterpieces of the Greek drama actually put
upon the stage.



He was not so well pleased with another amusement which the general provided for his army. The taste for Greek
tragedy was, as may be supposed, not very general among the Roman legions, and for these a very different kind
of spectacle had to be provided. Several hundred prisoners had been taken in the late battle, the soldiers
having spared their lives, not so much out of any feeling of pity as out of sheer weariness of slaying. These
were to be turned into gladiators, though the connoisseurs in this kind of amusement did not expect any very
exciting sport from such spiritless creatures. There was, however, another resource.
Among the treasures of the royal palace was a menagerie of wild beasts. Tigranes had been accustomed to make
part of the tribute which came in from outlying provinces payable in these creatures, and had got together a
great collection. The Roman managers saw in the beasts excellent material for increasing the splendor and
excitement of the exhibition. Beasts might be made to fight against each other: a lion, a panther, or a bear
might be matched with so many dogs; best of all, if any of the new gladiators should seem disposed not to do
their duty of killing or being killed, they might have a lion let loose upon them, and have to fight in earnest
for their lives.



With all these combined attractions the entertainment proved, it was generally thought, a great success, the
soldiers applauding the various spectacles with great enthusiasm, the greater the more cruel and bloody they
were. Most of the Greeks, to whose more refined tastes such amusements were odious, kept away, though some of
the chief citizens thought it politic to attend Lucullus, who, of course, presided, and sat, pale and
shuddering, during the long-drawn-out hours of horror. Prince Deiotarus, who had something of Greek culture and
feeling, excused himself from attending, and Lucius also was glad to stay away.



It was now that he made a curious discovery about the prisoner whose life he had saved on the field of battle.
Until this time he had been able to hold very little communication with the young man, whose dialect, though it
seemed to contain a certain number of Greek words, he could not understand A piece of good fortune now threw an
interpreter in his way. By his help he learned the youth's story,
of which, as it is a fair specimen of what had happened to multitudes of others in those days, we may give a
brief outline.



"I was born," he said, "in free Cilicia. By rights I should have been a sailor. That has been the employment of
my family for generations, and my father is a great man in his way. But somehow I never could take to the sea.
Three seasons, one after another, did my father take me with him, and try to accustom me to it, but it was
hopeless. Let there be the least breath of wind to raise the waves, and I was helpless. So he gave it up,
though it was a great grief to him, and left me to look after things at home, cultivate the little bit of land
we had, and look after my mother and sister. Well, about a year ago comes one of the king's lieutenants on a
great kidnapping expedition. Most of our people had time to carry their wives and children to our hill-forts,
many of which have never been taken. But he came upon our village unawares. We went to bed one night not
dreaming of any danger, and the next morning we found the place surrounded by the Armenian soldiers, and we
were as helpless as fish in a net. They did not treat us badly on the whole; the king wanted inhabitants for
his new towns, and if people would not come into them of their own accord he had to make them. For myself I did
not care very much. That summer my mother and sister had both died of a fever that broke out in the village,
and I had felt the old house terribly dull and lonely. Besides, I had got tired of farming and stopping at
home; and thought that if I could not be a sailor I should like to be a soldier. So I was ready to make the
best of it, and when the king's officers
saw that I was not sulky like most of the kidnapped people they were kind enough. In the end I was made some
kind of a captain in the army; all the rest of my story you know."



As soon as the prisoner had said that he had once been a sailor Lucius seemed to understand the mysterious
resemblance which had struck him in the man's face.



"Can it be true, by chance," he asked him through the interpreter, "that your father's name—you say that he
is a great man in his own line—is Heracleo? If it is, I know him very well."



The young fellow was not a little abashed at the question. He was not in the least ashamed of his father's
calling as a pirate, which seemed to him just as proper and praiseworthy a manner of getting one's livelihood
as any of the occupations which men commonly followed. But he knew enough of the world to be aware that there
was a common prejudice against it. He looked in a confused and embarrassed way on the ground, and remained
silent.



"Don't trouble yourself," said Lucius; "if I know your father, I know nothing but good of him. He saved my
life, and I think it a great chance that I have been able to do something towards paying him back in kind. And
now for yourself. You want to be a soldier; well, come with me. You have no particular reason to love Tigranes,
or his father-in-law King Mithradates; and I take it that on the whole it is better to be on the side of the
Romans than to be against them."



As we are not relating the history of the wars with Mithradates, except so far as our hero was concerned with
them, we shall not attempt to describe the events which followed
the battle of Tigranocerta. It will suffice to say that the Galatian cavalry were sent home before the winter
set it. Many of their horses had died, many more had broken down from excessive fatigue, and on the whole the
force was no longer effective. The prince was anxious that Lucius should accompany him in his return, and the
young Roman, though he would gladly have seen a little more active service, did not like to refuse. But here
Lucullus interfered. Lucius was a valuable officer, and he refused to part with him. The prince therefore
departed without him, carrying letters which he promised to forward to Tarsus and Rome, and also taking charge
of a sum which Lucius had received as his share of prize-money. It mounted to about a thousand pounds, and the
general's secretary of finance gave him in exchange for the coin a letter of credit which would be payable at
Rome. This Lucius enclosed in a letter to his father, begging him to use or invest the funds as he might think
best. A few of the Galatian troopers had become strongly attached to their second in command, and asked and
received permission to remain with him. These were drafted into the Thracian cavalry whom Lucullus still
retained, and Lucius received the same appointment in the consolidated force that he had held before.
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A Cruise



Lucius was of course all impatience to enter upon his new duties, and grudged every moment of delay. He guessed,
however, that it would be a waste of time to make a very early visit to Cleomenes, and, as he found when about
two hours before noon he called at the young Greek's house, guessed right. Cleomenes had but just finished his
first meal, and was amusing himself with two young friends who had breakfasted with him, at a game which our
hero could not help regarding with some little contempt. A number of small earthenware saucers were floating in
a large basin of water. The players stood about six yards off, each with a cup holding a small quantity of wine
in his hand. Their object was to throw the wine in such a way that it would fall into one of the saucers and
sink it. Each saucer so sunk was worth a gold piece to the fortunate or skilful player who contrived to send it
to the bottom. When the game began there had been nine saucers afloat, and each of the three players had put
three gold pieces into the pool, and would take one out for each saucer he might secure. Four had disappeared
when Lucius was announced, and Cleomenes was in the highest spirits because three out of the four had fallen to
his share.



"Good-morning!" he said. "For Heaven's sake don't interrupt me! I am giving my friends here such a beating as
they never had before in their lives. I can aim like Cupid himself this morning. Look here!"



As he spoke he threw the wine again, and, to his unbounded delight, a fifth saucer disappeared.



"Come," he cried to his competitors, "I will wager fifty drachmas that I get two out of the four that are left.
There is nothing like following up one's luck."



The young men were not disposed to take the bet. It was clearly their host's day, and they felt that the less
they risked the better. Cleomenes in fact did sink two more of the saucers, and consequently pocketed six of
the nine gold pieces. Then turning to Lucius with an air of triumph: "What an omen," he cried, "for you and me!
Could the Twin Brethren have sent a better? Don't you see?—the saucers there are the pirates, and I, with you
to help me, am the man to sink them. You shall have your revenge," he continued, speaking to his friends, "if
you will come to-morrow. Meanwhile farewell! My young friend here and I have business to transact—business of
the state, you will understand, which cannot be neglected."



And he endeavored to assume an air of dignified importance, not a little to the amusement of his friends, who
knew him a great deal too well to be so taken in.



"You must not suppose," he said to the young Roman when they found themselves alone, "that I am given to these
trifles. But one should not apply one's self to business immediately after meals. My physician expressly
forbids it. But now for our affairs. We are tolerably well prepared for
a cruise—in fact about as well as we are likely to be. You won't find things, perhaps, quite as you might
expect or wish. We have not got many stores on board. You see this is not like a long voyage. We are always
near our base, as the soldiers say, and can pick up pretty nearly what we want as we go along. The crews, too,
are not quite complete. It really is no use feeding and paying a lot of idle fellows when they are not wanted.
We can always get them when they are required. I reckon that we shall pick up the men as well as the stores as
we go along. We will press the fellows out of two or three forts that I know of. What is the good of their
kicking their heels all day long and looking out to sea? A bit of a cruise and a little service—no running into
danger, you will understand, but something that will bring plenty of credit without much risk—that will do
them a world of good. Well, if we are ready we had better set out at once. We generally have settled weather
about this time of year. The pirates, too, are getting a little impudent. Of course they will be off at once as
soon as we show ourselves. When can you be ready? Will three days be enough?"



"I don't want more than three hours," said Lucius.



"Admirable! What energy! This is how you Romans have conquered the world. But I have some little matters to
settle. A married man, you see, can't leave every thing at a moment's notice, as a gay young bachelor like
yourself. Shall we say the day after to-morrow, about two hours before sunset—that is, if the weather still
looks fine? Will you try your hand with the Cottabos?—no? You Romans like something more energetic, I dare
say. Farewell, then,
for the present. Our ship, you will remember, is the Chimæra."



When Lucius presented himself, punctual to the moment, at the rendezvous, he found the Chimæra  as gay as
paint and varnish and gilding could make her. A huge figure of the monster from which she got her name—a
mixture of lion, goat, and snake—adorned the bows. A small pent-house on the stern covered gilded images of
the Twin Brethren, under whose protection she was supposed to be. An old sailor greeted the young Roman on his
arrival with a respectful salute. "We do not sail, sir," he said, "till to-morrow. The captain thinks that
there is a little too much wind; and besides, he dines with the governor. Meanwhile, sir, you are to be in
charge, and I hand over the ship to you."



The old salt's face, as he spoke, was perfectly grave, but there was a twinkle in his eye which showed that he
had his own opinions about the delay. As to the weather, indeed, Lucius, landsman as he was, could see that the
excuse was ridiculous. A fair breeze was blowing just strongly enough to touch the waves with white. Small
fishing and pleasure boats were going in and out of the harbor; in fact the weather was fair, and promised to
be still fairer as the day went on. Lucius found occupation and amusement enough in thoroughly inspecting the
ship. It was a decked vessel, and though it would have seemed small to modern eyes, was reckoned to be of
unusual size. Its new lieutenant was a little surprised to find so few seamen on board, but concluded that the
men, like their commander, had been given or had taken an extra day's leave. They were probably
loitering in the town; they must be recalled in good time the next day. This must be his first duty as second
in command; for it would not do for his chief to find, when he came on board, that any of his crew were
missing. When he announced his intention of calling the roll early next day and of sending a guard on shore to
bring in any stragglers, the old seaman listened with a half-suppressed smile, which Lucius perceived but could
not understand.
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A ROMAN WAR SHIP.


The next morning, about half an hour after sunrise, the ceremony of the roll-call took place. Demarchus (that
was the old sailor's name) called over the names. Every one was duly answered, but the lieutenant soon
perceived a suspicious resemblance in the voices that replied. Before long in fact, he became certain that one
man was doing duty in this way for a good many; and stepping a little aside to where he could command a view of
the place from which the voices seemed again and again to come, he saw that there was a man who sometimes
answered to as many as five or six names in succession. He thought it best not to interrupt the call, but to
demand an explanation as soon as it was finished.



"What," he said to Demarchus, "is the meaning of this? There are about one hundred and eighty names on the
list; but there were, I am sure, not a hundred at the call. And what did that fellow behind the mast mean by
answering name after name? Are the men loitering about in the town? If so, we must fetch them."



"Sir," said the old sailor, "it is all a queer business, but you will have to know it sooner or later, and I
had better tell you at once. To put the matter quite shortly, these
men are nowhere. Some of them died years ago, some ran away; some I never saw, and I have been on the
Chimæra  a matter of five years. You look surprised, sir, and well you may be. But listen and you will
understand." As he spoke he dropped his voice to a whisper. "They are nowhere, but they get their pay
all the same, or somebody else gets it. The town that finds this ship pays for one hundred and eighty men; and
we have, as you see, something less than a hundred. Say each man gets half a drachma a day. There you have
forty drachmas in somebody's pocket. It is not for me to say whose pocket, but I am pretty sure that not a
single drachma goes back to the town. Then there is an allowance for food. The missing men, of course, want
food just as much as those that are here; and to tell you the truth, those that are here don't get much more
than the missing. Yes, sir, we haven't food for fifty on board—I might say a score—let alone a hundred. Some
of the men bring a supply on board; and then when we touch anywhere—and we touch, as you may guess, pretty
often—they are exceedingly nimble in picking up any trifles that may come in their way. Then there is
something to be done in fishing when the weather is fine. No, sir, they don't starve; but you can't say much
more. And, sir, we are better off in the Chimæra  than they are in any of the other ships. We haven't got
much more than half our crew, but they haven't a quarter. You see, our captain is a favorite at headquarters,
and he is better treated than some; but you wouldn't believe how short-handed some of the others are. Do you
know the real reason why we didn't sail yesterday? The weather was all right—you saw that.
sir, though I doubt whether you have been much to sea before; but the wind was blowing into the harbor mouth,
and we could not  get out. We had not enough men to man the oars, and so we had to stay at home. You see
people suspect something, but they don't know; and it would never do to show our weakness publicly. We
shall go to-day, sir. The wind has shifted and blows out of the harbor, and we can do without our oars. The
Chimæra  makes a brave show, sir; and the others look pretty well too when they are under sail,
but I don't like the look of things. And if the pirates do show fight—and I am told they will—it may turn out
a very ugly business. And now, sir, I have told you the whole truth, as far as I know it; for I seem to see in
your face that you are one to be trusted. But mind, you must not seem to know any thing. See, here comes the
captain."



Just as he finished speaking Cleomenes stepped out of a litter, which had been carried by the bearers down to
the water's side, and came on board by a gangway. He greeted his lieutenant with much friendliness and warmth.



"My excellent Lucius, I am delighted to see you. I felt sure when we first met that you were exactly the man
that I should like to have with me. You have every thing ready, I see." He saw something in the young Roman's
eye that seemed to say that every thing was not ready, and hastened to anticipate any remark. "Ah! there are
some things you want to speak to me about. Very good. We shall have plenty of time for that when we are out of
harbor. That is the first thing to do. Demarchus," he added, turning to the old sailor, "signal to the rest of
the
squadron that they are to follow me out of harbor under sail."



The order was duly given. The Chimæra  soon had its sails hoisted, and led the way gayly enough. Its
consorts, as the lieutenant soon saw, were not in such good case. The start was not so speedily made, the sails
were not so skilfully handled, and the canvas, when spread to the wind, looked old, discolored, and worn. Still
the squadron, which numbered eight ships in all, made a sufficiently fair show is they passed one after another
out of the harbor mouth. Crowds of people had gathered on the piers on either side to see them off. Most of
them noticed nothing wrong; and though there were not wanting critical eyes, for Syracuse had plenty of
sailors, young and old, among its citizens, there was a strong feeling that silence was safer than speech. The
exit safely accomplished, the squadron turned southward, and had the honor of receiving the farewell
salutations of the governor himself, who stood dressed in purple cloak and tunic reaching down to his heels,
and surrounded by a party of gayly attired ladies in front of his seaside quarters.



In the course of an hour or so Cleomenes beckoned to his lieutenant. "You find," he said, "that every thing is
not quite complete. You will remember that I told you so. But we have really got pretty nearly every thing we
want, for this will be more of a promenade than an expedition. The pirates daren't show themselves within ten
miles of us. Why, the Chimæra  would sail over any one of their little bits of vessels and not feel it.
Still we may as well pick up some more men from the seaside forts. To-morrow I will send you with a requisition
to the officers in command. We
shall get some provisions too, I dare say, in the same way. As for to-day we will do about ten miles more or
so, and then stop for the night. I shall have my tent pitched and dine on shore. It is far more pleasant, I
think, than living on board. You will come of course, to-night, and whenever you please without further
invitation."



Two or three days' easy voyaging in this fashion brought the squadron to the south-east corner of the island.
Lucius paid his visits to the forts, and duly presented his commander's requisition. His experience at the
first of these places, a somewhat ruinous building about five-and-twenty miles south of Syracuse, pretty well
represented what he found at them all. "You want some men," said the old soldier in command, a deputy centurion
who must have seen at least thirty years of service, "and are authorized to take as many as are not required
for the safe keeping of the fort. That is how your document runs. Very good, sir. I will muster the
garrison, and you shall see how many I have to spare. Very luckily you have come just at the right time to see
them all. They are mostly scattered a good deal, looking out for something to eat, it may be, or doing a stroke
of work for a farmer in the neighborhood. But just now they are all at hand."



All at hand they were, and they numbered exactly nine. "Now, sir," continued the old soldier, "I might hold
this place with a hundred men, if the attack was not too brisk. Of course if the enemy brought big catapults to
bear on us, or came to close quarters with pickaxes, they would soon have the whole place down about our ears.
Still I might hold out pretty well with a hundred men. Well, I never
had more than thirty. This was five years ago, sir, when I came to the place. Since then they have been
dropping off one by one. All the young and active fellows have found something better to do, and nobody seems
to care whether they stay or no. The district round about here goes on paying for them, I am told, and some
one, I suppose, draws the pay. It does not much matter, I fancy. Of course the pirates could take the place if
they chose. But it is not worth their while. There is nothing for them to get, and I don't feel uneasy on that
score, though this not the sort of thing that a veteran like myself cares to do. But you perceive, sir, I can't
do any thing for you in the way of men. I see the requisition goes on: The commander will also furnish you
with any surplus stores that he may possess beyond what may be needed for his garrison. Well, come this way
and see what the men have got for their dinner."



He led the way into an adjoining room, where the men were engaged with their meal. They had a steaming dish
before them, which Lucius at first sight supposed to consist of parsnips, but which he found on inquiry to be
the roots of dwarf-palms. There, sir," said the old officer, "that is what my men mostly live on. Happily there
is no want of them about here. We do pick up a bird or rabbit now and then, and we keep a few hens, and
sometimes we catch some fish on shore-lines; but if it were not for the palms the men would sometimes come off
very badly. No, sir, I have not got any surplus stores beyond what may be needed for my garrison."



This matter disposed of, Lucius had some interesting talk with the old soldier. He had served his first
campaigns in
Northern Italy two and thirty years before, when the barbarians had swarmed across the Alps, and seemed likely
to bring back the times of Brennus and the Gauls. He had been one of the few survivors of the dreadful day of
Arausio, where eighty thousand Romans and allies lay dead on the field of battle, and he had shared in the two
great victories by which Caius Marius had delivered Rome from a destruction that had at one time seemed
inevitable. His respect for our hero was of course immensely increased when he found out that he was a kinsman
of the great consul. But when the young man, whose blood fairly boiled at the tale of these monstrous abuses,
spoke of trying to get things righted, he strongly advised him to do nothing. "You will only be running your
head against a wall, sir. These things will get set right some day, but we had best leave them alone. I am told
that the governor we have now does not care much what he does, so that he gets his own way. He has scourged men
and crucified them, yes, Roman citizens too, if they so much as ventured to whisper a word against him and his
goings on. Take my advice, sir, and say nothing, at all events as long as you are in Sicily."



This, as has been said, was a type of what our hero found at all the forts which he visited on the same errand,
and he began to think that his command was not quite so desirable a thing as he had once expected.



An Embassy



Lucius found his new work pleasant enough, and certainly easy. Not very much could be done with the young prince as
far as study was concerned. He made acquaintance with Homer, and wanted no urging to improve acquaintance into
friendship. He came of a family of soldiers; and the stirring pictures of battle, and the glorious verse which
sounded like war-music in his ears, possessed him with a charm that never lost its hold. Among other writers he
had only one favorite, Xenophon. To be a soldier and a sportsman seemed to him the very height of human
happiness. It was a constant delight to him to compare with his own experience what the old Athenian had to say
about horses and dogs, about the methods of hunting and the implements of the chase. Equally attractive in
another way was the glorious story of the Ten Thousand. These countrymen of his own—for though of a Gallic
race he had Greek blood in his veins—fighting their way to the sea and safety through tribe after tribe of
savage enemies, across mountains of which they did not know the passes, and rivers of which they had to find
the fords, were a perpetual interest to him. But beyond Homer and Xenophon
he would not go, nor indeed did Lucius or any one else expect any more.



Meantime the two young men were constant companions, and in a short time became excellent friends. Hunting was
a resource for spending their time of which neither of them ever wearied. Once a month there was a great
battue, such as has been described in the preceding chapter. More pleasant were the excursions which the
two young men made together, with perhaps an old hunter to give them the benefit of his experience, and two or
three attendants to act as beaters or carriers. Plenty of game was to be got: partridges and quails, which were
to be caught in nets or shot with bow and arrow, and hares to be run down with beagles, of which the king had
an excellent pack, or tracked, without the help of dogs, by their footprints in the snow. If they were disposed
to go farther afield, larger animals were plentiful. Often they would be absent for two or three days,
sometimes contenting themselves with rough quarters in a forester's or peasant's house, sometimes handsomely
entertained by one of the neighboring chiefs. These glimpses of the home life of a very strange people, a
Western tribe surrounded by the associations of Eastern life, were exceedingly interesting to the young Roman.
He was especially struck by the national ballads which he sometimes heard sung to the accompaniment of a rude
harp in the hall of some Galatian noble. The Gallic speech was dying out, though it had left many traces of
itself in the Greek, which was now the common language of the country, but it still lived in the ballads. The
difficulty was in getting them interpreted. The guests for the most part, though they considered them
as a necessary part of the entertainment, listened to them without understanding, and sometimes the minstrel
himself knew little of the meaning of what he was singing. One night, however, Lucius was fortunate enough to
sit by an ancient retainer who was one of the very few that still spoke the old tongue, and who could himself
repeat the ballad from beginning to end. It told the story of how the great king Bran (the Brennus of the Roman
legend) had marched to the south, how he had put his enemies to flight and sacked their city, and how he had
come back in triumph, carrying with him the gold wherewith the men of Rome had purchased their lives. The last
part of the story was, of course, new to Lucius, who had been brought up in the tradition, so flattering to the
national pride, which told how Camillus had appeared with his host at the very moment when the shameful bargain
was being made, had ordered the gold and the scales to be removed, and, challenging the Gauls to conflict, had
restored the honor of his country.



Among these fresh occupations and interests the winter and early spring passed pleasantly away. One day,
towards the end of April, Lucius received a summons to attend the king. It was not one of the usual days for an
audience, and his curiosity was naturally excited. He found the young prince with his father; the old man
seemed to be in high good humor.



"You have been reading," he said, "about the Ten Thousand. Well, here is a chance of seeing some of the
country through which they passed on their way back to the sea. You know, I dare say, that King Mithradates is
in Armenia with Tigranes, his son-in-law, king of kings, as he calls
himself. He is in no great favor, but is kept as a prisoner, and Lucullus hopes to induce Tigranes to give him
up. You know, I dare say, how very narrowly he escaped getting hold of him two years ago. The soldiers were as
near to him as you are to me, when a mule with its pack-saddle full of gold came in the way, and the rascals
thought of nothing but the plunder, and let the king go. Well, as I said, he made his way to Tigranes, and now
Lucullus is going to send an embassy to demand him. The ambassador is to be Publius Clodius, the general's
brother-in-law, and, to make a long story short, my son is to go with him, and you will accompany him. It is a
fine opportunity of seeing a country which it would not be very easy to get at, and you are very lucky, I take
it, in getting it. You will start in three days' time, so that you may be sure to fall in with the embassy on
its way."



The start was not made, however, as it turned out, till a couple of days later. Twice in succession the omens
were unlucky, the sacrifice on the first day presenting what the soothsayers considered a threatening
appearance, and a raven having unluckily thought fit on the second to caw just as the expedition was starting.
Nothing could have persuaded the old king to let his son start in the teeth of such warnings. He would far
sooner have given up the whole plan; as for being late at the rendezvous, it was a matter of quite secondary
importance. On the 2d of May, however, the expedition did get off. The prince, who considered his father's
notions about omens to be more than half nonsense, had a private interview with the soothsayer, which Lucius
suspected might have had something to do with the
favorable answers which that official was able to give next morning to the king's inquiries. It was necessary,
owing to this delay, for the party to hurry on. Happily no obstacle intervened, and the travellers joined the
embassy just as it was about to cross the borders of Armenia. Beyond this, indeed, it would not have been
prudent to travel, except under the safe-conduct which Tigranes had given to the Roman ambassador.



Armenia proved to be quite as interesting a country as Lucius had expected. Its bleak and dreary plains,
scarcely broken by a single elevation or even by a tree, would, he thought, have been a miserable place to live
in, but they were full of curiosities for a traveller. The underground houses, especially, for the excessive
rigor of the climate and the scarcity of timber, and indeed of all building materials, compelled the
inhabitants to excavate their dwellings, were exceedingly interesting. The expedition would come suddenly upon
a spot in the unvarying expanse of plain which seemed at first sight to be exactly like what they had traversed
for many a weary mile, but which was really the site of a populous city. On looking a little more closely,
smoke might be seen here and there issuing from chimneys which were raised three or four feet from the ground.
Near these chimneys again might be seen what seemed like wells with steps in the sides, but were really the
entrances to the under-ground houses. Descending one of these, which they were most hospitably invited to do,
the travellers found what might be called an underground farm. Not only did the Armenians inhabit these strange
dwellings, but they kept there their cattle and sheep. The season, indeed, was 
sufficiently advanced for these to have been sent into the upper air, but the stalls and folds were there. Here,
too, Lucius made acquaintance with the famous barley wine of which he had read in Xenophon, and which he had
been very curious to see and taste. It was not kept in casks or jars, but every house had a cistern, varying in
size according to the wealth of its proprietors, in which the liquor, the result of the fermentation of barley,
was made and kept. From these it was drawn off for use into tubs. Hosts and guests would sit round one of these
tubs, each furnished with a reed through which he drew the liquor up. It was not unpleasant to the taste, but
exceedingly potent, stronger even than unmixed wine, and unmixed wine seemed to Lucius, as it did to the
majority of his countrymen, a drink to be avoided. After his first taste he pleaded to be permitted to mix it
with water, and his hosts, pitying the weakness and bad taste of the barbarian from the West, graciously gave
him leave.



Of Armenia they saw more than enough, for the guide who had been furnished by the chief commissioned to reach
them as soon as they crossed the border led them astray. He had been instructed to delude the strangers in this
way, Tigranes desiring to gain time, and not particularly caring if some lucky accident should prevent the
embassy from arriving at all. For several days the fellow, acting on instructions which had been given him,
contrived, without making the party actually travel twice over the same road, to conduct them in such a way
that they made little or no progress. It is difficult to say how long this game might have gone on had not an
accomplishment of Lucius, of which mention has been made before, come to the rescue of the party. He
made it a practice, when the encampment was made every night, carefully to observe at the same hour the
position of the stars, and a suspicion that their guide had either lost his way, which did not seem very
likely, or was fooling them, soon came into his mind. After two or three cloudy days, which had given the man
an unusually favorable opportunity of carrying out his scheme, he was convinced that his suspicion was correct,
and lost no time in communicating it to the ambassador. Clodius, who had the short temper and peremptory manner
of his family, made up his mind at once. He summoned the guide into his presence.



"Scoundrel," he said, "you are leading us wrong."



The man protested, invoking the names of all his native gods and of such Roman and Greek deities as he could
remember, that he had been taking them the very shortest way possible to the king's capital.



"Make ready, lictors!" thundered the ambassador, whose imperious temper was roused to fury. In a few moments
the axes were ready. The wretch fell on his knees and confessed what he had been doing; but, still loyal to the
king, laid the blame on instructions which he said had been given him by a chieftain on the border.



"And you have dared, rascal, to make sport of a Roman! Scourge him, lictors, till he can't stand. And now,
sir," he went on, turning to Lucius, "you shall be our guide, if you will. How shall we march?"



"Sir," said Lucius, "I know that we have been lately going out of our way, but beyond that I know very little.
Do we know for a certainty where the king is? We may go all the tiresome journey to his capital, and after all
not find
him. If I may advise, let us strike the Euphrates as soon as we can, travel down it, and when we come to the
first frequented ford, inquire. And to strike the Euphrates we must go nearly south from here, at all events
for the present."



This advice was accepted and followed, and, much to the relief of Lucius, who felt no little anxiety at having
this new responsibility put upon him, turned out to have been right. The Euphrates was reached in due course.
Almost immediately afterwards the party was met by an Armenian noble who delivered to Clodius a courteous
message from Tigranes. The king was much troubled to think that a distinguished Roman who proposed to honor him
with a visit should have had so much trouble. Would he come on to Antioch, to which place he had been summoned
on urgent affairs? Even there the king could not at once have the pleasure of receiving him, but would do so as
soon as he should have returned from a campaign with which he was at present engaged in Northern Ph�nicia.



Clodius was half disposed to regard his absence as an affront, but, as the king had not invited the embassy,
was obliged to make the best of it; nor, indeed, was the time wasted. Tigranes was a haughty and brutal tyrant
who thought the whole world made for his pleasure, and he had many subjects who would be only too glad of an
opportunity of overthrowing him. The Roman envoy had many visitors who came under the pretext of paying their
respects to him, but really wanted to know what chance they had of getting the Romans to help them in getting
rid of their tyrant. He was liberal in his promises of help, but enjoined caution.



"Don't stir till you see us ready to move, and that in any case cannot be for some time," was his advice to
all.



After three weeks of waiting it was announced to Clodius that the "king of kings" had returned, and would be
graciously pleased to receive the embassy at noon the next day. Immediately after the delivery of this message
came one of the king's principal chamberlains.



He began, "You will make such salutation to the king of kings as is prescribed by the custom of the court."



"And what is that?" said Clodius.



"It is customary to kneel and touch the ground three times with the forehead," returned the chamberlain, who
knew how the proposal was likely to be received, but kept his countenance with an admirable gravity.



"Kneel!" cried Clodius; "a Roman kneel!"



"It is not too much honor," replied the chamberlain, "for the king of kings."



"He may be king of kings, but he is not my king. Sir, I am a senator of Rome, and I own no man in the whole
world my better save such as the Roman people may set in the offices of state."



The official argued the point in vain, suggested various compromises with equal want of success, and was at
last obliged to depart without obtaining any concession. At the audience of the next day every thing was
arranged in the way that might seem most likely to impress the imagination of the envoy. The street through
which he passed from his lodgings was lined with troops, gathered, as the variety of their equipment showed,
from every part of the kingdom. Within the palace the scene was striking. The hall in which
the reception took place was crowded with chiefs in every variety of costume, the chain-steel cuirasses of the
Parthian horsemen glittering conspicuously among them. At the upper end of the room Tigranes sat in his chair
of state, the four corners of which were supported by as many kings, still wearing, to enhance the dignity of
their conqueror, their royal robes and crowns.



Clodius approached the royal presence. The young Deiotarus followed him as far as the middle of the room,
where, as he was informed, etiquette required that he should stay. Lucius, as not being more than a private
citizen, remained at the lower end. With a courteous salutation, into which he put as much respect as he felt
to be consistent with his dignity, the envoy presented his credentials from Lucullus. The letter was taken by
an attendant, who, after prostrating himself upon the ground, presented it to the king. A frown gathered on his
forehead as he read it.



"Your general," he said, "might have given me my due title. 'King' he calls me. Does he not know that I am 'king
of kings'? But let that pass. What is your errand? Speak on."



"My errand, sir, may be briefly told. You have within your dominions, and I believe in your own hands, an enemy
of the Roman people, Mithradates, formerly king of Pontus. Lucullus having vanquished the said Mithradates in
battle and stripped him of his dominions, and being desirous to show him, according to custom, to the Roman
people as a proof of his victory, desires you to deliver him up forthwith. And I have further to say that so
delivering him up you will deserve and receive the favor and protection of the Roman
people; but that if you refuse, Lucullus, according to the authority committed to him, will forthwith proceed
to take the said Mithradates by force of arms."



The speech fell like a thunderbolt on the assembly. Such words had never been heard in that presence before.
For five-and-twenty years Tigranes had never had a wish ungratified or an opinion contradicted, and he now
listened to the words of freedom for the first time. He made a stupendous effort to control himself, and
succeeded. He had begun to listen with a courteous smile, and he contrived to keep the smile upon his face. But
it was only on his lips that he kept it, it died out of his eyes; while those who watched, and indeed every eye
in the room was fixed intently upon him, saw the blood surge up, so to speak, into his face. For a few minutes
he remained silent, struggling to master his rage. Then he spoke in a calm low voice.



"What may be the custom of the Romans, I know not, but the Armenians are not wont to betray their guests.
Mithradates has eaten my salt. That is enough. But if it were not, there is more. Lucullus has forgotten that
the King of Pontus is not only my guest but my father. That is my answer. But with you, sir, who have come upon
this errand, much, I doubt not, against your will, I have no quarrel. I pray you to honor me with your presence
at the banquet this evening. The prince will of course accompany you, and you will bring such others of your
suite as you may think fit."



The morning after the banquet, which had been a scene of wild and noisy revelry, the ambassador had another
visit from the same official that had vainly endeavored to instruct
him in Armenian etiquette. He was now the bearer of splendid presents from the king, all of which, however,
with the exception of one silver cup of small value, Clodius had the fortitude to refuse. As the party was
leaving the chamber in which the ambassador had received them, one of them lingered for a moment behind the
rest, and thrust a billet into the hands of the prince. When opened it was found to run thus:



"To Prince Deiotarus an unknown friend greeting.



"Do not linger in Antioch unless you wish to be a hostage. Think not that, even if Appius is safe, you must
needs be safe also. The rights of ambassadors are not always respected, much less of those whom ambassadors may
bring with them. Those, too, who would not willingly offend Rome may care little about Galatia. In any case,
this is a cause it which it is better to be condemned when you are absent than to be acquitted when you are
present."



The matter was at once put before the ambassador. His advice was clear. "This is a warning," he said at once,
"which you cannot afford to neglect. With you, Prince, in his hands, Tigranes would be able to make such terms
with your father as would leave very little for him to possess or for you to inherit. As for me, I feel pretty
safe. What a barbarian may do in his rage, without any thought of profiting by it, no one can tell; but he
cannot hope to make any thing of me. He knows perfectly well that Rome would not give up an inch of land for a
hundred ambassadors."



The next question was, if they were determined to escape, and this seemed unquestionably the wisest plan, which
way should they try?



"The easiest," said Lucius, when his opinion was asked, "the easiest would be to go by sea. But we must not
risk it, for we may be sure that the harbor is being watched. The best plan, I think, will be to go back, at
first at least, the very way we came. We shall be riding away from home, and if they look for us there, their
search won't be particularly keen."



This course was taken. It was thought best to put off the start till just before nightfall, when they had the
best chance of getting off unobserved. At nightfall the gates of the city would be closed. It was arranged that
two of the ambassador's attendants should ride out early in the afternoon, and that the prince and Lucius
should start, as if for an evening stroll, two or three hours afterwards. At an appointed place they were to
exchange clothes. The attendants would return to the city, having left their horses for the two fugitives.



The plan was successfully carried out, but only up to a certain point. Neither party was noticed as they left
the city, but the attention of one of the keepers of the gate was unluckily attracted to the supposed prince on
his return. The man was not sufficiently sure to venture to stop the suspected person, but he told his
suspicions to the authorities, and a pursuit was immediately ordered.



Meanwhile, however, the fugitives had got a start, and they reached the Euphrates some time before dawn. But
now an unexpected difficulty met them. They were still about half a mile from the river bank when the moon,
breaking, almost for the first time in their journey, through the clouds that covered the sky, showed them the
presence of a
body of horsemen on the opposite side of the ford. It was only for a moment, but the glitter of the steel caps
of the riders could not be mistaken. It was evident that the plan of seizing them had been entertained for some
time, and that every road had probably been barred against them. At the same time it became equally certain
that they would be soon, if they were not already, pursued from the city.



Lucius felt that the chances of escape were now heavily against them, and considered it to be his duty to
advise surrender. The prince peremptorily refused to think of any such thing.
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THE ESCAPE OF PRINCE DEIOTARUS AND LUCIUS.


"No!" he cried, "I would sooner die than be made what Tigranes means to make me, the instrument of ruining my
country. He hopes to work on my father's affection for me to make him give up, it may be, part of his
dominions, or it may be abjure his friendship with Rome. To do either would be to ruin Galatia. But if I were
to be a prisoner in the hands of Tigranes, subject any day to torture, he might be weak enough to do either the
one or the other. On the other hand, if I were dead, he would find another heir to the throne. My sister has
children who would be soon of age to succeed. Even if our house should fail, there are other families in
Galatia which would be equal to the honor. No, I will not surrender! But you shall do what you think best. I
have no right to endanger your life; and the reasons which are convincing for me have nothing to do with you."



"Prince," said the young Roman, I gave you the advice that seemed to me to be the best if we were two private
persons who had to choose between the risks of prison or death. But I acknowledge that the arguments which you
use as the heir to the throne are irresistible. As for myself, the king, your father, has appointed me to
accompany you, and till you command me, I shall not leave you."



"And now," said the prince, "what is to be done? What do you advise?"



"I see," answered Lucius, "but one chance, almost, but yet not quite, a desperate one. We must give up our
horses. With them we can go neither backwards nor forwards, for the road is blocked either way. My advice as to
them is to start them down the road to the river, give them each a hard stroke with the whip, and they will
probably gallop down to the ford. The horsemen on the other side will be sure to see, or, at least, to hear
them; but they will hardly be able to distinguish whether they have riders or no, or anyhow, if they do
perceive so much, will not easily understand what has become of us. Meanwhile we must escape by the river. Some
provident person has given us, you see, two goats' skins, which, when blown out, would help us to swim across
the river. We will use them not to swim across, but to swim down. We could do it without, but they will make it
far less fatiguing. It will still be dark for a couple of hours or more. Even when it is light, by covering our
heads and the skins with weeds, we may very well look as little like two swimmers as could be. That is all that
I can see for the present. After that we must trust to fortune and to whatever may turn up."



The plan was carried out with success. First the horses were started down the road, then the two companions
crept through the wood which bordered the road till they had traversed a distance of about half a mile. They
then struck
for the river, and judging, when they reached it, that they were out of sight of the party which was watching
the ford, committed themselves to the water, having first inflated the skins.



They had made between two and three miles, swimming and floating alternately, and were beginning to feel
exhausted by long immersion, when they caught sight of a small boat which a fisherman had fastened to an
overhanging bough, intending, it would appear, to use it early in the morning. It was happily furnished with
oars, and seemed too good a chance to neglect. Luckily at this moment the sky cleared, and the moonlight gave
them some idea of where they were going. The river, too, was high, and carried them over rocks and sandbanks,
on which during the dry season they would infallibly have been wrecked or stranded. The strength of the current
enabled them to move very rapidly, so that by the time it was broad daylight they had put at least five and
twenty miles between themselves and the place at which they had embarked on their singular voyage.



For the present, therefore, they were safe; but they could not hope not to be pursued; and it was certain that
they would be stopped and questioned as soon as they should arrive at any roadside town or even village.



"It will never do," said the prince, "for us to get into the hands of the officials of the king. To avoid that
we must risk any thing and every thing. I have an idea; it is the merest chance, but still it is better than
nothing. You have heard, I dare say, that Tigranes has carried off thousands and thousands of people from
Western Asia to colonize these desolate regions. From Galatia itself he has taken
not a few; and it is possible that we may find among the inhabitants of the river bank an old neighbor or even
a countryman. Anyhow we will make the trial."



Make the trial they accordingly did, and with the happiest results. The next bend of the river brought them in
sight of a fisherman, who, with the help of his two sons, was dragging a seine-net over a sandy bay of the
stream. The prince and Lucius brought their boat to land and offered their help, which was gladly accepted. The
haul finished, and the fish—a take so numerous as to put the man into high good-humor—counted, the two were
invited to share the morning meal. The language in which the invitation was given was sufficient to show that
the fisherman was a Greek, or, at all events, one of the tribes which had adopted Greek habits and the Greek
language. The prince, who spoke in the broad Galatian dialect, which he knew how to use on occasion (Lucius
remaining discreetly silent), discovered that his host was a Cappadocian who had been forcibly brought from his
native country to increase the scanty population of Armenia. Before long he managed to find an opportunity of
speaking to him in private. He frankly told his story, and promised liberal rewards if he would help him and
his companion to escape. The man, who knew the king by reputation, and was ready to grasp at any chance of
returning to his country, promptly consented, and it only remained to consider how the thing might best be
done.



"You must not think of it for the present," said the fisherman after reflecting a while. "The whole country
will be raised, and every road will be watched. You must be content to try for a while your employment of this
morning, in
which, I must say, you were both uncommonly handy. In fact you must be fishermen for a few weeks, perhaps
months, till the thing has blown over. I can find you proper clothes. My two eldest sons were drowned, poor
fellows, a year ago, and I can fit you out with what they used to wear. You, sir," he said, "can talk just like
the country-folk, and may very well be taken for one of us. As for your friend, the less he opens his mouth the
better. When things are a little quieter you cannot do better, I should say, than go back to Antioch. They
won't be looking for you there. Sometimes, you know, the lion's mouth is the safest place, that is if he
happens to be asleep. Then Antioch is a big place; people are always going to and fro, and strangers are very
little heeded. It will be hard if you don't get a passage in a fishing or trading vessel perhaps to Tarsus."



Lucius pricked up his ears at the name of Tarsus, and naturally thought the plan an excellent one. It was clear
indeed that for the present nothing else remained to be done. Towards afternoon a troop of horsemen was seen on
the right bank of the river, who were evidently on the lookout for the fugitives. Similar parties were seen
for some days, but as they could be seen approaching from a distance the prince and Lucius were always on their
guard, and took care to be busy at their work when they came by; nor did it occur to any one to examine them
more closely.



Towards autumn it seemed possible to make an effort to escape. Tigranes with his court had left Antioch and was
busy with preparations for the war, which, after the refusal to surrender Mithradates, had become a certainty.
In the mean time the various articles which were wanted for a
second disguise had been gradually obtained, for it had been arranged that the prince should play the part of a
merchant, with Lucius for his attendant. About the middle of September they bade farewell, with many thanks and
promises, to their host, reached Antioch without any further adventure, took passage in a small coasting
vessel, and after five or six more days found themselves safe in Tarsus.
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In Harbor



The meeting between the two lovers, after a separation of nearly eight years, we shall not attempt to describe. The
young lad to whom Philareté had given her girlish affections was now a veritable hero, one whom great generals
had honored and trusted, who had been praised by men who were themselves praised by all, and now she admired
him almost as much as she loved him. And he had never forgotten her. That, the young man would have said, had
he been asked, was nothing to be wondered at. Who could have forgotten so peerless a creature? But the woman,
living quietly at home, and remembering how her lover had been courted and flattered, and had been the guest of
princes and kings, put a higher value than he did himself on his constancy and faithfulness, and loved him for
it all the more. As for Lucius, the woman whose image he had carried with him in his heart through all these
years seemed to him far more lovely and admirable even than he had fancied. And indeed Philareté's beauty had
not in the least waned. It had grown, on the contrary, riper and more thoughtful; full of the spirituality and
tenderness which love, disciplined as hers had been by years of unselfish care, can alone produce.



The one drawback to the joy of their meeting was the failing health of the merchant. He had overstrained his
powers. Without feeling the vulgar desire to grow inordinately rich, he had had great ambition in his own
occupation. To spread the empire of his trade over the habitable world, to make his ventures in every country,
to have his ships in every harbor, his merchandise in every market, this had been the ruling desire of his
life, and had possessed him as strongly as the passion for conquest had possessed a Pyrrhus and an Alexander.
But this made a tremendous drain upon his strength. While he was still in the vigor of manhood all went well;
had he had a son to take up at least a part of his work as his years increased and his powers diminished, no
harm might have been done, though it would have been a singular piece of good fortune if the son had been a
capable colleague and successor in that vast kingdom of commerce; but as it was he was alone. The burden
increased, and the strength with which it was to be borne diminished. His memory, his grasp of facts, his
presence of mind, failed him. Then came mistakes, ventures which might be called unlucky, but were probably
ill-judged. And there were disasters, real misfortunes which no prudence could have foreseen or averted.
Commerce in those days had not the protection of insurance, which now gives a certain safety to its ventures,
and at the same time its perils were greater. A gale of wind might send a fleet of merchantmen to the bottom,
and there were no underwriters to pay for the damage. Every merchant had bad times; the Tarentine had had them
in the past, and, when both his strength and misfortunes were more elastic, had got through them easily enough;
now, when they came upon failing powers and means, they were almost overwhelming.



Fortunately he was still enough master of himself to understand the situation and to meet it. He made no
desperate efforts such as a gamester might make to retrieve his losses; he accepted and made the best of them.
He contracted his operations, and, so to speak, made no more ventures. Still all this trouble and
disappointment told upon him. The spring and hope were gone out of his life. He seemed to have nothing to look
forward to, and there is nothing that does more than this to make a man look old before his time.



The return of Lucius was a great delight to him for many reasons. He had himself a strong affection for the
young man. He saw his daughter made happy beyond expression; and he saw at hand a long-desired opportunity of
laying down a burden that was too heavy for him. He would not disturb the first few days of reunion by
introducing any unwelcome business, but when these were past he set the whole subject before Lucius.



"And now," he went on, after exactly explaining the position in which he stood, his means and his liabilities,
"and now what will you do? Things are not hopeless; a vigorous hand might take up the threads which a failing
one has dropped. You might win back all that I have lost." As he spoke something of his old fire kindled again
in his eye. "You have capacities for commerce. I saw that even in the short experience that I had of you. I
should be here, for a time at least, to help you; and though I am too old and feeble now for a sovereign I am
still equal to being an
adviser. My name, too, has not lost its old power. I have still credit, I may say, in every market of the
world. What say you?"



"My father, if I may call you so," said Lucius, "I hope that you will not be disappointed if I say that I have
no ambition of the kind. I think that I understand the interest you feel in these things, and I respect it; but
I don't share it. And not sharing it I am sure that I should not succeed in the life which you suggest."



"Let it be so," said the merchant in reply; "doubtless you are right. I fully expected that this would be your
answer, and have made up my mind accordingly. When I was a young man I used to dream of building up an empire
of commerce and bequeathing it to a line of successors who should raise it yet higher and higher. But the gods
have decided otherwise, and they are wiser than we. And now about business. I know that you have never counted
upon marrying the daughter of a rich man, and so you will not be disappointed by what I have told you. But you
will not have a wife without a dowry. As soon as my daughter was born I set aside a sum for her portion, put it
in a safe investment which I will explain to you hereafter, and have never touched either principal or
interest. This amounts to about three million sesterces (£27,000). What may be the remains of my own fortune
after all my affairs are settled and all my accounts closed, I cannot say, but I am sure that there will be
something not inconsiderable in my favor; enough, at all events, to keep me for the rest of my days. Then there
are the sums that I hold for you, what you left in my hands, and what you have remitted from time to time.
These I have managed as well as I have been able, keeping them separate from the rest of my affairs. They
amount to four hundred and fifty thousand sesterces (£5,000), to which must be added two hundred thousand more
(£1,800) which King Deiotarus paid to me on your account. And you tell me that you have brought back three
hundred thousand (£2,700) from your campaigns, and that Pompey has promised you a share of the prize-money. We
may fairly reckon that as two hundred thousand more. You will not be dangerously rich, but you will have enough
for all reasonable wants."



"I am content, and more than content," said Lucius, "but I have something more to tell you which may have a
little to do with the subject."



He then told the merchant the secret of the buried treasure in the pirates' island, just as it had been
communicated to him by the young Galatian.



"But I have been thinking," he went on, "whether, supposing that we find the treasure, it would be really ours.
It seems to me that it would belong to those from whom it was taken, if we could find them."



"'Undoubtedly it would," said the elder man. "Our best course, it seems to me, would be to go, if you consent,
to the magistrates of Tarsus and put the whole matter before them. That the treasure should be recovered is
quite clear, and that you are the man to recover it; what should be done with it when recovered is not quite so
evident, and is indeed too important a matter to be decided by any private individual. I say most certainly, go
to the magistrates. But have you told Philareté? I trust a woman's judgment
in such matters as much as I would that of the cleverest and most upright man alive."



Lucius gladly accepted this last suggestion, and Philareté was taken into their confidence.



"Above all things," she said at once, "you must keep your hands clean. Put it out of people's power to say
that you want to keep this treasure for yourselves. By all means, I should say, go to the magistrates."



The merchant and Lucius accordingly lost no time in waiting upon the provost of the city, and told him the
whole story. The provost immediately called a meeting of his colleagues, and after administering the oath of
secrecy which it was usual to take in matters of great importance which it would be dangerous to divulge,
introduced Lucius into the council-chamber, and bade him repeat what he had already told himself. A brief
consultation in private followed. When this was finished Lucius and the merchant were summoned before the
meeting.



"You have done well," said the provost, addressing them, "and as becomes the men of honor whom we before this
knew you to be. The council has deliberated on the matter which you have put before it, and has come to this
conclusion. You are requested to undertake the discovery of this treasure. We leave you to find your own means
of doing so at your discretion, offering on our part to give you such help as you may desire. If it so please
you we will send a commissioner—one of ourselves—to be present at the search. As to the disposal of what may
be found, it is not possible, while all things are so uncertain, to speak definitely. But it seems to us that
not less
than a tithe of the value of the whole should be paid to you."



No time was to be lost if the island was to be reached at the proper time. The distance from Tarsus to Crete,
in the neighborhood of which it was, was considerable; and though fine weather might be counted on with
something like certainty the prevailing winds would not be favorable to a ship travelling westward, and the
tedious labor of the oar would have to be greatly used. Preparations for the voyage were therefore made with
all speed. The trustiest men that could be found were chosen for the crew, some being found by the merchant,
some by the city authorities. A veteran captain was put in command. Philareté, whom it was at one time proposed
to leave behind, made a point of being of the party, and neither Lucius nor her father was disposed to object.
The other passenger was the city commissioner, of whose presence the merchant and Lucius, determined to put
themselves in all respects above suspicion, made a great point.



Early in August all the preparations were complete. The distance to be traversed was, roughly speaking, about
five hundred miles; and it was not safe to reckon on more than thirty miles a day. They might have to struggle
all the way with head winds. The island, too, might not at once be identified, nor the entrance to the harbor
immediately discovered. Lucius had only seen it once, and that some years before, in an uncertain light, and
when he was thinking more of the chances of getting away than of coming back.



The voyage was made without accident, and with more speed than the travellers had hoped for; and August was
not much more than half over when they sighted the eastern headland of Crete. Then began the difficulties of
their search. There were several small islands answering more or less exactly to the description of that for
which they were looking. One after another these were examined; but the entrance to the harbor, as Lucius
remembered to have seen it, could not be found. Nearly ten days had been spent in vain, and the hopes of the
party began to wane. The weather, too, began to look threatening; and it was possible that they might be
compelled to put into harbor, and practically to postpone the search to another year. At last Philareté made a
suggestion which Lucius always declared helped them out of their difficulty.



"Don't you think, dearest Lucius," she said as they were sitting over their evening meal on the last day but
one of August, "that you do wrong by always looking for this place in broad daylight? You have only seen it
once, and then it was the early morning twilight. You know how the aspect of a place is changed by different
lights and shadows. Why not search for it when it looks just as it did when you saw it before?"



"Madam," said the city commissioner with enthusiasm, "I have always been thankful for the happy thought which
prompted you to give us your company on this voyage; but now my gratitude to the gods for what was, beyond all
doubt, their inspiration, is increased tenfold. You have found us the clew out of, or perhaps I should rather
say into, this confounded labyrinth."



The vessel's course was at once directed to the most likely of the islands, which was happily not so far but
that it could
be reached before sunrise next morning. The experiment was at once successful. Lucius recognized the spot which
he had left behind him in his escape nine years before, and could only wonder that he had not recognized it
before.



After this a very short time was enough to bring them to the object of their search, or, if this must be
considered to have been the treasure rather than the island, to the first stage in its discovery.



The harbor, when they made their way into it, presented a desolate aspect—very different from that of the busy
scene which Lucius remembered on the last occasion. It was evident that no one had visited it for some years.
Two or three ships, drawn up on the beach by the little stream, were almost covered by the vegetation which had
grown up about them. The grass in the meadow was long and coarse, and evidently had not been trodden for some
time past by the foot of man. It was at least probable that no one had anticipated them in their search.



It was now necessary to communicate the secret to some of the ship's crew. The captain, who had all along been
in possession of it, was intrusted with the choice; and he selected two who were to assist in the search. It
was arranged that the passengers, who might reasonably be expected to like a change from the somewhat close
quarters a the vessel, should spend the night on shore, and that the captain and the two men selected should
act as their escort. The rest of the crew were to remain on board the ship.



The party accordingly landed, the sailors carrying what was necessary for the bivouac which they proposed to
make. The measurements directed by the pirate captain's son were
carefully made while it was still day; and the open spot in the woods, as described by him, was found without
much difficulty. There remained some anxiety about the weather. Till within half an hour of sunset it was still
overcast; then a gentle breeze from the north-west sprang up and cleared the sky. Throughout the evening, which
seemed to all one of the longest which they had ever spent, little was said. As midnight approached every eye
watched eagerly for the appearance of the constellation which was to be their guide, and when it was seen
exactly in the spot indicated all felt that success was assured; and so, indeed, it was.



Nothing was done during the night; but as it began to be light the spot that had been marked in the darkness
was excavated. A few minutes' labor sufficed to show that the earth had been disturbed before. Two or three
hours' labor brought them to what appeared to be a door; and this, when broken through, was found to open into
an arched passage. This again led them to a natural cavern, which appeared to be about fifty feet high and
about sixty or seventy every way.



It was not entirely dark in this place. A little light made its way in by the passage through which they had
entered, and a little more by some very narrow chinks in the roof. This roof, they now perceived by what they
had observed of the ground outside, must be the top of what had seemed to them an inaccessible rock.



When the eyes of the party had become sufficiently accustomed to the dim twilight of the cavern they could see
that they were in a treasury. Rows of large chests, sometimes piled one upon the other, stood by the walls. As
those
who had stored them there had relied for the safety of their contents on their hiding-place, these chests were
not fastened in any difficult way. When opened they revealed a vast variety of wealth, collected, it was
evident, from many places and through a course of many years. Much was sacred property, small images of gold
and silver, some of them strangely antique in shape; sacrificial bowls and plates; knives in which the
primitive flint, used in all ages long before all record, was incased in massy gold, and cups richly chased and
jeweled, and often inscribed with the names of the pious who had presented them. Secular spoils were still more
numerous, and presented indeed almost every conceivable variety of ornament. Besides an enormous amount of gold
and silver plate, there were massive rings and jewels, often unset and sometimes even uncut and unpolished; of
works of art not in the precious metals there were very few. Those who had stored away the treasure had
evidently looked to what could easily be turned into money. The quantity of gold and silver in bars and coins
was enormous. The chests were rapidly sealed by the city commissioner as soon as their contents had been
examined, and were left to be taken down by degrees to the ship. This could not, of course, be done altogether
without the knowledge of the rest of the crew. But though some suspicion was raised that valuables were being
taken on board, the secret was fairly well kept, and no one but the trusted few knew of the enormous value of
the cargo which was being carried on the return voyage; and these, it may easily be imagined, felt not a little
relief when they reached the harbor of Tarsus in safety.



When the treasure came to be accurately examined and valued it was found that the tithe reserved for the
finders would not be less than four million and a half of sesterces (£50,000). Lucius reserved half of this for
himself, and after handsomely rewarding the few intrusted with the secret and doubling the pay of all the crew,
presented the rest as a charitable fund to be at the disposal of the city government. It was found that after
all the property that could be identified had been restored to its lawful owners, and large grants had been
made to towns which had been injured in former years by the ravages of the pirates, a great sum remained, which
fell to the share of the city.



The return voyage had been speedily accomplished by the help of uniformly favorable winds, and the merchant,
who had for some time been busy winding up his affairs in Tarsus, proposed to leave for Tarentum before the end
of September.



"I should like," he said to Lucius, "that your marriage should take place in Tarentum. It is my daughter's
birth-place, and the few kinsfolk that we have are there. We shall have ample time to reach it before the 6th
of November, the day that we sea-going folk are wont to say is the last for safe travelling."



Lucius had nothing to object to a plan which promised a speedy end to his long courtship, and Philareté was
delighted with the prospect of seeing her old home again. The voyage was made in safety, the party reaching
Tarentum on the 25th of October. A week afterwards the lovers were united.



The next year Lucius was summoned to take part in
Pompey's triumph. Our readers can find elsewhere, if they will, the description of this the most splendid show
that the world had ever seen. All that concerns our story is the fact that our hero received as his share of
prize-money, which, by the kindness of Pompey, was calculated as if he had been a military tribune, nearly
twice as much as he had expected.



The morning after he had returned from Rome the merchant summoned him to his chamber, which, indeed, he now
rarely left.



"I have," he said, "a little surprise for you which will not, I hope, be wholly unwelcome. After providing, as
I know you would wish me to do, for some old clerks and dependents, I have invested what remains of my property
in an estate in the Peloponnesus. It is called Scyllus, and it was once, as doubtless you know, the residence
of the Athenian Xenophon. I have reserved the enjoyment of it to myself for my life, though, indeed, I shall
never see it, for I hope to end my days here. In fact, I have given the late owner a lease which will be
terminated by my death. Till then you must be content to be owner only in prospect. I say 'you,' for I have
left it to you, not to Philareté. I think that a man should live in his own house, not in his wife's." The old
man lingered for about a year after this, and then calmly expired, having first had the happiness to embrace
and bless a little grandson, who was pronounced by common consent to be the most beautiful child in Tarentum.



In the summer of the same year Lucius and his wife set out for their new home in Greece, and there for the
present we will leave them.



A Hunting-Party



The travellers were to be allowed a couple of days to rest and refresh themselves after the fatigues of their
journey. Then the king was expected to give an audience, at which the envoys from Tarsus were to produce their
presents, and at which it had been arranged that Lucius himself should present his letters of introduction.



The reception was held in the open air, in the court-yard of the palace. It was a cold day, but the king seemed
quite insensible to the weather. Lucius indeed was struck with his extraordinary vigor and youthfulness. He
must be, he knew, at least in his seventieth year; but no one, so upright was his figure, so fresh his
complexion, would have put him down for more than fifty. His hair too, a rich auburn in color, showed but a few
streaks of gray here and there. Almost the only signs of age about him were the wrinkles which a close observer
might have traced under his eyes and on his forehead. He stood during the whole of the audience, though a
chair, over which was thrown a rich purple coverlet; edged with gold, stood ready for his use. He wore a
riding-dress, and had no mark of his rank except a collar of twisted gold about his neck, and hanging from it a
sapphire of
unusual size and brilliancy. His face was not unpleasing, as it was certainly powerful. He looked like a man
who was commonly good-natured, but could be absolutely implacable and merciless on occasion. On either side of
the king stood the nobles, all of them, with the exception of a few older men, dressed like the king, and
wearing similar chains though without the jewel. Lucius was struck with their appearance, which was very unlike
that of the ordinary natives of the country. In the first place they were unusually tall, few of them being
under six feet, while some of them must have measured as much as seven, and one gigantic chieftain exceeded
even this stature, as Lucius afterwards found out, by at least six inches. Their complexions were singularly
fair, their hair, which fell in long curls over their necks, varied in hue from the auburn of the king to a
deep yellow. He was reminded at once of some of the soldiers whom he had seen in the camp of Spartacus, and of
whom he had been told at the time that they were Gauls. It was indeed to this race that both the king and his
nobles belonged. More than two hundred years had passed since their ancestors had left their home in Europe,
but they were still European in look. The envoys from Tarsus stepped forward, and one of them delivered a long
speech, on which the chief professor of rhetoric in the university had exerted himself to the utmost to flatter
and magnify both his own city and the king. The gifts were then presented, the king
received them, handed them over to an attendant, and returned thanks with commendable brevity. It was now the
turn of Lucius to step forward. Quickly bending one knee to the ground, an act of homage which it cost his
Roman
pride some effort to make, he presented the letter of recommendation from Tullius. When the king had read it he
said:



"You are welcome, sir. A friend of Marcus Tullius cannot but be a friend of Deiotarus. Give me a little time to
consider how I may make the virtues which, now that they are vouched by so excellent an authority, I know to be
in you, most useful both to yourself and to me. Meanwhile you are my guest."



On retiring from the king's presence Lucius was accosted by one of the king's chamberlains, who showed him to
the apartment which had been assigned to him, and promised to have his effects transferred from the lodgings at
which he had temporarily taken up his abode. He dined with a sufficiently gay company of courtiers, and on his
return to his chamber found a billet inviting him to a hunting-party which the king proposed to hold the next
day.



Early the next morning the young Roman presented himself at the rendezvous  of the hunt. The king
received his salutation with great courtesy, and said to an attendant, "Bring Irene  for the Roman
guest."



Irene  was a singularly beautiful and well-proportioned mare of a bright bay color, just such a mount, as
far as appearance went, as the favored guest of a king might feel himself flattered to have. But Lucius
happened to be an uncommonly good judge of horses, and his quick eye noticed one or two little tokens that the
animal's temper might not be altogether as good as her looks, or as peaceable as her name would have suggested.
He noticed that as he
approached to mount her she gave a peculiarly vicious roll of the eye, and laid back her ears for a moment. It
was only for a moment, for she had all the deceptive arts which have been attributed to her sex; but the
significant gestures were not lost upon her rider. He fancied, too, that he had noticed something like a
twinkle in the king's eye as he gave the order for the animal to be brought out; while it was certain that the
hunting-party, which had grown curiously silent in a moment, were watching him with more attention than the
appearance of an insignificant stranger would seem likely to excite. All this was quite enough to put him on
his guard. Still Irene  permitted him to mount her quietly, and to ride her round the little meadow in
which the hunting-party was assembled. Lucius felt, however, that the ordeal was by no means over. His
companions were still as silent, and were watching him as intently, as before. Accordingly he did not relax his
attention for a moment. Still he was almost taken by surprise when the mare began the man�uvres by which she
was accustomed to dismount her riders. She first lifted herself almost perpendicularity on her hind-legs.
Lucius threw himself forward in the saddle, and with a strong sideways wrench at her mouth made her drop again
upon her feet. Her next man�uvre was to rise very much in the same way on her fore-feet, and she continued to
make variations between these two till Lucius began to feel that if the contest was continued much longer his
strength would hardly hold out. A happy thought occurred to him. An old Sabine servant of his father's had had
a great reputation for taming refractory horses; and his secret, so far as there had been a secret beyond the
man's remarkable knowledge
of the animal's ways, had been a peculiar whisper, which he had taught his young master how to imitate. Its
magic consisted not in the words, and indeed a Greek horse could hardly be expected to understand an Italian
dialect, but in the peculiar tone. Lucius felt doubtful whether, not having used it for some time, he could
imitate it now. To try, however, could do no harm, and accordingly in an interval of quiet he made the
experiment. The result was a success beyond his expectations. The mare seemed to tremble when she heard the
whisper. He repeated it when she seemed about to renew her efforts to throw him, and she was reduced to quiet
in a moment. His victory was complete, and was greeted with a murmur of approval from the assembled company.



Something still remained to be done before the preparations for a start were complete. A priest robed in white
with a chaplet of bay about his head, had been sacrificing a goat to Artemis, the patroness of hunters; and was
now inspecting the entrails, to discover from them whether good luck or bad would attend the proceedings of the
day.



"That is always the king's Way," said a young Galatian chief who had introduced himself to Lucius by bestowing
some very hearty praises on his horsemanship. "If the old priest does not give a good account of what he sees,
it is quite possible that we may be all ordered back. I have known a most beautiful scenting-day lost because
there was or was not—for I am sure that I cannot remember what it ought to be—some line or other in the
animal's shin. Sometimes he won't go out at all; sometimes he goes, does not seem to expect any good luck, and
of course does
not get it. And depend upon it, he wants to know something about you. I have seen a guest sent about his
business if there happened to be something wrong with the sacrifice. But see, the priest is showing him the
tokens. The king looks pleased. We may take it for settled that we shall go."



The young chief was right. The king raised his hand and made a gesture commanding silence. "The gods promise
success," he said in a loud voice; "do your best to deserve it."



Lucius, who had been furnished by one of the attendants with a hunting-spear and a long knife, with the
admirable temper of which he was greatly pleased, rode forward with his new friend. The hunting-ground for
which they were making was about seven miles from the city. It was a forest of great extent, far too dense for
the horses, which had accordingly to be left outside in the charge of the attendants. Hundreds of beaters had
been employed for days in driving the game, which was now crowded together in the portion that had been left
undisturbed. In this portion the ground was most favorably situated for the operations of the hunting-party. A
wall of cliffs, varying in height from a hundred to fifty feet, divided it from the plain cultivated country
outside. This wall was broken in one place by a valley formed by the action of a small stream which, though of
insignificant size, had in the course of many ages made for itself a channel of more than two hundred yards in
breadth. The bed of the stream itself was but a few feet wide; the rest of the valley was covered with dense
brushwood. It was to this opening that the greater part of the game would
naturally rush when the beaters should begin to advance from behind; and here it was that the king himself with
a number of the party had taken up his post. But there were two or three other outlets where the cliff had been
broken down by the action of the weather. At each of these were placed two or more of the hunters, according to
the size of the opening. The younger Deiotarus, the king's only son, had chosen one of these places for his own
station, and had had Lucius and his companion told off to attend him. The prince was a young man of about
twenty, pleasing in appearance, but far inferior in vigor and strength, as it was easy to see, to his father. A
detachment of the party had meanwhile been making the best of their way through the wood to get into the rear
of the beaters. It would be their business to dispose, as best they might, of such of the game as might break
back through the line of the beaters. When these had reached their place the business of the day began.



For a time all was quiet, except for the occasional cry of a deer, the bleat of a wild goat, or the growl of
some beast of prey. Before long the noise made by the approaching line of beaters reached the expectant
hunters. This noise was indeed loud and incessant. The greater the din the safer the men and the more terrified
the beasts, some of which were, as may be supposed, very formidable enemies. Accordingly the beaters shouted at
the top of their voices, now reproaching or encouraging each other, now warning the hunters behind of some
animal that had gone back. Meanwhile the agitation in the densely-crowded region of forest upon which the
beaters were advancing grew more and more intense. Cries of fear and rage, in every variety
of note, from the shrillest treble to the deepest bass, went up without ceasing. The hunters outside were
scarcely less excited as they waited for the wild inhabitants of the forest to show themselves. The first to
appear were the hares and rabbits. With these the boys of the party busied themselves, using their bows and
arrows, weapons which some of them handled with uncommon skill, or setting their dogs, which were chiefly of
the lurcher kind, and very effective animals, upon the chase. It was not long before the larger animals began
to show themselves. At first they turned hack into the covert, the danger in front seeming even more terrible
than that behind. Then the still advancing line of beaters drove them forward again; compelled to face the new
peril they charged the hunters, and the fun became fast and furious. Each sportsman was accompanied by three or
four slaves, who supplied their masters with javelins, gathered up the arrows to be used again, and gave the
coup de grace to animals that were wounded. The old king enjoyed the day to the utmost. Stationed, of course,
in the place where most game was likely to come, his hand was never idle, while his aim, which he never
exercised on any prey less noble than a stag, a wolf, or a leopard, was almost unerring. The prince, with his
two young companions, was fairly successful. If the animals that came in their way were not very numerous, they
were, on the other hand, conspicuously large; and the native hunter who accompanied the party was in ecstasies
over one or two of the heads, which would beat, he said, any thing that had been taken in the hunt for many a
long year. There had been a long interval in which they had found little to do, and were naturally beginning to
grow a little inattentive, when the hunter roused them by a sharp cry of warning. Almost at the same instant a
huge panther burst out of the thicket. So huge was he, so far beyond all that even the hunter, with the
experience of nearly forty years, had seen, that the whole party stood, as it were, paralyzed with
astonishment, and seemed to forget that they had weapons in their hands. The beast saw them, hesitated for a
moment whether he should attack or fly, resolved upon flight, and in another moment had again disappeared in
the wood.



The hunter was the first to recover his breath: "Artemis! what a monster! A panther indeed!—a tiger, I should
have said, only that I never heard of them in Galatia."



"Monster indeed!" said the prince; "the very Caledonian boar among panthers. But say, Ambiorix" (this was the
old hunter's name, come down from his Gallic forefathers), "say, what shall we do? It would be intolerable to
miss such a booty. I would sooner lose half my kingdom."



"We will wait," said Ambiorix. "He is sure to come back to us."



They waited accordingly, but seemingly in vain, the prince growing furiously impatient as the time went by. One
of the slaves came forward, and lifting the hem of the prince's cloak to his lips, stood silently seeking leave
to speak.



"What is it, Sciton?" said the young man. "Say on."



"My lord," said the man, "I have heard tell of this panther before; and I have always thought that I saw him
once when I happened to be in company with old Gelon, the hunter, who died last year. I have heard the country
people, too, talking about a monstrously big beast that has killed
their oxen. And they have always fancied that its den was in the back of the cliff, about three hundred paces
to the eastward."



"Can you guide us to this place?" said the prince.



"Yes, if my lord so pleases."



"Very well; and I promise you that if we find him and kill him you shall be free. Yes, on my word as the king's
son, you shall be free!



The man's eyes glistened with delight. "Death or freedom," he murmured to himself; "in any case I shall do
well."



He led the party straight into the wood. For the first hundred yards the undergrowth was so thick that it
seemed as if no living creature of any kind could ever have made its way through it. But when they had gone so
far they came on what was evidently the track of some large animal. Something like a tunnel had been made
through the brush-wood by some creature which they guessed from the size of the passage to be not less than
four feet high.



The slave uttered a cry of satisfaction. "We have found it, my lord!" he cried, and he led the way.



Three or four hundred yards of walking followed, which, so well worn was the track, had little difficulty about
it, except the stooping posture which the party were obliged to maintain. They now reached the mouth of a cave.
A hurried consultation was held as to what was to be done, and how the attack should be made.



"You are sure," said the prince, "that the cave has no ether entrance but this?"



The question seemed to strike the slave with something him dismay.



"Pardon me, my lord, I had forgotten. I remember now the old hunter thought that there was another opening, and
that the beast must have escaped so long because both had not been watched."



The question was where this other opening could be. One of the party advanced to the mouth of the cave with a
lighted pine torch, and advancing a few steps beyond the entrance peered as far as he could into the darkness.
The conclusion to which he came was that the direction of the cave was very nearly straight. After a careful
consideration of all the circumstances it was agreed that the other opening, if such there was, would be found
about a hundred yards to the left of the spot at which they had entered the wood.



"Go back," said the prince to the slave, "by the way by which we came, and see if you can find any thing like
the place. If you can, enter it and sound there two notes on your whistle. If you get the same answered from us
at this end, then you will know that you have found the right place. We, meanwhile, will wait here with all the
patience that we can."



The slave hastily departed on his errand. At the end of an hour the prince and his party heard, first very
faintly, then clear and unmistakable, the sound of the whistle.



"Now," cried the young Deiotarus, "if he is here at all we have him between us. But let us hope that the slave
will stand firm. Suppose that the brute should choose to go out at that end rather than this. Never before in
my whole life have I wished so much that I could be in two places at once. But let us go on."



[image: [Illustration]]


THE DEATH OF SCITON THE SLAVE.


The party advanced, the young Galatian noble going first, the prince following, not without some grumbling at
being kept out of the foremost place; and after the prince came Lucius. The attendants followed, carrying among
other things some spare lances and a supply of torches. The whistle was sounded at intervals as the party made
its way slowly along, and the signal was regularly returned. The Cavern, which had at first been about eight
feet high and five feet broad, now became narrower and lower. At the same time the air became close and almost
stifling. At about two hundred yards from the entrance the leading hunter Stopped. "I see him," he said in a
whisper, turning to the prince. Orders were given to the attendants to light some additional torches. By their
help it could be seen that about thirty yards in front there was a recess at right angles to the line of the
passage, and at the mouth a crouching form could be indistinctly seen. The young Galatian had caught die glow
of the creature's eye. The eagerness of the prince flow became incontrollable.



"I have the right to be first," he cried to the foremost of the party. "I command you on your obedience to give
way!"



"My lord," said the young noble in reply, "I owe you, and am ready to pay you, all respect. But my obedience I
owe to the king, your father; and it is his standing order that you are not to be put into unnecessary danger."



"Go on, then," said the prince in an angry voice, "and I will follow."



The party advanced till the distance between them and
the animal was less than a spear's cast. "Throw," said the prince, "in the name of all the gods."



The young Galatian obeyed, but it was difficult to aim. The outline of the animal only was visible in the
darkness, and this but indistinctly. The spear was heard to strike against the rocky wall of the cavern; but
the sound was slight, and it was probable that it had inflicted a flesh-wound on the animal in its passage. An
angry growl was heard; and the party, planting their spears firmly against the ground, prepared to receive a
charge. It was a formidable chevaux-de-frise  that their weapons presented. If the first defence was
broken down there was a second behind, and behind this again a third. But the attack was never delivered. After
a moment's hesitation the panther, alarmed by the number of its enemies, whom its eyes, accustomed to the
darkness, were able to clearly distinguish, turned and fled, making, it was evident, for the other entrance.
The party at once advanced. The rocky passage here took a sudden turn; and two or three steps in advance
brought them in sight of the opening, which was now less than a hundred yards' distance. The figure of the
slave who had been sent to watch it was plainly visible against the light.



"The gods grant," cried the prince, "that he stand firm, or we shall lose the brute after all!" and he shouted,
"Beware! Courage! We follow!"



It was easy to say "We follow," but difficult to do, and it was evident that the struggle would be over before
the entrance could possibly be reached. Over, indeed, it was so far as the gallant slave was concerned. He had
received the panther's charge on his hunting-spear without flinching,
and had driven the point three or four inches into the animal's breast. But the wound was not mortal, and the
spear had not checked its rush; and the man had been prostrated by a tremendous blow of the paw, which had torn
his right side open with a hideous wound. Still he held with convulsive tenacity to the shaft; and the panther,
which might otherwise, having overthrown its antagonist, have continued its flight, was checked till it could
disentangle itself from the weapon. The delay, though it could not have lasted long, was long enough to give
the pursuing party the coveted opportunity. By right the prince should have had the first stroke; but it was no
time for etiquette, and the three knives were buried almost simultaneously in the huge body. At least two of
them reached its heart, and with a great shudder it turned over on its side, leaving exposed the prostrate body
of the slave. He was still alive, though fast bleeding to death.



"Your promise, my lord," he whispered in a faint voice.



"You are free," said the prince, laying his hand on the dying man's head, "you and yours—I make them my
charge."



A smile passed over the pale features. "Dear Glycera," he murmured, "I am happy!" Glycera was his daughter; she
was free, and she had now the hope, which was hardly possible for a slave girl, of being a happy wife and
mother.



The slaves extemporized a rude litter of boughs, and carried the corpse back to the place where the main body
of the hunters had now assembled. The prince had taken his own cloak and thrown it over the dead man, and
walked by the side of the litter. The splendid booty which his attendants carried behind—such a panther as had
never before boon seen in Galatia—had lost half its attraction.



The result of the day's sport comprised thousands of animals, both dead and alive. Conspicuous among the latter
were a number of panthers and bears which had been taken in nets, and which the king would send as presents to
his friends in Italy, or perhaps sell to the dealers in this kind of ware. Wild beasts always found a ready
market in Rome. These were secured in cages which were carried on poles by bearers. The dead game was piled in
carts. This done, the whole party moved homewards. The proceedings of the day were concluded by a great
banquet, at which Lucius had the honor of sitting at the royal table. Deiotarus, who probably owed no little of
his singular vigor to his temperance, left the feast early, after appointing the young Roman an hour at which
he would give him audience on the morrow.



At the time appointed Lucius was ushered into the royal presence, and met with a very kind and gracious
reception. "In the first place," said the king, after repeating in a few courteous words his desire to serve to
the utmost the protégé  of so distinguished an orator and so valued a friend as Marcus Tullius,—"in the
first place, tell me your story." "You are a brave young fellow," was his comment when Lucius came to the end
of his adventures, "and, as I can see from your way of talking, as modest as you are brave. Now I should like
to keep you with me; and the best thing that occurs to me is to attach you to the person of the prince, my son.
He has taken a great fancy to you from what he saw of you yesterday, and the arrangement will suit his taste
exactly. He is too old to be a pupil; and you, though you look older than what you tell me are your years, are
too young to be a tutor. But you can be very good friends. You will talk
Latin to him; and though he can speak the language very fairly he has got much to learn, especially in accent.
You are something of a student (I have been inquiring about you from my good friends of Tarsus); and if you can
get him to follow your example, to which at present he is but little inclined, I should be much obliged to you.
A king nowadays cannot afford to be ignorant of books, even though he is king only of these barbarous tribes.
Above all, do your best to make him like yourself. If you can do that I shall be more than satisfied, and no
reward that I can offer will be too much. At present I must ask you to be content with thirty sestertia (£270)
a year, with, of course, free quarters. It is not much, but we have little money here. However, you will be
able to save something out of it to begin again elsewhere when you are tired of us."



Lucius, who indeed could desire nothing better than such a post, gratefully accepted the king's proposal.



"And now that we have finished our business," said the old man, let us have a little talk together. You are
fresh from Italy, and of Italy I am never tired of hearing."



Lucius was accordingly put through a sharp cross-examination, which proved certainly that the old king kept
himself tolerably well acquainted with all that was going on. Indeed, many of the questions that he put on
politics were quite beyond the young Roman's grasp. At one time the conversation happened to turn upon augury
and omens.



"I am told," said the king, "that you Romans don't care so much about these things as you used to do. You keep
up the old forms, you have your augurs and all the rest of it. Every fleet or army that goes out has the sacred
chickens,
and it is supposed that you don't fight except the birds feed properly. But I don't suppose that you believe
very much. I have heard that my friend Tullius wonders how one augur can meet another without laughing. Well,
now, you will think it strange, perhaps, but I do believe. And I'll tell you why. Nearly fifty years ago, when
I was a very young man, I was going to a great feast held in Pessinus. My father was one of the old sort, and
was a firm believer. Well, when the morning sacrifice was offered the priest found great signs of trouble at
home in the liver of the beast; and my father was so struck that he would not let me go. I stormed and raved,
of course; but he had made up his mind, and I did not go. Now mark the end. In the middle of dinner the roof
fell in, and every one of the guests was killed. And I took pains to inquire, and not one of the whole number
had tried to find out what my father had done. That convinced me: I never doubted again. And you must confess
that this morning every thing went just as had been expected."



"I suppose, sir," said Lucius, "that the soothsayers commonly make it as pleasant as they can. They would not
be welcome if they were always in opposition."



"Ah!" said the king good-humoredly, "I see you are inclined to doubt. Well, you will see. For my part the
future is so dark that I am glad to get any kind of light that may be given us; and I cannot help thinking that
the gods do give us a hint now and then. Anyhow, men have believed this for more than a thousand years, and I
am not going to give it up."


