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The Empire After Augustus



When Augustus died, the whole empire mourned for him. As time went on, men mourned
for him more bitterly than ever; for it was long before they had another ruler
as wise and good as he.



The stepson of Augustus became emperor after him, and he was a cruel tyrant who
put men to death upon mere suspicion. And the next emperor was half-mad, and
once threatened to have his horse made consul, and at another time raised a
great army, and marched it hundreds of miles, and then commanded the soldiers to
gather the shells upon the sea-beach and carry them back to Rome. After him came
a weak and foolish emperor who allowed the cruelest acts to be committed in his
name, and then forgot them, and invited the persons to dinner whom he had just
had put to death. And then came an emperor named Nero, who was a monster of
vanity and cruelty; he was suspected of setting fire to the city and allowing
more than two-thirds of it to burn up, in order that he might rebuild it finer
than it had been before.



But even under such rulers, the misgovernment scarcely extended beyond the city
of Rome itself, and the  distant provinces were more prosperous and happy than
they had been during the time when the Senate and the people of Rome ruled over
them. For
a hundred years there was no civil war. Then when one did begin, after the death
of Nero, it lasted only a short time, and ended by bringing in a set of
emperors, almost every one of whom was as strong and as good as Augustus.



Before this civil war, all the emperors who had ruled had been related in some
way to the family of Julius Cesar; but after it, this was no longer the case.
The emperors now were usually the leaders of the armies which guarded the
different borders of the empire. Like the soldiers whom they commanded, they
were often not Romans at all, but had been born and raised in some of the
provinces. They did not care so much for the city of Rome and the Romans,
therefore; and in course of time the people of Sicily and Spain, and finally of
all the provinces, were admitted to have equal rights in the empire with the
citizens of Rome itself.



A new plan was found in this period for arranging who should be emperor. The
emperor who was ruling would choose the best man he could find, and adopt
him as his son; and this son would then share the rule with him while he lived,
and would succeed him when he died. In this way the empire had a hundred years
of the best rule that it was ever to know.. Indeed, the people who dwell about
the Mediterranean have never seen, before or since, a time of such unbroken
happiness.



One of the emperors who made this time famous, was named Trajan, and he became
so great a favorite, that when the Romans wished to pay a compliment to their
rulers after this, they could only say that they were "more fortunate than
Augustus and better than Trajan." He was a great soldier, and made war upon the
people who lived beyond the Danube and conquered some of their territory; but
this was soon given up again. To celebrate his victories, Trajan set up in the
Forum at Rome, a carved marble column, a hundred and thirty feet high, with his
statue on the top. This column still stands at Rome, after eighteen hundred
years; and winding around the outside of it may still be traced the carvings
which picture scenes from his wars with the tribes along the Danube.



The ruler who followed Trajan was named Hadrian. He was a man of peace, and a
great traveler and builder. He visited all the provinces of the empire, from
far-off Britain to Egypt and the East; and wherever he went he caused new
temples and theatres and other public buildings to be raised, and the old ones
to be repaired. And in Britain, he built a great wall across the island from sea
to sea, to protect the Roman citizens there against the tribes that lived in
what is now Scotland.



The two emperors who came just after Hadrian were different from any that had
gone before. They were scholars and wise men, and liked the quiet of their
libraries much better than the noise of armies and battles, or the traveling of
which Hadrian had been so fond. But they both governed with the single purpose
of making the people under their rule as happy as possible; so when it became
necessary to make war to defend the empire, they did not hesitate to give up
their own desires and march at the head of their armies. This became more and
more necessary during the reign of Marcus Aurelius, the second of these two
emperors; and finally he met his death on the bank of the river Danube, fighting
against the Germans who dwelt along that stream.
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MARCUS AURELIUS



With the death of this great and good emperor, the "golden age" of the empire
came to an end. From now on the barbarians pressed more closely on the empire,
and it became more difficult to defend it against their attacks. The Romans and
the Italians had lost the old bravery and skill in fighting, which had enabled
them to conquer the whole world; while the barbarians had learned much about war
from their long struggles with Rome. Besides this, the government now fell once
more into unworthy hands. Ignorant soldiers gave the rule to men who were not
fit for it; and once the position of emperor was even put up at auction and sold
to the highest bidder.



So a hundred years of war and bloodshed followed. This did not cease, until at
last a strong ruler named Diocletian got the power, and divided the empire into
an eastern and western half, each with its own ruler, so that the people might
be better defended from the barbarians, and better governed in their own
countries. Many other changes were made by Diocletian; then when his work was
finished, he resigned his power and spent the rest of his days in quiet, far
from the struggles of war and politics.



Soon after Diocletian had resigned his power, a new emperor arose who once more
united the rule over both the eastern and western halves of the empire. His name
was Constantine, and he is called "the Great." He did two things which were very
important. In the first place, he was the first emperor to become a Christian
himself, and to allow the Christians to practice their religion openly. In the
second place, he moved the capital of the Roman empire to the shores of the
Black Sea, and there built a, new city which was called from his name,
"Constantinople," or "the city of Constantine." Sometime after the death of
Constantine the empire was again divided into an eastern and a western part; and
this time the division was a lasting one. After that there was an empire of the
East, with its capital at Constantinople; and an empire of the West, with its
capital at Rome.



Meanwhile, the barbarians, especially the Germans, had been growing more and
more troublesome. Great hordes of them at last broke through the line of forts
along the Rhine and the Danube, and wandered up and down the lands of the
empire, plundering and destroying for many years. Battle after battle was fought
with them, and sometimes the Germans were the victors, and sometimes the Romans
were; but the armies of the emperors were never again strong enough to drive the
Germans out of the Roman lands.



Then the Romans tried to buy off the Germans by giving them lands to settle on,
and by taking their young men into the Roman armies. But the news of the success
of these bands soon brought others after them, all demanding lands within the
bounds of the empire. And often they would not wait to ask for a place to
settle, but would seize upon it without asking, and the armies of the empire
could not prevent it. In this way, Spain, and Gaul, and Britain, and even
northern Italy, passed into the hands of the Germans; and in all these lands the
Roman rule came to an end forever.



The new city of Constantinople was so well situated and so strongly built that
the Germans were never able to capture it; and the empire there went on for a
thousand years longer. But the empire of the West was not so strong. The city of
Rome had been greatly weakened when Constantine moved the capital of the empire
to the Black Sea, and it was not so able to stand the attacks of the barbarians.
Just eight hundred years after it had been taken by the Gauls, Rome fell into
the hands of the barbarians a second time, and was plundered by a wandering
tribe of Germans. Then sixty-six years later, in the year 476 after Christ, one
of these German chiefs seized the last
Roman emperor in Italy, and took his crown and scepter from him; and the Roman
empire of the West quietly came to an end.



You have seen how the Romans spread their rule from the little district around
Rome, until they had gained a vast empire, and now you have seen how that empire
was lost. The Romans gained their power, because they were worthy to rule, and
they lost it because they ceased to be worthy. The rule of Rome, which had at
first been a blessing to the world, at last became an injury to it. When that
time came, it was easy for the Germanic barbarians to overthrow the old
government.



But it is easier to destroy a government than it is to build one up. The Germans
were at this time a rude and unlettered people, and they had never lived in
cities and were ignorant of many things connected with ruling over them. So it
was to take them a long time to set up strong governments which should rule as
well as the old Romans had done. In the end, however, they succeeded in doing
this; and then the modern nations of Europe arose out of the ruins of the Roman
Empire, and united in themselves all that was best of the old Roman
civilization, with the newer, freer and better ideas of the Germans.






Rome in the Time of Augustus



The enemies of Caesar were able to put him to death, but they could not bring back
the Republic, which he had overthrown. After Caesar was gone, the quarrels and
struggles which he had brought to an end began once more. Caesar had left no son
to succeed him, but when his will was opened it was found that he had adopted
his nephew Octavius as his son, and made him his heir.



Octavius was not yet nineteen years old, but he soon showed that he possessed
wisdom which was beyond his years. He accepted the inheritance and set himself
to work to secure his rights under it. After many difficulties, he succeeded in
doing this. Then he set to work to secure the punishment of Caesar's murderers.
This required much time and care, on the part of Octavius; but at last they were
defeated in battle and slain, and thus he succeeded in this also. Then he began
to plan to secure Caesar's power in the empire for himself, as Caesar's
successor. This was the hardest thing that he had yet attempted, for there were
other men who were trying to get as much power as they could, and Octavius had
to struggle against them. In the end, however, he succeeded in getting what he
wanted. All of his rivals were got rid of, except one; then, twelve years after
the death of
Caesar, Octavius won a great battle over this man, and became master of the
whole Roman world.



For a hundred years—ever since the time of the Gracchi—the party of
the people and the party of the nobles had been struggling together, but neither
one could find a cure for the troubles that filled the Roman lands. The world
was now worn out with these struggles. The time had come when both the nobles
and the people must finally yield to the rule of one man, with an army to carry
out his commands. In this way alone could peace and order and happiness be
brought to the millions of people who were under the Roman rule. Octavius
established the rule of the empire, which Caesar had begun; and he established
it so firmly that it lasted undisturbed for five hundred years after him. From
the time that Octavius got the power, there was no longer any question as to
what form of government there should be; the only question was, who should be
the one to carry on the government under the form of rule that he had set up.



When Octavius became emperor he took the name "Augustus," and it is by that name
that we must now speak of him. He was a good ruler, and during the many years
that he governed the empire, the world about the Mediterranean was happier than
it had ever been before. The doors of the temple of Janus, which had been shut
only three times since Rome was founded, were now closed again for long periods;
for peace "the Roman peace," as it was proudly called—was spread over the
world. From Spain to Greece, from Gaul to Egypt, there was no longer any war.
Travelers came and went in safety on the great roads
with which the Romans had covered the world; the farmers sowed and reaped their
fields in peace, and the merchants sent out their goods by land and sea and had
no cause to fear that an enemy might arise to rob them of their gains.
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AUGUSTUS CAESAR



Augustus decided that the empire was now as large as it ought ever to become. He
fixed the rivers Rhine and Danube as the boundaries, on the north, beyond which
the Romans should not seek to rule; and he caused a chain of forts to be built
along these rivers to defend the Roman lands against the attacks of the wild
tribes who lived beyond. Nearly all the emperors who came after Augustus
respected these limits. Almost the only land that was added to the empire after
this time was the island of Britain, and Julius Caesar, you will remember, had
already prepared the way for its conquest while he was conquering Gaul.



At Rome, Augustus had many new temples built, and many of the old ones, which
were falling into decay, he caused to be repaired and covered over with a facing
of marble. Before he died, he could say, in speaking of this work:



"I found Rome built of brick, but I leave it built of marble."



Augustus was also fond of encouraging and rewarding poets and other writers.
Partly because of this there were more great literary men at Rome during this
time than ever before or after; and for this reason whenever we wish to describe
a period when literature flourished and great writers lived and wrote, we still
call it an "Augustan age."



Let us now try to look, for a little while, into the life
of the city in this happy time while it was under the wise rule of Augustus. Of
course, we shall want to see something of these great Roman authors, so we will
put ourselves for a day in the company of one of the wisest and wittiest of them
all, the poet Horatius, or "Horace." We will carefully avoid, too, the days of
the great circus shows and games, for we wish to see the ordinary every-day life
of the Romans, and not that of their festivals.
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TOGA FRONT



The Romans are early risers, so we must be up before sunrise, and make our way
to the modest little house of the poet, on the hill that lies east of the Forum.
There we find Horace already risen, though usually he is apt to rise later than
most of the Romans. To-day, however, he is going to pay a morning visit to his
friend and neighbor, Maecenas, so we find him up and dressed by the time that we
arrive.



After a light breakfast of bread dipped in wine, and ripe olives, we set out
together. As we pass along the narrow streets, we are surprised at the number of
people that we meet, though the sun is barely up above the horizon. Some are
slaves and servants, hurrying here and there on business of their masters.
Others are children on their way to school, with slaves accompanying them, who
carry their tablets and satchels. Many, however, are freemen, and are clad in
the full-dress toga, which none but a free Roman citizen may wear. These latter
persons bustle along with little baskets in their hands and anxious looks upon
their faces. They are "clients," we are told, or dependents of great men, who
are hurrying to pay their visit of state to their patron at his morning
reception; and the little baskets are to fetch away the gifts of food which each
day are set out for them in their patron's house.
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TOGA BACK



As we approach the splendid mansion of Maecenas, with its beautiful gardens, we
see many of these clients going into the house before us; and as we enter we
find the outer hall and vestibule full of them. Maecenas is the friend and
adviser of Augustus, and his influence in the state is very great; as he is also
a liberal and generous man, the number of clients who are dependent on him is
quite large. However, we are not worried by the number of these visitors, though
they are pushing and shoving to get ahead of one another; for Horace stands on
quite a different footing with Maecenas from them, and is admitted at once to
the presence of the master of the house.



We enter with him, and find ourselves in a large and
stately hall, richly ornamented with pictures and statues. There we find
Maecenas receiving the greetings of the more important of his clients, while he
advises this one, perhaps, on some point connected with a suit at law, and that
one how best to invest his money. As soon as he sees Horace, however, he comes
forward with a smile on his face, for he loves Horace and honors him as Rome's
greatest poet.



While the two friends talk, we glance about the hall, and admire the graceful
marble columns which support the roof. From time to time we catch bits of the
conversation between Maecenas and our guide.



"Nay, Maecenas," Horace is saying, "though no one is of a nobler family than
yourself, you are not one of those who toss up their heads at men of humble
birth. If you had been such a person, I should have had no chance of ever
gaining your friendship and aid; for my father, as you know, was born a slave,
though he gained his freedom. I shall never be ashamed of my father, however,
for though he was a poor man on a lean little farm, he guarded me from bad
habits and gave me an education fit for a Senator's son."



After some further talk, Horace takes his leave, and we return with him to his
little home. As we enter the house we glance at a sun-dial which stands nearby,
and see that it is now near the close of the second hour, or about eight
o'clock.



In the Forum, the next three hours are the busiest of the day. Now the judges
are seated on the judgment benches and listening to the pleas of the orators in
this and that suit at law; and now the crowd of idlers is greatest there. But
Horace is not interested
in such matters; he quietly enters his library, and there he remains, reading
and writing, until near mid-day. Then, a light luncheon of bread, cold meat,
fruit and wine is served by the slaves; and after that comes the mid-day rest
and nap, which is still common in all warm climates.
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HORACE



In the afternoon, we accompany Horace, once more, as he leaves the house and
sets out for the heart of the city. As we stroll along, we see groups of
children playing in the shadow of the houses. Here girls are playing what looks
very much like our game of "jack-stones," except that they use small bones to
play it with. Nearby, other girls sit with their dolls, singing lullabies to
them; and elsewhere we find groups of active boys, playing with nuts in much the
same ways that our boys play with marbles.



As we pass the shops where provisions are sold, Horace stops to ask of the
slaves, who have the shops in charge, the prices of herbs and bread; and when he
comes to the booth of a fortune teller, he stands listening
in the crowd for a while, and smiles at the silly folk who believe all the
nonsense that is told them. When we reach the Forum, we find it almost deserted;
only a few laggards, like ourselves, are to be seen, and they seem to be on
their way toward the open ground by the river.



We follow after them, and soon reach the Field of Mars. Here the armies assemble
in time of war, and here, too, we see the voting places where the elections are
held each year. But it is nothing of this sort that draws the people now. As we
look about us, we see everywhere men of all ages young, old and
middle-aged—engaged in games and exercises of some sort; and almost every
afternoon, at this time, we could find the same sight. Here men are running,
leaping, wrestling, hurling the spear and quoit. Some are practicing feats on
horseback; others, armed with heavy shields and stout clubs, are aiming heavy
blows at tall posts; and others still are playing games with balls of various
kinds and sizes.



For a while Horace takes part in this latter exercise. We join him and throw the
ball about until our muscles are tired and our bodies heated with the exercise
and the sun. Then, leaving the Field of Mars, we go to refresh ourselves at the
baths.



To the Roman, the daily bath was just as important as daily exercise; and many
fine and costly buildings, for this purpose, were erected by wealthy men and
opened to the people. Some of these came to include within them gardens,
columned porches, libraries, and everything that could give one comfort and
amusement; and these baths came to be great places of resort for the Roman
idlers.



We will go with Horace, however, to one of the smaller and more modest
buildings, where baths alone are to be found. There, for a very small sum, we
may have a cold, swimming bath, a hot-water bath, or a hot-air bath. We make our
choice, and after bathing, and rubbing our bodies with olive oil, we find
ourselves much refreshed and the weariness gone from our limbs.



Horace has been invited to dinner, for this evening, to the house of an
acquaintance, and we have permission to accompany him there. The water-clocks
and sun-dials tell us that it is now nearing the ninth hour, that is, it is
about three o'clock so we must hasten, as Roman dinners begin in the middle of
the afternoon.
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VERGIL.



When we reach the house, we are at once shown into the dining-room. There we
find the little company gathered, and among them we recognize Maecenas, whose
reception we attended in the early morning. Standing with him, we see a man of
fine features and bright eyes, whose face lights up as, now and then, in the
course of the conversation, he quotes a verse of poetry. This is the poet
Vergil, the friend of Horace, whose great poem, on the fall of Troy, called the
Aeneid, is still read and enjoyed by scholars the world over.



In the center of the room we see a small table of maple wood, and about three
sides of this are arranged couches or sofas on which the guests are to recline
during the dinner. When we have taken our places, three on a couch, slaves
advance and take the sandals from off our feet, while others hand around silver
basins filled with water, for us to wash our hands. For a moment we wonder at
this, then we notice that there are no knives and forks on the table, and learn
that we are expected to take our food with our fingers; so we see at once the
reason for it.



When our hands have been bathed and dried, slaves enter with a tray containing
the first course of the dinner. This is placed on the table in front of us, and
then we see it consists of a wild boar roasted whole, with eggs, and lettuce,
radishes, olives, and other relishes heaped about it. While we are being helped
to these dishes, wine mixed with honey is handed about in golden  goblets. After
this course many others follow, roast fowls, fresh oysters, fish with strange
sauces, blackbirds roasted with their feathers on, pastry made in wonderful
shapes, fruits and nuts. And yet this is not a fine banquet, as Roman banquets
go; for whole fortunes, at times, are spent by Romans on one entertainment.



Though we took our places at the table at three o'clock, we do not rise from it
until near sunset. After the hunger of all is satisfied, basins of water are
again passed, and the hands are cleaned after the repast. But the guests still
linger about the table,
drinking wine weakened with water, playing at games, and engaging in
conversation.



As we listen to the talk of the different members of the party, our attention is
caught by something that Horace is saying. He is expressing his preference for a
life in the country, and saying how much he would rather be at his little farm
near Rome, which the generous Maecenas has given him, than in the bustling city.



"Happy is the man," he says, "who tills his little farm with his own oxen, far
away from the noise and hurry of the city. He is neither alarmed by the trumpet
which calls the soldier to arms, nor frightened by the storms which cause the
merchant to fear for his ships at sea. In the spring he trims his vines, stores
his honey, and shears his sheep; and when autumn comes, he gathers his pears and
the purple grape. He may lie full length on the matted grass under some old
tree, and listen to the warbling of the birds in the woods, and the waters
gliding by in their deep channels. And when winter comes, with its rains and
snows, he may hunt the wild boar with his hounds, or spread nets to take
thrushes, and snares to catch hares and cranes."



At last the company breaks up, just as the sun is setting beyond the Tiber. Then
all betake themselves to their homes. As the Romans are early risers, they
retire early also. Soon after darkness has fallen upon the earth, the greater
part of the people in this vast city are buried in slumber, while the darkness
of night is broken only here and there by a glimmer of light which shows that in
some belated household a lamp still burns; and so our day in Rome comes to an
end.




Julius Caesar, the Conqueror of Gaul



Caius Julius Caesar belonged to a noble family, but he was a nephew of Marius by marriage, and it
was this perhaps that caused him first to act with the party of the people,




He was little more than a boy when the parties of Sulla and Marius were carrying
on their terrible struggles for the mastery, and he had taken no part in these
troubles. But when Sulla had overcome the party of Marius, and was putting to
death all persons whom he regarded as the enemies of his own party, he wished to
include young Caesar in the number. The Vestal Virgins, however, and some of
Sulla's firmest friends, went to him and begged that Caesar's life might be
spared, because of his youth and his noble birth. For a long time they pleaded
in vain, but at last Sulla gave way.
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JULIUS CAESAR.


"Let him be spared, then, as you wish," he said; "but I would have you know that
there is many a Marius in this young man, for whose safety you are so anxious;
and you will find, someday, that he will be the ruin of the party of the nobles
to which you and I all belong."



After this narrow escape Caesar did not dare to stay longer at Rome. He went to
the lands about the eastern end of the Mediterranean Sea, and joined the camp of
a Roman general who was carrying on one of the wars, which the Romans were now
waging nearly all the time in that region. Here Caesar got his first training in
war; and one day he showed such bravery in saving the life of a fellow soldier,
that the general in command of the army presented him with a crown of oak
leaves. This, as you will remember from the story of Coriolanus, was a great
mark of honor among the Romans.



After Sulla was dead, Caesar returned to Rome; but he did not remain there long.
He decided that he
wanted to be an orator as well as a soldier, so he went to Greece, as Cicero had
done, to study the art of writing and speaking.



While Caesar was on his way to Greece, he had an adventure which shows very well
the sort of man that he was. The ship that he was on was captured by pirates,
and Caesar was told by them that he must pay a large sum of money before they
would let him go. He at once sent his servants to raise this sum, but in the
meantime he had to stay with the pirates at their island home.



They were desperate men, who considered the crime of murder a trifling act; but
Caesar seemed to have no fear of them, and even showed his contempt for them
quite freely. When he wished to sleep, he would order them to be silent while he
did so; at other times he would join in their rough play and exercise. To help
pass away the time till his servants should return, he wrote poems and speeches,
and spoke them to these ignorant men; and when they did not show pleasure in
what he recited he frankly called them "dunces" and "barbarians." They took all
this from Caesar with great good-humor, for they liked his fearless spirit; and
when he threatened to punish them, as soon as he was free, for their piracy and
crimes, they laughed and thought this a great joke.



When his money had come, however, and he was set free, the first thing that
Caesar did was to carry out this threat. He gathered together some ships and
men, and returned to the island where the pirates stayed. He found their vessels
still at anchor there, and in the battle which followed, he not only defeated
and
captured most of the men, but also recovered the money which he had paid them as
a ransom.



At Rome, Caesar led the same sort of life that other wealthy young Romans did at
that time. He joined in the gayety of the city, and seemed to think of nothing
but that. He was very careful in his dress, and was one of the leaders of the
fashion at Rome. This seemed foolish to the grave Cicero, and he once spoke
doubtfully of Caesar, wondering if there could really be any earnest purpose in
a man who gave so much thought to the arrangement of his hair.



But this was only the outside view of Caesar. He had already set his heart on
doing something great, so as to make his name remembered; and he never forgot
this purpose. At the very time that Cicero thought him so foolish and careless,
Caesar was preparing himself to win the favor of the people � and become their
leader. When he began to speak in public, he had taken so much pains to train
himself well, that he pleased his hearers from the first; and after his return
from Greece, he was looked upon as one of the best orators of Rome. He was
friendly and pleasant to everyone, and gave money freely to all who asked for
it. In this way he won the favor of the people, and soon he was elected to
several offices, one after the other.



Whip Caesar held one of these offices, it was his duty to oversee the public
games. The Romans, as you know, had now become very fond of such shows, and they
were given a number of times each year. There were many kinds of these games.
Some of them were like the Greek games, and were contests in running,
wrestling, leaping, and hurling the spear. Others were sham battles, in which
little armies of horsemen, infantry, and elephants took part; But the kinds that
the Romans liked best were three, the chariot races, the fights with wild
beasts, and the contests of gladiators.



The chariot- races were held in a race course called the Great Circus, which lay
between the Palatine hill and the hill which stood south of it. Each chariot was
usually drawn by four horses, and four chariots took part in each race. The
driver of each chariot wore a different colored gown, one white, one red, one
blue, and one green; and the people took such interest in these races, that they
divided into parties over them. In this way there arose a party of the Greens,
who always favored the driver who wore that color, and a party of the Blues, who
favored the one in blue, and so on; and sometimes the people became so excited 
by the races that the different parties actually came to blows about them.



The chariot races were very old, indeed, it was said that Romulus first started
them; but the wild-beast fights were not introduced until after the second war
with Carthage. Then the Romans began to turn loose elephants, lions, leopards,
and other beasts, in the "arena" of the Circus (as the central part of it was
called), and set men to hunt them for the amusement of the spectators. In this
way four hundred lions were once turned loose at the same time.
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CHARIOT RACE.



But the shows which the people liked best of all were the fights of the
gladiators. The gladiators were men who were trained to fight to amuse the
Romans; and
they were usually captives who had been taken in war, or slaves who had been
sold to the trainers of gladiators as a punishment. Most often they fought
together in single pairs. Sometimes they were both armed in the same way, with
helmet, shield, and sword. Sometimes, however, one only would be armed in this
way, and the other would have nothing but a three-pointed spear with which to
thrust at his enemy, and a net to throw over his head and entangle him. When one
of the gladiators became wounded, the fight stopped until the will of the people



had been made known. If they held their thumbs up, he was spared; but if they
turned their thumbs so that they pointed downward, he was at once put to death.
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GLADIATOR FIGHT.



The government was supposed to furnish the money to provide for these games, but
the custom had arisen for the overseers of the games to add to them at their own
expense. So when Caesar was overseer he determined to furnish finer games than
had ever been seen before. In this he succeeded. Everybody said that there had
never been more or better gladiator fights or finer wild-beast hunts than those
he furnished. The statues and pictures, too, which he provided to decorate the
Forum and the temples on the Capitol, during the time that the games
were being held, were so numerous that places had to be found elsewhere to
exhibit many of them.



Caesar spent such large sums of his own money on these shows that he came out of
the office very heavily in debt; but he had succeeded in his purpose. He had
made the people think him generous and public-spirited; so when he became a
candidate for the consulship sometime after this, they gladly supported him. The
nobles, however, did not like Caesar so well, and they opposed his election, for
they were already beginning to fear his power over the people. But at this time
there was a powerful man at Rome who could help Caesar very much with his
election, if he would, and he needed Caesar's help as much as Caesar needed his.



This man was named Pompey, and he was called "the Great" because of his deeds in
war. At one time he had put down a dangerous rebellion in Spain. After that he
had helped to put down a rebellion of gladiators, who had fled in large numbers
to Mount Vesuvius in Italy, and formed a strong camp there. Then, sometime after
Caesar's adventure with the pirates, Pompey had been given a great fleet and had
been commissioned to make war on the pirates. With this fleet he had started in
at the Straits of Gibraltar, and searched every nook and corner of the
Mediterranean Sea, and swept all the pirates before him till he reached the
coast of Asia; there he defeated them in one great battle, and so cleared the
seas of pirates for many years. After that, Pompey had been given the command in
a war with a king who ruled on the southern shore of the Black Sea; and in this
war also he had
been successful. So at last Pompey had come back to Rome with much honor, and
was given a great triumph by the people; but the nobles looked upon him with
suspicion, and refused to reward his soldiers, and to approve the arrangements
which he had made for the conquered country in the East.



This vexed Pompey very much; so he joined with Caesar, and they agreed to help
each other in gaining what they each wanted. In this way Pompey got lands for
his soldiers and had his acts in the East approved; and Caesar got his election
as consul. After his year as consul was up, and it was time for him to go as
governor to one of the provinces, as was the custom, Caesar was appointed
governor of Gaul for five years. And before that time was up, by a new agreement
between the two men, Caesar was given another term of five years as governor of
Gaul, while Pompey was appointed to govern Spain for an equal time.



The Senators were not sorry to see Caesar go to Gaul, for they hoped that during
his long absence from the city, the fickle people of Rome might forget him, and
so leave him without influence when he returned; or, if this should not happen,
they hoped at any rate that something might occur in the meantime to make his
influence less dangerous to the party of the nobles.



At this time there were two districts which the Romans called by the name of
Gaul, and Caesar was given command over both of these. One was on the Italian
side of the Alps, and included the lands in the valley of the River Po, on which
those Gauls had lived who welcomed Hannibal when he came into Italy. This was
called "Cis-Alpine Gaul," or "Gaul on this
side of the Alps." The other lay on the other side of the Alps, in what is now
southern France, and this was called "Trans-Alpine Gaul."



Cis-Alpine Gaul had been conquered for some time, but in Trans-Alpine Gaul the
power of the Romans did not extend beyond a little strip of land in the southern
part, where the country touches the Mediterranean Sea. Moreover, the affairs of
Gaul beyond the Alps had been neglected by the Romans during the struggles that
had taken place at Rome, and when Caesar reached his provinces he found that
troubles were beginning there which needed his immediate attention.



Caesar learned that a large body of people who lived in the valleys of the Alps,
had determined to leave their homes among the mountains, and search out new ones
in the western part of Gaul. They had burned their towns and villages, so that
their people could have no wish to return to their old homes, and they were now
ready to start on their journey through the Roman province, carrying their
families and their goods with them.



The march of so large a body of the Swiss through Trans-Alpine Gaul might mean
the beginning of much trouble for the Romans; so Cesar determined that they must
be stopped before they had gone any farther from their homes. He crossed the
Alps in haste, therefore, and sent word to the Swiss forbidding them to march
through his province. Then, when they tried in spite of this to force their way
out of the mountains, he defeated them in a terrible battle; and sent them back
to their own country, to rebuild their burned homes and settle upon their own
lands once more.



This great victory gave Caesar's soldiers confidence in their new commander; and
it also caused many of the neighboring tribes of Gaul to submit to him, and
become friends to the Roman people.



Soon after this the chiefs of one of these tribes appealed to Caesar for aid in
a trouble of their own; and begged him to help them against a tribe of Germans,
who had lately crossed the Rhine, and come into Gaul. These Germans had already
conquered a part of the country, and were inviting other German tribes to cross
the river and join them in overrunning the whole of Gaul. This would have been
more dangerous even than to have had the Swiss passing through the country in
search of new homes; so Caesar determined to give the help that was asked of
him, and send the Germans also back to their own lands.



But while Caesar was preparing to march against the Germans, his army began to
give him trouble. The Gauls and the Roman traders who passed through the camp,
told marvelous tales of the great size of the Germans, and of the fierceness of
their appearance, and of their skill with their weapons. When Caesar's soldiers
heard these stories, and when it was whispered among them that they were about
to march against the Germans, they began to fear this people as much as Marius's
soldiers had done before them. Some of the young officers, who had had little
experience in war, even began to make excuses to be allowed to return to Rome;
others, who were ashamed to leave the army in this way, made their wills, and
went about the camp with tears streaming down their faces. These claimed that it
was not the enemy they feared; but that they
dreaded the narrowness of the roads, and the vastness of the forests through
which the men would have to pass, and they were afraid, too, that there would
not be food enough for the army on its march.



When Caesar heard these things, he called a meeting of his soldiers and rebuked
them.



"Is it your business," he asked, "to inquire in what direction we are to march,
and what are the plans of your general? Is it your duty to think of the feeding
of the army, and the condition of the roads? That is my affair, and not yours;
and you should not distrust me so much as to think that I will not attend to it.
I suspect, indeed, that it is the enemy that you dread, and not the dangers of
the march. But even though you know that you are to fight against the Germans,
what is it that you fear in them? They have already been defeated by Marius
within the memory of our fathers. The Swiss, whom you have so lately sent back
to their homes, have defeated them in their own country. Shall we not be able to
do what they have succeeded in doing? I had intended to put off this march of
ours to a more distant day; but now I have determined to break up our camp
during this very night, so that I may find out as soon as possible whether my
soldiers will answer to the call of duty, or give way to fear. If no others will
follow me, I shall still go forward with the tenth legion alone; for I know that
the men of that legion, at least, are too brave ever to desert their commander."



On hearing these words, the minds of the soldiers were suddenly changed.. The
tenth legion sent messengers to him to thank him for his confidence in them;
and the soldiers of the other legions made excuses for themselves, and begged
him to believe that they would follow him wherever he might wish to go. Caesar
accepted their excuses; but that night, as he had said he would, he began the
march. And when the army came up with the Germans, and a battle was fought,
Caesar easily defeated the enemy and drove them back across the Rhine into their
own country.



These two wars were the beginning of Caesar's command in Gaul. In a few months,
he had succeeded in saving the country from being overrun by the Swiss and by
the Germans; and perhaps he had even kept the barbarians from entering Italy
again as in the time of Marius. He remained governor of Gaul for nine years in
all, and during that time he conquered all the country from the Rhine west to
the Atlantic Ocean, and from the Roman province in the south to the English
Channel on the north. He did even more than this. Twice when he wished to
overawe the restless tribes of Germany, he quickly built a bridge over the wide
and rapid stream of the Rhine, and led his army over to frighten the neighboring
tribes into submission; and twice, also, he gathered ships and crossed over into
the neighboring island of Great Britain, to make war upon the tribes that lived
there  and punish them for having interfered in the affairs of Gaul.



Caesar was the first Roman general to lead an army into either Germany or
Britain; and although he made no serious attempt to subdue these countries
himself, he prepared the way for the conquest of Britain, at least, in the time
that was to come. In Gaul, however, he completely conquered the country. When he
left that land its people had already settled down quietly under the Roman rule,
and they were beginning to learn the Roman customs and the Roman language. So
thoroughly did they learn these that they became almost like the Romans
themselves, and even to-day the language that is spoken in that land the French
language is merely a form of the old Latin tongue, which their Roman conquerors
spoke nearly two thousand years ago.



One of the things that helped Caesar most in this great work of conquest, was
his power over the common soldiers. During all the years that they fought under
him in Gaul, they never once repeated the threat of disobedience, which they had
made when he first proposed to lead them against the Germans. From that time on
they were entirely devoted to him, for they had confidence in him. He was
willing to share every danger and hardship with his soldiers, and when he made a
speech to them he called them "Fellow soldiers," to show that he was one of
them. In the marches with his army, he used to go at the head of his troops,
sometimes on horseback, but oftener on foot, with his head bare in all kinds of
weather. At the beginning of a battle, he often sent his horse away, so that he
might lead his men on foot. If they began to give way during the fight he would
go among them and stop those that were flying, and turn them towards the enemy
again; and so by courage and determination he would change defeat into victory.



Caesar was both mild and strict in his control of his men. After they had won
the victory he would allow them to rest and make merry; but before the battle
had been fought and the victory decided, he demanded unceasing watchfulness and
entire obedience. He would give no notice of battle till the last moment, in
order that the soldiers might always hold themselves in readiness for it; and,
for the same reason, he would often lead his men out of their camp, when there
was no need of it, even in rainy weather and on holidays. Sometimes, either by
day or night, he would suddenly give them orders to follow without losing sight
of him; and then lead them on long marches in order to test their strength, and
to prepare them for doing the same thing whenever there might be real necessity
for it. In this way, long before Caesar's nine years in Gaul were over, he had
an army of veterans, every man of whom was willing to follow him into any
danger.



While Caesar was still in Gaul, he wrote the account of his struggles with the
barbarians, and sent it to Rome, so that the people might know of the successes
of his army. Many of the Roman books have been lost, but this account of
Caesar's wars in Gaul is so well written and so interesting that it was
carefully saved, and if you should ever study Latin, this will be almost the
first book that you will read.





How Camillus Captured Veii



About twenty miles north of Rome was a large and powerful city called Veii, with which
the Romans were often at war. It was in a struggle with this city that the Fabii
had been destroyed; and after that many other wars followed, until, about a
hundred years after the kings were driven from Rome, a struggle began in which
the Romans at last conquered their old enemy.



This was the fourteenth war between Rome and Veii. When the Romans had laid
siege to the town for eight long years, and it seemed as though they would never
be able to conquer it, the Senate and the people all became discouraged. Then a
strange thing happened to make them more disturbed.



About as far south of Rome as Veii was north of it, was a lake called the Alban
Lake, which was completely surrounded by hills, and had no inlet or outlet for
its waters. News now came to Rome that the water of this lake had suddenly begun
to rise higher and higher, without any heavy rains, or any other cause that
could be discovered. The Romans, therefore, imagined that this was a miracle
which was performed by the gods; and to find out the meaning of it, they sent
messengers to the Oracle of the god Apollo, at Delphi. But before these
messengers had returned,
the Romans received an explanation of the matter from the Veientians themselves.



As often happens in long sieges, the soldiers of the two armies had got in the
habit of calling back and forth at one another. One day, as they were doing
this, an old man stood upon the walls of Veii and declared, like one uttering a
prophecy, that "until the waters should be discharged from the Alban Lake, the
Romans should never become the masters of Veii."



One of the Roman soldiers caught at this saying eagerly, thinking that perhaps
it showed a way for them to become at last victorious. He persuaded the old man
to come out from the walls, and talk with him in the open ground before the
Roman camp; then, when they were alone, he seized him boldly about the waist,
and carried him by main force into the camp. From there he was taken to the
Senate at Rome; and here he was ordered to repeat the prophecy which he had
spoken upon the walls of his city. He replied:



"The gods were angry with the Veientian people, that day, when they bade me show
the way to ruin my country, from the walls of Veii. But, since it seemed to them
well for me to speak it, it is better said than unsaid. It is written in the
books of the fates that whenever the Alban water shall rise to a great height,
and the Romans shall discharge it in the proper manner, victory will be granted
to them. Until that is done, the gods will not desert the walls of Veii."



When the Romans found that the answer of the Oracle of Apollo agreed with the
statement of the old man, they set eagerly to work to do what was required of
them,



While some remained with the army to watch about the walls of Veii, others
worked at the Alban Lake. There they cut a great tunnel through the rock of the
hills, to make a passage for the imprisoned waters; and the remains of that
tunnel can be seen to this day. Then ditches were dug through the country, and
the water of the lake was let out upon the fields. This was in obedience to the
commands of the Oracle, and by doing this the Romans believed that they prepared
the way for the destruction of Veii.



After all this was done, a Roman named Camillus was appointed Dictator, to
complete the capture of the city. When he reached the place he withdrew the
Romans into their camp, and kept them closely there, in order that there might
be no chance for speech with the enemy. Then he began a tunnel which was to lead
from the camp, under the walls of the city, and into the very citadel of the
town. Day and night his soldiers worked at this, each in his turn, so that no
one should become exhausted by the hard labor. At last the work was all
completed, except breaking through the last thin wall of earth, which would
admit them into the city.



The Veientians still laughed and shouted from their walls at the silent Romans,
all unconscious that the Alban Lake had disappeared into the earth, and that
their enemies were ready to pour into the city from their tunnel. But Camillus
was certain of his victory, and having given orders for the soldiers to take
their arms, he went forth to beg the help and favor of the gods.



"Under thy guidance, O Apollo," he prayed, "I proceed
to destroy the city of Veii, and I vow to thee a tenth part of the spoil."



Then some of the Romans attacked the walls. As the Veientians rushed to their
defense, others of the Romans came out of the tunnel in the city and attacked
them from behind. The Veientians were taken by surprise, and the Romans who were
in the city soon succeeded in opening the gates of the town for their
companions. In this way, the Romans soon won a complete victory. When the battle
was over, the people of Veii were made slaves, and the town was stripped of all
its treasures by the soldiers who had conquered it.



Then the Romans prepared to remove the gods also from the captured city. A band
of young men was chosen, and, with their bodies freshly washed in pure water,
and clad in white garments, they took their way in a solemn procession to the
temple of the great Juno. She was the especial god of the Veientians, and they
entered her temple with fear and awe. When they stood before the image of the
goddess, one of the company asked:



"O Juno, art thou willing to go to Rome?"



The Romans believed that they saw the goddess bow her beautiful head in assent;
and they all shouted with joy at this favorable response. Then they took up the
statue of the goddess and carried her to Rome; and the statue seemed light and
easy to move, as though the goddess went with them willingly and of her own
accord.



For several years after this, the city of Veii was left standing with empty
houses and temples, uncared for
either by the gods or men. Some of the old neighbors of the Veientians, however,
tried to make a stand against the Romans, even though Veii itself had fallen. So
Camillus was sent against one of these cities, to lay siege to it, as he had
done to Veii.
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JUNO.



This place was also a strong city, and the people seemed likely to defend
themselves as long and as bravely as the Veientians had done. But, one day, the
war suddenly ceased, and peace was made, as a result of the just dealing of
Camillus with the people of the besieged city.



Several of the noblest families of the city had placed their boys in the charge
of a schoolmaster, who was
expected not only to teach them, but to care for them during their playtime
also. Before the war began, this man had been in the habit of taking his boys
beyond the city walls for play and exercise, and even when the city had been
besieged he continued this custom.



One day, when they had passed through the gates as usual for their romp in the
open field, and while the boys were all absorbed in their rough play, their
teacher led them little by little up to the Roman lines, and to the tent of
Camillus. Then, as he came before the Roman general, he said:



"Camillus, these are the children of the men who are highest in rank in the
city. With them I deliver to you the city itself, for their rulers will be
willing to sacrifice everything to regain their children; and I know that you
will reward me for my deed."



When Camillus heard these words, he cried out:



"Wicked as thou art, thou hast not come with thy offering to a commander or a
people like thyself. We do not carry arms against defenseless children, but
against armed men."



Then he ordered the man's arms to be tied behind his back; and he put rods in
the boys' hands, and told them to flog their treacherous master back to the
city; where he was punished as he well deserved to be.



When the people of the city received their children again from Camillus, their
feeling toward the Romans changed. Before this time, they had preferred the fate
of the Veientians to making peace with the Romans, but now the virtue of
Camillus filled them with admiration. They sent messengers to the Roman Senate,
therefore, and surrendered themselves without further struggle, saying:



"Fathers, we are overcome by your good faith, and we give the victory to you of
our own free will. We believe that we shall live more happily under your rule
than we do now under our own laws; so send men to receive our arms, and our
city."



By two such victories as these, and many smaller ones, Camillus became one of
the greatest of the Romans. The citizens were grateful to him for his services
to the city, and they were certain that no one could lead the Roman armies so
well as he.



But Camillus was a proud man, and wished to rule the city as he did his army.
Among other things, he was determined that the tenth part of the spoil of Veii
should be given to Apollo, as he had promised before the battle, and this the
people did not wish to do. But he forced it from them; and then they asked him,
in return, what right he had to the great bronze doors which he had brought from
the conquered city, and placed before his own house.



So Camillus and the people fell to quarreling, and, after a time, Camillus was
forced to leave Rome. In rage and in sorrow, he went to find his home in another
place; but it was harder for him to bear than if he had lost his life in battle,
for to be obliged to live in exile was worse than death to a Roman.





Rome and the Carthaginians



Now that the Romans had become masters of almost the whole of the peninsula of
Italy, you might expect that their wars would cease, and that they would be left
to govern peaceably what their arms had won. But this was not to be the case. As
you will see, the Romans had soon to prepare for a struggle which was to prove
the longest and hardest that they ever went through. This was due to the fact
that right across the Mediterranean Sea from Italy, there was another people who
had also been able to make themselves rulers over other lands and nations; and,
after the Romans had conquered the Greeks of southern Italy, there was no longer
any state to stand between these two proud and powerful peoples.



This other people dwelt in the city of Carthage, and were called Carthaginians.
Their city was founded more than a hundred years before Romulus began the first
settlement on the Palatine hill; and now Carthage was a larger and richer, as it
was an older, city than Rome; and its people ruled a great part of the coast of
Africa, of Spain, and of Sicily, and most of the islands of the western
Mediterranean.



The people of Carthage were Phoenicians, and their mother country was along the
eastern shores of the Mediterranean. They were of the same race as the
Jews, who dwelt near by the mother land in Palestine; and in speech and religion
they were more different from the people of Rome than any other people that the
Romans had ever come in contact with, except the Etruscans. They were a nation
of sailors and traders, and their ships were the best then known to men. They
were the first to discover that they could steer their vessels, when out of
sight of land, by using the North Star to guide them; so, while other nations
still kept safely in sight of the shores of the Mediterranean in their voyaging,
the Phoenicians pushed boldly out into the broad Atlantic, and sailed as far as
the island of Great Britain on the north, and on the south a good distance down
the coast of Africa. They were the discoverers and traders of that long-ago
time; and they made settlements, too just as the English, and French, and
Spanish did in later days, wherever they could find a good harbor, with a
fertile country around it, or with mines of gold or silver or tin to work. And
they did more, even, than this. In order to keep their records and accounts,
they invented the alphabet which we use to-day; and they taught these letters to
the Greeks and the Romans, though the languages which these people wrote with
them were different from that which the Phoenicians used.



So, when the Phoenicians left their old home to found a new city in the west,
they brought with them much useful knowledge. Their children, too, and their
children's children, made good use of what their fathers had brought. By the
time this story begins, Carthage had become a great city, which was said to
cover twenty-three miles of country; and the sails of its
ships dotted the waters of the western Mediterranean. The Carthaginians were
good builders, also, as well as good sailors and traders. They had protected
their city on the land side by three great walls, one inside of the other, and
these walls were far stronger and better built than the walls which surrounded
Rome. The space between the walls was taken up with stables for the elephants
and war horses, and here were kept three hundred of the one and four thousand of
the other. And to shelter the many ships of the Carthaginians, two great harbors
had been dug out, in addition to the natural bay on which the city was built,
one for the trading vessels, and one for the ships of war.



The Carthaginians were not only a powerful people; they were also very jealous
of their power, and wished to prevent any other people from sharing in it. They
looked upon the sea, on which their many vessels came and went, as belonging to
themselves alone; and when they found the ships of other nations sailing in
their waters, they did not hesitate to capture the vessels and to drown the men
that they found on them. They are even said to have boasted once that, without
their permission, the Romans could not even wash their hands in the waters of
the sea.



The struggle between the Romans and the Carthaginians began in Sicily. The
Carthaginians had long had possession of the western part of the island, while
the eastern part was ruled by a number of Greek cities. It was to take the part
of these Greek cities against the Carthaginians that. Pyrrhus had gone to
Sicily; so the Carthaginians were friendly to Rome until the Romans had driven
Pyrrhus back to his eastern home.
As soon as he was disposed of, however, the friendship between Rome and Carthage
began to cool. Pyrrhus had foreseen that this would be so; and as he had left
the island of Sicily he had looked back at its shores and exclaimed:



"What a field we are leaving for the Romans and the Carthaginians to contend
in!"



Just across the strait which separates Italy from Sicily, was a Greek city which
soon after this got into very serious trouble with one of its neighbors. The
people in the city were divided as to what they should do for help; so one party
sent to Rome for aid, while the other invited the Carthaginians in. Now, the
Romans could not permit the Carthaginians to become settled so near to Italy as
that was, and, rather against their will? the Romans were forced to send the aid
which had been asked. The result was the first war between Rome and Carthage.



Although the Carthaginians were masters of the sea, they were not prepared to
fight the Romans on land. They had no army of citizens to depend on, such as
Rome had. They hired their soldiers, as you will remember the Tarentines did,
and gathered them together from many different countries. So it took them a long
time to get a strong army ready to fight in Sicily; and in the meantime the
Romans won many victories and took many important towns from them.



But the Romans soon discovered that they could make few lasting gains in
fighting against the Carthaginians, without a navy to help them. They might
conquer all Sicily with their armies, but when the war vessels of the
Carthaginians came sailing around the
island, the cities on the coast which had given themselves to  the Romans would
have to go back to the Carthaginian side once more. Besides this, the
Romans—who had almost no war vessels and very little experience in
managing them even if they had had them—seemed to be unable to get at
Carthage itself to do it any serious harm. But the ships of Carthage could dash
in from the sea upon the coast of Italy, and destroy a city or ruin a whole
stretch of country before the Italians could make a move to defend themselves.



When the Romans saw this, they did one of the most daring things that we read of
in their history. They determined to build a fleet, and go out and meet the
Carthaginians on the sea, where they had so long been masters. They took for
their model a Carthaginian ship that had been wrecked on their shores, and
within sixty days, the old writers say, a growing wood was changed into a fleet
of one hundred and twenty ships.



While the vessels were building, they had also to find rowers for their new
fleet, and to train them for their work. To do this, rows of seats, arranged one
above the other, like the benches of rowers in a ship, were built upon the
ground; and on these the men took their places daily, and were taught to move
their great oars all together, in obedience to the voice of the rowing master.
Then, when the ships were done, the men were given a short time to practice on
the water the movements which they had learned on the land; and after that the
fleet sailed away to Sicily to seek out and fight their enemies.
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NAVAL BATTLE



But for all their bold and determined spirit, the
Romans knew very well that they could not, for some time, hope to be a match for
the skillful Carthaginian sailors. Their hastily-made ships were clumsy and hard
to manage, and the green wood of which they were built was already beginning to
warp apart and let in the water. Their rowers and sailing-masters did not know
how to make the best even of the poor ships they had; and for knowledge of the
sea itself, and of its storms and currents, and of the harbors of its coasts,
the Romans had to depend upon people of other cities, whom they hired to help
them. The only way that the Romans could hope to win a sea-fight was by getting
their vessels right up alongside the ships of the
enemy, and then fighting it out with their spears and swords, just as they would
a battle on the land.



To enable their vessels to do this, some clever Roman thought out a plan which
all the ships adopted. A strong mast was planted in the prow of every Roman
vessel, and about this was fastened a long plank or platform, in such a way that
the outer end of the plank could be pulled up and let down, like the drawbridge
of a castle, in front or on either side of the vessel. At the end of the plank,
and pointing downward, a long spike was fixed, so that when the plank was let
fall this spike would sink into the deck of the enemy's ship and hold it fast.
When the platform was raised against the mast, this sharp piece of iron sticking
out in front looked so much like the strong bill of a great bird that the Romans
called the whole thing a "crow."



When the Carthaginians saw the Roman ships sailing up to meet them, they were
puzzled at first by the strange structures in their bows; but they knew that the
Romans were ignorant of everything that had to do with managing ships, so they
supposed that they would have an easy victory. They rowed straight out to meet
the Romans, therefore, and sought to ram the Roman vessels with the prows of
their own ships. But no sooner did a Carthaginian vessel come within reach of a
Roman one, than down fell the "crow" of the latter, and the two ships were held
firmly together. Then Roman soldiers poured across the bridge thus made, and
soon they had captured the vessel. In this way the Romans captured or destroyed
fifty of the Carthaginian ships, and those that were left were glad
enough to turn and flee from the terrible Roman "crows."



This was the first Roman victory on the sea, but after it they won many others.
Now that they had a fleet, moreover, the Romans could take an army across the
sea to Africa, and there fight the Carthaginians in their own land. This they
did; and the Roman general, Regulus, was very successful there for a time, and,
at last, brought the Carthaginians so low that they were forced to ask for
peace.



Then Regulus showed how little he knew the brave people with whom he was
fighting. He seemed to think that Carthage was as completely conquered as the
little Italian towns which Rome had been taking, one by one, for so many years.
The terms of peace which he offered were so hard that the Carthaginians
concluded that they could not be left in a worse condition even if Carthage
itself was captured; so they resolved to continue the war. Fortunately for them,
the Carthaginians now found a good general, who knew how to use their cavalry
and their elephants. Soon Regulus himself was defeated and taken prisoner; and
for five years he was kept a captive at. Carthage while the war continued on
land and sea.



It had been thirteen years since the Romans had first crossed over into Sicily,
when ambassadors were again sent to treat about peace. According to the stories
which have come down to us, Regulus was now taken from his prison and sent to
Rome, along with the Carthaginian ambassadors, to assist them in bringing about
the peace; and he was made to promise that if peace was not made he would return
at once to Carthage.




The Carthaginians sent Regulus with the ambassadors because they thought that,
for his own sake, he would do all that he could to help bring the war to a
close. But when Regulus reached Rome, he was noble enough to forget himself in
his love for his country. He advised the Senate not to make peace, and not to
exchange their Carthaginian prisoners for the Romans who were in the hands of
Carthage; and in the speech which he made in the Senate he is reported to have
said:



"Let not the Senate buy with gold what ought to be won back only by force of
arms; and let those Romans who surrendered when they ought to have died in
battle, die at last in the land that saw their disgrace."



When Regulus said this, he knew that if he went back to Carthage after such a
speech, the Carthaginians would put him to death. For a while the Senate
hesitated, out of pity for him; but at last the peace which the Carthaginians
asked was refused. Then Regulus went quietly back to Carthage, as he had
promised; and if we may believe the story, the Carthaginians cruelly put him to
death, as he had expected that they would do.



For ten years longer, the war dragged on, until at last neither Carthage nor
Rome had money or men to spend in further efforts. Rome had been most
unfortunate at sea. Fleet after fleet which she sent to Sicily and Africa was
wrecked and destroyed by the terrible storms which rage there at certain seasons
of the year, and which the Romans did not know how to guard against.



After this had happened several times, the Romans
determined to make one more effort. Their ships were all gone, and there was no
money in the treasury to build new ones; but the wealthy citizens of Rome joined
together and built a fleet of two hundred vessels at their own expense; and they
only asked, in return, that if the city could ever repay them, it would do so.



With this fleet the Romans again set out, and this time they were as successful
as they had been the first time they took to the sea. They had now learned from
their mistakes and misfortunes, while the Carthaginians had become careless; so,
when the Romans came up with the Carthaginian fleet off the western coast of
Sicily, they sunk fifty of the enemy's vessels and captured seventy more.



Then Carthage and Rome made peace, for they saw that neither city could wholly
conquer the other, at that time. Carthage had got the worst of it in this first
war; so she was obliged to give up all claim to Sicily, to release the Roman
prisoners without a ransom, and besides this, to pay to Rome a large sum of
money for the expenses of the war. Rome took possession of the part of Sicily
which the Carthaginians had held, and set up a government over it; and before
many years had gone by, the whole island had passed under her control. In this
way arose Rome's first possession outside of Italy.





The Christians and the Empire



During the centuries that the Roman power was slowly weakening and dying, there was
another power that was constantly growing stronger. This was the power of the
Christian religion. It was to grow until it had conquered the Romans; then it
was to conquer the Germans, who overthrew the Roman rule. In this way it was to
go on, until it had conquered the world in a far wider sense than Rome had ever
done; and at last it was to become the mightiest power that the world has ever
seen.



Palestine, the land of the Jews, was first conquered by Pompey, before his war
with Caesar, while he was setting the affairs of the East in order.  There
Christ was born during the time that Augustus was emperor, and he was put to
death in the reign of the emperor who succeeded Augustus. Up to that time the
teachings of Christ had not spread beyond that portion of the Jews who accepted
them. After his death, however, the Apostles especially the Apostle Paul began
to spread his teachings among other nations; and soon there were little bands of
Christians to be found in many of the cities about the Mediterranean Sea.



Then it began to be a question as to how the Roman government would treat this
new religion. Usually the Romans were very tolerant, and allowed the
nations that they conquered to worship whatever gods they chose, and even to
bring their worship with them to Rome. In this way, the Egyptians and Jews and
other eastern nations had been allowed to build temples at Rome and worship
their gods there with almost no disturbance.



It was different, however, with the Christians. There were many reasons why the
Romans would not let them worship freely. The Jews were very bitter against the
Christians, and they informed the Romans that the Christians were guilty of many
horrible crimes in their meetings. These charges were not true, of course; but
the Romans, and perhaps even the Jews themselves, believed them. Then, too, the
Christians were charged with introducing a new and strange god, and with denying
that the gods of the empire were gods at all. When the Christians would not
offer sacrifice to the Roman gods—especially when they would not worship
the statues of the emperors, who were now looked upon as gods they were charged
with rebellion, and with plotting to overthrow the government. And whenever war,
or famine, or disease, came upon the people, they were ready to blame it upon
the Christians.



"The gods are angry with us for sheltering those who deny them!" they would cry
at such times. "The Christians must be put to death! To the lions with the
Christians!"



Then all persons who were suspected of being Christians would be seized and
hurried off to the judges. If they admitted that they were Christians, they were
promptly sentenced to death. If they denied it, they
were asked to offer sacrifice to the statue of the emperor; and if they would
not do this, that was taken as a sign that the charge was true, and they, too,
were declared guilty.



In this way the prisons would be filled with Christians. It made no difference
whether they were slaves or free, old or young, strong men or delicate women.
Their fate was the same. When next the people were gathered to see the games in
the great Circus, the Christians would be driven into the arena. Then lions, and
leopards, and other wild beasts would be turned loose upon them, while the cruel
Romans shouted and cheered from their seats around about.



The first persecution of the Christians at Rome took place while Nero was
emperor. A great fire had broken out and burned more than two-thirds of the
city. The Romans believed, whether rightly or wrongly, that Nero himself had
given order to set the city on fire, so that he might rebuild it in a more
splendid style than ever. There were ugly rumors, too, that while the waves of
flame were sweeping over the city, Nero had been seen on a tower watching the
sight, and unfeelingly singing and playing upon a harp.



The Roman people were, therefore, very angry with Nero, and for a while it
looked as though there would be a rebellion. To quiet them, Nero had it reported
that it was the Christians who had started the fire, and that while it was
burning many of them had been seen going about with torches in their hands and
setting fire to buildings which had not yet caught.



This changed the people's wrath from their emperor to the Christians. The cry
arose, "To the lions with
the Christians"; and many hundreds of them were hurried off to prison without
any kind of trial. Nero also invented many new and cruel punishments for them.
Some were covered with the skins of wild beasts, and then dogs were set on them.
Others were wrapped in sheets of pitch and burned at night in Nero's gardens;
and the name of "Nero's candles" was given to these. Others, more mercifully,
were put to death in their prisons; and in later days it was said that among
this number were the Apostles Peter and Paul.



It was not always, however, the evil emperors like Nero who persecuted the
Christians. Sometimes the most severe persecutions were begun by orders of good
emperors. They were ignorant of the real teachings of Christ, and believed that
the charges made against the Christians were true. In this way it happened that
Trajan, and Marcus Aurelius, and Diocletian all persecuted the Christians and
had large numbers of them put to death.



The Christians did not burn the bodies of their dead, as the Romans did; they
buried them instead. But in place of burying them in cemeteries, such as we all
know, they dug out great tunnels and caves in the soft rock, and formed tombs
along their sides in which they laid the bodies of their dead. In this way the
hills of Rome came to be mined through and through with such tunnels, or
"catacombs" as they were called.



At last these catacombs made a great network of passages, miles and miles in
length, which crossed and recrossed one another, under the city, just as the
Roman streets did on the surface of the ground above.
When the persecutions would begin, and danger would come, the Christians would
hide themselves in these streets of the dead below the surface of the ground;
and there, too, they would often hold their church services to comfort one
another in their times of trial and distress. These catacombs still exist at
Rome, and they are one of the sights that every visitor to that city is sure to
want to see.



In these persecutions, many hundreds of Christians were put to death because of
their religion; and many more were imprisoned, or suffered in other ways for
their faith. But through it all they were brave and glad, for they suffered for
Christ as Christ had suffered for them.



The persons who suffered in this way were called "martyrs," which means
"witnesses" for the Truth. Many Christians eagerly sought to receive a martyr's
death, and mourned when they did not succeed. Even boys and girls became heroes
in these persecutions, and endured death without flinching. At Rome a
thirteen-year-old girl named Agnes was brought before the judges on the charge
of being a Christian. She refused to deny the charge, and was put to death by
the sword; and after that her name was honored as that of a saint. And in Gaul,
a young slave girl endured the most cruel tortures and at last was thrown to the
wild beasts in a net, because she would not give up Christianity; and a boy
fifteen years old was also put to death there, at the same time and for the same
reason.



One of the noblest of the martyrs was a man named Polycarp, who was put to death
in Asia Miner while
Marcus Aurelius was emperor. He was then an old, old man, of ninety years, and
all the Christians of the East looked up to him with love and admiration, for he
was a disciple of the Apostle John. When the soldiers came to arrest him, their
commander took pity on him, and tried to persuade him to sacrifice to the Roman
gods, and so save his life.



"What harm can there be in saying the emperor, our Lord,' and in offering
sacrifices to him?" he asked.



At first Polycarp was silent; but when they went on to urge him, he said mildly:



"I will not do as you advise me."



When he was brought before the Roman governor of that province, he, too, urged
him to swear by the emperor as by a god, and give proof of his repentance by
saying, with the people, "Away with the godless." But Polycarp looked with a
firm eye at the crowd that stood by; then with his eyes lifted up to heaven, and
pointing at them with his finger, he cried:



"Away with the godless."



And when the governor urged him further, and said, "Curse Christ, and I will
release you;" Polycarp answered:



"Eighty-six years have I served him, and he has done me nothing but good, and
how could I curse him, my Lord and Saviour? If you wish to know what I am, I
tell you frankly I am a Christian."



Even then the Roman governor wished to save the brave old man, if he could; but
Polycarp would not yield. At last the governor turned to the people, and a
herald proclaimed:



"Polycarp has confessed that he is a Christian."
When the people heard these words, they cried out that he was the father of the
Christians, that he was the enemy of their gods, and that he had taught many to
turn from their worship and cease to sacrifice in their temples. They demanded
that Polycarp should be burned at the stake, and they themselves brought wood
for this purpose from the workshops and baths. Then the Roman governor gave his
consent, and it was done as they had desired; and Polycarp met his death with
the same steadfastness and courage which he had shown at his trial.



In this way men and women of all classes, young and bid, noble and slave,
suffered and were put to death. But still the number of the Christians increased
with each persecution.



"Go on," said one of the Christian writers to the Roman rulers; "go on, torture
us and grind us to dust. Our numbers increase more rapidly than you mow us down.
The blood of the martyrs is the seed of the Church."



At last the time came when the persecutions were to cease altogether, and the
emperors themselves, and all of their officers were to become Christians.



This happened, as you have already seen, while Constantine was on the throne.
During the first part of his reign, he had to struggle against several rivals in
the empire. At one time, the story goes, while he was marching rapidly from Gaul
into Italy to attack one of his enemies, he saw a flaming  cross in the sky in
broad day, and on the cross were these words:



"In this sign, conquer."



In the battle which followed, Constantine did
conquer; and he believed that he owed his victory to the god of the Christians.
So one of the first things that he did after that was to issue an order to stop
the persecutions, and permit the Christians to practice their religion openly
and in peace.



After this, Constantine became a Christian himself, and did all that he could to
favor their cause. Temples were taken away from the priests of the old gods and
given to the Christians, to use as churches; and only Christians were appointed
to offices under the empire. And when Constantine died, his sons followed the
same religion; and the number of the Christians grew rapidly under them. And
though Julian, the nephew of Constantine, ceased to be a Christian when he
became emperor, and tried to bring the people back to the worship of Mars and
Jupiter once more, he did not succeed. The task was too great for him. After
him, all of the emperors were Christians; and at last a time came when the old
worship was put down altogether.



Then the altars of the old gods were thrown down and their images were broken;
and the sacred fire in the temple of Vesta, which had burned without
interruption for eleven centuries, was extinguished forever. And after that all
persons were punished who dared to sacrifice to the old gods who had so long
been worshiped by the Roman people.





Cicero, the Orator



At the time that the war with Jugurtha was coming to an end, a boy was born at
Marius's old home near Rome, who was to become as famous as Marius, but in a
better and nobler way. He was to be a great orator and writer, and rule the
state by his speaking as others ruled it by force of arms. As it takes more
training to be great in this way than it does to be great as a soldier, perhaps
you would like to hear how this boy was educated for his task. We will start
with him as, a tiny baby and follow him until he is a grown man.



First of all came the naming of the boy. This always took place on the eighth
day after its birth, if the baby was a girl, but on the ninth day if the baby
was a boy. So on the ninth day our baby was named, and he was given the name of
his father and called "Marcus Tullius Cicero." The day was made a day of
rejoicing in the family, and little gifts were hung about the baby's neck for
him to play with.



After that the little fellow grew as most babies grow, and in time he learned to
walk, and to talk in childish Latin. Perhaps,, too, he began to speak Greek,
even this early, from listening to the talk of some old slave or nurse of that
country, for the Roman boys and girls of this time often learned Greek in their
homes just as American children sometimes learn German.



During his earliest years it was the child's mother who had the most to do with
his education, just as you have seen Cornelia training her children. From his
mother the boy learned to be pure in heart, and to be saving, modest, brave,
earnest and obedient; and stories were told him of his forefathers, and of the
ancient heroes who had made Rome great because they possessed these virtues.



When he became a little older and did not need the care of his mother so much,
the father also began to take part in the education of young Marcus. Often he
would take the little fellow with him, as he walked about to see that the slaves
were cultivating his fields properly; and when he went to the house of a friend,
and even sometimes when he went to the Forum of the little town where he lived,
he would let the boy go with him. He taught the boy, too, manly exercises such
as wrestling, riding and swimming. And when prayers were said to the gods by the
father, and when sacrifices were offered on the family altar, the little boy
stood by, or perhaps took some part in them; and so he learned about the gods
that the Romans worshiped.



When Marcus Cicero became six or seven years old, it was time for him to begin
to go to school. Because the schools in Rome were better than the schools in the
country town where his parents lived, the boy was now taken to Rome to live with
his uncle's family, and to go to school with his cousins.



The Roman schools were very different from the schools you go to. They began at
sunrise, and in order not to be tardy the children had to be up and ready
before daybreak. They carried lanterns with them to light their way, and slaves
went with them to and from school to see that no harm befell them.
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ROMAN BOOKS AND WRITING MATERIALS 

   IN TWO OF THE PICTURES PURSES AND HEAPS OF COINS ARE ALSO SHOWN.



In the schoolroom, the schoolmaster sat on a raised platform at one end of the
room, while the boys and girls sat on stools and benches in front of him. Around
the walls there were lyres, or harps, to be used in the music lessons, and also
pictures of the gods or of scenes from the history of Rome. On one of the walls
a board was hung on which were written the names of all absent or truant pupils.
Above the master's bench there was a great stick, and many of the boys looked
tremblingly at it when they did not know their lessons.



In this lowest school, the children learned to read and to write. Instead of
slates or sheets of paper, they had wooden tablets covered with wax; and on
these they wrote with a sharp-pointed instrument called a stylus. The other end
of the stylus was blunt, so that when a pupil made a mistake in his writing, he
could smooth it out in the soft wax with this end, and then try again.



Here the children also learned arithmetic. Perhaps you think that the arithmetic
which you have to learn is hard; but think how much harder it must have been for
the Roman boys. They did not have the plain and easy figures which you use, but
had only what we still call the "Roman numerals." If you want to see how much
harder it is to use these, try to find the answer to




XXIV times LXXXVII,

and then see how much easier it is when it is written 
 24 times 87.




Because their arithmetic was so hard, each Roman boy carried with him to school
a counting-frame to help him. This was a wooden frame divided into lines and
columns, and he did his sums with it by putting little pebbles in the different
columns to represent the different denominations.



After Cicero had passed out of this school, he went to what was called a grammar
school. There he studied Greek grammar, and read some of the famous books of
that day, both Greek and Latin. Of course these were not printed books, for
printing was not invented till fifteen hundred years after this. The books of
that time were all written with a pen, on
smooth white skins called parchment, or on paper made from the papyrus plant
which grows in Egypt; and instead of being bound as our books are, the pages of
these books were all pasted into one long strip, side by side, and #fin rolled
tightly around a stick.



In this school young Cicero studied until he was fifteen years old. When a Roman
boy became fifteen or sixteen years old, a great change usually came in his
life. Up to that time he wore the "boyish toga" with its narrow purple border,
and carried a "bulla" or charm about his neck to ward off the evil eye. After he
passed that age, he put off the boyish toga and the bulla, and put on for the
first time a toga all of white, such as the men wore. This, too, was made a day
of festival, and after the change was made, the young man went with his father
and his friends into the Forum, and there his name was written in the list of
Roman citizens. After this he might be called upon to serve in war, and he had
the right to vote and to do anything that the grown men were allowed to do. This
was the change which came to Marcus Cicero when he was fifteen; and you can
imagine how proud he felt as he went with his father from the Forum to the
temples on the Capitol to offer sacrifices to the gods in honor of the day.



All Roman boys of good families followed the course of training which you have
been reading about, up to the time when they put on the manly toga. After that,
if they intended to train themselves for war, they entered the camp of some
general and attached them-selves to him; but if they intended to train
themselves for the law, and become speakers, they attended the
law courts in the Forum. Cicero's father wished him to be trained for the law,
so he put the lad in charge of one of the great judges and lawyers of that time.
In his company and under his direction, Cicero attended the law courts day after
day, and listened to the best speakers, and took notes on all that he saw and
heard. In this way he came, in the course of time, to know the laws of his
country and the ways in which the courts did business; and by constant attention
and practice, he also came to be a good speaker.



After a number of years spent in this way, Cicero at last had a chance to show
the Roman people what good use he had made of his time in the law courts. During
the terrible civil war between Marius and Sulla, a young Roman was charged most
unjustly with the murder of his father, but all the lawyers of Rome were afraid
to defend him, for it was known that whoever did so might anger Sulla, who was
then ruling Rome, and so bring a sentence of death on himself. Cicero, however,
was willing to risk the danger. He defended the young man before the court, and
the cause was so good, and Cicero spoke so well and fearlessly in his defense,
that the young man was at once released. This gave Cicero a good deal of fame at
Rome; but he did not dare to remain there after that, for fear of the wrath of
Sulla. So he went to Greece, and there he passed his time in studying under
Greek masters, and learning how to speak and to write still better.



At last news came that Sulla was dead, and Cicero returned to Rome. Then he
entered politics; and
though the nobles looked upon him with scorn because he was a man of low birth
that is, because none of  his family had ever held the office of consul at
Rome—Cicero was such a good speaker, and so learned in the laws, and so
honest, that he was elected to one office after another at the very lowest age
that he could hold them.



Though he now held public offices, Cicero did not cease to come before the law
courts whenever there was need. At one time a mars named Verres was charged with
greatly abusing the people of Sicily and unlawfully taking great sums of money
from them while he was governor in that island. This had come to be a very
common thing; indeed, people would often say that a Roman governor had to make
three fortunes out of his province during the time that he was in office: one to
pay off the debts he had made to get the office, another to bribe the judges at
Rome in case they should try to punish him for his dishonesty, and a third to
live on after he returned to Rome. So, although Verres was much worse than
governors usually were, few people expected to see him punished. But Cicero took
hold of the case, and he managed it so skillfully that in spite of all Verres
could do he was forced to leave Rome and go into exile. This won for Cicero the
praise of all honest citizens, but it is believed that it did not make the Roman
governors very much better.



When Cicero had held all of the offices below that of consul, it happened that a
plot was made at Rome which nearly overturned the government, and to prevent
this from succeeding, Cicero was elected consul.




The common people and the nobles had by this time again begun their quarrels,
which had been stopped during the time of Sulla's stern rule. A ruined noble,
named Catiline, now put himself forward as the leader of the common people, and
with their support he tried to gain the consulship. But all good men distrusted
him, because of the crimes which were charged against him and because it was
known that he was deeply in debt and ready to do anything to get money. So the
moderate men among both the common people and the nobles united in supporting
Cicero for consul against Catiline, and Cicero was elected.
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CICERO.



Then Catiline determined to secure by force what he could not get by the vote of
the people. He got together a number of ruined nobles like himself, and planned
to murder the consuls and then seize the city and burn and rob as they chose.




Cicero got news of these plans; but he did not dare to arrest Catiline, for he
had powerful friends and Cicero did not yet have clear proof of the plot. He
decided to try to anger and frighten Catiline so that he would openly show his
plans and all people would be convinced of them. Accordingly, Cicero got up in
the Senate, while Catiline was there, and made a powerful speech against him.



"How long, Catiline," he cried, "will you abuse our patience? When will this
boldness of yours come to an end? Do not the guards which are placed each night
on the Palatine hill alarm you? Do not the watchmen posted throughout the city,
does not the alarm of the people and the union of all good men, do not the looks
and expressions of the Senators here, have any effect upon you? Do you not feel
that your plans are known? What did you do last night or the night before that
you think is still unknown to us? or where did you meet, and who were there, and
what plans did you adopt, that we do not know?"



Then Cicero went on to tell all the plans of Catiline, and showed him that so
much was known of them that Catiline, in fright and rage, got up and left the
temple in which the Senate was at that time meeting, and rode hastily away from
the city to join some soldiers that he had raised. Then everyone was sure that
what Cicero had said about Catiline was true. An army was sent against the
troops of Catiline, and they were easily overcome and Catiline was slain; and
his followers in the city were arrested and put to death.



For Cicero's wise government of Rome at this time men of both parties honored
him, and he was publicly
called "the father of his country." But it was not long before the influence
which he had gained in this way was greatly weakened.



Rome had grown, as you have seen, from a little city-state, to be a great
empire; but the form of the government was still the same that it had been in
the old days. This was bad, for a great empire cannot  be ruled in the same way
that a single city can. It was not only unjust, but it was unwise to let a few
thousand greedy, selfish men at Rome choose the officers and make the laws that
were to rule all the millions of people that were governed by Rome. But nobody
knew the true way to remedy the trouble, for nobody had then thought of what we
call "representative government," that is, a government in which the people of
each city or district elect men to represent them at the capital of the country,
and make laws for the whole land. The Romans knew only two ways of governing a
great empire: one was to let the people of the chief city rule over all the rest
as Rome was doing; the other was to give up free government altogether, and let
a king or despot rule over the whole according to his will.



Many people thought that the government by the Senate and people of Rome could
still be kept up. Cicero was one of these, and he tried to build up a party in
support of this idea. But the task was too great. The Senators were selfish and
short-sighted; the rich men were greedy and corrupt; and the common people were
ready to support anyone who would only give them bread to eat and amuse them
with circus races and wild-beast fights. Besides this, several
powerful men had now arisen, each of whom was trying to make himself master of
Rome.
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CIRCUS MAXIMUS.


So Cicero failed in his task. First he was exiled from Rome, on a charge of
unlawfully punishing some of the followers of Catiline. Then, after he had been
allowed to return to Rome, civil war broke out between the different men who
were trying to get the chief power; and the wars continued until at last the
Republic came to an end, and Julius Caesar whose story you will read in the next
two chapters gathered up all the offices of the government in his own hands, and
made himself sole ruler of the whole Roman empire.
In this time of terrible civil war, Cicero could have no place, for he was a
peaceful man who tried to rule men by persuading them, instead of commanding
them by force. And after the old government had been overthrown, he no longer
took an interest in politics. After that, he spent his time in studying and
writing; and the books which he wrote at this time may still be read by those
who understand the Latin language,
indeed, it is not too much to say, that they have done more to make the name of
Cicero famous than anything else that he ever did.



But before many years had passed in this way, Caesar was slain by some of his
enemies, and new struggles began for the mastery of the Roman world. Cicero now
thought that perhaps the government by the Senate and people might be restored,
and he spoke and wrote in order to bring this  about. But it was in vain. The
attempt to restore the old government failed, and Cicero lost his own life by
it. His writings had angered some of the great men of Rome, and at last they
ordered that he should be put to death.



The soldiers who were sent to carry out the order found Cicero at his pleasant
country home by the sea. His faithful slaves wished to defend him against the
soldiers, but Cicero knew that this could not save him; so he commanded them not
to resist the soldiers, and then calmly submitted to his fate.



Long after this, one of the men who had given the order for Cicero's death,
found his nephew with a book in his hand, which the boy tried to hide under his
gown. He took the book from the boy's hand, and
then saw that it was one of Cicero's works. For a long time he stood and read in
the book; then, as he gave it back to him, he cried:



"My child, this was a learned man, and one who loved his country well."





The Victory of Cincinnatus



On the slopes of the mountains east of Rome, there lived a sturdy people called the
Aequians. The Romans had to struggle with this people for many years after the
driving out of their kings. As soon as one war with them was ended, another was
sure to begin; and it was during one of these wars that a Roman named
Cincinnatus made his name so famous that the Roman people loved to tell his
story as long as their city lasted.



It happened once that a band of these Aequians marched into the Roman lands, and
began to burn and plunder on every side. Now, a treaty of peace had been made
between the Romans and the Aequians just the year before; so the Senate sent
messengers to the intruders, to complain of their conduct.



When the messengers reached the camp of the Aequians, they found the chiefs of
the band sitting in the shade of a great oak tree.



"Why do you come into our lands," the messengers asked, "making war in time of
peace, and breaking the treaty which you have made with us? The Roman Senate
demands that you make a return for what you have destroyed, and leave the
country in peace."



The leader of the Aequians would hear no more than this.




"The Roman Senate!" he exclaimed in scorn. "Deliver to this oak tree whatever
instructions you have brought from the Roman Senate, and in the meantime, I will
attend to other matters!" And he turned away to leave them.



Then the Roman messengers also prepared to depart, for they saw that nothing
could be done in the way of a peaceful settlement. But, as they turned to go,
one of them cried:



"Let both this sacred oak and all the gods be witnesses that the treaty is
broken by you; and so may they help our arms presently, when we shall seek to
avenge ourselves."



Then they went away, and soon a Roman consul led an army against the Aequians.
This consul was not a brave and ready man, as most of the Romans were, and the
Aequians soon discovered that he was afraid to come to battle with them. Then
they laid siege to his camp, and by throwing up earthworks around it, they had
the army safe as if in a trap. Five of the Romans, however, succeeded in passing
through the lines of the enemy, and hurried to the city with the news that the
army was surrounded.



When the Romans heard this news, they were struck with dismay. The Senate was
hurriedly called together, and they decided that a Dictator must be appointed;
and Lucius Quintius, who was called "Cincinnatus, "on account of his crisp,
curly hair, was the one whom they chose for that office.



Cincinnatus, though he was a good soldier and a patrician, was a poor man, and
tilled his own little farm of four acres on the other side of the River Tiber.
When the messengers of the Senate came, early in the morning, to announce to him
that he had been appointed Dictator, they found him ploughing in the fields
without his "toga," or gown. Before telling him their business, they bade him
leave his work, and put on his toga, that he might listen with due respect to
the commands of the Senate.



At this, Cincinnatus was astonished, and, asking frequently whether anything was
the matter, he bade his wife bring his toga from his cottage. Then washing
himself free from the dust and sweat of his work, he wrapped himself in his
gown, as though he were in the Senate house, and listened to the messengers.
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ROMAN PLOUGH.



They saluted him as Dictator, and, explaining the terror that ruled in the city,
they bade him come to Rome and take the command. Cincinnatus obeyed, and went
with them to the city, where he was met at the gates by his sons; and with
twenty-four lictors marching on before him, he was escorted to his house in the
city.




When the next day dawned, Cincinnatus went into the assembly of the people, and
commanded all business to be stopped, and forbade any one from attending to his
own affairs. Then he commanded that all who were of the age to act as soldiers
should come together in the Field of Mars before sunset, with their arms, and
with food for five days; and he ordered that each should bring with him twelve
large wooden stakes. Those who were too old to act as soldiers he ordered to
prepare the food for the other men, while these were busy cutting the stakes.



When the appointed time came, the men set out, with Cincinnatus marching before
them, and bidding then hasten.



"The consul and his army have now been besieged three days," he said. "It is
uncertain what each day and night may bring with it. You mist hasten, that we
may reach the camp this very night, for often the gain of a moment will change
defeat into victory."



And the men, to please their leader and encourage themselves, called to one
another:



"Follow, soldiers! Hasten on!"



At midnight they reached the camp, where the Aequians were laying siege to the
Romans. Cincinnatus first rode all around the place in order to discover, as
well as he could in the darkness, how it was arranged. Then he drew his men
silently in a long column around the camp, and directed that when the signal
should be given, they should all raise a shout, and begin digging a trench and
driving their stakes before it for defense.



When all was ready, the signal was given; and their
shout rose through the silent night, terrifying the Aequians, and carrying joy
to the hearts of the imprisoned consul and his army. These sprang to their feet,
crying:



"That is the shout of our countrymen! Help is at hand! Let us also attack the
enemy!"



Then the imprisoned Romans seized their arms, and rushed upon the Aequians just
as they were turning to attack the soldiers of Cincinnatus. It was scarcely
daylight before the Romans had conquered; for the Aequians were attacked from
both sides at once, and were fighting unknown numbers in the darkness of the
night.



After the battle was over, the enemies of the Romans were not destroyed, for
Cincinnatus said:



"I want not the blood of the "Aequians. Let them depart in peace. But, before
they go, we must have a confession that their nation is defeated and subdued.
They must all pass under the yoke."



Then he ordered two spears to be driven into the earth, and a third one fastened
across their tops; and under this all the Aequi were obliged to pass, without
their arms, and with but one garment on their backs. This was meant to show to
all the world that the Aequians were now as peaceful, and subdued as the patient
oxen that ploughed the Roman fields with the yoke upon their necks.



Cincinnatus then prepared to return to Rome at once. He gave all the booty of
the camp of the Aequians to his own soldiers, and punished the consul for his
cowardice by giving him and his soldiers nothing.



When they reached the city, they found it full of joy at the rescue of its army.
The Senate voted that
Cincinnatus should enter Rome in triumph. So he marched into the city by the
"Gate of Triumph," with the chiefs of the Aequians led before him, and the
standards of the army carried around his car. The soldiers followed after,
loaded down with their booty. Tables, covered with provisions, are said to have
been laid out before the houses of all, and the soldiers were fed in abundance,
as they followed the car of their general with shouts and rejoicing.



Cincinnatus, however, was not made over-proud by his great victory and by the
honor that was shown him afterwards. On the sixteenth day after he had received
the command, he laid down his power, and returned to his little farm and his
ploughing; and he has been as much admired for this act as for his great success
as a general.



At the close of the Revolutionary War, which made our country free from England,
Washington and his companions did the same thing which you see Cincinnatus doing
so many centuries before them. They gave up their places as generals and
officers in the army, and went peacefully back to their farms and shops again.
They thought of Cincinnatus at that time, and of how they were following his
example; and they joined together and formed a society which they called the
"Society of the Cincinnati," after this old Roman. This society, in its turn,
gave its name to a city which bears it yet, the city of Cincinnati, in the state
of Ohio. From this you can see how long a man's name may last in the world, if
he is only strong and noble enough to do something which people will be glad to
remember always.





The Story of Coriolanus



Not long after the people had gained their tribunes to protect them, a noble lady,
named Veturia, lived in Rome. She was a widow, and had but one son, Caius
Marcius, whom she loved very dearly. From his babyhood, Caius was a strong,
brave boy, and his mother had every reason to be proud of him, except for one
fault. He had a violent temper, and never learned to control it; and, in the
end, this brought great trouble upon both his mother and himself.



Caius was proud of his mother, and proud of belonging to the noblest class in
the city; and from his earliest youth, he tried to make himself worthy of both.
At that time, almost the only training of a Roman youth was for war, and the
stories say that Caius labored so faithfully to learn the use of weapons, and to
make his body strong, that there was soon no youth in the city who could equal
him.



At last, the time came when Caius Marcius went to his first battle, and in this
he proved himself to be a good fighter, although he was still almost a boy. He
came back to his mother with a crown of oak leaves upon his head, which was the
way in which the Romans honored those, of their soldiers who had not only fought
bravely in battle, but who had also succeeded in saving the life of a Roman
citizen.



You may be sure that the heart of the lady Veturia was glad and proud, when she
saw her son riding home to her from his first battle, with the wreath of honor
upon his brow. But she had still greater cause to rejoice later, for, as time
went on, and Caius was called to fight for his city again and again, she never
once saw him return without honors and rewards. And his greatest pleasure in his
honors was the pride and delight which his mother took in them.



At one time, when Marcius was fighting with the Roman army, they were besieging
the city of Corioli, in the country of the Volscians. As the soldiers lay camped
about the city, they heard that a large force was marching to attack them from
behind. The consul, who was leading the Romans, did not wish to be caught
between the walls of Corioli and a fresh army, and thus be attacked on both
sides at once. So he divided the army into two parts, and left the smaller part
to watch the town, while he marched against the army of the Volscians with the
other.



When the people of Corioli saw that only a small part of the Roman army was left
to lay siege to their city, they came rushing out from their gates to attack
them. The Romans were driven back, and they would have been defeated if it had
not been for Marcius. So fiercely did he attack the enemy that they were forced
to give way before him. Then he encouraged his companions to pursue the flying
soldiers to their city gates. Even there he was not willing to stop, but, still
urging his men onward, he rushed into Corioli after the defeated enemy, and kept
them at bay, and the
gates open, until the rest of the army could come up and take the city.



Then, as though he had done nothing to give him need of rest, he led a part of
the men to help the consul in his fight against the Volscians. They arrived just
as the battle was beginning, and fought bravely with the others until the
victory was won. After the battle was over, Marcius was offered much rich booty
as a reward, but this he would not take. He accepted only the horse of the
consul, which was pressed upon him as a gift, and asked but one favor.



"I have one request to make," he said, "and this I hope you will not deny me.
There is a friend of mine among the Volscian prisoners, a man of virtue, who has
often entertained me at his house. He has lost his wealth and his freedom, and
is now to be sold as a common slave. Let me beg that this may not be done, and
that I may be allowed to save him from this last misfortune."



The consul granted this request, and Marcius returned to Rome with no other
reward than this for his brave deed. But, in honor of what he had done, the
people gave him a third name, which was formed from that of the city which he
had taken; and, after this, he was called Caius Marcius Coriolanus. His mother,
who was as proud as Coriolanus himself, must have been better pleased with this
title for her son than if he had brought home a great treasure to enrich the
family.



If Coriolanus could have been always with the army, doing such brave deeds, the
rest of his story might have been very different. But, as he was a Roman
patrician, he was not only a soldier, but one of the rulers of the city as well.
The proud, fierce temper, which Marcius had shown even in his boyhood, began to
exhibit itself more and more plainly as he grew to be an older man and took more
part in the affairs of the city.



He thought that only the patricians should have part in the government of Rome,
and he hated the tribunes, who could stop the patrician consuls by their veto.
This made the plebeians fear him, and, though the nobles admired him for his
courage, and wished to make him consul, the people refused to elect him. Marcius
was bitterly angry over this defeat, and was never willing to forget that he had
been so slighted after his services to the city.



Then a time came when the dislike which Coriolanus had for the plebeians made
him do an unwise thing, which proved to be his ruin.



On account of the many wars which had laid waste the fields, there was not
enough grain raised on the lands of Rome to feed her people; and the consuls
sent even as far as Sicily for corn to keep the city from famine until the next
harvest time. When the grain tame to Rome, it seemed to bring more trouble than
comfort to the starving citizens; for Coriolanus proposed to the Senate that
they should not allow the poor people to receive the grain until they had
promised to give up their tribunes, and be governed entirely by the patricians,
as before. Some of the senators were wise enough to see that this would  never
do, and when the people arose, and threatened the Senate, it gave way in spite
of Coriolanus, and allowed the corn to be sold at a low price.



But the people were not satisfied with receiving their grain. They now so feared
and hated Coriolanus, for having tried to starve them into giving up their
rights, that they would no longer have him in their city. He was brought to
trial by the tribunes, and the people sentenced him to banishment for life from
Rome.



Coriolanus went away with his heart full of bitterness. He could not see that he
had been wrong, and he felt only hatred now for the Roman people, who, as it
seemed to him, had abused and mistreated him. He went, therefore, to the country
of the Volscians, against whom he had fought so many battles for the Romans. At
the fall of night, he came to the house of one of their chiefs. There he entered
and seated himself as a suppliant at the hearth, with his mantle covering his
face. He had such an air of pride and sorrow that the members of the family did
not dare to question him, but sent for Tullus, the master of the house. Tullus
immediately went to him, and asked him who he was and for what purpose he had
come to him. Then Coriolanus arose and threw the covering from his head, and
looked him proudly in the face.



"Do you not remember me?" he said. "I am that Caius Marcius who has brought so
much trouble upon the Volscians. If I were to deny this, my name of Coriolanus
would still declare me your enemy. That name is the one thing which I received
in reward for my perils and hardships in battles, and it is the one thing that
the Romans have left me, as they send me forth an exile. Now I come, an humble
suppliant at your hearth, not for protection, but for revenge. Let me lead your
people against the Romans, and you will
have the advantage of a general who knows all the secrets of your enemies. If I
may not do this, let me perish as your foe, for I no longer wish to live."



Tullus was rejoiced to give him what he asked, and soon Coriolanus marched
against Rome with a Volscian army at his back. When he came near the city, the
Romans were seized with fear, for they felt too weak to contend against the
Volscians, when led by Coriolanus.



The senators and the people, therefore, agreed to send messengers to Coriolanus,
offering to restore him to his place at Rome, and begging him not to bring the
terror and distress of war upon his city. These messengers were chosen from
among the friends and relatives of Coriolanus, in order that they might have
more influence with him. But he treated them harshly, as if he had altogether
forgotten his former love for them, and no peace could be settled upon. Then the
Romans sent all the priests of Rome, clothed in their sacred robes, to beg for
peace; but they also were turned away.



Then the city was given over to despair, for the people felt that there was no
cruelty of the harshest enemy that could be compared with the fierce wrath of
the exiled Coriolanus. The old men knelt weeping at the altars of the gods, and
the women ran wailing through the streets of the city. But Veturia, the mother
of Coriolanus, gathered about her the wife of her son, his children, and the
noblest women of the town, and set out for the camp of the Volscians to try what
she could do.



Coriolanus saw the company of Roman women moving
as suppliants through his camp, but he watched them unmoved, until he recognized
his mother at their head. Then his proud soul was shaken, and he ran to her with
his arms outstretched, as though he were the little Caius once more. But his
mother drew back and spoke sternly and sadly to him.



"Do I behold you, my son," she cried, "in arms against the walls of Rome? Tell
me, before I receive your embrace, whether I am in your camp as a captive or as
your mother. Does length of life give me only this, to behold my son an exile
and an enemy? If I had not been a mother, Rome would not have been besieged! If
I had not had a son, I might die free, in a free country! But be sure of this,
my son, that you shall not be able to reach your country to harm it, unless you
first cross the body of your mother."



As Veturia spoke these words, she threw herself down upon the ground at the feet
of Coriolanus, as a suppliant before her own son. But Marcius, weeping, raised
her from the earth, and cried:



"O Mother! what is this that you have done to me! You have saved Rome, but
destroyed your son. I go, conquered by you alone."



Then Coriolanus led his army away from Rome; and it is said that he met his
death at the hands of the disappointed Volscians. Veturia returned in loneliness
to Rome, mourning for her beloved son; but she held him less dear than she did
her country's freedom.
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Caesar and the Beginning of the Empire



During the years of Caesar's life in Gaul, the misgovernment of Rome had steadily been
growing worse. The elections for consuls could not be held without disorder, and
the candidates for office went about with bands of armed men for their
protection. Sometimes these bands actually fought at the voting places; and once
the election of consuls was prevented, by these quarrels, for six months after
the proper time. Thus the Romans were not only failing to rule their provinces
justly,—as you have seen was so in the case of Verres in Sicily, but the
city itself was now filled with confusion and violence; and many wise and
thoughtful men became willing to end the disorder in any way that was possible.



At this time, Cicero was trying to cure the evils of the government by urging
the people of Rome to be as unselfish and virtuous as their forefathers had
been. His efforts failed, for the people were not willing to believe that their
greed and selfishness were ruining their country; and, perhaps, if they had
believed it, they could not have changed themselves in order to make their
government better. They had no idea of reforming the government by giving it the
representative form such as we have now; so the only cure that remained was for
the government by the
Senate to give way to that of one strong man, who could put down disorder and
punish misgovernment.



But where was the strong man to be found who could, and would, force the Senate
to step aside and let him carry on the government? To do this, it was necessary
that he should have an army, for the Senate would certainly not give up its
power without a struggle. Now there were only two men at this time who had
armies which they could use in this way. One of them was Pompey, the conqueror
of the pirates and the East; the other was Caesar, the conqueror of Gaul.



Pompey might long ago have overturned the government of the Senate, if he had
really wanted to do so. But though he could win battles, he did not know much
about government, and could not make up his mind what he wanted to do. Caesar,
on the other hand, was as good at politics as he was at war. He had long seen
that the old government was so bad that it could only be cured by setting up
another in its place; and he was quite ready to try to do this himself, if the
chance should come to him.



For a while Caesar and Pompey had acted together, and had helped each other in
politics. But when news came to Pompey at Rome of the splendid victories which
Caesar was winning in Gaul, he began to be jealous of him, and at last he was
ready to join with the party of the nobles in any plan that would destroy
Caesar's power.



As you will remember, it had been agreed that Caesar was to have his command in
Gaul for ten years. When that time should be up, he had arranged that he should
be elected consul again. That would give him
an army as consul, just as soon as he laid down the command of his army in Gaul;
and when his year as consul was up, he would go to one of the provinces as the
head of another army for a long term of years. In this way there would be no
time when Caesar would not have an army at his command; and so the nobles would
not be able to injure him, or put him to death, as they had put Tiberius and
Caius Gracchus to death.



The plan which the nobles and Pompey formed, to get rid of Caesar, was this.
They would make him give up his government in Gaul before his last five years
were over; then, perhaps, when Caesar had no army to protect him against
injustice, they would bring him to trial before the courts at Rome on some
charge any charge would do and have him convicted. In this way they would get
rid of him, and the selfish government of the Senate could go on as before.



To carry out this plan, the Senate ordered Caesar to give up his governorship,
and return to Rome. Caesar knew that he could not trust himself there without an
army to protect him; still, he made an offer to the Senate to give up his
command, if Pompey, who was then at Rome with an army nearby, would give up his
command also. The Senate replied that Caesar must give up his army, or become a
traitor to his country; and that Pompey need not give up his.



Caesar now saw that his enemies were planning to destroy him; but to resist them
meant the beginning of a civil war between himself and Pompey. Nevertheless, he
prepared to lead his victorious army across the little river Rubicon, which
separated Cis-Alpine Gaul from Italy, and march south to attack his enemies.



The old stories say that after Caesar had drawn up his men on the banks of the
river he stood for some time in deep thought, questioning whether it was the
wisest thing, after all, for him to go in arms against the government of his
country. While he stood in doubt, a wandering minstrel nearby suddenly seized a
trumpet from one of the soldiers and sounded the call to advance. Caesar took
this as a sign from the gods, and exclaimed:



"Let us go whither the gods and the wickedness of our enemies call us. The die
is now cast."
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ROMAN SOLDIERS.



Then he led his veteran soldiers across the Rubicon and marched south to meet
the army of Pompey.



Pompey meanwhile had made almost no preparations for the war. When someone had
asked him what he would do if Caesar should march into Italy, Pompey had
replied:



"I have but to stamp my foot, and soldiers will spring up all over Italy to fill
the legions of my army."



But after Caesar had crossed the Rubicon, news was soon brought to Rome that the
Italian towns were yielding to him without a struggle; and when one of the
Senators taunted Pompey with his vain boast, and asked him why he did not stamp
his foot, the latter could find no answer. It was too late now to raise
men to save Rome; so Pompey had to leave the city to its fate. He retreated with
his army to the south of Italy; but Caesar promptly followed him. Then, rather
than to fight in Italy, Pompey crossed over into Greece; for his influence was
strongest there and in the East, where his greatest victories had been won.
Caesar could now follow him no further, for some time for want of ships to carry
his men across the sea.



Caesar, accordingly, now turned back to Rome, having driven his enemies from
Italy in sixty days, without the shedding of a drop of blood. At Rome he treated
the people mildly and generously, and the men who had feared that the terrible
times of Sulla and Marius had come again, soon saw that they were mistaken.
Caesar punished no one, and he took the property of none. He remained in the
city only a short time, and then, although Pompey himself had gone to the East,
Caesar set out for Spain, where the greatest part of Pompey's army had been
left.



"I go," he said, "to attack an army without a general; I shall return to attack
a general without an army."



After some difficulty, Caesar succeeded in getting possession of the Roman
provinces in Spain. He now had Gaul, Italy and Spain under his control, and he
could turn all his efforts against Pompey and the forces in the East.



He now led his army back through Italy by rapid marches; and, although it was by
this time the middle of winter, he immediately crossed into Greece. Then, for
about four months, the two armies marched and countermarched? and built camps
and threw up
earthworks. During all this time Pompey's army was larger than Caesar's; and it
was better fed and better cared for also, as Pompey's ships could bring him
everything that he needed, while Caesar's men had to live off the country around
them. For a long time Caesar tried to bring on a battle, but without success;
for Pompey knew that though he had the larger number of men, Caesar had the
better soldiers.. At last, however, Pompey yielded to the urging and flattery of
his followers, and drew out his men for battle. The result was a great victory
for Caesar. Although Pompey had twice as many men as Caesar had, he was defeated
and his army was destroyed.	.



After this battle, Pompey was forced to fly from Greece and seek refuge in
Egypt. There he was basely murdered by men who wished to please Caesar, and
thought that this would be the surest way of winning his favor. But when Caesar
followed Pompey to Egypt, and was shown the proofs of his death, he did not
rejoice, but turned away his face and wept. To all the men who had been in
Pompey's army, he showed himself kind and generous; and he wrote to his friends
at Rome that "the chief pleasure he had in his victory was in saving every day
some one of his fellow citizens who had borne arms against him."



After Caesar's victory over Pompey, he established his power firmly in Greece,
Egypt and Asia, as he had already done in the western part of the Mediterranean
countries. When he returned to Rome, Africa was the only portion of the Roman
Empire that remained unconquered; and all of Caesar's enemies who were left had
gathered there. For a time Caesar remained at
Rome to attend to public affairs; but as soon as he could, he arranged to go to
Africa and conquer this last army of his enemies.



But Caesar's soldiers were wearied with marching from one end of the world to
the other. The tenth legion, which had served him so long and well, at last
rebelled, and the men demanded that they should be dismissed with the rewards
that were due them for their long services. When Caesar heard this, he went out
to meet them, and said, coldly:



"Citizens, you shall be dismissed as you desire, and  you shall have all the
rewards which have been promised you."



When the soldiers heard their beloved commander call them "citizens," instead of
"fellow soldiers," as always before, their minds were suddenly changed. They
could not bear the cold disapproval which lay in that word. They begged that
they might be taken back into his service again; and after that, there was no
longer any talk of disobedience on their part.



Caesar was as successful in defeating his enemies in Africa as he had been
everywhere else, and when he returned to Rome, he was able to celebrate four
triumphs, one after the other, for his victories in Gaul, in Egypt, in Asia, and
in Africa. On the day of his triumph over Gaul, he ascended the Capitol at
night, with twenty elephants carrying torches on his right hand, and twenty on
his left. When he triumphed because of his victories in Asia, an inscription was
carried before his chariot which read in Latin, "I came, I saw, I conquered";
this was copied from a message which Caesar had sent to the Senate to
announce one of his victories, and it was intended to remind the people how
quickly he had ended the troubles in that region.
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CAESAR'S TRIUMPH.



Caesar was now master of Rome and of her empire. The Roman army, made up of men
of all countries, was the strongest power in the state; and Caesar, who
controlled the army, was the first man in the empire. He could now make whatever
reforms in the state he thought best. As the Senate and the people had shown so
plainly that they were no longer fit for the task of governing the peoples under
their rule, he decided to carry on the government himself. He allowed the Senate
and the assemblies of the people to meet as before, but he took good care to see
that they had no real power. He gathered most of the offices of the state into
his own hands; and, besides the titles which went with these offices, he gave
himself the name of "Emperor," or commander, and that in time came to be the
highest title of all.



Caesar used his great power well. Instead of treating those who had fought
against him as Sulla and Marius had treated their enemies, he tried to make them
his friends, and allowed them to hold offices  under him. There were still some
men left who were determined to defy him to the last, and these joined together
in Spain under the sons of Pompey, and Caesar was compelled to leave Rome, and
lead the army against them himself before they were finally defeated. But the
greater part of the people of Rome were satisfied with the rule of Caesar,
because it promised to give the peace and safety which they had not enjoyed for
many years.



Cesar lived for only two years after the four-fold triumph which followed his
return from Africa. In those two years, however, he succeeded in doing much good
for Rome. He made laws for the reform of the courts of justice, and others to
enable men who were in debt, and could not pay, to settle with their creditors.
He tried to reform the manners of life of the Romans by passing laws against
extravagance in dress and in banquets. He tried to check the growth of slave
labor by requiring that one-third of the laborers on sheep-farms must be free.
He planned new colonies to provide for the poor and idle population of Rome; and
he passed laws to admit many of the subjects of Rome to an equality with the
citizens of the city itself.



Another of the reforms which he carried out is of especial interest to us,
because the civilized world to
day still profits by it. This was the reform of the calendar. The Romans divided
the year into twelve months, as we do; but their months were not long enough, so
they had an awkward way of putting in an extra  month about every two years, to
make the seasons come out right. This plan worked badly, and, by the time of
Caesar, the calendar and the real year of the earth's revolution around the sun,
had become ninety days apart. As a result of this, the Italian farmer began his
work in the fields in June and July, according to the calendar, when it was
really March and April. Caesar consulted the most learned men of his time, and
the calendar was corrected and made to agree with the seasons. Then, to keep it
right in the future, Caesar increased the length of some of the months, so that
the ordinary year should have three hundred and sixty-five days; and he arranged
that every fourth year, or leap year, an extra day should be given to February.
The calendar after this worked very well, and with one small change we use it to
this day, with the Roman names for the months and all; and to keep in memory the
part which Caesar had in this reform, we still call one of the months "July"
from his name, Julius.



Besides these various reforms, Caesar planned many other important works. He
planned to collect a large library at Rome, and this was at a time when books
were very rare and costly. He was beginning a new theater, and planning to build
a new Senate house, as the old one had been burned in the terrible disorders of
the late wars. A great temple to Mars was to keep the memory of his victories
fresh in the minds of the people.
At the mouth of the Tiber, an immense harbor was to be built, and a new road was
to lead east through the mountains to the Adriatic Sea. And in the midst of all
this he was preparing to lead armies against the barbarians on the Danube, and
against those south of the Caspian Sea in Asia; for in both these regions the
peoples were forcing their way out of their own lands and seeking to come into
the Roman provinces.



But all these plans were left unfinished or were not even begun. Although Rome
was now better off than it had been at any time for fifty years, there were some
men among her citizens who still thought that there was nothing more shameful
than to submit to the rule of one man. They longed for the old government of the
Senate with all its faults. At last sixty of the nobles formed a plot to kill
Caesar, and so free themselves from his power in the only way that was possible.
Almost all of these men had received favors from Caesar, and one of them, Marcus
Brutus, had been admitted to close friendship with him. But crafty and selfish
men persuaded Brutus that it was his duty to his country to overthrow Caesar,
just as his ancestor had overthrown Tarquin long before. So Brutus joined the
plot and became one of its leaders.



Caesar was warned of the danger that threatened him, but he would have no guards
about him.



"It is better to die once," he said, "than to live always in fear of death."



He had been warned especially to beware of the day which the Romans called the
"Ides" of March; but on that day he went to the Senate house  as usual. On the
way there he saw the priest who had told him to
beware of the day; and he laughed at him for a false prophet, because the ides
of March had come and nothing had befallen him. But the priest answered:



"The day is come, Caesar, but it is not yet gone."



When Caesar entered the Senate  house, all the Senators arose to greet him, as
was their custom. Then the plotters advanced to Caesar's chair, one of them
pretending to beg a favor of him, while the rest appeared to urge Caesar to
grant this request.



Suddenly one of the plotters laid hold of Caesar's toga, and dragged it from his
shoulders. This was a signal for the others, and at once they fell upon Caesar
with their swords and daggers. For a moment Caesar resisted them, but when he
saw his friend Brutus striking at him among the number, he cried out:



"Thou, too, Brutus.!"



With this he ceased his struggles; and wrapping his head in his toga, he fell,
pierced with many wounds, at the foot of the statue of Pompey which stood in the
Senate house.



Thus died one of the greatest men who ever lived in any country or at any time.
There have been many men in the world who have been great in one way; but Caesar
was great in many ways. He was a better general, perhaps, than any man before or
since his time; but he was more than this. He was a good writer and one of the
best orators among the Romans. He was a wise ruler, who saw clearly what his
country needed in many different lines, and who spent the short time during
which he held the power in planning reforms and improvements for her benefit.
But best of all, he had a generous and fearless spirit,
and found it easy to forgive those who had injured him, and easier to die than
to dread to die.



He was worthy to become, as he did, the first of a long line of Roman emperors.
He has made his name, too, a word of honor in the world to this day; for when
the Germans call their emperor "Kaiser," they merely give him Caesar's name; and
when the Russians speak of their ruler as the "Czar," they, too, are using the
name of this great Roman.





The Family of the Fabii



The family of the Fabii,
and, indeed, all the families of Rome, were very different from our  own
American families, or any others that you may know about. You think of your
family as being made up of your father and mother, brothers and sisters, and, it
may be, a grandfather or a grandmother who lives with you. You have other
relatives, of course, aunts, uncles, and cousins; but perhaps these live far
away in some other part of the country, and you may know very little about them.
Even if you have a family of cousins living in the same town with you, you do
not think of them as belonging to your own family, as your brothers and sisters
do.



This was all very different in the city of Rome. There the families were held
closer together than with us, and cousins that were so distantly related that we
should scarcely think them cousins at all, were all counted in the great family
to which their fathers and grandfathers and great-grandfathers had belonged for
centuries before them. This made the families very
large, as large, perhaps, as your own would be if you could go back through all
your grandfathers to the first one who came to America, and then should gather
together all the persons in the country to-day who are related to him, however
distantly.



If you will only think for a moment of how many this might be, you will not be
surprised to find that the family of the Fabii, counting men, women and
children, is supposed to have contained many hundreds of persons. Of course, all
these people did not live in the same house, as we think of families doing
to-day, for that would have been impossible. But they all bore the name of
Fabius, and they all obeyed the head of their family more readily than sons
nowadays obey their own fathers.



The Fabii belonged to the patrician class, and were richer and more powerful
than any other family in Rome; so, year after year, some one of them was sure to
be elected consul. At last, the common people grew weary of this, especially as
the Fabii always opposed the tribunes in everything that they wished to do for
the good of the people. The, plebeians grew to dislike the Fabii so much that
they were willing to do anything to distress and annoy them.



While the people were in this humor, Kaeso Fabius, who was then one of the
consuls, led the Roman army against the enemy. He left the city with his
horsemen and foot soldiers, and drew up his men before the enemy's camp. He was
a good general, and everything was well arranged for the battle, when he gave
the signal for the attack; but, at the command, the cavalry alone, who were all
patricians or rich men,
obeyed and went against the foe. The plebeians, who were the foot soldiers,
hated their consuls so much that they stood still and refused to go forward and
take their part in the battle. They did this, not because they were afraid to
fight, but because they wished to see their consul go back to Rome disgraced by
defeat.



Though the Fabii were proud and haughty men, they now saw that they had gone too
far in their harshness toward the common people.



When some of Rome's neighbors heard of this trouble at Rome, they agreed that
this would be a good time to lead their forces against the city and make an end
of the Romans altogether. So, during the next year, another force, from several
cities, came marching together against Rome.



The Roman Senate was greatly distressed at this, for one of the consuls was
again a Fabius, and they had no way of making sure that the soldiers would not
behave in the same way that they had done the year before. Indeed, the soldiers
left home with a sullen look, as though they were determined to show their anger
again, even at the risk of bringing ruin upon the city. For this reason, the
consuls were afraid to trust their men in battle, and when they came near the
enemy, they pitched their camp, and fortified it, and quietly kept their
soldiers within it.



Day by day, and week by week, the army lay within its camp. The enemies of the
Romans now began to think that there was trouble again between the patricians
and the people, and that the soldiers had again refused to fight. They were
delighted at this, and felt as though the victory was already won. Often they.
would come close to the Roman camp and scoff at the soldiers who lay within.



"You pretend to disagree," they would call, mockingly, "so that you may not show
how afraid of us you are. Your consuls fear to lead you to battle, for they
distrust your courage even more than your obedience."



The Romans could not endure these insults for very long. Soon, the men who had
come out of Rome determined not to fight, were begging their consuls to lead
them against the enemy. But Fabius did not think that they were ready yet; so he
only replied:



"The time has not yet come."



The soldiers were still forced to remain closely in their camp, and listen yet
longer to the taunting cries of the enemy, who called "Cowards, cowards," and,
at last, threatened to attack the camp itself. Then, when Fabius saw that the
Romans could no longer be kept from attacking the enemy who insulted them, he
drew the army up and said to them:



"Soldiers, I know that you are able to conquer these men who mock you; but what
makes me hesitate to give battle is the doubt whether you will do it, or will
stand still in the face of the enemy, as you did last year. I have, therefore,
determined not to give the signal for battle until you will swear by the gods
that you will return victorious. Our soldiers have once deceived the Roman
consuls; the gods they will never deceive."



Then one of the foremost soldiers raised his hand and cried:



"Fabius, I will return victorious from the field or die upon it. If I deceive
you, may the anger of Jupiter, Mars, and all the gods be upon me."




Following his example, the whole army took the same oaths. They were then led
forth to battle, and, after a hard fight, during which the soldiers were
faithful to the last, they defeated the enemy.



After this, the Fabian family tried rather to favor the poorer people than to be
harsh and stern in their treatment of them. Kaeso Fabius ordered all the
soldiers who were wounded in this battle to be cared for in the houses of the
rich; and in the homes of the Fabii, these men were treated more kindly than
anywhere else. In this way, little by little, the people forgot their hatred of
the Fabii, and began to look upon them as their friends. And the Fabii soon
proved that, however proud they might be, they were willing to give everything
for the safety of their city.



There came a time when all the enemies of Rome seemed to be taking up arms
against her at once, and the people were over-burdened with the preparations for
meeting so many enemies, in so many different directions. As the Senate was
anxiously discussing the means of meeting the danger, Kaeso Fabius arose, and,
speaking for all the Fabian family, he said:



"Fathers, do you attend to the other wars. Appoint the Fabii as the enemies of
the Veientians. We pledge ourselves that the honor of the Roman name shall be
safe in that quarter. And, as we ask this war for our family, it is our plan to
conduct it at our own expense. For the city, which is so burdened with other
dangers, should be spared the expense of soldiers and of supplies in this
direction."



The Senate accepted this offer with joy and thankfulness, and the next day the
Fabii left the town.
There were three hundred and six men, all patricians and all Fabii, in this
little army. The people, quite forgetting their former dislike of the family,
followed them through the streets of the city; and, at the altar of each god,
they begged that the brave men might go forth to victory, and return safely to
their homes once more.



These prayers, however, were all in vain. No one of that little company ever
came back to Rome. They went forth and built a fort facing the lands of their
enemies, and they kept them in check for many months. But at last they were
surprised and overcome by them, and all of the army of the Fabii were killed.



Only one boy, who had been too young to go with his relatives, remained of that
great family of brave men. But this boy became, in time, the head of another
Fabian family, which was to win as much honor at Rome as the one that had been
destroyed.
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The Coming of the Gauls



In all the wars which the Romans had fought up to this time, they had been fighting
with people who were near neighbors to them, and who were like themselves in
speech, and manners, and ways of fighting. But six years after the capture of
veil, the Romans were called upon to meet a new race in battle, whose like they
had never seen before, and at whose hands they met a terrible defeat.



North of the peninsula of Italy, you will remember, and shutting it off from the
rest of Europe, lies the great snowy chain of the Alps. These mountains are
higher and more difficult to cross than any of the mountains of our own country;
but there are now many well-made wagon roads through the Alps, and even some
railroads. In the early days of Rome, however, there were no such roads, and the
great snow-covered ridges made a barrier which people rarely thought of
crossing. The Romans knew nothing of the people who lived on the other side of
the Alps, and would, perhaps, never have thought for many centuries longer, of
climbing through their rough passes to find out what lay beyond them.



But the peoples who lived north of these mountains were very different from the
Italians, and were not held in one place by the love of their lands and homes.
They had villages and towns of their own; but these were poor and ill-made,
compared to the Italian cities, and the people were always ready to leave them
to follow their chiefs into other countries to gain new possessions. The Alps,
too, are easier to climb from the north than from the south, for the slope on
the northern side is much more gradual. So, some of these peoples found their
way over into Italy while the Romans were still thinking only of their own city,
and their little neighborhood wars. These tribes from the north had many
different names among themselves, but the Italians usually called them by the
name of "Gauls."
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GALLIC SOLDIER



The Gauls were very different in appearance from any people that the Italians
had ever seen. The Romans and the other Italians were small people compared with
the Gauls, and had black hair and eyes, and dark skins browned by the hot suns
of the long Italian summers. The Gauls were from the north, where the milder
sunlight and the cooler summers had left their hair and skins fair and their
eyes blue. This was a
continual wonder to the darker Italians; and, when we add that the Gauls were
larger and heavier in body than the Italians, you will not be surprised to find
that the Romans spoke with awe of the blue-eyed giants, for many years after the
Gauls had all disappeared from the neighborhood of Rome.



The dress of the Gauls was also strange to the Romans. They wore garments
checked and striped in many colors, which remind us of the bright tartans in
which the Highlanders of Scotland clothed themselves for centuries, and of which
they make some use even to this day. Indeed, the Highlanders are, perhaps, the
most closely related to these ancient Gauls of any people now in the world, and
only a few hundred years ago, they were using war-horns and swords in their
battles very much like the ones that the Romans tell us the Gauls brought with
them into Italy.



The Gauls differed as much from the Romans in their manner of fighting as they
did in their appearance. The Romans, during their long experience in warfare,
had learned to draw up their soldiers in a regular form, with the cavalry and
the infantry in fixed positions, and they always went into battle in an orderly
manner. The Gauls never dreamed of anything like order in their fighting. Each
man, with his broad, unpointed sword, and long shield, took his place in the
great mass of his fellow soldiers; and, when the signal for battle came, they
all rushed furiously at the enemy. Those who were behind pushed on those in
front, if they showed signs of giving way, and their savage yells and the din of
their horns
terrified the enemy as much as the blows from their heavy swords.



Some tribes of the Gauls had been settled in the northern part of Italy for a
long time before the Romans heard anything about them. You must understand by
this time that the Romans lived in a much smaller world than ours is to-day. In
a very short time, we now hear of almost everything that happens on the
earth,—at least of everything within the reach of the railroads and the
telegraph. But, in those days, the Romans had no way of getting word even from
the different parts of Italy.



So it was only when a band of the Gauls, leaving their families behind them,
with their relatives who had settled in the valley of the Po, pushed down
farther to the south, and crossed the Apennines, that they came to the knowledge
of the Romans.



These Gauls were terrible destroyers; and, as they went, they left a broad path
behind them, in which there were only ruined towns, and fields bare of any sign
of life. City after city fell into their hands; and when they came to the Tuscan
town of Clusium, where Lars Porsena had ruled a century before, messengers were
sent to Rome to beg for help against this new enemy.



At first, Rome only replied to this request by sending three ambassadors to
treat with the Gauls. When these ambassadors and the men of Clusium met the
chiefs of the Gauls, they asked them why they had come in this manner into the
country of another people.



"We want land for those of us who have none," replied the Gauls, "and the men of
Clusium have more
than they can use. Give us what we ask, and we will not make war upon you."



Then the Romans cried out, thinking of their own lands, which might be asked for
next:



"What right have you to ask for land from the men of Clusium, and threaten war
if they refuse it?"



"We carry our right in our swords," the Gauls replied. "All things belong to
the, brave. Do you stand by, O Romans, and see us decide this matter with our
arms, and then carry home the story of how much the Gauls excel all other
peoples in bravery."



The people of Clusium could not endure this haughty speech. They refused the
demand of the Gauls, and a battle almost immediately began. The Roman
ambassadors, too, were angry, and this caused them to forget the law of nations,
which does not allow ambassadors to fight. They entered the battle, side by side
with the soldiers of Clusium, and one of the three killed a chieftain of the
Gauls in the sight of both the armies.



Then the Gauls were much enraged. With a sudden impulse, they gave up their
attack on Clusium, and sent messengers to Rome to demand that the offenders
should be given up to them for punishment; and when this was refused, they
marched straight upon that city.



The Romans heard of their coming, and prepared to meet them, but not so
carefully as they would have done if the Gauls had been the people of some
neighboring city. They did not seem to think it worthwhile to appoint a
Dictator, as they had so often done when other dangers threatened them. They did
not realize that they would have to meet an enemy more difficult to face than
any they had ever fought before. Perhaps
they even despised the Gauls for their savage ways, and their clumsy weapons, of
which they must have heard; and thought that it would not be so difficult to
defeat men who fought with their heads unprotected by helmets. But, if the
Romans despised the Gauls before they met them, they learned from them one great
lesson,—that it is never safe to scorn an enemy, until you have learned
what he can do.



When the Gauls had come as near as the eleventh milestone from the city, the
Romans went out to meet them with a large army. The battle took place on the
banks of a little stream which flows into the river Tiber. There the Romans drew
up their army in a long line, as they were in the habit of doing when they met
their Italian enemies. But this was not the way in which to meet the Gauls.



As you know, the Gauls had but one way in which to fight, and that was to rush
blindly at their enemy, careless whether they met death or not. It was in this
way that they charged at the Roman line. With their horns blowing and their
shouts rising in a fearful roar, they dashed in a great mass at the Roman army,
and went through the line of brave soldiers with a rush that could not be
resisted. The Romans were divided into two parts, as if a wedge had been driven
through their lines; and, terrified at the savage attack and their sudden
defeat, they fled blindly, as they had so often caused their own enemies to
flee.



The greater part of the Roman army was cut off from Rome by the force of the
Gauls, and the men were obliged to throw themselves into the Tiber, and swim to
the other shore, where they took refuge behind the
walls of the deserted city of Veii. The smaller part retreated in a panic to
Rome; and, rushing through the city, without stopping even to close the gates,
the defeated soldiers made their way into the citadel on the Capitol, which was
the strongest hill of Rome.



The Gauls did not pursue them. They were amazed at their sudden success, and
they hesitated to go on, for fear lest there might be some trap prepared for
them. They turned back, to gather up the arms of the Roman dead; and then they
spent their time in dividing the spoil and feasting. As a result of this, it was
not until the third day after the battle, in the hot days of July, three hundred
and ninety years before Christ was born, that the army of the Gauls appeared
before the gates of Rome.





The Gracchi and Their Mother



After having watched the splendid triumph of Aemilius, let us see one of the more
common sights of the city,—a Roman wedding. You will find it very unlike
the weddings you may have seen among our own people, but, however strange the
Roman customs are to you, you must remember that they were very sacred to the
Romans.



Imagine that you are a Roman, and that it is your sister who is to be married.
First, she is dressed in a garment made all of one piece of cloth, without any
seams, and fastened about the waist with a woolen belt or girdle. Her hair is
curled in six little curls, and it must not be parted with a comb, but with the
point of a spear; and about her head she wears a yellow veil or net. In the
evening, a procession is formed by the friends of both families, and the bride
is taken from her father's house to that of her husband; and along the way
minstrels play on their harps, and bridal songs are sung, and a little boy
marches on before, carrying a blazing torch made from the wood of the
white-thorn tree.



When the procession comes to the door of the bridegroom, the bride must wrap the
doorposts with sacred fillets of white wool, and smear them with oil or fat.
After that she must be carefully lifted over the doorsill
by her husband. Some of the older people will tell you that this is done so that
the bride may not stumble as she enters her husband's house for the first time,
for that would be a very bad sign; but others will say that this is done in
memory of the time when the followers of Romulus took wives from among the
Sabine women by force.



After the procession has entered the house, the bride turns and says to her
husband:



"Where thou art, Caius, there will I, Caia, be also."



After these words, the husband presents her with fire and water, to show that
she is now a member of his family, and can sit at his hearth and join in the
worship of his household gods. After this comes the feast, with its wedding cake
and plenty of nuts scattered about; and then the wedding is over.



This is the way that Cornelia, the daughter of Scipio Africanus, was married to
Tiberius Gracchus. He was a fine soldier and a just and honorable man; and she
was then a beautiful girl, with bright clear eyes, that showed a noble soul
within.



For many years they lived happily together, and had many children. Then,
according to the story, he found in their sleeping-room one day a pair of large
snakes. Now, the Romans looked upon snakes as something sacred; so Tiberius
Gracchus went to the priests and asked what he should do with them. The priests
answered that he must kill one of the snakes and let the other go; and they
added, that if he killed the female snake, Cornelia would die, and that if he
killed the male, he himself would shortly perish.



Tiberius loved his wife very much; so, when he
heard this, he went home and killed the male snake, and let the female escape.
And shortly after that he himself died.



After that, Cornelia lived only for her children; and when the king of Egypt
sent to her and wished her to become his queen, she would not consent. Only
three of her children two boys and a girl lived to grow up to manhood and
womanhood; and on these Cornelia centered all of her love and care. She lived
with them, and played with them, and taught them their letters; and, as she was
a noble, high-minded woman, her children grew up to be brave, honorable and
truth-telling in all that they did.



One day, as Cornelia was sitting at home, with the children playing in the
courtyard within, a lady came to visit her. As she talked with Cornelia, this
lady showed her the splendid rings and precious stones which she wore, and at
last asked to see Cornelia's jewels.



Then Cornelia called her little children, and when they stood before her and her
visitor, she said:



"These are my jewels."



As her boys grew up to be men, Cornelia would sometimes reproach them that she
was still known as the relative of the Scipios, and not as the mother of the
Gracchi; and in this way she made them long to do great deeds, so as to bring
her honor.



The oldest of the two boys was named Tiberius, after his father. When the time
came for him to enter the army, he went at his work with so much earnestness
that in a short time he excelled all the other young men in deeds of arms.



When the Romans made war on Carthage for the
third time, Tiberius Gracchus was the first man to get up on the wall of the
city; and when he was in Spain, helping to carry on a war with the mountain
tribes that lived in that peninsula, he saved the whole army from being
destroyed as a result of the faults and mistakes of its commander.



But it is not for what he did as a soldier that we remember Tiberius Gracchus
most frequently. It is rather for what he did after he returned to Rome and
became a tribune of the people.



During the terrible war with Hannibal, the small farmers had their farms ruined,
and fled to the city. After the war was over, the land gradually passed into the
hands of the Senators and rich men of Rome, and a few great farms took the place
of many small ones. The worst of it was that these large farms were not tilled
by free laborers, but by slaves, just as the land in the southern states was
before our Civil War except that the Roman slaves were white, and were treated
ever so much more cruelly than our negro slaves ever were. So the poor freeman
not only lost his land, but he lost the chance to work for hire also. The only
thing he could do after that was either to enlist in the army and earn his
living as a soldier, or else remain idly at Rome and cry out for bread to keep
him alive and games to amuse him; and the rich candidates for offices were so
eager to get the aid of the poorer citizens that they gladly bought their votes
by feeding and amusing them. But, in this way, both the rich and the poor became
selfish and greedy, and thought only of what would help themselves, instead of
what would be best for the whole people.



Tiberius Gracchus saw these evils, and when he became tribune, he tried to cure
them. Much of the land which the rich men held really belonged to the state,
*though it had been out of the hands of the state for so many years that the
people who held it had begun to forget that they did not really own it. What
Gracchus proposed to do was to take back this land, and divide it among the poor
citizens, and so build up once more a strong class of small landholders, such as
had made Rome fit to be a conquering nation.



The men who already had this land did not like this plan at all; so, when
Gracchus brought forward his law for the people to vote on it, they got another
tribune, named Octavius, to veto it, and that stopped the voting. Then, when
Gracchus found that he could not get Octavius to withdraw his veto, he got the
people to put him out of his office and elect a new tribune in his place. This
was against the law, but Gracchus did not see any other way of getting his
measure passed.



After this, the law which Gracchus had proposed was passed, and he and two other
men were appointed to carry out the distribution of the lands. Before the work
was done, however, Gracchus's year of office was up; and he was afraid that as
soon as he should be out of office, the rich citizens would not only find some
way to stop the carrying out of the law, but they would also punish him for
putting Octavius out of office. It was against the laws, at this time, for
anyone to be tribune two years in succession; but Tiberius decided to disobey
the laws once more, and get himself elected tribune a second time.



When the Senators and rich citizens heard this, they
were very angry, and determined to prevent it. When the day of the election came
a riot broke out. Gracchus was accused of trying to make himself king. Then the
Senators and rich men armed themselves with clubs and bits of benches and
stools, and set upon the poorer citizens; and Tiberius Gracchus and three
hundred of his followers were slain.



Gracchus had been wrong in putting Octavius out of office, and in trying to get
himself elected tribune a second time against the laws. But how much worse was
the action of the Senators and rich citizens! In the old days, when the
patricians and the plebeians struggled together, they did so peaceably and with
respect for the laws. Now, in these new struggles between the party of the poor
and the party of the rich, force was for the first time used and men were killed
in a political struggle at Rome; and for this the Senators and rich men were
chiefly to blame.



Caius Gracchus was not at Rome when his brother was killed; he was, moreover,
still a very young man, and had just begun his training in the army. For ten
years longer he went on serving with the armies of Rome. Then, although the
Senate tried unlawfully to keep him from returning to the city, he came back,
and he too was elected tribune.



Caius was much more hot-tempered than his brother had been. In spite of all that
his mother Cornelia could do to prevent it, he resolved to carry out the plans
of his brother Tiberius, and even to go further. He wanted to overturn the
government by the Senate and the nobles, and put in its place a government by
the people, with himself at their head. He got the
support of the people for this by passing a law that they should always have
grain sold to them at a low price. Then he got the support of many of the rich
citizens, by passing laws which took rights and privileges from the Senators and
gave them to the rich men who were not Senators.



In this way, Caius Gracchus got much more power than his brother had had; and a
law having now been passed which permitted one to be reelected as tribune, Caius
was made tribune a second time. After this, he was able to pass many laws to
help the poorer citizens. But when he wished to go further, and to help the
Italians who were not citizens of Rome, then the Romans selfishly deserted him.
They were afraid that they would have to share their cheap grain and their free
games with the Italians, so this law was not passed; and, at the next election,
Caius Gracchus was not made tribune again.



After that Gracchus tried to live quietly, as a private citizen, at Rome. But
now that he was no longer tribune, the nobles soon found means to pick a quarrel
with him; and when a riot again broke out, Caius and many of his friends were
put to death by the Senators, as Tiberius Gracchus had been before them.



You would think that, after the death of her second son, poor Cornelia would be
heart-broken and would never want to see Rome again, because of the ingratitude
with which its citizens had treated her sons. But the Romans believed that you
ought not to show sorrow at anything that might happen to you, no matter how
dreadful it was. So Cornelia put on a brave face, and hid the suffering which
was in her heart; and when
she spoke of the deeds and deaths of her sons, she spoke of them without a sigh
or a tear, just as if she were talking about some of the ancient heroes who had
died ages before. So all men admired her for her courage and virtue; and in time
the Roman people repented of their conduct towards her sons, and began to look
upon them as the truest friends they had ever had. And when Cornelia died, a
statue was set up to her, and underneath it were carved these words, as her best
title to fame:



"Cornelia, the mother of the Gracchi."






The War with Hannibal



After the Carthaginians had made peace with
ome, and had withdrawn their troops from Sicily, they had to endure three
terrible years of warfare with their own subjects and soldiers, in the country
round about Carthage. But through all this time of defeat and disaster, there
was one man among them who remained undismayed.



This was Hamilcar, the greatest of their generals and the only man among the
Carthaginians whom the Romans at that time feared. Hamilcar had fought Rome
successfully, as long as his city could give him money and men to fight with;
and when he saw that Carthage could do no more, it was he who had made the
peace. He had no thought of a lasting peace with Rome, however; he hated that
city as much as he loved Carthage, and he was already planning a way to injure
her, while he made up to his own country for the loss of Sicily. Both of these
objects he thought he could gain by conquering the Spanish peninsula, where the
Carthaginians had already made settlements; and when he brought the matter
before the Senate at Carthage, they gave him permission to take an army there
and see what he could do.



As Hamilcar was preparing to leave for Spain with his army, he went before the
altar of one of the
Carthaginian gods, and offered sacrifice for the success of his plans. During
the sacrifice, his little son Hannibal, who was then about nine years old, stood
beside him; and when it was over, Hamilcar turned to the boy and said:



"Hannibal, would you like to go with me to Spain?"



When the lad eagerly answered that he should like very much to do so, Hamilcar
took him by the hand and led him to the altar, and said:



"Then lay your hand upon the sacrifice, and swear that you will never be friends
with Rome, so long as you shall live."



The boy did as he was bidden; and in due time he was taken away to Spain, with
the thought deep in his breast that he was now the enemy of Rome forever. From
that time, he grew up in the camp of his father, and his daily lessons were in
the arts of war and of generalship. He was his father's companion while Hamilcar
conquered the rich peninsula of Spain for Carthage; and before Hamilcar had
died, Hannibal had learned all that his father could teach him of warfare and of
government.



After Hamilcar was gone, Hannibal proved himself a worthy son of so great a
father; and when he was only twenty-seven years of age, he was chosen to fill
his father's place as commander of the Carthaginian army. This army was made up,
in large part, of men from the conquered nations in Spain; but under the
leadership of Hannibal, it did not matter much who the soldiers were who made up
the army. His men became simply the soldiers of Hannibal, and were so filled
with love and admiration for their general, that
they were ready to follow him anywhere and do anything that he commanded.



When Hannibal had got his army in good condition, he attacked a town in Spain
that was friendly to Rome, and conquered it. The Roman Senate was already
beginning to fear this son of Hamilcar as it had feared Hamilcar himself, and
when news came of the attack on this friendly town, it sent ambassadors to
Carthage to demand that Hannibal should be given up to the Romans. But the
Carthaginians would not consent to this. Then the leader of the Roman
ambassadors gathered up the folds of his toga and held them before him, saying:



"I carry here peace and war; which shall *I give to you?"



"You may give us whichever you choose," replied the Carthaginians.



"Then I give you war," cried the Roman, as he shook out the folds of his toga.



In this way, the second war between Rome and Carthage was declared. But it was
not really a war between the two states which now began. It was rather a war
between all the power of Rome, on the one side, and Hannibal, with his devoted
army and his vow of hatred to the Romans, on the other. When Hannibal heard in
Spain that war had been declared, he was prepared for it, and needed only to
think how he should attack his enemies.



He was determined that this war should be fought on Roman, and not on
Carthaginian, ground. That meant that the war was to be fought in Italy.
Hannibal had the choice of two ways of reaching Italy from
Spain. He might cross the sea in Carthaginian ships, or he might go by land,
through Spain and Gaul. If he chose the latter way, he would have to make a long
march through an unfriendly country, and cross the Alps, which are the highest
mountains in Europe. If he chose to go by sea, he ran the risk of wreck by
storms, and defeat and capture by the Roman fleet, which was now stronger than
that of the Carthaginians. Either way, it was a choice of evils.




[image: [Illustration]]


HANNIBAL



Hannibal chose to go by land; but we may be sure of one thing, and that is, that
he did not know quite how difficult a path it was that he had taken. He was the
greatest man of his time, but he had no good way of learning the simple facts
about the world he lived in
which you are taught in every day's geography lesson. The thought of the
mountains to be climbed, and the rivers to be crossed, in the long journey, did
not make him hesitate, for he did not fully know them. He knew that the Gauls
had passed through the high Alps,—then why could not he do it also? He
could have had no clear idea even of the distance his soldiers would have to
march before they reached Italy; for his guides at any time could tell him the
way and the distances for only a few days' march ahead, and when that was passed
he would have to find other persons who knew the country beyond, and would
undertake to guide his army on.



In was in the month of April that Hannibal started on his long march. Besides
the many thousand men, both infantry and cavalry, who made up his army, he took
with him thirty-seven of the Carthaginian elephants to use iii battle, and many
horses and mules to carry the baggage of the army.



As soon as he got out of the territory that had been conquered by Carthage, his
troubles began. He had to fight his way against unfriendly natives through
northern Spain; and it was midsummer before he had crossed the mountains which
separate the peninsula from Gaul. Then, in a short time, he came to the
swift-flowing river Rhone. Here the Gauls gathered on the opposite bank, and
tried to prevent him from crossing. Hannibal soon overcame these enemies,
however, and led his army safely over in canoes and boats, which his men
collected along the river; but the elephants could only be taken over after he
had pre, pared great rafts on which to ferry them across.



After they had crossed the Rhone, the way was easy until they came to the foot
of the Alps; but there the greatest difficulties of the march began. The way now
lay along steep, narrow paths, up which the horses and elephants could scarcely
climb; and often a single slip or misstep would have been enough to send them
rolling and tumbling a thousand feet down the mountain side, to be dashed to
pieces on the rocks below. The people who inhabited the mountains, too, were
unfriendly to the Carthaginians. They stationed themselves on either side of the
zigzag path up which the army toiled, and hurled stones and weapons upon them
from the heights above. These threw the long line of baggage animals into great
disorder, and the wounded and frightened horses galloped back and forth, and
either fell themselves or crowded others off over the cliffs and down the
mountain side, carrying with them as they fell baggage which the army could ill
afford to lose. Again and again Hannibal was obliged to take some of his best
men and clamber up the cliffs and over the rocks to attack and drive off these
enemies; and once in such an attempt he and his men were separated from the rest
of the army, and were forced to remain on their guard all night long under the
shelter of a great white rock which stood by the side of the path.



At last, on the ninth day after they had begun their ascent, the army reached
the summit of the pass. After that they were no longer troubled by attacks from
the mountain tribes. Here Hannibal remained for two days, in order to rest his
men and beasts; and while the army was here, many of the horses which
had taken fright and run away, and many of the beasts of burden, which had got
rid of their loads, came straggling into camp, having followed the tracks of the
army.



After they had rested sufficiently, they began the descent into Italy. But now
new difficulties presented themselves. The way was now downhill, but the slope
was more abrupt than it was on the other side of the mountains. It was now late
in the autumn, moreover; and as the snow falls early in these high regions, the 
paths were already covered with a thin coating of new-fallen snow, which caused
the men and beasts to slip and made the descent more dangerous than the ascent
had been. At one place, too, they found that a landslide had completely blocked
up the path, and it took four anxious days of hard labor to cut out a new one
for the horses and elephants in the side of the steep and rocky cliff.



But, through all their trials and dangers, Hannibal cheered and encouraged the
army. When they reached a height from which the rich plain of the valley of the
River Po could be seen in the distance, he called his men about him, and
pointing to it, he said:



"There is Italy! There are friends waiting to welcome you and aid you against
the tyrant Rome! You have now climbed not only the walls of Italy, but of Rome
itself; and after one, or at most two, battles, all these fertile fields will be
yours."



Then the soldiers pushed on with new courage; and on the fifteenth day after
they had entered the Alps, they came out on the other side of them, in Italy.
But the army was terribly weakened by the hardships of
the way and the fights with the natives. More than half of the men and horses,
and many of the elephants, had been lost; and the soldiers who remained were so
broken and worn by their sufferings that they looked not like men, but like the
shadows of men.



Still, the courage of Hannibal did not fail him. He camped his men at the foot
of the Alps among friendly tribes of the Gauls, and allowed them to rest and
refresh themselves for several days, while the poor lean horses were turned out
to pasture; and soon all were ready once more to follow wherever he chose to
lead them.



The Romans had not expected that Hannibal would attempt to cross the Alps and
carry the war into Italy; or, if any of them did expect it, they had no idea
that he would succeed so well and so soon. So, when news came that Hannibal was
already in Italy, the Romans were surprised and dismayed; but still they
hurriedly gathered together their forces, and sent them on to meet the enemy.



Anyone but Hannibal they might have stopped, but Hannibal they could not check.
He defeated them in battle after battle, and swept on through their country,
with his little army, in a torrent that could not be resisted. The Romans fought
desperately, aroused by fear for the city itself; but the armies that faced
Hannibal were destroyed in quick succession. In one battle the Romans lost
nearly 70,000 men, including eighty senators; and the Carthaginians gathered
from the rich men who had fallen on that field enough gold rings to fill a
bushel measure. After that, the name of Hannibal became a word of terror to old
and young alike;
and nearly two hundred years after this time, the memory of that terror still
lingered. A Roman poet then wrote of him, and called him "the dread Hannibal,"
and said that his march through Italy was like the sweep of the eastern gales
that had wrecked so many Roman fleets in the waters of Sicily, or like the rush
of flames through a blazing forest of pines.



The Romans had learned how to defeat the Gauls and the Greeks in battle, but
they were long in learning how to defeat Hannibal. He was greater than they,
and, as long as he remained in Italy, the city of Rome trembled. But the Senate
remained strong in the midst of the public terror, and while the people mourned
for their dead, the Senators only sought men for another army to take the place
of the one that had last been destroyed. Their generals, too, though they could
not defeat Hannibal in battle, learned to be cautious; and they would no longer
lead their armies out to fight against him, but hung about watching his camp, in
order to cut off any of the Carthaginians who might become separated from the
main body while searching for food for themselves or for their horses. In this
way, they sought to wear out Hannibal by cutting off his supplies, and so make
it necessary at last for him to leave Italy of his own accord.



In the end, Rome succeeded, as she always did. "The Romans," said an old writer
who described this war, "are never so dangerous as when they seem just about to
be conquered." Hannibal found, as Pyrrhus had done before him, that he was
fighting a people who could replace a defeated army with another which was just
as ready as the first to fight to the death,
Most of the peoples of Italy, too, remained faithful to Rome in this time of
trial; and Hannibal was disappointed in getting the help from them, against
their conqueror, upon which he had counted. So, at last, he was forced to look
to Africa and to Spain for new men and for supplies for his army; and when his
brother came over the Alps, bringing him help from Spain, he was defeated and
slain by the Romans before Hannibal knew that he was in Italy. Besides this, the
Senate found men and ships enough to carry the war over into Spain and Africa;
and, by and by, the Carthaginians were forced to order Hannibal to give up his
plans in Italy in order to return to defend Carthage itself against the attacks
of Rome.


   

So after fifteen years of victories, which brought the war no nearer a close,
Hannibal was obliged at last to leave Italy and return to Africa. It was the
first time he had been back since he had left there, as a boy, thirty-six years
before. When he arrived, he found Carthage much weakened by the war. The general
in command of the Roman army there was Publius Cornelius Scipio,
or "Scipio Africanus," as he soon came to be called, from his deeds in Africa.
He was an able general, and had just brought the war in Spain to an end; where,
as he reported to the Senate, he "had fought with four generals and four
victorious armies, and had not left a single Carthaginian soldier in the
peninsula. "Now he was to do something greater still, something that no Roman
had ever yet done, that is, to defeat Hannibal in an open battle.



This battle took place near a little town called Zama, which was about two
hundred miles inland from Carthage. Scipio had more troops than Hannibal, but
Hannibal had about eighty elephants, and he hoped to win the battle with these.
The Romans, however, were now thoroughly used to fighting against elephants;
they opened great lanes in their ranks, and let the elephants pass harmlessly
through, while the soldiers hurled spears and other weapons at them to drive
them along or turn them back. Then the Roman foot-soldiers charged the
Carthaginians, shouting their war-cry and clashing their swords against their
shields. After a hard fight the Carthaginians were overcome. Hannibal alone,
with a few of his horsemen, succeeded in escaping, and he at once advised the
Carthaginian Senate to make peace.



The terms of the peace were much harder than they had been at the close of the
first war. Carthage had to give up all of her possessions outside of Africa, and
surrender all of her elephants, and all of her warships but ten. She had also to
pay an indemnity of about twelve million dollars to Rome, and to agree never to
make war on any one without the consent of the
Roman Senate. In this way, Carthage ceased to be the head of a great empire, and
became merely the ruler of a little strip of territory along the coast of
Africa.



After the treaty was signed, Hannibal remained at Carthage, and tried faithfully
to help his country in peace as he had helped her in war. But the Romans feared
him still, and distrusted him, and before many years had passed, he was forced
to fly from the city to avoid being put to death by their orders. After that, he
wandered about from kingdom to kingdom, on the eastern shores of the
Mediterranean. But wherever he went, Roman messengers followed, and would not
let him rest in peace; and, at last, after thirteen years of wandering, he was
forced to take his own life to avoid falling into the hands of his unforgiving
enemies.




