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IT was the morning of the 12th of September in the Year of Our Lord 95;
  the first cold gleam of dawn was shining on the steel-grey surface of the
  Tyrrhenian sea. To the east, over the gently undulating coast of Campania,
  the sky was tinged with that tender dewy-green which follows on the paling of
  the stars; to the west the waters still lay in impenetrable darkness. Their
  almost unruffled face was swiftly parted by a large trireme,1 just now making its way from the south and opposite to Salernum,
  between the Posidium2 promontory and the Island of
  Capreae.3 The oars of the crew, who sat in rows on three
  ranks of benches, rose and fell in rhythm to a melancholy chant; the
  steersman yawned as he looked into the distance, hoping for the moment of
  release.

A small hatchway—fitted with silver ornaments—now opened on to
  the deck from the cabin between decks; a fat round head with short hair
  showed itself in the opening, and a pair of blinking eyes looked curiously
  round in every direction. Presently the head was followed by a body, of which
  the squat rotundity matched the odd head.

"Well, Chrysostomus, is Puteoli4 in sight yet?" asked the
  stout man, stepping on to the deck and looking across to the blue-black rocks
  of Capreae.

"Ask again in three hours time," replied the steersman. "Unless you can
  succeed in looking round the corner, like the magician of Tyana,5 you must need wait till we have the island yonder behind us."

"What!" exclaimed the other, drawing a little ivory map6
  from his tunic.7 "Are those rocks only Capreae?"

"Thou sayest, O Herodianus! Out there on the heights to the right, hardly
  visible yet, stands the palace of the glorified Caesar Tiberius.8 Do you see that steep cliff, straight down to the sea? That was
  where such useless fellows as you were dropped over into the water by
  Caesar's slaves."

"Chrysostomus, do not be impudent! How dare you, a common ship's-mate,
  make so bold as to scoff at me, the companion and confidential friend of the
  illustrious Caius Aurelius? By the gods!9 but it is beneath
  me to hold conversation with you, an ignorant seaman—a man who carries
  no wax-tablets10 about him, who only knows how to handle
  the tiller and not the stylus—a common Gaul who is ignorant of all
  history of the gods—such a man ought not even to exist, so far as the
  friend of Aurelius is concerned."

"Oho! you are dreaming! you are not his friend, but his freedman."11

Herodianus bit his lip; as he stood there, his face flushed with anger and
  turned to the growing day, he might have been taken for an ill-natured and
  vindictive man. But good temper and a genial nature soon reasserted
  themselves.

"You are an insolent fellow," he said laughing, " but I know you mean no
  harm. You sea-folks are a rough race. I will burn a thank-offering to all the
  gods when this accursed sea-saw on the waves is over at last. Was there ever
  such a voyage! from Trajectum12 to Gades13 without landing once! And at Gades hardly had we set foot on
  shore, when we were ordered on board again! And if Aurelius, our noble
  master, had not had business to settle in Panormus14 with
  his deceased father's host, I believe we should have made the whole voyage
  from His pania to Rome without a break. I will dance like the
  Corybantes,15 when I am once more allowed to feel like a
  man among men! How long will it be yet before we reach Ostia?"16

"Two days, not more," replied Chrysostomus.

"Aphrodite Euploia be most fervently thanked!"

"What are you talking about? Who is that you are blessing?"

"To be sure, my good Chrysostomus," replied the other with a triumphant
  smile, "I was forgetting that a seaman from the land of the Gauls is not
  likely to understand Greek. Euploia, being interpreted, means the goddess who
  grants us a good voyage. Do not take my observation ill, but surely you might
  have picked up so much Greek as that in the course of your many voyages with
  the lamented father of our lord Aurelius."

"Silly stuff!" retorted Chrysostomus. "Besides, I never sailed in the
  Greek seas. Ten times to Ostia, eight times to Massilia,17
  twelve times to Panormus and a score of times northwards to the seas of the
  Goths up by the land of the Rugii18—that is the sum
  total of my annals. But Latin is spoken everywhere; even the Frisii19 can make themselves understood more or less in the language of
  Rome; among the Rugii, to be sure, we talked in Gothic."

"A poor excuse!" said Herodianus pathetically. "However I have talked till
  I am thirsty! I will be on the spot again when the master appears."

He carefully replaced his little ivory map in the bosom of his under-
  garment, and was about to withdraw, when a tall youth, followed by two or
  three slaves, appeared on the steps from below. The ship's crew hailed their
  master with a loud shout, and Caius Aurelius, thanking them for their
  greeting, went forward while the slaves prepared breakfast20 under an awning over the cabin roof; only one of them followed
  him.

It was by this time broad daylight; the whole eastern sky glowed with
  flame behind the blue Campanian hills, a light breeze curled the no less
  glowing sea into a thousand waves and ripples, and the prow of the galley,
  which was decorated with a colossal ram's-head21 in brass,
  threw up the water in sparks of liquid gold. The palace of Tiberius on the
  top of the rocky isle seemed caught in sudden fire, at every instant the
  glory spread lower, kindling fresh peaks and towers, and up rose the sun in
  all the majesty and splendor of his southern might from behind the heights of
  Salernum.

Herodianus, who had taken his place officiously close to his master,
  appeared to promise himself immense satisfaction in interpreting the young
  man's mood of devout admiration by a long quotation of Greek poetry. He had
  already thrown himself into a pathetic attitude and laid his finger
  meditatively on his cheek, when Aurelius signed to him that he wished to be
  left undisturbed. The freedman, somewhat offended, drew back a step or two
  while Aurelius, standing by the side of his favorite slave Magus,22 who preserved a discreet silence, leaned over the bulwark for a
  long space lost in thought, letting his eye wander over the open sea and
  linger for a while on the fantastic shapes of the rocks and mountains, which
  constantly shifted in form and grouping as the swift galley flew onwards.

Capreae was already on their right hand, and the broad bay of
  Parthenope,23 with its endless perspective of towns and
  villas, opened before them like a huge pearly shell; the dark ashy cone of
  Vesuvius24 stood up defiantly over the plain where, a short
  time since, it had engulfed the blooming towns of Herculaneum, Pompeii and
  Stabiae. Now there rose from its summit only a filmy cloud of smoke, ruddy in
  the light of the mounting sun. Farther on, the quays of Puteoli were
  discernible, the stately buildings of Baiae25 and the
  islands of Aenaria and Prochyta.26 On the left hand the
  distance was un limited; vessels laden with provisions from
  Alexandria27 and merchant-ships from Massilia slowly
  crossed the horizon like visions; others, with every sail set, flew across
  the bay to disembark their precious freight in the emporium of Puteoli,
  whence it would be carried to lay at the feet of Rome, the all-absorbing and
  insatiable mistress of the world.

Meanwhile the slaves had laid the table under the awning with fine cloths,
  had arranged couches and seats and strewn the spot with a few flowers, and
  were now standing ready to serve the morning meal at a sign from their young
  master. The weary night-rowers had half an hour ago been relieved by a fresh
  crew, and the fine boat flew on with double rapidity, for a fresh breeze had
  risen and filled the sails. In an instant the whole face of the waters had
  changed, and as far as the eye could reach danced crest on crest of foam.

Aurelius wrapped himself more closely in his Tarentine
  travelling-cloak28 and involuntarily glanced at Magus, the
  Gothic slave who stood by his side; but Magus did not seem to see his
  master's look, he was gazing motionless and with knitted brows in the
  direction of Baiae. Then he shaded his eyes from the glare with his right
  hand.

"Hva gasaihvis.29 What do you see?" asked
  Aurelius, who sometimes spoke in Gothic to the man.

"Gasaihva leitil skip," answered the Goth. "A little boat out there
  not far from the point. If it is the same in your southern seas, as in our
  northern ones, these good folks would be wise to get their cockleshell to
  shore as fast as may be. When the sea is covered with eiderdown in such a
  short time, it generally means mischief."

"You have eyes like a northern sea-eagle. It is indeed, a small boat,
  hardly visible among the tossing waves, it cannot have more than eight
  oarsmen at most."

"There are but four, my lord," said the Goth. "And with them three
  ladies."

The wind was rising every instant; the trireme parted the water like an
  arrow, and the prow, now rising and now sinking on the billows, dipped in
  them far above the large metal ornaments.

"It may indeed be a serious matter," said Aurelius; "not for us—it
  must be something worse than this that puts the proud 'Batavia'30 in peril—but for the ladies in that little bark..."

He turned round. "Amsivarius," he cried to the head oarsman. "Tell your
  men to give way with a will; and you, Magus, go and desire Chrysostomus to
  alter our course."

In a few seconds the vessel's head was turned round a quarter of a circle
  and was making her way straight into the bay. The accelerated thud of the
  time- keeper's hammer sounded a dull accompaniment to the piping wind; the
  sea surged and tossed, and the deep-blue sky, where there still was not a
  cloud to be seen, beamed incongruously bright over the stormy main. They were
  now within a hundred yards of the small boat, which was one of the elegant
  pleasure-barks used by the gay visitors to Baiae for short excursions in the
  bay. As the trireme came up with them, the rowers gave up their futile
  struggle with the raging elements and only tried to avoid being capsized. The
  ladies, it could be seen were much agitated; two of them, a richly-dressed
  woman of about forty and a young and blooming girl sat clinging to each
  other, while the third, tumbled into aheap at the bottom of the boat, held an
  amulet31 in her hand, which she again and again pressed
  fervently to her lips.

Aurelius gave a shout from the trireme, which the boatmen eagerly
  answered, and a sailor on board the Batavia flung a rope with a practised
  hand to the foremost of the men in the smaller vessel—the slave hastily
  tied it fast and cried out "ready," the sailor pulled firmly and steadily,
  the rope stretched taut, the little boat came on and in a few minutes lay
  under the lee of the galley like a fish judiciously hooked and landed. In two
  minutes more it was fast to the side of the trireme, and the ladies and the
  crew were placed in safety.

Aurelius, leaning against the stern-bulwark, had watched the proceedings
  with anxious interest and now, as the ladies, exhausted by the tossing they
  had had, sank on to the couches under the canopy, he politely went forward
  and invited his unexpected visitors to go down into the more sheltered cabin
  rooms of the trireme. The younger lady rose at once, and with a dignified
  eagerness expressed their thanks. Nor was it long before the elder had quite
  recovered herself; only the old woman who held the amulet hid her pale face
  in the pillows as if she were stunned, while she trembled and quaked in every
  limb.

"Come, stand up, Baucis," said the young girl kindly. "The danger is
  over."

"Merciful Isis32 save and defend us!" groaned the old
  woman, turning the amulet in her fingers. "Preserve us from sudden death and
  deliver us in danger! I will offer thee a waxen ship,33 and
  sacrifice lambs and fruits as much as thou canst desire!"

"Oh, you superstitious simpleton!" said the girl in her ear. "How am I to
  bring you to your senses? Pray rather to the almighty Jupiter, that he may
  enlighten your ignorance! But come now—the noble stranger who has taken
  us on board his ship is growing impatient."

A shrill cry was the only answer, for the vessel had given a sudden lurch
  and the old woman, who was sitting with her legs under her on the couch, was
  thrown off somewhat roughly.

"Oh, Isis of a thousand names!" she whimpered piteously. "That has cost me
  two or three ribs at least and a score of weeks on a sick-bed!
  Barbillus—you false priest—is that all the good your amulet is?
  Was it for this that I had my forehead sprinkled with water out of the sacred
  Nile,34 and paid fifty sesterces35 for
  each sprinkling? Was it for this that I laid fresh bread on the altars? Oh
  woe is me, what pain I am in!"

While she was thus besieging heaven with complaints, Magus the Goth had
  with a strong hand picked up the little woman and set her on her feet.

"There, leave off crying, mother," said he goodhumoredly. "Roman bones are
  not so easily broken! But make haste and get below; the storm is increasing
  fast. See, my master is leading your ladies down now." And as Baucis gave no
  sign of acting on the slave's advice, she suddenly found herself lifted up
  like a feather in his strong and sinewy arms and carried to the hatchway, to
  the great amusement of the bystanders.

"Madam," said Aurelius to the elder lady, when his guests were snugly
  under shelter in the eating-room, "I am a Roman knight36
  from the town of Trajectum in Batavia, far north of this, not far from the
  frontier of the Belgae. My name is Caius Aurelius Menapius, and I am on my
  way to Rome as being the centre of the inhabited world, in order to improve
  and extend my knowledge and perhaps to serve my mother-country. May I venture
  now to ask you and your fair companion, to tell me who you are that kind
  fortune has thus thrown in my way?"

"My lord,"37 said the matron, with a gravity that was
  almost solemn, "we can boast of senatorial rank. I am Octavia, the wife of
  Titus Claudius Mucianus,38 the priest of Jupiter, and this
  is our daughter. We have been staying at Baiae since the end of April for the
  sake of my health. The sea-air, the aromatic breath of the woods and the
  delightful quiet of our country-house, which is somewhat secluded, soon
  restored my strength, and I take a particular pleasure in morning excursions
  on the bay. We started to-day in lovely weather to sail as far as Prochyta;
  then the storm overtook us, as you know, at some distance from the shore, and
  we owe it to you and to your good ship, that we are so well out of the
  danger. Accept once more our warmest thanks, and pray give us the opportunity
  of returning in our villa at Baiae the hospitality you have shown us on board
  your galley."

"With the greatest pleasure," said Aurelius eagerly, "and all the more so,
  as I purposed remaining to rest at Baiae—" but he colored as he spoke,
  for this was not the truth—he looked round in some embarrassment at
  Magus, who was standing humbly in a corner of the room and preparing to serve
  some refreshment. The eyes of the master and the slave met, and the master
  colored more deeply, while the slave laughed to himself with a certain
  satisfaction. Two other servants placed seats round the table in the old
  Roman fashion, for the custom of lying on a couch at meals was by no means
  universal in the provinces, and Aurelius knew that even in Rome women of high
  rank and strict conduct contemned this luxurious habit.

The rocking of the vessel had ceased, for it had been steered into a
  sheltered cove of the bay, and before long a tempting breakfast was spread on
  the embroidered cloth; fish, milk, honey, eggs, fruit and a dish of boiled
  cray- fish, of which the scarlet mail contrasted picturesquely with the
  artistically- embossed silver-platter on which they were served.

Aurelius begged his guests to be seated and led Octavia to the seat of
  honor at the upper end of the table. On her left hand her daughter, the fair
  Claudia, took her seat; Aurelius sat on the other hand and at the side of the
  table. Herodianus and Baucis, who was still very much discomposed, took their
  places at the other end of the table and at a respectful distance.

"You must take what little I can offer you, ladies," said the Batavian. "
  We Northmen are plain folks..."

"You are joking!" interrupted Octavia. "Do you imagine, that all the
  inhabitants of the imperial city are gourmands after the fashion of Gavius
  Apicius?"39

"Well," said Aurelius in some confusion, "we know at any rate that Rome is
  the acknowledged mistress of all the arts of refined enjoyment, and above all
  of the most extravagant luxury in food..."

"Not half so much so as you believe," said Octavia. "You gentlemen from
  the provinces fall, without exception, into that strange mistake. A Roman
  lady in the same way is to you the type of all that is atrocious, because a
  few reckless women have made themselves talked about. You forget that it is
  in the very nature of virtue to remain concealed and ignored. But tell me, my
  lord, whence do you procure this delicious honey?"

"It comes from Hymettus,"40 replied Aurelius, who was
  somewhat disconcerted by the lady's airs and manners. "My friend here, the
  worthy Herodianus, procured it at Panormus."

"Ah!" said Octavia, raising a polished emerald41 mounted
  in gold to her eye, for she was short-sighted: "Your friend understands the
  subject, that I must confess—do you not think so, Claudia my love?"

The young lady answered with vague abstraction, for some minutes she had
  sat lost in thought. She had hardly touched the delicacies that had been set
  before her, and she now silently waved a refusal to the slave who offered the
  much-praised honey. Even the vigorous struggle in which Herodianus was
  engaged with an enormous lobster42 failed to bring a smile
  to her lips, and yet her expression had never been brighter or more radiant.
  Once and again her eyes rested on the face of the young Batavian, who was
  engaged in such eager conversation with her mother, and then they returned to
  the loop- hole in the cabin roof, where the pane of crystal43 shone like a diamond in the sunshine.

Octavia was talking of Rome, while Herodianus entertained Baucis with an
  account of Menander's44 comedies; thus Claudia could pursue
  her day-dream at her pleasure. She was in fancy again living through the
  events of the last hour—she pictured herself in the small open boat
  tossed on the angry waves; far away across the seething waters she saw the
  tall trireme—saw it tack to enter the bay. It was all vividly before
  her. And then the moment when the slave flung the rescuing rope! who was the
  man who stood, calm and proud, leaning over the bulwarks, undisturbed by the
  wrath of Nature? She remembered exactly how he had looked how at the sight of
  that noble figure, which seemed as though it could rule the storm, a sudden
  sense of safety had come over her, like a magical spell. Then, when she found
  herself on board! At first she had felt ready to sob and cry like Baucis; but
  the sound of his voice, the wonderful look of gentle strength that shone in
  his face, controlled her to composure. Only once in her life had she ever
  felt like this before; it was two or three years since, when she was out on
  an excursion to Tibur45 with her illustrious father. Their
  Cappadocian horses46 had shied, reared, and then galloped
  off like the whirlwind. The driver was flung from his seat—the chariot
  was being torn along close to the edge of a towering cliff—her father
  had seized the floating reins just in time, and quietly saying: "Do not be
  frightened, my child;" in five seconds the horses were standing still as if
  rooted to the spot. The feeling she had had then, had to-day been vividly
  revived—and yet, how dissimilar were the two men in age, appearance and
  position!—It was strange. And once more she glanced at the face of
  their host, which was glowing with animation as he talked.

Suddenly the head oarsman's time-marking hammer ceased; the bright spot of
  light cast by the sun through the glass skylight on to the panelled wall,
  described a brief orbit and then vanished; the vessel had swung round and was
  at anchor.

"Madam," said Aurelius to Octavia, "allow me to offer you my services. We
  Northmen rarely use litters,47—still on the principle
  that a wise man should be ready for all emergencies—Herodianus has
  provided my galley with that convenience."

"And the litters are already awaiting your commands on deck," added the
  freedman.

"You have surpassed yourself, Herodianus! Well, then, whenever it is your
  pleasure..."

"Then it is settled," said Octavia, going to the door. "For a few days you
  will be my guest."

"For as long as you will allow," Aurelius would have said; but he thought
  better of it and only bowed in answer.
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THE squall had completely died away; the waves were still tossing and
  tumbling in the bay, but the streamers of the crowd of barks, which lay under
  the shore, hardly fluttered in the breeze, and the fishingboats were putting
  out to sea in little fleets.

Gay and busy was the scene on the quays of Baiae; distinguished visitors
  from every part of the vast empire were driving, riding or walking on the
  lava- paved48 seawall, and the long roads round the harbor.
  Elegantly dressed ladies in magnificent litters were borne by
  Sicambri49 in red livery,50 or by
  woolly-headed Ethiopians.51 Lower down a crowd of sailors
  shouted and struggled, and weather-beaten porters in Phrygian caps urgently
  offered their services, while vendors of cakes and fruit shrilly advertised
  the quality of their fragrant goods. Behind this bustling foreground of
  unresting and eager activity rose the amphitheatre of buildings that composed
  the town. Aurelius had been charmed with Panormus and Gades, but he now had
  to confess that they both must yield the palm in comparison with this, the
  finest pleasure-resort and bathing-place in the world. Palace was ranged
  above palace, villa beyond villa, temple above temple. Amid an ocean of
  greenery stood statues, halls, theatres and baths;52 as far
  round as the promontory of Misenum the shores of the bay were one long town
  of villas, gorgeous with the combined splendors of wealth, and of natural
  beauty.

The two ladies and their cortège proceeded for some distance along
  the shore of the harbor, and then turned up-hill in the direction of
  Cumae.53 In front walked eight or ten slaves54 who cleared the way; then came Octavia, her litter borne by six
  bronze-hued Lusitanians.55 Claudia shared her litter with
  Baucis, while Herodianus, Magus, Octavia's rowers, and a few servants with
  various bundles followed on foot. Atirelius had mounted his liispanian horse
  and rode by the side of the little caravan, sometimes in front, sometimes
  behind, and enquiring the way, now of Octavia and now of Claudia and
  Baucis.

"Our villa is quite at the top of the ridge," said Claudia. "There, where
  the holm oaks come down to the fig gardens."

"What?" cried Aurelius in surprise. "That great pillared building, half
  buried in the woods to the left?"

"No, no," said the girl laughing; "the gods have not housed us so
  magnificently. To the right—that little villa in the knoll."

"Ah!" cried the Batavian; the disappointment was evidently a very pleasant
  one. "And whose is that vast palace?"

"It belongs to Domitia, Caesar's wife. Since she has lived separate from
  her imperial lord, she always spends the summer here."

The road grew steeper as they mounted.

"Oh merciful power!" sighed the worthy Baucis, "to think that these fine
  young men should be made to toil thus for an old woman! By Osiris! I am
  ashamed of myself. To carry you, sweet Claudia, is indeed a
  pleasure—but me, wrinkled old Baucis! If I had not sprained my
  ribs—as sure as I live...! But I will reward them for it; each man
  shall have a little jar of Nile- water."

"Do not be uneasy on their account," said Herodianus, wiping his brow.
  "Our Northmen are used to heavier burdens!" Then, turning to Magus, he went
  on: "By all the gods, I entreat you—a draught of Caecubum!56 I am bound to carry this weary load," and he slapped his round
  paunch, "this Erymanthian boar,57 like a second Hercules,
  to the top of the hill on my own unaided legs! and I am dropping with
  exhaustion."

The Goth smiled and signed to one of the slaves, who was carrying wine and
  other refreshments.

"The wine of Caecubus," said Herodianus, "is especially good against
  fatigue. Dionysus,58 gracious giver, I sacrifice to thee!"
  and as he spoke he shed a few drops as a libation59 on the
  earth and then emptied the cup with the promptitude of a practised
  drinker.

In about twenty minutes more they reached Octavia's house; in the
  vestibule60 a young girl came running out to meet them.

"Mother, dear, sweet mother!" she cried excitedly, "and Claudia, my
  darling! Here you are at last. Oh! we have been so dreadfully frightened,
  Quintus and I; that awful storm! the whole bay was churned up, as white as
  milk. But oh! I am glad to have you safe again! Quintus! Quintus!..."

And she flew back into the house, where they heard her fresh, happy voice
  still calling: "Quintus!"

"My adopted daughter,"61 said Octavia, in answer to an
  enquiring glance from Aurelius.

"Lucilia," added Claudia, "whom I love as if she vere my own real
  sister."

Aurelius, who had sprung from his horse, throwing the bridle to his
  faithful Magus, was on the point of conducting Octavia into the
  atrium,62 when a youth of remarkable beauty appeared in the
  door-way and silently clasped this lady in his arms. Then he pressed a long
  and loving kiss on Claudia's lips, and it was not till after he had thus
  welcomed the mother and daughter, that he turned hesitatingly to Aurelius,
  who stood on one side blushing deeply; a sign from Octavia postponed all
  explanation. The whole party entered the house, and it was not till they were
  standing in the pillared hall, where marble seats piled with cushions invited
  them to repose, that Octavia said to the astonished youth with a certain
  solemnity of mien:

"Quintus, my son, it is to this stranger—the noble and illustrious
  Caius Aurelius Menapius, of Trajectum, in the land of the Batavi—that
  you owe it that you see us here now. He took us on board his trireme, for our
  boat was sinking. I declare myself his debtor henceforth forever. Do you, on
  your part, show him all the hospitality and regard that he deserves." Quintus
  came forward and embraced Aurelius.

"I hope, my lord," he said with an engaging smile, "that you will for some
  time give us the honor of your company and so give us, your debtors, the
  opportunity we desire of becoming your friends."

"He has already promised to do so," said Octavia.

Lucilia now joined them, having put on a handsomer dress in honor of the
  stranger, and stuck a rose into her chestnut hair; she sat down by Claudia
  and took her hand, leaning her head against her shoulder.

"But tell us the whole story!" cried Quintus. "I am burning to hear a full
  and exact account of your adventure."

Octavia told her tale; one thing gave rie to another, and before they
  thought it possible, it was the hour for dinner—the first serious meal
  of the day, at about noon—and they adjourned to the triclinium.63

Under no circumstances do people so soon wax intimate as at meals.
  Aurelius, who until now had listened more than he had spoken, soon became
  talkative under the cool and comfortable vaulted roof of the eating-room, and
  he grew quite eager and vivacious as he told of his long and dangerous
  voyage, of the towns he had visited, and particularly of his distant home in
  the north. He spoke of his distinguished father, who, as a merchant, had
  travelled eastwards to the remote lands east of the peninsula of the
  Cimbri64 and to the fog-veiled shores of the
  Guttoni,65 the Aestui66 and the
  Scandii;67 indeed Aurelius himself knew much of the wonders
  and peculiarities of these little-visited lands, for he had three times
  accompanied his father. Many a time on these expeditions had they passed the
  night in lonely settlements or hamlets, where not a soul among the natives
  understood the Roman tongue, where the bear and the aurochs fought in the
  neighboring woods, or eternal terrors brooded over the boundless plain.

These pictures of inhospitable and desert regions, which Aurelius so
  vividly brought before their fancy, were those which best pleased his
  hearers. Here, close to the luxurious town, and surrounded by everything that
  could add comfort and enjoyment to life, the idea of perils so remote seemed
  to double their appreciation.68 When they rose from table
  the ladies withdrew, to indulge in that private repose which was customary of
  an after noon. Lucilia could not forbear whispering to her companion,
  that she would far rather have remained with the young men—that
  Aurelius was a quite delightful creature, modest and frank, and at the same
  time upright and steady—a rock in the sea on which the Pharos of a
  life's happiness might be securely founded.

"You know," she added earnestly, while her eyes sparkled with excitement
  from under her thick curls, "Quintus is far handsomer—he is exactly
  like the Apollo in the Golden House69 by the Esquiline. But
  he is also like the gods, in that he is apt to vanish suddenly behind a
  cloud, and is gone. Now Aurelius, or my soul deceives me, would be constant
  to those he loved. It is a pity that his rank is no higher than that of
  knight, and that he is so unlucky as to be a native of Trajectum."

"Oh! you thorough Roman!" laughed Claudia. "No one is good for anything in
  your eyes, that was not born within sight of the Seven Hills."70

She put her arm round her gay companion, and carried her off half-
  resisting to their quiet sleeping-room.

Neither Quintus nor Aurelius cared to follow the example of the
  ladies—not the Roman, for he had slepr on late into the day—nor
  the stranger, for the excitement of this eventful morning had fevered his
  blood. Besides, there was the temptation of an atmosphere as of Paradise,
  uniting the glory and plenitude of summer with the fresh transparency of
  autumn. During dinner Aurelius had turned again and again to look through the
  wide door-way at the beautiful scene without, and now he crossed the
  threshold and rilled his spirit with the loveliness before him. Here was
  not—as in the formal gardens of Rome71—a
  parterre where everything was planned by line and square; here were no
  trained trees and hedges, circular beds or clipped shrubs. All was free and
  wholesome Nature, lavish and thriving vitality. The paths alone, leading from
  the villa in three directions into the wood, betrayed the care of man. The
  whole vegetation of the happy land of Campania seemed to have been brought
  together on the slope below. Huge plane- trees, on which vines hung their
  garlands, lifted their heads above the holm- oaks and gnarled quinces. The
  broad-leaved fig glistened by the side of the grey-green olive; here stood a
  clump of stalwart pines, there wide-spreading walnuts and slender poplars.
  Below them was a wild confusion of brushwood and creepers; ivy, periwinkle
  and acanthus entangled the giants of the wood with an inextricable network.
  Maiden-hair hung in luxuriant tufts above the myrtles and bays, and sombre
  evergreens contrasted with the brilliant centifolia. In short the whole
  plant-world of southern Italy here held an intoxicating orgy. Quintus seemed
  to divine the thoughts of the young Northman, and put his hand confidingly
  through his guest's arm, and so they walked on, taking the middle path of the
  three before them, and gently mounting the hill.

"I can see," said Quintus, "that you are a lover of Nature; I quite
  understand that a garden at Baiae must seem enchanting to you, who came
  hither from the region of Boreas himself, where the birch and the beech can
  scarcely thrive. But you can only form a complete idea of it from the top of
  the hill; we have built a sort of temple there and the view is
  unequalled..."

"You are greatly to be envied," said Aurelius, "And how is it that Titus
  Claudius, your illustrious father, does not enjoy himself on this lovely
  estate, instead of living in Rome as I hear he does?"

"As priest to the temple of Jupiter Capitolinus72 he is
  tied to the capital. The rules forbid his ever quitting it for more than a
  night at a time. Dignity, you see, brings its own "burdens, and not even the
  greatest can have everything their own way. Many a time has my father longed
  to be away from the turbulent metropolis—but no god has broken his
  chains. Unfulfilled desires are the lot of all men."

He spoke with such emphasis, that the stranger glanced at him.

"What desire of yours can be unfulfilled?"

A meaning smile parted the Roman's lips.

"If you are thinking of things which gold and silver will purchase,
  certainly I lack little. Everything may be had in Rome for money;
  everything—excepting one thing; the stilling of our craving for
  happiness."

"What do you understand by that?"

"Can you ask me? I, here and as you see me, am a favorite of fortune, rich
  and independent by my grandfather's will, which left me possessed of several
  millions at an early age—as free and healthy as a bird—strong and
  well-grown and expert in all that is expected of a young fellow in my
  position. I had hardly to do more than put out my hand, to acquire the most
  influential position and the highest offices and honors—to become
  Praetor or Consul.73 I am well received at court, and look
  boldly in the face of Caesar, before whom so many tremble. I am betrothed to
  a maiden as fair as Aphrodite herself, and a hundred others, no less fair,
  would give years of their lives to call me their lover for a week—and
  yet—have you ever felt what it is to loathe your existence?"

"No!" said Aurelius.

"Then you are divine, among mortals. You see, weeks and months go by in
  the turmoil of enjoyment; the bewildered brain is incapable of following it
  all—then life is endurable. My cup wreathed with roses, a fiery-eyed
  dancer from Gades74 by my side, floating on the. giddy
  whirl of luxury, as mad and thoughtless as a thyrsus-bearer75 at the feast of Dionysus—under such conditions I can bear
  it for a while. But here, where my unoccupied mind is thrown back upon
  itself..."

"But what you say," interrupted Anrelius, "proves not that you are
  satiated with the joys of life, so much as—you will forgive my
  plainness—that you are satiated with excess. You are betrothed, you
  say, and yet you can feel a flame for a fiery-eyed Gaditanian. In my country
  a man keeps away from all other girls, when he has chosen his bride."

"Oh yes! I know that morality has taken refuge in the provinces," said
  Quintus ironically. "But the youth of Rome go to work somewhat differently,
  and no one thinks the worse of us for it. Of course we avoid public comment,
  which otherwise is anxiously courted—but we live nevertheless just as
  the humor takes us."

Aurelius shook his head doubtfully.

"Well, well," said Quintus. "You good folks in the north have a stricter
  code—Tacitus describes the savage Germanic tribes as almost equally
  severe. But Rome is Roman.—No prayers can alter that; and after all you
  get used to it! I believe Cornelia herself would hardly scold if she heard...
  Besides, it is in the air. Old Cato has long, long been forgotten, and the
  new Babylon by the Tiber wants pleasure—will have pleasure, for in
  pleasure alone can she find her vocation and the justification of her
  existence."

"And does your bride live in the capital?" asked Aurelius after a
  pause.

"At Tibur," replied Quintus. "Her uncle, Cornelius Cinna, avoids the
  neighborhood of the court on principle. The fact that Domitia resides here is
  quite enough to make him hate Baiae—although, as you know, Domitia has
  long ceased to belong to Caesar's court."

Aurelius was silent. Often had his worldly-wise father warned him never to
  speak of affairs of state or even of the throne, excepting in the narrowest
  circle of his most trusted friends; under the reign of terror of Domitian,
  the most trivial remark might prove fateful to the speaker. The numerous
  spies, known as delators, who had found their way everywhere, scenting their
  prey, had undermined all mutual confidence and trust to such an extent that
  friends feared each other; the patron trembled before his client, and the
  master before his slave. Although the manner and address of his host invited
  confidence, caution was always on the safe side, all the more so as the young
  Roman was evidently an ally of the court party. So the Northman checked the
  utterance of that fierce patriotism, which the hated name of Domitian had so
  painfully stirred in his soul. "Unhappy Rome!" thought he: "What can and must
  become of you, if men like this Quintus have no feeling for your disgrace and
  needs?"

The next turn in the path brought them within sight of the little temple;
  marble steps, half covered with creepers, led through a Corinthian portico
  into the airy hall within. The panorama from this spot was indeed
  magnificent; far below lay the blue waters of the bay, with the stupendous
  bridge of Nero;76 farther away lay Baiae with its thousand
  palaces and the forest of masts by Puteoli; beyond these, Parthenope,
  beautiful Surrentum,77 and the shining islands bathed by
  the boundless sea; the vaporous cloud from Vesuvius hung like a cone of snow
  in the still blue atmosphere. To the north the horizon was bounded by the bay
  of Caieta78 the Lucrine lake and the wooded slopes of
  Cumae. The foreground was no less enchanting; all round the pavilion lay a
  verdurous and luxuriant wilderness, and hardly a hundred paces from the spot
  rose the colossal palace of the Empress, shaded by venerable trees. The
  mysterious silence of noon brooded over the whole landscape; only a faint hum
  of life came up from the seaport. All else was still, not a living creature
  seemed to breathe within ear-shot...

Suddenly a sound came through the air, like a suppressed groan; Aurelius
  looked round—out there, there where the branches parted in an arch to
  form a vista down into the valley—there was a white object, something
  like a human form. The young foreigner involuntarily pointed that
  way.

"Look there, Quintus!" he whispered to his companion.

"That is part of the Empress's grounds," replied the Roman.

"But do you see nothing there by the trunk of that plane-tree? About six
  eight paces on the other side of the laurel-hedge? Hark! there is that groan
  again."

"Pah! Some slave or another who has been flogged. Stephanus, Domitia's
  steward, is one of those who know how to make themselves obeyed."

"But it was such a deep, heartrending sigh!"

"No doubt," laughed Quintus; "Stephanus is no trifler. Where his lash
  falls the skin comes off; then he is apt to tie up the men he has flogged in
  the wood here, where the gnats..."

"Hideous!" cried Aurelius interrupting him. "Let us run down and set the
  poor wretch free!"

"I will take good care to do nothing of the kind. We have no right in the
  world to do such a thing."

"Well, at any rate, I will find out what he has done wrong. His torturer's
  brutality makes me hot with indignation!"

So speaking he walked straight down the hill through the brushwood.
  Quintus followed, not over-pleased at the incident; and he was very near
  giving vent to his annoyance when a swaying branch hit him sharply on the
  forehead. But the native courtesy, the urbanity79 or town
  breeding, which distinguished every Roman, prevailed, and in a few
  minutes they had reached the laurel-hedge. Quintus was surprised to find
  himself in front of a tolerably wide gap, which could not have been made by
  accident; but there the young men paused, for Quintus hesitated to trespass
  on the Empress's grounds.

The sight which met his eyes was a common one enough to the blunted nerves
  of the Roman, but Aurelius was deeply moved. A pale, bearded
  man,80 young, but with a singularly resolute expression,
  stood fettered to a wooden post, his back dreadfully lacerated by a stick or
  lash, while swarms of insects buzzed round his bleeding body.

"Hapless wretch!" cried Aurelius. "What have you done, that you should
  atone for it so cruelly?"

The slave groaned, glanced up to heaven and said in a choked voice:

"I did my duty."

"And are men punished in your country for doing their duty?" asked the
  Batavian frowning, and, unable any longer to control himself, he went
  straight up to the victim and prepared to release him. The slave's face
  lighted up with pleasure.

"I thank you, stranger," he said with emotion, "but if you were to release
  me, it would be doing me an illturn. Fresh torture would be all that
  would come of it. Let me be; I have borne the like before now; I have only
  another hour to hold out. If you feel kindly towards me, go away, leave
  me! Woe is me if any one sees you here!"

Quintus now came up to him; this really heroic resignation excited his
  astonishment, nay, his admiration.

"Man," said he, waving away the swarm of gnats with his hand, "are you a
  disciple of the Stoa,81 or yourself a demi-god? Who in
  the world has taught you thus to contemn pain?"

"My lord," replied the slave, "many better than I have endured greater
  suffering."

"Greater suffering—yes, but to greater ends. A Regulus, a Scaevola
  have suffered for their country; but you—a wretched slave, a grain of
  sand among millions—you, whose sufferings are of no more account
  than the death of a trapped jackal—where do you find this indomitable
  courage? What god has endowed you with such superhuman strength?"

A beatific smile stole over the man's drawn features.

"The one true God," he replied with fervent emphasis, "who has pity on the
  feeble; the all-merciful God, who loves the poor and abject."

A step was heard approaching.

"Leave me here alone!" the slave implored them. "It is the overseer."

Quintus and Aurelius withdrew silently, but from the top of the copse they
  could see a hump-backed figure that came muttering and grumbling up to where
  the slave was bound, released him presently from the stake and led him away
  into the gardens. For a minute or two longer the young men lingered under the
  pavilion and then, lost in thought, returned to the house. Their conversation
  could not be revived.
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THE second serious meal of the day, the coena82 or
  supper had begun; the party had betaken themselves to the cavaedium,83 where it was now beginning to grow dusk. This airy
  colonnade—the handsomest portion perhaps, of an old Roman
  house—was here very pleasingly decorated with flowers and plants
  of ornamental foliage. The arcades, which surrounded the open space in the
  middle, were green with ivy, while an emerald grass-plot, with cypresses and
  laurels, magnolias in full bloom, pomegranates and roses, filled up half the
  quadrangle. Twelve statues of bronze gilt served to hold lamps, and a
  fountain tossed its sparkling jet as high as the tallest trees.

For some time the party sat chatting in the dusk; then two slaves came in
  with torches and lighted the lamps of the twelve statues; two others lighted
  up the arcades so that the painted walls and their purplish backgrounds were
  visible far across the court-yard. A flute-player from Cumae now played to
  them in a tender mode; she stood in the entrance, dressed in the Greek
  fashion, with her abundant hair gathered into a knot and her slender fingers
  gliding up and down the stops of the instrument. Her features were sweet and
  pleasing, her manner soft and harmonious; only from time to time a strange
  expression of weariness and absence of mind passed over her face. When she
  had done playing, she was conducted by Baucis to the back gate. She took the
  piece of silver which she received in payment with an air of indifference,
  and then bent her way down the hill towards Cumae, which already lay in
  darkness.

"Allow me to ask," said Herodianus to Quintus, "what is the name of this
  tunefully-gifted damsel?"

"She is called Euterpe, after the muse who presides over her art."

"Her name is Arachne," added Lucilia, "but Euterpe sounds more
  poetical."

"Euterpe!" breathed the worthy Herodianus. "Heavenly consonance! Is she a
  Greek?"

"She is from Etruria, and was formerly the slave of Marcus Cocceius Nerva,
  who freed her. She married in Cumae not long since."

"As strictly historical as the annals of Tacitus," laughed Claudia.

"I heard it all from Baucis."

"Wretched old magpie!" exclaimed Quintus, intentionally raising his
  voice. "If she could not gossip, she would lose the breath of life."

"By all the gods, my lord!" exclaimed Baucis, laying her hands on her
  heart, "you are calumniating me greatly—do you grudge me a little
  harmless chat? All-merciful Isis! am I to close my lips with wax? No, by
  Typhon84 the cruel! Besides, I must instruct the
  daughters of the house; it is for that that I eat the bitter crust of
  dependence in my old age. Oh! Baucis knows her duties; have I not taught
  Claudia to sing and play the cithara? Have I not taught Lucilia more than a
  dozen Egyptian formulas and charms? and now I add to this a little sprinkling
  of knowledge of the world and of men—and you call it gossip! You young
  men of the present day are polite, I must say!"

"Then you sing to the cithara?"85 said Aurelius,
  turning to Claudia. "Oh, let me, I beg of you, hear one of your
  songs!"

"With pleasure," said the girl coloring slightly. "With your permission,
  dear mother...?"

"You know my weakness," replied Octavia. "I am always only too glad to
  hear you sing. If our noble guest's request is not merely politeness..."

"It is a most heartfelt wish," cried Aurelius. "Your daughter's voice is
  music when she only speaks—in singing it must be enchanting."

"I think so too, indeed," added Herodianus. "Oh, we Northmen are
  connoisseurs in music. The Camenae visit other spots than Helicon and the
  seven hills of Rome; they have taken Trajectum too under their
  protection. Had I but been born in Hellas, where Zeus so lavishly decked
  the cornucopia of the arts with such pure and ideal perfection..."

"Herodianus, you are talking nonsense!" interrupted the young Batavian. "I
  am afraid that the old Falernian we drank at dinner, was too strong for your
  brain."

"I beg your pardon! that would be very unlike me. Since Apollo first laid
  me in my cradle, temperance has been my most conspicuous virtue..."

A slave girl had meanwhile brought in the ninestringed cithara and
  the ivory plectrum; Claudia took them from her with some eagerness, put the
  ribbon of the lute round her neck and sat upright on her easy-chair. She
  turned the pegs here and there to put the instrument in tune, struck a few
  chords and runs as a prelude, and began a Greek song the delightful
  Springgreeting of Ibycus the Sicilian:86

"Spring returns, and the gnarled quince87

  Fed by purling and playful brooks

  Decks its boughs with its rosy flowers

  Where, beneath in the twilight gloom,

  Nymph-like circles of maidens dance;

  While the sprays of the budding grape

  Hide 'mid shadowy vine leaves.

Ruthless Eros doth disregard

  Spring's sweet tokens and hints of peace.

  Down he rushes like winter blasts

  Thracian storms with their searing flash—

  Aphrodite's resistless son

  Falls on me in his fury and fire—

  Racks my heart with his torments."

Claudia ceased; the accompaniment on the cithara died away in soft full
  chords. Caius Aurelius sat spellbound. Never had he dreamed of the
  daughters of the fever-tossed metropolis as so simple, so natural, so
  genuine and genial. The strain almost resembled, in coy tenderness,
  those northern love-songs which he had been wont to hear from the lips of
  Gothic and Ampsivaric maidens. In those, to be sure, a vein of rebellion and
  melancholy ran through the melody and pierced through the charm, while in
  this all was perfect harmony, exquisite contentment—an
  intoxicating concord of joy, youth and love. In this he heard the echo of the
  smiling waves below, of the glistening leaves, and of heartstirring
  spring airs.

"A second Sappho!" exclaimed Herodianus, as his master sat speechless. "I
  can but compare the sweetness of that voice with the luscious Falernian
  we drank at dinner. That was a nectar worthy of the gods! Besides,
  indeed—the Hispanian wine—out there, what do you call the
  place—you know, my lord—what is the name of it—that was
  delicious too—and seen against the light What was I saying...? I had an
  aunt, she sang too to the cithara—yes she did, why not?—She was
  free to do that, of course, quite free to do it and a very good woman too was
  old Pris—Pris—Priscilla. Only she could not endure, that any one
  should talk when she blew the cithara..."

Octavia was frowning; Aurelius had turned crimson and nodded to his Gothic
  slave, who was standing aside under the arcade. Magus quietly came up to
  Herodianus and whispered a few words in his ear.

"That shows a profound, a remarkably profound power of observation!" cried
  the freedman excitedly. "In fact, what does music prove after all? I play the
  water-organ,88 and—hold me up, Magus. This floor is
  remarkably slippery for a respectable cavaedium. It might be paved with eels
  or polished mirrors!"

"You are a very good fellow," muttered the Goth as he led him slowly away,
  "but you carry it a little too far..."

"What? Ah! you have no sense of the sublime? You are not a philosopher,
  but only a-a-a-a man. But, by Pluto! you need not break my arm. I—take
  care of that, that... Will you let go, you misbegotten villain!"

But the Goth was not to be got rid of; he held the drunken man like an
  iron vice and so guided him in a tolerably straight course. When they
  disappeared in the corridor leading to the atrium, Aurelius was anxious to
  apologize for him, but Octavia laughed it off.

"We are at Baiae,"89 she said, "and Baiae is famous for
  its worship of Bacchus."

"It is impossible to be vexed with him," added Lucilia; "he is so
  exceedingly funny, and has such a confiding twinkle in his eyes."

"I am only annoyed," said Aurelius, "that he should have disturbed us at
  so delicious a moment. Indeed madam, your voice is enchantment; and what a
  heavenly melody! who is the musician who composed it?"

"You make me blush," said Claudia: "I myself put the words to music, and I
  am delighted that you should like it. Quintus thought it detestable."

"Nay, nay—" murmured Quintus.

"Yes indeed!" said the saucy Lucilia. "It was too soft and womanly for
  your taste."

"You are misrepresenting me; I only said, that the air did not suit the
  words.. It is a man who is here complaining of the torments of love, while
  what Claudia sings does not sound like a Thracian winter storm, but like
  the lamentations of a love-lorn maiden."

"Nonsense!" laughed Lucilia. "Love is love, just as air is air! whether
  you breathe it or I, it is all the same."

"But with this difference, that rather more of it is needed to fill my
  lungs than yours. However, for aught I care the song is perfect."

"You are most kind, to be sure! And you may thank the gods that you have
  nothing to do but to listen to it. , I have no doubt, that at the drinking-
  bouts of some of your boon companions the songs have a more Titanic ring and
  roar."

"You little hypocrite! Do you want to play the part now of a female Cato?
  Why, how often have you confessed to me, that * you would give your eyes to
  be one of such a party if only it were permissible!"

"Mother," said Lucilia, "do not allow him to make a laughing stock of me
  in this heartless way. 'If only I were a man,' you mean, not 'if it were
  permissible.'"/p>

"Very good!" replied Quintus.

Caius Aurelius now expressed a wish to hear Claudia sing a Latin song, and
  she selected one of which the words were by the much-admired poet
  Statius,90 who at that time was, with Martial,91 the reigning favorite in the taste of the highest circles. With
  this the stranger seemed equally delighted.

When Claudia had ended, he himself seized the instrument and
  plectrum, and with eager enthusiasm in a full, strong voice sang a
  battle-song. The powerful tones rang through the evening silence like the
  rush of a mountain torrent. His hearers saw in fancy the swaying
  struggle—the captain of the legion is in the thick of the
  fray—"Comrades," cries one of the combatants, "our chief is in danger!
  Help! help for our chief!—One last furious onslaught, and the battle is
  won!"

The two girls shrank closer to each other.

As the notes slowly died away, a figure appeared high above them in the
  moonlight, leaning over the parapet of the upper story.

"By the gods! my lord!" cried Herodianus, "I am coming!—If only I
  knew where Magus has hidden my sword! Hold your own, stand steady, and we
  will beat them yet!"

The party burst out laughing.

"Go to bed, Herodianus!" shouted his master. "You are talking in your
  dreams!"

"Apollo be praised then!" stuttered the other, "but I heard you with my
  own ears, shouting desperately for help." And with these words he withdrew
  from the parapet, still muttering and fighting the air with his arms; and
  Lucilia declared that she should positively die of laughing if this
  extraordinary sleep- walker went through any farther adventures. The moon was
  already high in the sky, when the party separated. Quintus led his visitor to
  the strangers' rooms, wished him goodnight, and went to his own
  cubiculum92 where his slaves stood yawning as they waited
  for him. For a time, however, he paced his room in meditation; then
  pausing in his walk, he looked undecidedly through the open doorway and
  asked: "What is the hour?"
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"It wants half an hour of midnight," replied Blepyrus, his body-
  servant.

"Very good—I do not want to sleep yet. Open the window; the air here
  is suffocating. Blepyrus, give me my dagger."

"The Syrian dagger?"

"A useless question—when do I ever use any other?"

"Here, my lord," said Blepyrus, taking the dagger out of a closet in the
  wall."

"It is only as a precaution. Lately all sorts of wild rabble have haunted
  Baiae and the neighborhood. I am going to take a walk for an hour or so," and
  he went to the door. "But mind," he added, "this late expedition is a
  secret."

The slaves bowed.

"You know us, my lord!" they said with one accord.

Quintus went out again into the arcades. The colonnaded court lay
  white and dream-like in the moonshine, the shadows of the statues fell
  blackly sharp on the dewy grass-plot and the chequered outlines of the mosaic
  pavement. Quintus hastened noiselessly to the postemgate, which led from
  the peristyle into the park; he pushed back the bolt and was out on the
  terrace. Complete silence reigned around; only the very tops of the
  trees bent to the soft night-breeze. Quintus looked down upon Baiae. Here and
  there a light twinkled in the harbor; otherwise it was like a city of the
  dead. Then he looked down the black darkness of the shrubbery paths into the
  wilderness and seemed to waver, but he drew a little letter out of the belt
  of his tunic and studied it, meditating.

"In fact," said he to himself, "the whole affair wears the aspect of a mad
  adventure; it would not be the first time that malice had assumed such a
  disguise! But no! Such a scheme would be too clumsy; what warranty would the
  traitor have, that I should come alone? Besides, if I have any knowledge
  of love-intrigue, these lines were undoubtedly written by a woman's
  hand."

He opened the note,93 which was written on pale
  yellow Alexandrian paper with the finest ink. The red silk that tied it
  was sealed with yellow wax, and bore the impression of a finely-cut
  intaglio. The handwriting betrayed practice, and the whole thing looked
  as if it had come from the hands of a cultivated and distinguished fine lady.
  The contents answered to this supposition; the style was marked by
  aristocratic affectations and rhetorical grace, while it revealed that vein
  of eager, jealous passion, which stamps the Roman woman to this day.

"There is no doubt about it," muttered Quintus, when he had once more
  carefully examined every detail. "This is in hot earnest, and she commands me
  to meet her with the assurance of a goddess. And with all her domineering
  confidence, what sweet coaxing—what inviting tenderness! It would
  be treason to the divine influences of Venus to hesitate. Nay, fair
  unknown!—for you must surely be fair—beautiful as the goddess
  whose inspiration fires your blood! Nothing but beauty can give a woman
  courage to write such words as these!"

He replaced the note in his bosom and took the same path that he had
  trodden a few hours since with Aurelius; listening sharply on each side as he
  got farther into the thicket, and keeping his hand on his dagger, he slowly
  mounted the hill. All nature seemed to be sleeping, and the distant cry of a
  night-bird sounded as if in a dream. Before long he had reached the spot
  where the path turned off to the pavilion. The little temple stood out in the
  moonlight as sharply as by day against the darkblue sky, like an
  erection of gleaming silver and snow; the light seemed to ripple on the
  marble like living, translucent dew—and, in the middle, the
  goddess sat—enthroned! a tall form robed in white, her face
  veiled, motionless as though indeed a statue. Quintus paused for an instant;
  then he mounted to the top and said bowing low:

"Unknown one, I greet thee!"

"And I thee, Quintus Claudius!" answered a voice that was tremulous with
  agitation.

"You, madam, have commanded, and I, Quintus Claudius, have obeyed. Now,
  will you not reveal the secret I am burning to discover?"

The veiled lady took the young man gently by the hand and drew him
  tenderly to a seat.

"My secret!" she repeated with a sigh. "Can you not guess it? Quintus,
  divinest, most adorable Quintus—I love you!"

"Your favors confound me!" said Quintus in the tone of a man to whom such
  phrases were familiar. His unknown companion threw her arms round him, leaned
  her head on his shoulder, and burst into tears.

"Oh, happy, intoxicating hour!" she breathed in a rapturous undertone.
  "You, the noblest of men, my idol, whom I have thought of so long, watched
  with such eager eyes—you, Quintus, mine mine at last! It is too
  much happiness!"

Quintus, under the stormy fervor of this declaration, felt an uneasy
  mistrust which he tried in vain to repress. This despotic "mine—mine"
  gave him a sensation as of the grip of a siren. He involuntarily rose.

"My good fortune takes my breath away!" he said in flattering accents;
  doubly flattering to atone for the hasty impulse by which he had stood up.
  "But now grant my bold desire, and let me see your face. Let me know who it
  is, that vouchsafes me such unparalleled favors."

"You cannot guess?" she whispered reproachfully. "And yet it is said, that
  the eyes of love are keen. Quintus, my beloved, Fate denies us all open and
  unchecked happiness; it is in secret only that your lips may ever meet
  mine. But you know that true love mocks at obstacles—nay more, the
  flowers that blossom in the very valley of death are those that smell
  sweetest."
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