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Thanks to the precautions taken by Procopius, the trick had
  succeeded completely.

At the moment in which the flag of the Goths fell and their King was taken
  prisoner, they were everywhere surprised and overpowered. In the courts of
  the palace, in the streets and canals of the city and in the camp, they were
  surrounded by far superior numbers. A palisade of lances met their sight on
  all sides. Almost without an exception the paralysed Goths laid down their
  arms. The few who offered resistance—the nearest associates of the
  King—were struck down.

Witichis himself, Duke Guntharis, Earl Wisand, Earl Markja, and the
  leaders of the army who were taken prisoners with them, were placed in
  separate confinement; the King imprisoned in the "prison of Theodoric," a
  strong and deep dungeon in the palace itself.

The procession from the Gate of Stilicho to the Forum of Honorius had not
  been interrupted.

Arrived at the palace, Belisarius summoned the Senate and decurions of the
  city, and took their oaths of allegiance for Emperor Justinian.

Procopius was sent to Byzantium with the golden keys of Neapolis, Rome,
  and Ravenna. He was to give a full report to the Emperor, and to demand for
  Belisarius the prolongation of his office until Italy had been completely
  tranquillised, as could not fail to be the case presently, and afterwards, as
  had been the case after the Vandal wars, to accord him the honour of a
  triumph, with the exposure of the King of the Goths, as prisoner of war, in
  the Hippodrome.

For Belisarius looked upon the war as ended.

Cethegus almost shared this belief. But still he feared the outbursts of
  indignation amongst the Goths in the provinces. Therefore he took care that,
  for the present, no report of the manner in which the city had fallen should
  pass the gates; and he pondered upon some means of making use of the
  imprisoned King himself, to palliate the possible renewal of national feeling
  in the Goths.

He also persuaded Belisarius to send Acacius, with the Persian horsemen,
  to follow Hildebad, who had escaped in the direction of Tarvisium.

In vain he tried to speak to the Queen.

She had not yet fully recovered the effects of the night of the
  earthquake, and admitted no one. She had even listened to the news of the
  fall of the city with indifference. The Prefect gave her a guard of honour,
  in order to make sure of her, for he had great plans in connection with her.
  Then he sent her the sword of the King, accompanying it with a note.

"I have kept my word. King Witichis is ruined, you are revenged and free.
  Now it is your turn to fulfil my wish."

A few days later, Belisarius, deprived of his constant adviser Procopius,
  called the Prefect to an interview in the right wing of the palace, where he
  had taken up his quarters.

"Unheard-of mutiny!" he cried, as Cethegus entered.

"What has happened?"

"You know that I placed Bessas, with the Lazian mercenaries, in the
  trenches of the Gate of Honorius, one of the most important points of the
  city. Hearing that the temper of these troops was insubordinate I recalled
  them—and Bessas——"

"Well?"

"Refuses to obey."

"Without reason? Impossible!"

"A ridiculous reason! Yesterday the term of my office expired."

"Well?"

"And Bessas declares that since midnight I am no longer his
  commander!"

"Shameful! But he is in the right."

"In the right! In a few days the Emperor's reply will arrive, according to
  my wish. He will naturally, after the conquest of Ravenna, again appoint me
  as commander-in-chief, until the war is ended. The news may be here the day
  after to-morrow."

"Perhaps still sooner, Belisarius. At sunset the watchman on the
  lighthouse of Classis announced the approach of a ship coming from Ariminum.
  It appears to be an imperial trireme. It may run into harbour at any hour.
  Then the knot will be loosened."

"I will cut it beforehand. My body-guard shall storm the trenches and
  strike the head off the obstinate Bessas——"

He was interrupted by the entrance of Johannes.

"General," he cried, "the Emperor is here! The Emperor, Justinian himself,
  has just anchored in the harbour of Classis."

Cethegus involuntarily started. Was such a thunderbolt from a clear sky,
  such a whim of the incalculable despot, after such toil, to overthrow the
  almost perfect structure of his plans?

But Belisarius, with sparkling eyes, asked:

"The Emperor? How do you know?"

"He comes himself to thank you for your victory—never was such
  honour done to mortal man! The ship from Ariminum bears the imperial
  flag—purple and silver. You know that that indicates the actual
  presence of the Emperor."

"Or of a member of his family," interposed Cethegus thoughtfully, and once
  more breathing freely.

"Let us hasten to the harbour, to receive our Imperial master," cried
  Belisarius.

He was disappointed in his joy and pride when, on their way to Classis,
  they were met by the first courtiers who had disembarked, and who demanded
  quarters in the palace, not for the Emperor, but for his nephew Germanus.

"At least he sends the next in rank," said Belisarius—consoling
  himself—to Cethegus as they went on. "Germanus is the noblest man at
  court. Just, incorruptible, and pure. They call him 'The Lily of the Swamp.'
  But you do not listen to me!"

"Pardon! but I saw my young friend Lucius Licinius in the crowd of people
  who are approaching us."

"Salve, Cethegus!" cried Lucius as he made his way to the Prefect.

"Welcome to free Italy! What news from the Empress?" asked Cethegus in a
  whisper.

"Her parting word, 'Nike!' (Victoria), and this letter," Lucius whispered
  just as softly. "But," and he frowned, "never again send me to that
  woman!"

"No, no, young Hippolytus, I think it will never again be necessary."

They had now reached the quay of the harbour, the steps of which the
  Imperial Prince was just ascending. His noble form distinguished itself from
  the crowd of splendid courtiers who surrounded him, and he was received by
  the troops and the people with imperial honours and cries of joy.

Cethegus looked keenly at him.

"His pale face has become still paler," he remarked to Licinius.

"Yes. They say that the Empress, because she could not seduce him, has
  poisoned him."

The Prince, bowing his acknowledgments to all sides, had now reached
  Belisarius, who greeted him reverently.

"I return your greeting, Belisarius," said the Prince gravely; "follow me
  at once to the palace. Where is Cethegus the Prefect? Where is Bessas? Ah,
  Cethegus!" he said, grasping the latter's hand, "I am glad to see again the
  greatest man in Italy. You will presently accompany me to the granddaughter
  of Theodoric. To her belongs my first visit. I bring her gifts from Justinian
  and my humble service. She was a prisoner in her own kingdom; she shall be a
  queen at the Court of Byzantium."

"That she shall!" thought Cethegus. He bowed profoundly and said, "I know
  that you are acquainted with the Princess already. Her hand was once destined
  for you."

A flush rapidly spread over the cheek of the Prince.

"But unfortunately," he answered, "not her heart. I saw her here years
  ago, at her mother's court, and since then, my mind's eye has beheld nothing
  but her picture."

"Yes, she is the loveliest woman on earth," said the Prefect quietly.

"Accept this chrysolite as thanks for that word!" cried Germanus, and put
  a ring upon the Prefect's finger.

They entered the door of the palace. "Now, Mataswintha," said Cethegus to
  himself, "now a new life begins for you. I know no Roman woman—one girl
  perhaps excepted—who could resist such a temptation. And shall this
  rude barbarian withstand?"

As soon as the Prince had partially recovered from the fatigue of the
  voyage, and had exchanged his travelling dress for a state-costume, he
  appeared, with Cethegus at his side, in the throne-room of the great
  Theodoric.

The trophies of Gothic valour still hung on the walls of the lofty and
  vaulted hall. On three sides ran a colonnade; in the middle of the fourth
  stood the elevated throne of Theodoric.

The Prince ascended the steps of the throne with dignity. Cethegus with
  Belisarius, Bessas, Demetrius, Johannes, and numerous other leaders, remained
  standing at a short distance.

"In the name of my Imperial master and uncle, I take possession of this
  city of Ravenna and of the Western Roman Empire," said Germanus. "To you,
  magister militum, this writing from our master the Emperor. Break the seal,
  and read it before the assembly. Such were the orders of Justinian."

Belisarius stepped forward, received the letter upon his knees, kissed the
  seal, rose, opened it, and read:

"'Justinian, Emperior of the Romans, Lord of the East and West, conqueror
  of the Persians and Saracens, of the Vandals and Alans, of the Lazians and
  Sabirians, of the Huns and Bulgarians, the Avarians and Slavonians, and
  lastly of the Goths, to Belisarius the Consul, lately magister militum. We
  have been acquainted by Cethegus the Prefect with the events which led to the
  fall of Ravenna. His report will, at his request, be communicated to you. We,
  however, cannot at all agree with the good opinion, therein expressed, of you
  and your successes; and we dispense you from your office as
  commander-in-chief. We order you by this letter to return at once to
  Byzantium, to answer for yourself before our throne. We can the less accord
  you a triumph, such as you received after the Vandal wars, because neither
  Rome nor Ravenna fell through your valour; Rome having freely capitulated,
  and Ravenna having fallen by means of an earthquake, which was a sign of the
  anger of the Almighty against the heretics, and against highly suspicious
  actions, the harmlessness of which you, accused of high treason, must prove
  before our throne. As, in consideration of former merit, we would not condemn
  you unheard—for East and West shall celebrate us to all time as the
  King of Justice—we refrain from arresting you as your accusers wish.
  Without chains—only bound by the fetters of your own self-accusing
  conscience—you will appear before our Imperial countenance.'"

Belisarius reeled; he could read no further; he covered his face with his
  hands and let the letter fall.

Bessas lifted it up, kissed it, and read on:

"'We name the strategist Bessas as your successor in the army. We charge
  the Archon Johannes with the care of Ravenna. The administration of the taxes
  will remain—in spite of the highly unjust complaints made against him
  by the Italians—in the hands of the logician Alexandros, who is so
  zealous in our service. And as our Governor in Italy we name the
  highly-deserving Prefect of Rome, Cornelius Cethegus Cæsarius. Our nephew
  Germanus, furnished with Imperial power, is answerable for your transport to
  our fleet off Ariminum, whence Areobindos will take you to Byzantium.'"

Germanus rose, and ordered all present, except Belisarius and Cethegus, to
  leave the hall.

Then he descended from the throne, and went up to Belisarius, who was now
  totally unconscious of what was going on around him. He stood immovable,
  leaning his head and arm against a column, and staring at the ground.

The Prince took his right hand.

"It pains me, Belisarius, to be the bearer of such a message. I undertook
  it, because I thought that a friend would fulfil such an errand more gently
  than any of the enemies who were eager to do it. But I cannot deny that this
  last victory of yours cancels the fame of many former ones. Never could I
  have expected such a game of lies from the hero Belisarius! Cethegus begged
  that his report to the Emperor should be laid before you. It is full of your
  praise. Here it is. I believe it was the Empress who kindled the anger of
  Justinian against you. But you do not hear——"

And he laid his hand upon the shoulder of the unfortunate man. Belisarius
  shook it off.

"Let me alone, boy! You bring me—you bring me the true thanks of a
  crowned head!"

Germanus drew himself up with dignity.

"Belisarius, you forget yourself, and who I am!"

"Oh no! I am a prisoner, and you are my gaoler. I will go at once on board
  your ship—only spare me chains and fetters."

It was very late before the Prefect could get away from the Prince, who
  spoke to him with the greatest frankness on state affairs and his own
  personal wishes.

As soon as Cethegus was alone in his rooms, which had also been appointed
  to him in the palace, he hastened to read the letter which Lucius Licinius
  had brought from the Empress. It ran thus:

"You have conquered, Cethegus. As I read your epistle I thought of old
  times, when your letters to Theodora, written in the same cipher, did not
  talk of statesmanship and warfare, but of kisses and roses——"

"She must always remind me of that!" cried the Prefect, interrupting his
  perusal of the letter.

"But even in this letter I recognise the irresistible intellect that, more
  even than your youthful beauty, conquered the women of Byzantium. And this
  time also I accede to the wishes of the old friend as I once did to those of
  the young one. Ah, how I love to think of our youth—our sweet youth! I
  fully understand that Antonina's spouse would stand far too securely for the
  future if he did not fall now. So—as you wrote me—I whispered to
  the Emperor that a subject who could play such a game with crowns and
  rebellion was too dangerous; no general ought to be exposed to such
  temptations. What he had this time feigned, he could, at another time, carry
  into earnest practice. These words weighed more heavily than all Belisarius's
  success, and my—that is, your—demands were granted. For mistrust
  is the very soul of Justinian. He trusts no one on earth,
  except—Theodora. Your messenger, Lucius, is handsome, but
  unamiable; he has nothing in his head but weapons and Rome. Ah, Cethegus, my
  friend, youth is now no more what it was! You have conquered,
  Cethegus—do you remember that evening when I first whispered those
  words?—but do not forget to whom you owe your victory. And mind:
  Theodora permits herself to be used as a tool only so long as she likes.
  Never forget that."

"Certainly not," said Cethegus, as he carefully destroyed the letter. "You
  are too dangerous an ally, Theodora, my little demon! I will see whether you
  cannot be replaced.—Patience! In a few weeks Mataswintha will be in
  Byzantium."
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The round tower, in the deepest dungeon of which Witichis
  was confined, was situated at the angle of the right wing of the palace, the
  same in which he had dwelt and ruled as King.

The iron door of the tower formed the end of a long passage which led from
  a court, and which was separated from this court by a heavy iron gate.

Exactly opposite this gate, on the ground-floor of the building at the
  left side of the court, was the small dwelling of Dromon, the
  carcerarius or gaoler of the prison.

This dwelling consisted of two small chambers; the first, which was
  separated from the second by a curtain, was merely an ante-room.

The inner chamber afforded an outlook across the court to the round
  tower.

Both rooms were very simply furnished. A straw couch in the inner room,
  and two chairs, a table, and a row of keys upon the walls in the outer room,
  was almost all that they contained.

Upon the wooden bench in the window abovementioned, sat, day and
  night—her eyes fixed upon the hole in the wall, through which alone
  light and air could penetrate to the King's prison—a silent and
  thoughtful woman.

It was Rauthgundis. Her eyes never left the little chink in the wall,
  "For," she said to herself, "thither turn all my thoughts—there, where
  his eyes too are ever fixed."

Even when she spoke to her companion, Wachis, or to the gaoler, she never
  turned her eyes away. It seemed as if she thought that her mere look could
  guard the prisoner from every danger.

On the day of which we speak she had sat thus for a long time.

It was evening. Dark and threatening the massive tower rose into the sky,
  casting a broad shadow over the court and the left wing of the palace.

"Thanks, O Heavenly Father," murmured Rauthgundis; "even the strokes of
  fate have led to good. If, as I once intended, I had gone to my father upon
  the High Arn, I should never have heard of all the misery here. Or far too
  late. But I could not bear to forsake the last resting-place of my child near
  our home. The last, indeed, I was obliged to leave, for how could I know that
  she, his Queen, would not come there? I dwelt in the woods near
  Fæsulæ, and when news came of failure, and one misfortune followed another;
  when the Persians burnt our house, and I saw the flames from my hiding-place;
  it was too late to escape to my father. All the roads were blocked, and the
  Italians delivered all whom they found with yellow hair into the hands of the
  Massagetæ. No way was open but the road here—to the city where I had
  ever refused to go as his wife. I came like a fugitive beggar. Wachis,
  the slave, now the freedman, and Wallada, our horse, alone remained faithful
  to me. But—forced by God's hand to come, whether I would or not—I
  found that it was only that I might save him—deliver him from
  the shameful treachery of his wife, and out of the hands of his enemies! I
  thank Thee, O God, for this Thy mercy!"

Her attention was attracted by the rattling of the iron gate opposite.

A man with a light came through it across the court, and now entered the
  ante-room. It was the old gaoler.

"Well? Speak! cried Rauthgundis, leaving her seat and hurrying to him.

"Patience—patience! Let me first set down the lamp. There! Well, he
  has drunk and it has done him good."

Rauthgundis laid her hand upon her heart.

"'What is he doing?" she asked.

"He always sits in the same position, perfectly silent. He sits on a stone
  block, his back turned to the door, his head supported on his hands. He gives
  me no answer when I speak to him. Generally he does not even move; I believe
  grief and pain have stupefied him. But to-day, when I handed him the wine in
  the wooden cup and said, 'Drink, dear sir; it comes from true friends,' he
  looked up. Ah, his look was so sorrowful, as sad as death! He drank deeply,
  and bowed his head thankfully, and gave such a sigh, that it cut me to the
  heart."

Rauthgundis covered her eyes with her hand.

"God knows what horrid thing that man means to do to him!" the old man
  murmured to himself.

"What sayest thou?"

"I say that you must eat and drink well, or else you will lose your
  strength; and you will need it before long, poor woman!"

"I shall have strength enough!"

"Then take at least a cup of wine."

"Of this wine? No, it is all for him!"

And she went back into the inner chamber, where she again took her old
  place.

"The flask will last some time," old Dromon said to himself; "but we must
  save him soon, if he is to be saved at all. There comes Wachis. May he bring
  good news, else——"

Wachis entered. Since his visit to the Queen he had exchanged his steel
  cap and mantle for clothes borrowed from Dromon.

"I bring good news!" he cried, as he entered. "But where were you an hour
  ago? I knocked in vain."

"We had both gone out to buy wine."

"To be sure; that is the reason why the whole room smells so sweet. What
  do I see? Why, this is old and costly Falernian! How could you pay for
  it?"

"Pay for it?" repeated the old man. "With the purest gold in the world! I
  told you that the Prefect had purposely let the King starve, in order to
  undermine his health. For many days I have received no rations for him.
  Against my conscience I have kept him alive by depriving the other prisoners.
  This Rauthgundis would no longer suffer. She fell into deep thought, and then
  asked me whether the rich Roman ladies still paid so dearly for the yellow
  locks of the Gothic women. Suspecting nothing, I said 'Yes.' She went away,
  and soon returned shorn of her beautiful auburn hair, but with a handful of
  gold. With this the wine was bought."

Wachis went into the next room, and kissing the hand of Rauthgundis,
  exclaimed: "Good and faithful wife!"

"What art thou doing, Wachis? Rise, and tell me thy news."

"Yes, tell us," said Dromon, joining them. "What says my Paukis? What
  advice does he give?"

"What matters his advice?" asked Rauthgundis. "I can manage alone."

"We need him very much. The Prefect has formed nine cohorts, after the
  model of the Roman legionaries, of all the youth of Ravenna, and my Paulus is
  enrolled amongst them. Luckily, the Prefect has entrusted the guard of the
  city gates to these legionaries. The Byzantines are placed outside the city
  in the harbour; the Isaurians here in the palace."

"Yes," continued Wachis; "and these gates are carefully closed at night;
  but the breach near the Tower of Ætius is not yet repaired. Only sentinels
  are placed there to guard it."

"When has my son the watch?"

"In two days. He will have the third night-watch."

"Thanks be to the saints! It could not have lasted much longer. I
  feared——"

He hesitated.

"What? Speak!" cried Rauthgundis. "I can bear to hear everything."

"Perhaps it is well that you should know it; for you are cleverer than we
  two, and will better find out what is to be done. I fear they have something
  wicked in their heads. As long as Belisarius had the command here, it went
  well with the King. But since Belisarius has gone and the Prefect—that
  silent demon!—is master of the palace, things look dangerous. He visits
  the King every day, and speaks to him for a long time, earnestly and
  threateningly. I have often listened in the passage. But it seems to have
  little effect, for the King, I believe, never answers him; and when the
  Prefect comes out, he looks as black as thunder. For six days I have received
  no wine for the King, and only a little piece of bread; and the air down
  there is as mouldy and damp as the grave."

Rauthgundis sighed deeply.

"Yesterday," continued Dromon, "when the Prefect came up, he looked
  blacker than ever. He asked me——"

"Well? Tell me, whatever it may be!"

"He asked me whether the instruments of torture were in good order!"

Rauthgundis turned pale, but remained silent.

"The wretch!" cried Wachis. "What did you——"

"Do not be afraid; all is safe for a time. 'Clarissimus,' I said—and
  it is the pure truth—'the screws and pincers, the weights and spikes,
  and the whole delightful apparatus lie all together as safe as possible.'
  'Where?' he asked. 'In the deep sea,' I answered; 'I myself, at the order of
  King Theodoric, threw them in!' For you must know, Mistress Rauthgundis, that
  when your master was a simple Earl, he once saved me from being tortured. At
  his request, the horrible practice was fully abolished. I owe him my life and
  my sound limbs, and I would gladly risk my neck for him. And, if it cannot be
  otherwise, I will leave this city with you. But we must not delay long, for
  the Prefect has no need of my pincers and screws if he once takes it into his
  head to torture a man's marrow out of his bones. I fear him as I fear the
  devil!"

"And I hate him as I hate a lie!" cried Rauthgundis sternly.

"So we must be quick," Dromon went on, "before he can carry out his cruel
  intentions; for he is certainly planning something terrible against the King.
  I don't know what he can want of the poor prisoner. Now listen, and mark my
  words. The third night from now, when Paulus keeps the watch, and I take the
  King his evening drink, I will unlock his chains, throw my mantle over him,
  and lead him out of the prison and the passage into the court. Thence he will
  be able to go unnoticed to the gate of the palace, where the sentinel will
  demand the watch-word. This I shall acquaint him with. When he is once in the
  street, he must go direct to the Tower of Ætius, where Paulus will let him
  pass the breach. Outside, in the pine-grove of Diana, at a short distance
  from the gate, Wachis will wait for him with Wallada. But no one must
  accompany him; not even you, Rauthgundis. He will escape more surely
  alone."

"Of what consequence am I? He shall be free; not even bound to me! Thou
  must not even name my name. I have brought him misfortune enough, I will only
  look at him once again from the window as he goes away!"

The Prefect now sunned himself in the feeling of supremacy. He was
  Governor of Italy. By his order the fortifications were repaired and
  strengthened, the citizens practised in the use of arms all over the country.
  The representatives of Byzantium could no longer counterbalance him. Their
  captains had no luck; the siege of Tarvisium, as well as of Verona and
  Ticinum, made no progress. And Cethegus heard with pleasure that Hildebad,
  whose troops had been augmented by deserters to the number of about six
  hundred, had badly beaten Acacius, who had overtaken and attacked him with a
  thousand Persian horsemen. But Hildebad's road was still blocked by a strong
  battalion of Byzantines, who marched against him from Mantua—he had
  intended to join Totila at Tarvisium—and he was obliged to throw
  himself into the Castle of Castra Nova, which was still occupied by the Goths
  under Thorismuth.

Here the Byzantines kept him shut up. They could not, however, take the
  strong fortress, and the Prefect already foresaw that Acacius would soon call
  upon him to help to destroy the Goths, who could then no longer escape him.
  It rejoiced him that, since the departure of Belisarius, the forces of
  Byzantium were proved, in the face of all Italy, to be incapable of putting
  an end to the resistance of the Goths. And the harshness of the Byzantine
  financial administration, which had accompanied Belisarius wherever he
  went—for he could not prevent the practice of draining the resources of
  the country, which was carried on at the Emperor's command—awakened or
  heightened the dislike of both town and country to the East Roman rule.

Cethegus took good care not—as Belisarius had often done—to
  oppose the worst acts of Justinian's officials. It gave him great pleasure
  when the populations of Neapolis and Rome repeatedly broke out into open
  rebellion against their oppressors.

When the Goths were completely annihilated, the power of the Byzantines
  become contemptible, and their tyranny sufficiently hated, Italy might be
  called upon to assert her independence, and her saviour, her ruler, would be
  Cethegus.

Notwithstanding, he was troubled by one circumstance—for he was far
  from undervaluing his enemies. The Gothic war, the last sparks of which were
  not yet trampled out, might at any time flame up anew, fanned by the national
  indignation aroused by the treachery which had been practised. It had great
  weight with the Prefect that the most hated leaders of the Goths, Totila and
  Teja, had not been taken in the trap laid at Ravenna.

For the purpose, therefore, of preventing such a national uprising as he
  feared, he attempted to drag from the Gothic King a declaration, that he had
  surrendered himself and the city without hope and without condition, and that
  he called upon his people to abstain from fruitless resistance. He also
  wished his prisoner to tell him in what castle the war-treasure of Theodoric
  was concealed.

Even in those days such a treasure, as a means of gaining foreign princes
  and mercenaries, was of the highest importance. If the Goths lost it, they
  would lose their best chance of strengthening their exhausted forces by the
  aid of foreign weapons.

And it was the Prefect's greatest wish not to let this
  treasure—which legend spoke of as immense—fall into the hands of
  the Byzantines—whose need of money, and the tyranny caused by this
  need, were such active allies in his plans—but to secure it for
  himself. His means were also not inexhaustible. But opposed to the calm
  steadfastness of his prisoner, the Prefect's efforts to extort the secret
  were vain.
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All necessary measures had been taken for the escape of the
  King.

Rauthgundis and Wachis had made themselves thoroughly acquainted with the
  pine-grove where the faithful freedman was to wait with the charger of
  Dietrich of Bern.

And it was with the confidence which completed preparations always lend to
  a stout heart, that Rauthgundis returned to the dwelling of the gaoler.

But she turned pale when the latter rushed to meet her with an air of
  desperation, and dragged her across the threshold.

Once in the room, he threw himself on his knees before her, beating his
  breast with his fists and tearing his grey hair.

For some time he could find no words.

"Speak," cried Rauthgundis, pressing her hand to her wildly-beating heart.
  "Is he dead?"

"No; but flight is impossible! all is lost! all is lost! An hour ago the
  Prefect came, and went down to the King. As usual, I opened both doors for
  him, the passage and the prison door, and then——"

"Well?"

"Then he took both keys from me, saying he would keep them in future
  himself."

"And thou gavest them up!" said Rauthgundis, grinding her teeth.

"How could I refuse? I did all I could. I kept them back and asked:
  'Master, do you no longer trust me?' He looked at me with a look that seemed
  to pierce soul and body. 'From this moment,' he said, 'no longer,' and
  snatched the keys from my hand."

"And thou didst not prevent him?"

"Oh, mistress, you are unjust! What could you have done in my place?
  Nothing!"

"I should have strangled him. And now? What shall we do now?"

"Do? Nothing! Nothing can be done!"

"He must be liberated. Dost thou hear? he must!"

"But, mistress, I know not how."

Rauthgundis caught up an axe which lay near the hearth.

"We will open the doors by force."

Dromon tried to take the axe from her hand.

"It is impossible! They are thickly plated with iron."

"Then send for the monster! Tell him that Witichis desires to speak with
  him, and I will strike him down at the passage door."

"And then? You rave! Let me go out. I will call Wachis away from his
  useless watch."

"No! I cannot think that we shall not succeed. Perhaps that devil will
  return of his own accord. Perhaps—" she continued
  reflectively—"Ha!" she cried suddenly, "it must be so. He wants to
  murder him! He intends to steal alone to the defenceless prisoner. But woe to
  him if he come! I will guard the threshold of that door as if it were a
  sanctuary, and woe to him if he cross it!"

She leaned heavily against the half-door of the room, and swung the
  ponderous axe.

But Rauthgundis was wrong.

Not to kill his prisoner had the Prefect taken the keys into his own
  keeping.

He had gone with them in his hand to the south side of the palace, where
  he gained admittance to Mataswintha's room.

The stillness of death and the excitement of fever alternated so rapidly
  in Mataswintha, that Aspa could never look at her mistress without the tears
  rushing to her eyes.

"Most beautiful daughter of the Germans," began the Prefect, "dissipate
  the cloud which rests upon your white brow, and listen to me calmly."

"How is the King? You leave me without news. You promised to let him go
  free when all was decided. You promised that he should be taken over the
  Alps. You have not kept your word."

"I promised it on two conditions. You know them well, and you have not yet
  done your part. Tomorrow the nephew of the Emperor will return from Ariminum,
  ready to take you to Byzantium, and I desire you to give him hopes that you
  will become his bride. Your marriage with Witichis was forced and null."

"No, never! I have told you so before."

"I am sorry for it, for the sake of my prisoner, for he will not see the
  light of day again until you are on the way to Byzantium with Germanus."

"Never!"

"Do not irritate me, Mataswintha. The folly of the girl who bought the
  Ares' head at such a high price, is, I think, outgrown. For that once
  enamoured being has since sacrificed the Ares of the Goths to his enemies.
  But if you still honour that dream of girlhood, then save the man you once
  loved."

Mataswintha shook her head.

"Until now I have treated you as a free agent, as a Queen. Do not remind
  me that you, as well as he, are in my power. You will become the
  wife—soon the widow—of this noble Prince—and
  Justinian—Byzantium—the whole world, will lie at your feet.
  Daughter of the Amelungs, is it possible that you do not love power?"

"I only love—— Never!"

"Then I must force you."

She laughed.

"You? Force me?"

"Yes, I force you! (She still loves the man she has ruined!) The second
  condition is this: that the prisoner fill up this empty space with a
  name—the name of the castle in which the treasure of the Goths is
  concealed—and sign the declaration. He refuses to do this with a
  stubbornness which begins to anger me. Seven times I, the conqueror, have
  been to him. He would never yet speak to me. And the first time I went I
  received a look for which alone he deserves to lose his haughty head."

"He will never consent!"

"That remains to be seen. The continual dropping of water wears away a
  stone at last. But I can wait no longer. Early to-day I received word that
  that mad Hildebad, in a furious sally, has beaten Bessas so thoroughly, that
  the latter can scarcely continue the siege. Everywhere the Goths rebel. I
  must go and make an end of it, and extinguish these last sparks with the
  water of deception, which is better than blood. To this end I must have the
  King's declaration, and the secret of the castle. Therefore I tell you that
  if, before to-morrow, you do not consent to accompany the Prince to
  Byzantium, and have not procured for me the signature of the prisoner,
  witnessed as such by yourself, I will—I swear by the
  Styx—kill——"

Horrified at the awful expression of Cethegus's face, Mataswintha started
  from her seat and grasped his arm.

"You will not kill him!"

"Yes; or rather, I will first torture him, then blind him, and afterwards
  kill him!"

"No! no!" screamed Mataswintha.

"I am resolved. The executioners are ready. And you, you shall tell him
  this. He will believe that I am in earnest when he sees your despair. You
  will perhaps be able to soften him; the sight of me only hardens him. Perhaps
  he thinks that he is still in the hands of Belisarius, that tender-hearted
  hero. You will tell him in whose power he really is. Here are the
  documents—here the keys which open his prison. You shall choose the
  hour yourself."

A ray of joyful hope shone from Mataswintha'a eyes. Cethegus failed not to
  remark it, but, smiling calmly, he left the room.
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Soon after the Prefect had left the Queen it became quite
  dark.

The sky was thickly covered with ragged clouds, which were driven across
  the moon by the fierce wind, so that brief and uncertain light alternated
  with a gloom rendered greater by contrast.

Dromon had completed his evening round of the cells, and returned to his
  dwelling tired and sad.

He found no light within. He could scarcely make out that Rauthgundis was
  still leaning against the half«door, the axe in her hand, her eyes fixed upon
  the door of the passage.

"Let me strike a light, mistress, and kindle the chips upon the hearth.
  Share the evening meal with me. Come, you wait here in vain."

"No, no light, no fire! I can see better what happens in the court
  without, for it is moonlight."

"Well, at least come in here and rest yourself. Here is bread and
  meat."

"Shall I eat while he hungers?"

"You will be exhausted! Of what are you thinking the whole evening?"

"Of what am I thinking?" repeated Rauthgundis, still looking out. "I am
  thinking how often we have sat in the colonnade before our beautiful house,
  when the fountain splashed in the garden and the cicalas chirped in the
  trees. The cool night-breeze fanned his beloved face, and I nestled against
  his shoulder, and we did not speak one word, and above us was the silent
  march of the stars. And we listened to the deep and peaceful breathing of our
  child, who had fallen asleep upon my lap, his little hands, like soft white
  fetters, clasping the arm of his father. Alas! his arm now wears other
  fetters! Iron fetters—that pain——"

And she pressed her forehead against the iron grating, until she, too,
  felt pain.

"Mistress, why do you torment yourself thus? We cannot help it!"

"'But we will help it! I must save him and——Dromon! look
  there! What is that?" she whispered, and pointed at something in the
  court.

The old man hastened noiselessly to her side.

In the court was a tall white figure, which seemed to glide stealthily
  along the wall.

At brief intervals, but sharp and clear, the moonlight fell upon it.

"It is a Lemure! The ghost of some one who has been murdered here!" said
  the old man, trembling. "God and all the saints protect us!"

He crossed himself and covered his head with his mantle.

"No," said Rauthgundis, "the dead do not return from the other world! Now
  it has disappeared—all is dark. Ha! the moon breaks through
  once—more there it is again! It moves towards the passage-door. What is
  that shining red in the white light? Ha! it is the Queen—that is her
  red hair? She stops at the door! She opens it! She is going to murder him in
  his sleep!"

"God knows, it is the Queen! But she murder him! How could
  she?"

"She could! But, as I live, she shall not! Follow her! A miracle
  opens the door to us. But softly, softly!"

And she went out on tiptoe into the court, the axe still in her hand,
  slowly and stealthily, seeking the shadow. Dromon followed her closely.

Meanwhile Mataswintha, for she it was, had opened the door and gone
  forward, down many steps and then through a small passage, feeling the way
  with her hands.

She now reached the door of the prison. She opened it very softly.

Through an aperture high up on the wall, where a stone had been taken out,
  a slanting strip of moonlight fell into the square and narrow dungeon.

The light revealed the prisoner. He sat motionless upon a block of stone,
  his back turned to the door, his head supported on his hands.

Mataswintha trembled and leaned against the doorpost. The air felt damp
  and icy-cold. She shivered. She could not say a word for very horror.

Witichis remarked the draught of air from the open door. He lifted his
  head, but did not look round.

"Witichis—King Witichis—" at last stammered Mataswintha; "it
  is I! Dost thou hear me?"

But the prisoner did not move.

"I come to save thee—fly! Thou art free!"

But the prisoner dropped his head again.

"Oh, speak!—oh, only look at me!"

She now went quite into the dungeon. Gladly would she have touched his
  arm, and taken his hand, but she did not yet dare.

"Cethegus will kill thee!" she said; "torture thee. He surely will if thou
  dost not fly!"

And now her desperation gave her courage. She drew nearer.

"But thou wilt fly! Thou shalt not die! I must save thee! I beseech thee,
  fly, fly! Oh, thou dost not hear me, and time presses! Sometime thou shalt
  know everything! but now fly—to life and liberty! I have the keys of
  the doors! fly, fly!" And now she grasped his arm and tried to drag him from
  his seat.

But she heard the rattling of chains—on his arms on his feet. He was
  chained to the block of stone.

"Oh! what is this?" she cried, and fell upon her knees.

"Stone and iron," he said, in a toneless voice. "Leave me, I am doomed.
  And even if these bonds did not hold me—I would not follow thee. Back
  to the world? The world is one great lie. Everything is a lie."

"Thou art right. It is better to die. Let me die with thee, but forgive
  me! For I, too, have lied to thee."

"It is very possible. It does not surprise me."

"But thou wilt forgive me before we die? I have hated thee—I have
  rejoiced in thy ruin—I have—oh, it is so hard to tell! I have not
  the strength to confess it! And yet I must have thy forgiveness. Oh, forgive
  me!—give me thy hand as a sign of thy pardon."

But Witichis had sunk back into his former stupor.

"Oh, I beseech thee—forgive me, whatever I may have done!"

"Go—why should I not forgive thee? thou art like the rest—not
  better and not worse."

"No, I am more wicked than all—and yet better. At least more
  miserable. It is true that I hated thee, but only because thou hast ever
  thrust me from thee. Thou wouldst not permit me to share thy life. Forgive
  me!—O God! I only wish to die with thee!—give me thy hand as a
  sign of pardon!"

Kneeling and beseeching, she stretched out both her hands.

The King again lifted his head. The kindness of his nature awoke within
  him, and overpowered his own dull pain.

"Mataswintha," he said, lifting his chained hand, "go. I am sorry for
  thee. Let me die alone. Whatever thou mayst have done—go—I
  forgive thee."

"O Witichis!" breathed Mataswintha, and would have clasped his hand, but
  she felt herself suddenly and violently dragged away.

"Incendiary! never shall he forgive thee! Come, Witichis!—my
  Witichis!—follow me; thou art free!"

The King sprang up, roused to life by this voice.

"Rauthgundis! My wife! Thou hast never lied! Thou art true! at last I have
  thee again!"

And, with a gasp of joy, he stretched out his arms. His wife flew to his
  bosom, and tear's of delight rushed from their eyes.

But Mataswintha, who had risen, tottered to the wall. She slowly stroked
  her loose red hair out of her eyes and looked at the pair, who were
  illuminated by the bright moonlight from the chink in the wall.

"How he loves her! Yes, he will follow her! But he shall not! He
  shall remain and die with me!"

"Delay no longer!" said the voice of Dromon at the door.

"Come, come quickly, my life!" cried Rauthgundis.

She drew a little key from her bosom and felt at the chains, seeking the
  small opening of the lock.

"What? Shall I really breathe once more the air of freedom?" asked the
  prisoner, half sinking back into his stupor.

"Yes; the free and open air!" cried Rauthgundis, and threw the loosened
  chains to the ground. "Here, Witichis, here is a weapon! an axe! Take
  it!"

Eagerly the Goth took the axe and weighed it in his hand.

"Ha! how the weapon strengthens my arm and soul!"

"I knew it, my brave Witichis," said Rauthgundis, kneeling down and
  unlocking the chain which bound his left foot to the block of stone. "Now
  step out, for thou art free!"

Witichis, raising the axe in his right hand, made a step toward the
  door.

"And she is permitted to loose his chains!" whispered
  Mataswintha.

"Yes, free!" cried Witichis, drawing a deep breath. "Come, Rauthgundis,
  let us go!"

"He goes with her!" screamed Mataswintha, and cast herself before
  the pair. "Witichis—farewell—but tell me once more—that
  thou hast forgiven me!"

"Forgiven thee!" cried Rauthgundis. "Never—never! She has destroyed
  our kingdom—she has betrayed thee! It was no lightning—it was her
  hand which kindled the granaries!"

"Ha—then be thou accursed!" cried Witichis. "Away, away from this
  serpent!" and, thrusting Mataswintha violently away, he crossed the
  threshold, followed by Rauthgundis.

"Witichis," screamed Mataswintha, dragging herself
  up—"stay—stay! Hear one word—Witichis!"

"Be silent," said Dromon, grasping her arm. "You will alarm the
  guard!"

But Mataswintha, now no more mistress of herself, ran up the steps into
  the passage. "Stay, Witichis—stay!" she screamed. "Thou canst not leave
  me thus!" and fell fainting to the earth.

Dromon hurried past her, and followed the fugitives.

But the shrill cries of Mataswintha had already reached the ear of one who
  ever slept lightly. Cethegus, his sword in his hand, and only half dressed,
  came out of his chamber into the gallery which looked over the square court
  of the palace.

"Guards!" he cried. "To arms!"

The soldiers were already astir.

Scarcely had Witichis, Rauthgundis, and Dromon left the passage and safely
  reached the dwelling of the latter, when six Isaurian mercenaries rushed
  noisily into the passage.

Quick as thought Rauthgundis ran out of the house to the heavy iron door,
  shut it, turned the key, and took it out.

"Now they can do no harm," she whispered.

The husband and wife presently hastened from Dromon's house to the great
  gate which led from the court into the street. The single sentinel who had
  remained behind stopped them and demanded the watchword. "Rome," he cried,
  "and——"

"Revenge!" cried Witichis, and struck him down with the axe.

The sentinel screamed and fell, hurling his spear at the fugitives. It
  pierced the last of the three—Dromon.

As Witichis and Rauthgundis rushed down the marble stairs of the palace
  into the street, they heard the imprisoned soldiers thundering at the strong
  iron door, and a loud voice calling: "Syphax, my horse!" Then they
  disappeared into the darkness.

A few minutes later the courtyard was bright with the lights of many
  torches, and several horsemen galloped off to the different gates of the
  city.

"Six thousand solidi to whoever takes him alive; three thousand if he be
  brought in dead!" cried Cethegus, swinging himself into the saddle. "Up, Sons
  of the Wind, Ellak and Mondzach, Huns and Massagetæ! Ride as you have never
  ridden before!"

"But whither?" asked Syphax, as he galloped out of the gate at his
  master's aide.

"That is difficult to say. But all the gates are closed and guarded. They
  can only escape by a breach."

"There are two large breaches."

"Look at Jupiter, which is just rising from behind the clouds in the east.
  It seems to sign to me. In that direction——"

"Lies the breach near the Tower of Ætius."

"Good! Then thither—I follow my star!"

Meantime the fugitives had happily reached the breach, where Paulus, the
  son of Dromon, let them pass. In the pine-grove of Diana they found their
  faithful Wachis and two horses.

The husband and wife mounted Wallada. The freedman took the other horse
  and rode off at a gallop towards the river, which at this point was very
  broad.

Witichis held Rauthgundis before him.

"My wife—losing thee I had lost all: life and courage. But now I
  will once more try for the kingdom. Oh, how could I ever let thee go, thou
  soul of my soul!"

"Thine arm is wounded with the chaffing of the chain. Lay it across my
  neck, my Witichis."

"Forward, Wallada—quick! It is for life or death!"

They now issued from the grove into the open country. They reached the
  shore of the river.

Wachis was trying to urge his rearing steed into the dark flood. The
  animal shyed and resisted.

The freedman sprang off.

"It is very deep, very rapid," he said. "For three days the river has been
  unusually full. The ford is useless. The horses will have to swim, and the
  current will drag us far to the left. There are rocks in the stream, and the
  moonlight is so inconstant and deceptive."

He looked doubtfully and searchingly up and down the river.

"Hark! what was that?" asked Rauthgundis. "It was not the wind in the
  trees."

"It is horses!" cried Witichis. "They approach rapidly. I hear the clatter
  of arms. There—torches! Now into the river for life or death—but
  softly!"

He urged his horse into the water.

"There is no footing. The horses must swim. Hold fast by the mane,
  Rauthgundis. Forward, Wallada!"

Snorting and trembling, the noble animal looked at the black water. His
  mane was blown wildly about his head—he held his fore-feet stretched
  out, his haunches drawn in.

"Forward, Wallada!" said Witichis, and called softly into the faithful
  animal's ear, "Theodoric!"

At this the charger sprang willingly into the water.

The pursuing horsemen had already galloped out of the wood, Cethegus
  foremost; at his side rode Syphax with a torch.

"Here the track disappears in the sand, master."

"They are in the river. Forward, Huns!"

But the horsemen drew rein and stood stock-still.

"Well, Ellak, why do you linger? At once into the flood!"

"Sir, we cannot. Before we ride into running water at night-time, we must
  ask forgiveness of Phug, the water-spirit. We must first pray to him."

"Pray when you are across as long as you like; but now——"

Just then a strong gust of wind blew from the river and extinguished all
  the torches.

The river rushed and roared.

"You see, sir, that Phug is angry."

"Be silent. Did you see nothing? There to the left."

The moon just then glanced between the driving clouds. It shone upon the
  light-coloured garments of Rauthgundis. She had lost her brown mantle.

"Aim quickly; there!"

"We cannot; we must first finish our worship!"

The clouds passed across the moon, and it was again quite dark.

With a curse, Cethegus snatched bow and quiver from the shoulder of the
  chief of the Huns.

"Come on!" cried Wachis in a low voice, when he had almost reached the
  opposite shore; "come quickly, before the moon issues from that narrow strip
  of cloud!"

"Halt, Wallada!" cried Witichis, as he dismounted in order to lighten the
  burden, and held fast by the horse's mane. "Here is a rock. Take care,
  Rauthgundis."

Horse, man, and woman were checked for a moment while balancing upon the
  top of the rock, past which the water rushed and gurgled in a deep whirl.

Suddenly the moon shone out clear and bright. It illuminated the surface
  of the stream and the group on the rock.

"It is they!" cried Cethegus, who held his bow and arrow ready.

He took a rapid aim, and pulled the string.

Whistling, the long black-feathered arrow flew from the string.

"Rauthgundis!" cried Witichis in terror; for his wife started convulsively
  and sank forward upon the horse's neck. But she did not utter a groan.
  "Rauthgundis, thou art hit?"

"I believe so. Leave me here and save thyself."

"Never! Let me support thee."

"For God's sake, sir, stoop! dive! They take aim again!"

The Huns had finished praying. They rode a short way into the water,
  fixing their arrows and taking aim.

"Leave me, Witichis. Fly! I will die here."

"No; I will never leave thee again!"

He lifted her out of the saddle, and tried to hide her on the rock. The
  group stood in the full light of the moon.

"Yield, Witichis!" cried Cethegus, spurring his horse up to its haunches
  in the water.

"A curse upon thee, thou traitor!" was the reply of Witichis.

Twelve arrows whizzed at once. The charger of Theodoric leaped wildly
  forward, and sank for ever into the flood.

But Witichis also was mortally wounded.

"With thee!" sighed Rauthgundis. She held him closely with both arms.

"With thee!"

And, locked in a fast embrace, husband and wife sank into the river.

In bitter grief, Wachis, on the farther shore, called their names. In
  vain. Three times he called, and then galloped away into the night.

"Get the bodies out," ordered Cethegus grimly, turning his horse to the
  bank.

And the Huns rode and swam to the rock, and sought for the bodies. But
  they sought in vain.

The rapid current had carried man and wife, united now for ever, into the
  free and open sea.

The same day Prince Germanus had returned from Ariminum to the harbour of
  Ravenna, ready to take Mataswintha to Byzantium.

The latter was only roused from the faint into which she had fallen when
  left by Witichis and Rauthgundis, by the noise of the hammers with which the
  work-people broke open the passage to liberate the soldiers.

The Princess was found crouching upon the steps of the prison. She was
  carried up to her chamber in a high fever. She lay for hours upon her purple
  cushions without moving or speaking, her eyes fixed in a wild stare.

Towards noon Cethegus asked for admission.

His look was dark and threatening; his expression cold as ice.

He went up to Mataswintha's couch.

"He is dead!" she quietly said.

"He would not have it otherwise. He—and you. It is useless to
  reproach you. But you see what ensues when you oppose me. The report of his
  death will inevitably rouse the barbarians to new fury. You have created a
  difficult task for me; for you only are the cause of his flight and death.
  The least that you can do to atone for this is to fulfil my second wish.
  Prince Germanus has landed. He comes to fetch you. You will follow him."

"Where is the corpse?"

"It has not been found. The current has carried it away; his body
  and—the woman's."

Mataswintha's lips twitched.

"Even in death! She died with him?"

"Think no more of the dead. In two hours I will return with the Prince.
  Will you then be prepared to welcome him?"

"I shall be ready."

"'Tis well. We will be punctual."

"I also. Aspa, call all my slaves; they shall adorn me richly to meet this
  Prince. Diadem, purple, and silk."

"She has lost her senses," Cethegus said to himself as he left the room.
  "But women are tough; she will recover them. These women can live, even when
  their hearts are broken."

He went to console the impatient Prince.

Before the expiration of the time appointed, a slave came to invite the
  two men to come to the Queen.

Germanus crossed the threshold of her room with a rapid step. But he stood
  still astonished. He had never seen the Gothic Princess looking so lovely, so
  queenly.

She had placed a high golden diadem upon her shining hair, which fell over
  her shoulders in two thick tresses. Her under-dress of heavy white silk,
  embroidered with golden flowers, was only visible below the knee, for the
  upper part of her body was covered by the royal purple. Her face was white
  and cold as marble: her eyes blazed with a strange and supernatural
  light.

"Prince Germanus," she said, as he entered, "you once spoke to me of love;
  but do you know of what you spoke? To love is to die."

Germanus looked inquiringly at the Prefect, who now came forward.

He was about to speak, but Mataswintha, in a clear loud voice,
  recommenced:

"Prince Germanus, you are famed as the most highly-cultivated man of a
  learned court, where it is a favourite pastime to practise the solving of
  finely-pointed riddles. I also will put to you a riddle; see to it that you
  solve it. Let the clever Prefect, who so well understands human nature, help
  you. What is this?—A wife, and yet a maid; a widow, and yet no wife?
  You cannot guess? You are right; death alone resolves all riddles!"

With a sudden movement, she cast off her purple robe.

There was a flash of steel! She had stabbed herself to the heart.

With a shriek, Germanus and Aspa (who had stood behind) sprang
  forward.

Cethegus silently caught the falling figure.

She died as soon as he drew the sword from her breast. He knew the sword.
  He himself had sent it to her.

It was the sword of King Witichis.
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"Well for us that this sunny youth still lives!"—

Margrave Ruediger of Bechelaren, Act i., Scene i.
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A few days after the death of Mataswintha and the departure
  of Prince Germanus, who was deeply shocked by the sad event, a message came
  from Castra Nova, which rendered necessary the march of Byzantine troops from
  Ravenna.

Hildebad had been informed, by fugitive Goths, who had made their way in
  disguise through the lines of the besiegers, of the treacherous imprisonment
  of the King.

On hearing the news, he sent word to Cethegus and Belisarius, through some
  prisoners whom he released, that he challenged them, either together or
  singly, to mortal combat, "if they had a drop of courage in their veins, or a
  trace of honour in their souls."

"He thinks that Belisarius is still in the country, and does not seem to
  fear him greatly," said Bessas.

"This might be a means," said Cethegus cunningly, of ruining the turbulent
  fellow. "But, certainly, it needs great courage—such courage as
  Belisarius possesses."
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