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I DO not know why it is that among the Greeks 
and Romans who are so nearly fabulous as 
to be scarcely historical at all, Romulus should 
have a living hold upon the imagination, and
Theseus should remain a very dim memory. The 
Lives of Plutarch begin with these founders of the 
Roman and the Grecian states, but if the balance 
tilts so heavily on the side of the Romans, it is 
dressed in favor of the Greeks in the next following
lives of Lycurgus and Numa, and the next of 
Solon and Poplicola, and the fourth pair,
Themistocles and Camillus. It is not until we come to 
Pericles and Fabius that the balance begins to be 
even again; and there the splendor of the Grecian's 
statesmanship eclipses the glory of the Roman
patriot in the eyes of those who value civic genius 
above military virtue. 


Of course in the long-run the Romans excel the 
Grecians in the number of their famous men, but 
the children ought to remember that the years of 
Rome were nearly ten times as many as those of 
Greece; and when their minds kindle with the ​thought of the Romans who were great from the 
earliest days of the city far down into the dark of 
the dying empire, they should be made to consider 
how glorious the fewer Greeks were in the few 
short centuries which compassed in time the rise 
and fall of their republics. As they read Mr. Gould's stories from Plutarch they should be
reminded that both Greece and Rome were republican
after a brief time, when they were misruled 
by tyrants, until that long, long time when they 
sank again under the sway of kings and emperors; 
the long time which continues yet for most of the 
European states, but has ceased throughout the 
whole of America except in the democratic
Dominion of Canada. Yet they should be taught 
that the Roman republic was always a state where 
even without kings the few ruled the many as they 
do in Spanish America now, while in the Grecian 
republics the whole people came nearer the likeness
of our own people in their self-government. 
The freedom of both these states, they should also 
be taught, was based upon the bondage of men 
who might be killed or whipped and put to the 
cruelest shame at the pleasure of their masters
because they had suddenly, while free, rich, learned 
citizens of their native countries, been taken in war, 
or stolen and sold by pirates. The children should 
be told that such an immortal sage as Plato was 
bought for a hundred dollars, and Epictetus, whose ​philosophy was the study of the good and wise 
Emperor Marcus Aurelius, was a slave with all 
the chances of a slave's misery. Not all of the 
Greeks and Romans were blind to the despair 
which underlay their highest and bravest hopes, 
and when Christianity came to them it brought 
liberty to their bondsmen long after they had lost 
their own free citizenship.


I believe that if the children realize this they will 
the more perfectly realize the nobleness and greatness
of the Romans whose lives are told in this 
book. It will be well for them to understand that 
human nature is a mixed and contradictory thing, 
and that out of the warring good and evil in it the 
good often triumphed. Socrates truly said that a 
slave could have no virtues, and yet the slave 
Epictetus taught in his book and in his life all the 
virtues. The young readers should also be made 
to see how, in every time, human nature has
continued capable of the same results; and how very 
modern in the high things the civilized Greeks and 
Romans were, while in the low things they
remained savage. It will be curious and instructive 
for them to note how, in the earliest and strongest 
of the Grecian states, one of the latest dreams of 
government had come true. The Sparta which 
the laws of Lycurgus created was a state in which 
the people were equal sharers in the rights and 
duties of all; none were rich or poor, except as the ​others were, and that each did everything for the 
common weal. But this was for the common weal 
in war, while the new dream of a perfect state is 
for the common weal in work, where there are 
neither rich nor poor in an equality of the peaceful 
ownership of the land and the tools and the fruits 
of labor by all, for all. 


Another thing which I could wish the children 
to observe is how the wisest and best of the
ancients were in the bonds of fear to signs and
portents which men laugh at now. This was because 
their education was, at the best, philosophical, and 
dealt with conduct through the discussion of moral 
principles under gods who had none, while the 
modern education is scientific, and has enlarged the 
world to boundlessness through vaster knowledge 
and sympathy with every form of life. The
Roman world, though it was the whole civilized world, 
was a small world, and it sank at last under the 
fears and dangers that always encompassed it in 
the unknown beyond it. 


But while it lasted for well a thousand years, 
what a glorious world it was, and what quenchless 
memories it has left! It makes one a boy again 
to think of Romulus and Remus and their wolf 
foster-mother and the undying city they founded; 
of the patriots, who drove out the race of kings; 
of Cincinnatus, who left his plough to serve his 
country and went back to it when his country was ​safe; of Regulus, whom the Carthagenians sent to 
counsel peace to the Romans, but who counselled 
war, and then held himself bound in honor to return 
to captivity and death in Carthage; of Virginius, 
who slew his child rather than let her live the slave 
of the tyrant; of the stern Brutus, who put his sons 
to death for treason; of that other Brutus, who 
joined in slaying his adoptive father, the mighty 
Cæsar, “because he was ambitious” of the rule of 
Rome; of the mighty Cæsar himself, with his splendid
soldiership and statesmanship; of the warrior 
and orator Antony; of the stern patriot Cato; 
of the great Augustus; of the good emperors who 
made the best of their bad business of being absolute
sovereigns. 


But I hope that the boys of this present day 
will see these captains and patriots with clearer 
eyes than the boys of the past, and will perceive 
that if their deeds had been done for the help and 
not for the hurt of others, they would have been 
far truer and grander heroes. When they read of 
the last days of the Roman Republic and the first 
days of the Roman Empire, let them remember 
how it was that then the spirit of Christ came into 
the world to bring peace on earth and good-will 
to men, and to teach the patriotism which is not 
bound by a city or a country, by a tribe or a
nation, but devotes itself to the happiness of all 
mankind.



W. D. Howells. 
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​IT appeared to me that, by way of preliminary 
to lessons on justice, government, political
progress, etc., it would be well to create in the
child-nature a sympathy for some definite historic
movement. With this sympathy as a basis, one could 
better build up conceptions of social justice, civic 
evolution, and international relations. I could 
think of no finer material for this purpose than 
the admirable biographies of Plutarch; though 
the national history, or the history of Western 
Europe generally, would doubtless serve the same 
end. Western history, however, derives its traditions
from Greece and Rome, and it seemed to 
me an advantage to use a work which not only 
furnished simple instruction in the meaning of 
politics, but also held rank as a literary classic. 
My version is intended for children aged about 
ten to fourteen, after which period they should be 
encouraged to go direct to the wise, manly, and 
entertaining pages of Plutarch himself. The 
ethical index is framed for the use of teachers who 
wish for examples to illustrate the moral lessons ​which are now becoming a recognized part of the 
regular school education. The spirit of my selection
from Plutarch's ample store is aptly
represented in the beautiful drawings by Mr. Walter 
Crane. 



F. J. Gould. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE




THE famous author, philosopher, and
educator who is known to us as Plutarch—in 
Greek, Πλούταρχος—was born at Chaeronea, in 
Bœotia, about A.D. 46. The wealth of his parents 
enabled him to enjoy a thorough education at 
Athens, particularly in philosophy. After making 
various journeys, he lived for a long time in Rome, 
where he lectured upon philosophy and associated 
with people of distinction, and took an important 
part in the education of the future Emperor 
Hadrian. The Emperor Trajan gave him
consular rank, and Hadrian appointed him Procurator 
of Greece. It was about A.D. 120 that he died in 
his native town of Chæronea, where he was archon 
and priest of the Pythian Apollo. 


In addition to his most famous work, the 
Parallel Lives, known familiarly as Plutarch's
Lives, he was the author of some eighty-three 
writings of various kinds. The Lives, which were 
probably prepared in Rome, but finished and 
published late in life at Chæronea, were intended 
to afford studies of character, and the vividness of ​the mental and moral portraiture has made them 
continue to be a living force. Historically they 
have supplied many deficiencies in knowledge 
of the times and persons treated in his great 
work. 
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THE TWINS




THE cattle were feeding on the pasture, but 
the master was not there. He was going 
toward the river, and he was carrying a burden 
in his arms. When he reached the edge of the 
stream he paused. The water ran toward the 
Mediterranean Sea, rough and noisy.


“I shall not put them straight into the water,” 
he said to himself; “I will leave them here, and 
perhaps the river will rise and carry them away.” 


It did. As the flood crept round the wooden 
trough or cradle, it rocked and then floated.
Inside the trough lay two lovely and chubby
boy-babes twins princes. Their uncle had taken 
their father's land and theirs, and had bidden the 
herdsman drown the twins. 


The flood of the river Tiber carried the cradle 
to a green spot, where grew a wild fig-tree. The 
box lay on the grass, and when the flood went 
down it still stayed on land. And behold (or you ​will behold these things if you believe the ancient 
tale!), a big she-wolf came and gazed at the babes 
with her fierce and shifty eyes, and she seemed to 
think they were little cubs that needed her milk, 
and so she fed them. As they grew older, and 
were able to toddle about, and were too old for 
wolf's milk, they got food from a friendly
woodpecker. I cannot say whether the woodpecker, 
with his long beak and tongue, brought the boys 
food such as he ate himself (that would be insects 
and grubs), or whether he was good enough to 
bring berries and other fruits. After a while,
however, the herdsman took charge of the boys
altogether, and saved the woodpecker any further 
trouble. 


The twins became stout, tall, and strong young 
fellows, who minded cattle for the chieftain
Amulius. One day a loud cry was heard. 


“Our cattle have been stolen!” 


“Who has taken them?”


“The herdsmen of the chieftain Numitor.”


“Follow us!” shouted the tall twins; “we will 
get them back again!”


A furious fight took place. The twins won. 
The cattle were brought back in triumph. Then 
the brothers knew that more war would follow. 
They joined company with runaway slaves and 
other people who had no settled homes. These 
people looked upon the twins—Romulus and ​Remus—as captains. But Remus was captured, 
and taken to the house of Numitor. 


The herdsman went to Romulus and said: 


“Your brother is in danger of death. He will 
perhaps be killed by his grandfather Numitor.”


“I never knew Numitor was our grandfather,”
replied Romulus. 


“Yet it is so. Your mother was his daughter. 
But Amulius took the power, and wanted to get 
rid of you two boys, and bade me leave you in 
the cradle on the river Tiber, where you would 
soon have been drowned. But it happened otherwise,
and I brought you up after a wolf and a 
woodpecker had fed you.”


“I can hardly believe you.”


“Well, here is the box you and Remus sailed 
in. Take it at once to Numitor. Tell him who 
you are. Perhaps he will spare Remus's life.”


Romulus ran straightway to the house of the 
chief, burst into the room where he was questioning
poor Remus, showed the cradle, and told all 
the strange story. And Numitor, looking at the 
faces of the young men, saw a likeness to his 
daughter, and felt sure the tale was true. The 
two brothers went off with a band of armed men 
to punish their great-uncle Amulius. Before the 
little army walked several standard-bearers, carrying
poles, on the tops of which were fastened 
bunches of grass and shrubs. An attack was ​made on the tyrant's house, and Amulius was 
slain. 


The two young chiefs—for such they now were—made
up their minds to build a city of their 
own. They ploughed with a share or blade drawn 
by an ox, and ploughed a furrow in a sort of 
circle. This circle was the line on which the 
walls were built. But Remus never builded. He 
had told Romulus that the city ought to be built 
in another and safer spot. 


“If you build here,” he said, “the enemy will 
easily enter as easily as this.”


So saying, he jumped over the ploughed line in 
a mocking manner. 


In anger Romulus and his friends fell upon 
Remus and struck him, and he died. When his 
passion cooled, great was the sorrow of Romulus; 
but it was too late; his brother was dead. The 
city that was being built would now be called 
after the brother who was left
alive—Rome.[1]

On a hill near Rome you could see huts, in 
which dwelt the men who had joined Romulus, 
because they had nowhere else to go—slaves who 
had escaped from their lords, men who had slain 
neighbors and dreaded being punished by their 
tribe. After a time you could notice that the 
folk were divided into classes. First came ​Romulus the chieftain; he sat on a chair of state; his 
coat was of purple, and a purple cloak hung over 
his shoulders. As he walked through the new 
city, the lictors marched before him, bearing 
bundles of rods and thongs of leather. If Romulus
ordered any man to be beaten, the lictors 
beat the offender with the rods. If he said “Bind 
that man prisoner,” they bound the person with 
the leather thongs or straps.


A hundred older men, called the Fathers, or 
Patricians (Pat-rish′-ans), sat together in a council
or senate. 


The young men who were strong and quick 
were chosen for soldiers—on foot or horseback. 


Certain men would watch birds flying, and if 
the birds flew in a particular manner they would 
say: 


“It is not the right time to begin a war”—or 
whatever the purpose might be. 


If the birds flew in what they thought a better 
way, the watchers would say: 


“The time is good. The war may begin,” or 
“The house may be built,” etc.


These men were called Augurs, and were a kind 
of priests. Thus we see the classes—the King, the 
Fathers, the Soldiers, the Priests. The rest were 
known as the People.


A great feast was held one day. Romulus sat 
on a throne, dressed in purple. The Romans ​had asked another tribe, called Sabines (Sab-ins),
to come to the merry-making, and the Sabines 
had come, with many maidens, who were ready 
to dance with the young men of Rome. Suddenly 
Romulus stood up, and folded his cloak about 
him.


A shout arose. The Roman young men rushed 
among the Sabines, and each seized hold of a 
maiden, and dragged her away to the city, while 
the Sabine men were held back from interfering. 
I almost think the young ladies had been told 
beforehand what would be done, and perhaps they 
had agreed to be carried away. The story goes 
on to tell that the Roman young men married the 
Sabine young women. Romulus had made this 
plan for the capture, for he thought it was of 
little use to have a city with so few women in it. 
For without the women, how could there be true 
homes? 


Wars went on between Romans and Sabines for 
some years. At last a day came when each side 
had fiercely attacked the other; each had fled; 
each had begun the fight again. A crowd of 
women ran in between the armies. Their hair 
was disordered; they uttered loud cries. Some 
carried their babies. Some knelt on the ground, 
and wept over the bodies of the dead. And one 
woman spoke for the rest:


“O men, do you wish to hurt us women still ​more? We were carried away from our fathers 
and brothers. And now what do we see? Our 
fathers and brothers are in deadly quarrel with
our husbands. Whoever is killed is a lost friend 
to us. This war robs us of our husbands and our 
brothers and fathers. We beseech you to stop.”


And the Romans and Sabines heard the prayer 
of the women and made peace, and became one 
people. How happy it would be if all the tribes 
of the earth to-day did likewise! And you girls 
who read this page must help in the making of 
peace all over the world. 


But one woman was not so noble. Before the 
peace-making of which I have just told you, the 
Sabines once laid siege to Rome, and a Roman 
woman named Tarpeia (Tar-pee-a) told the enemy 
she would open the gate to them by night, if they 
would give her the bracelets of gold which they 
wore on their left hands. They agreed. She 
opened the gate, the Sabines ran in. But they 
did not respect the traitor. The Sabine chief 
threw at her his bracelet and his shield (which 
was on his left arm). All the others did likewise, 
and the false woman sank under a heavy pile of 
shields and bracelets, and died. And, after all, 
the Sabines did not win.


Romulus ruled his city for a long time. One 
day, when he stood among the people in an 
assembly, the sky became dark, thunder rolled, ​and all was tempest. Then the sky cleared to 
brightness. But Romulus could nowhere be seen. 
People said the gods had taken him away. Of 
course, this is only a legend.


Not long after that, when the people were 
gathered together at the place where the senate 
sat, a senator walked in, and cried: 


“O people, I have seen Romulus!” 


“Tell us where and how?”


He then told the following story. 


He had met Romulus, dressed in bright armor, 
on the road near the city. 


“Why, O King, did you leave the people who 
loved you?”


“My good friend, I dwelt on earth and built a 
city, and did my work, and now the gods have 
called me to heaven. Farewell. Go and tell the 
Romans that by the exercise of temperance and 
courage they shall become the greatest people in 
the world.”
 




	
↑ The Roman legend places the founding of Rome at 753 
B.C., and tradition has it that Romulus reigned until 716 B.C.
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UP the path among the trees climbed the King. 
On each side of him, and overhead, the trees 
spread a thick shade. There was scarce a sound 
in the mountain forest except the sigh of the wind 
and the murmur of the brook. 




 ​The King's name was Numa. He sat down on 
a bowlder of rock, beside a big pool of water. 
From one point in the pool the stream ran out 
and splashed down the hill. 


The water trembled. Numa watched it very 
closely. A lady, clad in forest green, rose up 
from the pool, and smiled at the King, and sat on 
one of the rocks. This was not the first time he 
had met her. Often he visited this spot, and sat 
talking with the nymph (nimf) of the forest. 


“Well, Numa,” she said, “did you catch the 
two goblins?”


“Yes; I went to the fountain you told me of, 
and poured wine into it. When the two goblins 
came to drink—”


“What did they look like, Numa?”


“One looked like a funny little old man of the 
woods, with a goat's beard, and the other looked 
like a woodpecker. They drank of the water, 
and the wine got into their heads, and made them
go to sleep. Then I crept up and caught them 
both, one in each hand.”


“Did they get away?”


“Not till they had told me the charm against 
thunder, and also the magic way to see into the 
future, and know what is about to happen.”


“What was the charm?”


“They said I was to mix up three strange things 
into a sort of paste—onions, hair, and the heads ​of sprats; and if I ate some of it, I should be 
shielded from the harm of lightning and thunder, 
and be able to tell the future.”


“Very good, Numa; and have the Pontiffs 
mended the bridge over the river Tiber?”


“Yes; they have set men to work, and had new 
beams of wood fixed in the bridge to make it 
strong against the rush of the water. And the 
Romans are not now afraid to cross the bridge.”


“Do the people obey the Pontiffs?”


“Yes; the other day the Pontiffs said the 
Romans were to hold a holiday, and do no work 
at all; and every workman in the city stopped his 
hammer, saw, and other tools. And when they 
said it was time to sow seed in the corn-fields the 
people did so.”
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