

	The Story of Carthage
	




The Invasion of Africa



Hanno  hastened home with the news of the disaster of Ecnomus (though home, as we have
seen, was not the place to which a defeated Carthaginian general would naturally
desire to go), and bade his country-men prepare for defense. But Carthage was,
now as ever, almost helpless when attacked in her own dominions. Her subjects
were always disaffected and ready to rebel; and even her own colonies were not
permitted to protect themselves with walls. No resistance could be offered to
the invaders, who found the country much the same as Agathocles had found it
fifty years before, a singularly rich and perfectly defenseless region. They
collected a rich booty, part of which consisted of as many as twenty thousand
slaves. It is possible that if, instead of busying themselves with plunder, they
had advanced on Carthage at once, they might have finished the war at a single
blow.



If this had ever been possible, it certainly ceased to be so when an order came
from the Senate at Rome that one of the consuls was to remain in Africa with
such forces as might be necessary to finish the war,
while the other was to return home with the rest of the expedition. Regulus was
left accordingly with fifteen thousand infantry and six hundred horse and a
squadron of forty ships; the rest of the force, with the vast booty that had
been collected, Manlius put on shipboard and carried back to Italy.
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RESERVOIRS OF CARTHAGE



The Carthaginians, on the other hand, were doing their best to strengthen their
force. They appointed two new generals, and sent for a third from Sicily, who at
once came back, bringing with him between five and six thousand men. It seems
strange that the Romans, who must now have been masters of the sea, made
no attempt to interrupt him. On his arrival the Carthaginians resolved to take
the offensive. The wealthy citizens could not bear to see their estates
plundered and their country houses burnt to the ground, and resolved to risk a
battle. What might have been the result if they had had skillful generals is
doubtful; but, unfortunately, skillful generals could not be found. Hamilcar and
his colleagues marched out of the city and took up their position upon a hill.
As their strength was in cavalry and elephants they ought, of course, to have
remained on level ground, where both these could have been brought into use.
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CROSS SECTION OF CISTERN WALL.
FROM DAUX.



The Roman general, whose military ability was great, saw his advantage. Half the
enemy's force was useless in the position which he was occupying, and in that
position he resolved to attack him. He ordered a simultaneous advance against
both sides of the hill on which the Carthaginian camp was pitched. The cavalry
and the elephants were, as he had foreseen, quite useless; and though some of
the
mercenaries stood firm against the first charge, these too gave way when they
were taken in the rear. The Romans won a decided victory, though they were too
weak in cavalry to inflict much loss upon the enemy in his retreat. The next day
they advanced and took up a position at Tunes, a town which, as we have seen,
was not more than five miles from Carthage.



The Carthaginians were in despair. Both their fleet and their army had suffered
terrible defeats, and their subjects and allies were in rebellion—the
Africans ravaging the territory of their late masters even more mercilessly than
did the Romans. In fact they had nothing left to them but the city itself; and
this, crowded with the multitude of fugitives that had fled into it from all the
country round about, was threatened with famine. Affairs were in this condition
when envoys arrived from Regulus, who was afraid that his year of office might
expire before the war was finished, offering to treat for peace. Envoys were at
once sent from Carthage; but they could do nothing. The Roman general, probably
aware that the Senate at home would not sanction any great concessions, demanded
terms which it was impossible to grant. The Carthaginian government felt that
they could not be more entirely humiliated by absolute conquest, and they broke
off the negotiation, resolving to resist to the last.



Then came one of those singular turns of fortune of which history is so full.
The pride of the Roman general was "the pride that goeth before a fall." The
Carthaginians had not hesitated to use their almost
boundless wealth in hiring mercenaries from abroad, and now there came to Africa
a body of these troops in command of one of those soldiers of fortune who have
had the luck to have great opportunities and to make good use of them. Xantippus
came from the best school of soldiers in the world—Sparta. It was a
Spartan who had turned the tide when Athens seemed likely to conquer Syracuse;
and another Spartan was to do the same service for Carthage against Rome.
Xantippus heard the story of the late battle; he saw the strength of the
Carthaginian forces, the numbers of their cavalry and of their elephants, and he
came to the conclusion—a conclusion which he did not hesitate to announce
to his friends—that their disasters had been due, not to the inferiority
of their army, but to the unskillfulness of the generals. The Senate sent for
him. Introduced into the council-chamber, he set forth the causes of the late
defeat, and the strategy which ought to be pursued in the future, with such
clearness as to convince his hearers. The generals were displaced, and the "care
of the army was committed" to the Spartan.



Every one hoped much from the change, and Xantippus soon began to show himself
equal to his task. Even in drilling the troops—and this he began to do at
once—his skill was so manifestly superior to that of his colleagues, that
the soldiers began to feel the utmost confidence in him. They loudly asked that
they might be led against the enemy, and that the general who was to lead them
should be Xantippus. The other generals offered to give up their commands
to their comrade; and the army, which numbered twelve thousand foot and four
thousand horse, and which was accompanied by the enormous number of a hundred
elephants, was led out against the enemy.
Xantippus arranged the elephants in a single line in front. Behind these he
placed what Polybius calls "the Carthaginian phalanx." Probably the desperate
condition of the country had brought a force of native Carthaginians into the
field. On the right wing were posted the heavy-armed mercenaries. With them were
ranged also some of the light-armed troops and of the cavalry. The left wing was
made up entirely of the two latter kinds of troops.



Regulus, on the other hand, when he saw that the Carthaginians were bent on
fighting, arranged his line of battle with the special view of holding his
ground against the elephants, which his men greatly feared. The light-armed
troops were, as usual, posted in front; but behind them stood the legions in
unusually deep and close order. The cavalry were posted as usual on the wings.
These tactics were well contrived to resist the elephants, but laid the army,
with its narrow front, open to the flank attacks of the powerful Carthaginian
cavalry.



Xantippus began the battle by a forward movement of his elephants against the
Roman centre. His cavalry charged at the same time on either wing. The Roman
horse, five hundred only against four thousand
if these numbers are right—was speedily overpowered. The Roman left wing
at first fared better. Charging fiercely, with not the less zeal because they
were not called to encounter the dreaded elephants, they fell on the heavy-armed
mercenaries, routed them, and pursued them as far as their camp. The centre,
too, held its own for a time. The front ranks, indeed, were trampled down in
heaps by the elephants, but the main body, with its deep, close files, stood
firm. But they had to face about to resist attacks in front, on the sides, and
in the rear. One part, after driving back the elephants, was met by the phalanx
of native Carthaginians, which was fresh and unbroken, and indeed had not been
in action at all; another had to resist the furious charges of the cavalry; nor
were there any reserves to be brought up. The greater part of the army fell
where they stood: some crushed by the elephants, others struck down by the
javelins showered on them by the nimble African horsemen, some slain in more
equal conflict with the Carthaginian heavy-armed. The few that sought safety in
flight died but with less honour. The way to the fortified post which they held
upon the sea-coast (it was called Aspis or Clypea from its resemblance to a
shield) was over a flat and open country; the cavalry and the elephants pursued
the fugitives, and few reached the fort. A solid body of two thousand men,
however, which had broken through the mercenaries, was able to make good its
retreat to Aspis. Five hundred, prisoners were taken, among them the Consul
Regulus. All the rest of the army, scarcely less than twelve thousand in number,
perished on the field or in the
flight. The great historian Polybius, from whom I have taken this account,
concludes his narrative of the campaign with reflections on the changes of
fortune which bring men down in the course of a day from the heights of
prosperity to the depths of misery, and on the marvelous results which the
genius of a single man can effect; but he says nothing either here or afterwards
of the romantic story of the fate of the prisoner Regulus. We are not certain to
what year it belongs—we are not even sure that it is true at all; on the
other hand, it is too famous, too noble in its meaning and moral, to be omitted.
I may therefore tell it now where it will fitly close the career of one of the
great soldiers of Rome, the simple, frugal men who were called from the plough
to command the armies of the republic.



I do not know that the story can be better told than in Horace's noble ode,
perhaps the very noblest that he ever wrote. Regulus, we may say, by way of
preface, after being kept in prison at Carthage for several years, was sent to
Rome to negotiate a peace, under the promise to return if he failed. Among the
terms which he was to offer was that of a ransoming
or exchanging of prisoners. When brought into the Senate, which at first he
refused to enter as being now a mere Carthaginian slave, he strongly advised his
countrymen. At the same time he gave his voice against peace generally.





	With warning voice of stern rebuke 


	Thus Regulus the Senate shook:


	He saw prophetic, in far days to come,


	The heart-corrupt, and future doom of Rome. 


	"These eyes," he cried, "these eyes have seen 


	Unblooded swords from warriors torn, 


	And Roman standards nailed in scorn 


	On Punic shrines obscene;


	Have seen the hands of free-born men 


	Wrenched back; th' unbarred, unguarded gate, 


	And fields our war laid desolate 


	By Romans tilled again.



	




	"What! will the golden franchised slave 


	Return more loyal and more brave? 


	Ye heap but loss on crime!


	The wool that Cretan dyes distain


	Can ne'er its virgin hue regain;


	And valour fallen and disgraced


	Revives not in a coward breast


	Its energy sublime.



	




	"The stag released from hunter's toils 


	From the dread sight of man recoils, 


	Is he more brave than when of old 


	He ranged his forest free? Behold 


	In him your soldier! He has knelt 


	To faithless foes; he, too, has felt


	The knotted cord: and crouched beneath 


	Fear, not of shame, but death.



	




	"He sued for peace tho' vowed to war; 


	Will such men, girt in arms once more 


	Dash headlong on the Punic shore? 


	No! they will buy their craven lives 


	With Punic scorn and Punic gyves.


	O mighty Carthage, rearing high 


	Thy fame upon our infamy,


	A city eye, an empire built


	On Roman ruins, Roman guilt?"



	




	From the chaste kiss, and wild embrace 


	Of wife and babes, he turned his face, 


	A man self-doomed to die,


	Then bent his manly brow, in scorn, 


	Resolved, relentless, sad but stern,


	To earth, all silently;


	Till counsel never heard before


	Had nerved each wavering Senator;—


	Till flushed each cheek with patriot shame, 


	And surging rose the loud acclaim;—


	Then, from his weeping friends, in haste, 


	To exile and to death he passed.



	




	He knew the tortures that Barbaric hate 


	Had stored for him. Exulting in his fate, 


	With kindly hand he waved away


	The crowds that strove his course to stay. 


	He passed from all, as when in days of yore,


	His judgment given, thro' client throngs he pressed 


	In glad Venafrian fields to seek his rest, 


	Or Greek Tarentuin on th' Ionian shore.'








  Translation by Sir Stephen De Vere. (Bell and Sons, 1885.)




What is the truth about the "tortures of barbaric hate" we cannot say. The
Romans had a horrible story of how the hero on his return was cruelly put to
death. But then they were never scrupulous about the truth when they were
writing of their enemies; and about Carthage and its doings they were, we have
reason to believe, particularly apt to exaggerate and even to invent. On the
other hand, the Carthaginians showed no mercy to their own generals when these
were unsuccessful; and it is very probable that they showed as little to an
enemy, especially when he had done them such damage and had treated them as
haughtily as had Regulus.



But there is at least equal authority for a story not less horrible which is
told against the Romans themselves, or rather against a Roman woman. The Senate
handed over two noble Carthaginians to the wife of Regulus as hostages for the
safety of her husband. When she heard of his death she ordered her servants to
fasten the two prisoners in a cask, and to keep them without bread and water.
After five days one of them died. The savage creature kept the living shut up
with the dead, giving him now a little bread and water that his torments might
be prolonged. But the servants themselves rebelled against these horrible
doings, and informed the Tribunes of the people of what was going on. By them
the poor wretch was rescued; and the people would not allow him to be
ill-treated any more.






After Cannae



The  victory of Cannae had great results, though it did not make Hannibal feel strong
enough to strike a blow at Rome. First and foremost among these results was the
alliance of Capua, the second city in Italy. The Capuans, indeed, were not all
of one mind in the matter. It was the people that favoured Carthage; the nobles
were for the most part inclined to Rome. It was a noble, however, and one who
was married to a lady of the great Roman house of Claudius, that took the lead
in this movement. The people rose against the Senate, stripped it of its power,
massacred a number of Roman citizens who were sojourning in the town, and sent
envoys to invite Hannibal to their city. He was of course delighted to come;
Capua, which had more than thirty thousand soldiers of her own, was almost as
great a gain as the victory at Cannae. He was near to being assassinated,
indeed, on the night of his entering the city, for the son of his entertainer
had resolved to stab him at the dinner-table. The next day he was present at a
meeting of the Senate. He was full of promises; he undertook that Capua should
thereafter be the capital of Italy. Meanwhile he
demanded that a leading citizen who had been specially active on the Roman side
should be given up to him. The man was arrested, and was sent by Hannibal to
Carthage.



The greater part of Central and Southern Italy followed the example of Capua.
All the Samnites, with the exception of a single tribe, revolted from Rome; so
did Lucania and Bruttii, and so did many of the Greek cities in the south, the
chief among them being Crotona. These cities had passed the height of their
prosperity, but they were still populous and powerful towns.



It was only the extraordinary tenacity and courage of Rome that enabled her to
hold out. The Senate never lost its courage, and, after the first panic was
over, the people were ready to stand by their rulers to the last. When Varro,
whose rashness and folly had almost ruined his country, returned to Rome, the
Senate went out to meet him, and publicly thanked him that he "had not despaired
of the commonwealth." As he was of the opposite party in politics, this was a
way of saying that all Romans, whatever their way of thinking, must join
together to made the best of everything. Nothing that could be done to raise an
army was neglected. Bands of brigands were induced to enlist by promises of
pardon for past offences; even slaves were recruited. As many as eight thousand
soldiers were gained in this way. But when a proposal came from Hannibal that
the prisoners of Cannae should be ransomed, the horsemen at £17, the infantry at
£10 each, the offer was refused. By great exertions an army was raised, and put
under
the command of Marcellus, who was probably the best soldier that Rome possessed
at the time.



Hannibal had sent his brother Mago to Carthage from the battle-field of Cannae.
Introduced into the Senate, he gave a glowing account of what had been done, of
the four victories which had been gained, of the two hundred thousand men that
had been slain, the fifty thousand that had been taken prisoners. As a practical
proof of the truth of his story, he poured out on the floor of the Senate-house
a peck of gold rings which had been taken, he said, from Roman soldiers that had
been slain in battle. It was only the horsemen, indeed only the upper class of
the horsemen, he explained, that were accustomed to wear them. But the practical
conclusion of his speech was a demand for help. "The nearer the prospect," he
said, "of finishing the war, the more you are bound to support your general. He
is fighting far away from home. Pay is wanted for troops; provisions are hard to
obtain. And though he has won great victories, he has not won them without some
loss. He asks, therefore, for help in men, money, and stores."



The war-party was delighted. One of them turned to Hanno, leader of the opposite
faction, and asked him, "Does Hanno still repent of having made war on Rome?"
"Yes," replied Hanno, "I still repent, and shall do so till I see peace made
again. Your invincible general makes as great demands upon you as if he had been
beaten. And as for his prospects for the future, has any Latin city joined him?
Has a single man of the thirty-five tribes of Rome deserted to him?'



To these questions Mago could only answer "No!" Hanno asked again, "Has Rome
said a word about peace?" Mago could only answer that it had not. Then said
Hanno, "We are as far off from the end of the war as we were when Hannibal
crossed into Italy. I vote that no help should be sent to prolong a war which
can have no good end."



This protest, of course, was useless. The Senate resolved to send four thousand
African troops, forty elephants, and a sum of money. And Mago was to go into
Spain and raise 20,000 troops to fill up the gaps in the armies there and in
Italy. As a matter of fact little was done; at this crisis the Carthaginian
government showed but little energy, and Hannibal was left, for the most part,
to help himself.



The winter of 216—5 he and his army spent in Capua. Ever since he had
started from New Carthage, more than two years before, his men had lived in
tents, satisfied with the hard discipline and scanty fare of the camp.
Doubtless, they had lost something of their vigour by the time that they took
the field again; but there were other and weightier reasons why Hannibal's great
plans should end in failure than that his army was spoilt by the luxury of a
winter in Capua.



In the next year little was done. Hannibal gained some small successes, and met
with some small losses. His chief venture had been the siege of Nola, which,
after Capua, was the chief city of Campania. In this he failed, owing chiefly to
the skill and energy of Marcellus. To have let a year pass without making a
decided advance was in fact to fall back. Still his
prospects in some directions had improved. At Syracuse the wise old King Hiero,
who had continued to be loyal to Rome, without making an enemy of Carthage, was
dead. Hieronymus, his grandson and successor, was a foolish youth, who thought
he could do better for himself by joining what seemed to be the winning side. He
offered his help to Carthage, asking as the price the supremacy over the whole
of Sicily. Philip, King of Macedon, again, seemed ready to join an alliance
against Rome. Little advantage, however, was gained in this way. Of what
happened to Hieronymus I shall soon have to speak. Philip's action was delayed,
first by the accident of his envoys falling into the hands of the Romans as they
were on their way back from Hannibal's camp, and afterwards by causes which we
have no means of explaining. Anyhow, at the time when his help would have been
most valuable to Hannibal and most damaging to Rome, he did nothing.



On the other hand, Carthage suffered a great loss in the complete conquest by
their enemies' of the island of Sardinia, which had again fallen into their
hands. On the whole, at the end of 215 Hannibal, though he had received no
serious check in the field, was in a much worse position than he had been in at
the beginning.



The next year also (214) had much the same result. Hannibal made an attempt to
seize Tarentum, but failed. There were in this town, as elsewhere, a
Carthaginian and a Roman party. The latter got to know what their opponents were
planning, and took such precautions, that when Hannibal appeared before
the walls of the city he found it prepared for defense; and after vainly
lingering in the neighbourhood for a few days, was obliged to depart. In another
part of Southern Italy he suffered a serious loss. Hanno, one of his
lieutenants, had raised a force of twenty thousand Lucanians. This was defeated
at Beneventum by the Roman general Gracchus, who was in command of an army of
slaves. Hanno's Lucanian infantry either perished on the field of battle, or
dispersed to their own homes; but he escaped himself with about a thousand
African cavalry.



The next great event of the war—its exact date is uncertain—was a
great gain to Hannibal. The friends of Carthage in Tarentum, though overpowered
for the moment, had never given up their plans; and now they found an
opportunity for carrying them out. The city had sent hostages to Rome. These had
attempted to escape, had been captured, and executed. This act of cruelty roused
their fellow-citizens to fury; communications were at once opened with Hannibal,
and the ringleaders of the plot were not, as might have been supposed, popular
leaders, but nobles—relatives, it is probable, of the unfortunate
hostages. Hannibal marched towards the town with a picked force of ten thousand
men, and halted a few miles off, while his friends within the city completed
their preparations. One party was told off to deal with the governor, a Roman of
the house of Livius. He had been giving a banquet to some of the citizens; the
conspirators paid him a visit after it was over, laughed and joked with him, and
finally left him in such a state that they had nothing to fear from his
watchfulness.
Another party had arranged to admit Hannibal himself by a gate which opened out
of the quarter of the tombs, which in Tarentum—we might almost say alone
among Greek cities—were within the walls. A fire signal was given by
Hannibal and answered by the conspirators. The latter fell upon the guards of
the gate, and Hannibal was at hand outside to support them. A third party was
busy at another of the gates. They had been accustomed for several days to go
out on what seemed to be hunting parties, to return late at night, to talk over
their sport with the guard, and to give them some of the game. On this occasion
they brought back with them a particularly fine wild boar. While the animal was
actually in the passage of the gate, and the sentry was busy admiring it, thirty
African soldiers, who had been stealthily approaching, rushed up, cut the man
down, and, securing the gate, let in a large body of their comrades. The city of
Tarentum was taken, but the citadel was hastily secured by the Roman garrison.
The Tarentines were not harmed. It was sufficient if any citizen wrote over his
door, "This is a Tarentine's house." But all the dwellings in which Romans had
been quartered were given up to plunder.




In Sicily Again



The  Romans still retained their superiority at sea. It is, indeed, a very strange
thing that the Carthaginians, though they had been sailors, and adventurous
sailors too, for centuries, should have been beaten almost at once on their own
element by a people that had had little or nothing to do with it.
But so it was. News of the disaster that had happened to the army of Regulus was
brought to Rome, and a fleet was sent to carry off the garrison of Clypea,
which, it was said, still held out against the enemy. It met and defeated the
fleet of Carthage, taking, we are told, as many as one hundred and fourteen
vessels out of a total of two hundred, and carried the troops. But though the
Romans seem to have fought as well by sea as by land, still they were not
sailors. We shall hear several times in the course
of the next few years of terrible losses by shipwreck, losses which we know to
have been increased, if not caused, by the obstinacy and ignorance of the
officers in command. So it seems to have been in the case of the relieving
fleet. The pilots warned the consuls that the south coast of Sicily was
dangerous, but warned in vain. The result was a calamity of which Polybius, a
sober and sensible writer, says that "history can scarcely afford another
example of so great and general a disaster." Out of four hundred and sixty-four
vessels little more than a sixth part escaped. The Carthaginians were
proportionately encouraged, and, fitting up a new fleet and levying another
army, resolved to have another struggle for Sicily. In the first campaign,
indeed, they lost Panormus, but in those that followed they had a clear
advantage. Again the weather helped them. The Romans lost another fleet, and for
a time gave up all hope of being masters of the sea, contenting themselves with
keeping only so many vessels afloat as were wanted to carry supplies to their
army. In the field, too, Carthage more than held her own. The havoc which the
elephants had wrought in the army of Regulus had not been forgotten, and the
Roman armies did not venture to offer battle in any place where the ground was
suitable for the action of these formidable creatures. It was not till they
found out that it was easy to make them as dangerous to their friends as they
could be to their foes that they dared to face them. One of the Carthaginian
generals was rash enough to use the animals in attacking a town. The archers
showered arrows upon them from the walls till,
driven to madness by their wounds, they turned round and broke down their own
ranks. Many fell into the hands of the Romans on this occasion. A still greater
gain was that they were no longer feared.
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STELE AT LILYBAEM


And now began one of the most obstinate sieges recorded in history. Lilybaeum
was a strongly fortified town near the Cape of the same name. Its wall was
unusually high, and its ditch unusually deep, while the harbour could be
approached only by a channel through shallow lakes which stretched between it
and the sea. The Romans began by attacking a fort on the southwestern wall, and
battered down six of the towers upon the wall. Himilco, who was in command of
the garrison, was unceasing in his efforts, repairing the breaches, digging
countermines, and watching continually for a chance of setting fire to the Roman
works. And he averted a worse danger in the threatened treachery of the
mercenaries. The leaders of these troops were actually in treaty with the
Romans, when Himilco heard of what was going on, and contrived to break it off.
A few days afterwards came help from Carthage. No news of the garrison at
Lilybaeum had reached the city, and it was feared that they were in distress. A
fleet of fifty ships was hastily fitted out and dispatched to Sicily, with a
relieving force of ten thousand men on board. The admiral in command waited for
a favourable wind, and then, with all his ships ready for action, sailed
straight into the harbour, the Romans being so surprised by their boldness that
they did not attempt to oppose. Himilco, encouraged by this reinforcement,
resolved
to attack the besiegers. Sallying forth with nearly his whole force, he fell on
the Roman works; but he just missed his object: his troops were on the point of
setting fire to, the engines and towers when he found that they were suffering
heavier loss than he could afford, and withdrew them. But a few weeks afterwards
he succeeded. The works had been injured by a violent gale, and some of the
mercenaries saw in the confusion thus caused an opportunity for destroying them.
Himilco approved their scheme. These bands sallied from the gate and set fire to
three different places. The Romans were taken by surprise; and the wind blew
such volumes of smoke into their faces that they could see and do nothing. In
the end everything was destroyed, the towers being burnt to the ground, and the
metal heads of the rams melted. After this loss they gave up all hopes of taking
the place by storm, and resolved to trust to a blockade.



Meanwhile the Carthaginian fleet lay at Drepanum; and this the new consuls who
came into office in the year 249 resolved to attack. Publius Claudius, who was
in command, managed to reach Drepanum unobserved. Adherbal, the Carthaginian
admiral, was taken by surprise, but did not lose courage. He manned his ships at
once, and sailing out of the harbour by the opposite side to that by which the
Romans were entering, formed his line on the open sea outside. Claudius had to
recall his ships; such as had entered the harbour came into collision in backing
out with those that followed them, and there was great confusion. Still the
captains ranged them as well as they
could along the shore, with their prows turned towards the enemy. But they had
lost the choice of ground; the Carthaginians had the open sea and plenty of room
to manoeuvre. They could retreat when they were hard pressed, and turn again
when the opportunity occurred. When the Roman vessels ventured to advance they
were attacked in front, on the side, and in rear. But a Roman ship that was in
difficulties had nothing behind it but the shore. If it retired, it either
grounded in the shallows or was actually stranded. Nor was this disadvantage of
place counterbalanced by any superiority in the build of the ships or in
seamanship. The ships were clumsy, the seamen unskillful. In the end Claudius
suffered a crushing defeat. He made his own escape with thirty ships; but all
the rest, nearly a hundred in number, were captured. The crews, too, were taken
prisoners, excepting a few who beached their ships and jumped ashore.



Junius, the other consul, was even more unfortunate. He had a hundred and twenty
ships of war, with which he had to convey a fleet of eight hundred transports.
The Carthaginian admiral forced him to cast anchor on a lee-shore (near
Camarina), where there was no harbour within reach. When it came on to blow the
blockading squadron put out to sea, and doubling Cape Pachynus escaped the worst
of the storm. The Roman fleet had not time, or perhaps was not wise enough, to
follow them. Anyhow, it was completely destroyed. "Scarcely a plank remained
entire," says the historian. As a few days before most of the ships in the
harbour of
Lilybaeum had been burnt, Rome was now without a fleet.



Still, the siege of Lilybaeum was pushed on. The blockading army had now most of
Sicily to draw upon for stores, and was well supplied, while the town could be
provisioned from the sea. Though the Romans gained possession by surprise of the
strong post of Eryx, the second highest mountain in Sicily the war for some time
dragged on without much advantage to either side.
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THE TEMPLE AND RAMPARTS OF ERYX



And now appeared upon the scene one of the few great men that Carthage produced.
Hamilcar,
surnamed Barca, was a very young man when he was appointed to the command of the
Carthaginian fleet and army. But he had already made himself a name, and he soon
showed that he was fit for his post. He established himself in a strong place in
the northwest of the island, between Panormus and Drepanum. It was a lofty rock
called Hercta (now Pellegrino), and seems to have united every kind of
advantage. It was so difficult of approach from the land that it could be
defended by a very small force. There was some productive land in the
neighbourhood. The climate was cool and healthy; and there was a deep and
spacious harbour. In this place, though the Roman forces held all the
neighbourhood, he maintained himself for three years. His fleet—for Rome
had given up for the present the attempt to command the sea—ravaged the
southern coasts of Italy, and helped to furnish him with supplies. On land he
kept his enemies engaged by perpetual surprises and stratagems. He won, indeed,
no great victory over them, but he kept them from doing anything else, and the
siege of Lilybaeum made no progress.
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PHOENICIAN WALL AT ERYX.



So anxious were the Romans to drive him out of this stronghold, that they at one
time assembled as many as forty thousand men to carry on their attacks upon him.
All, however, was in vain, and it was of his own free will that at the end of
three years he took up another position. This was Eryx, the capture of which by
the Romans has been mentioned above. He put his army, on board the fleet, and
suddenly carried it to the place which he had fixed upon, and though the
enemy still held the fort upon the top of the hills, got possession of the town.
Here he maintained himself for two years, getting little help, it would seem,
from home, for one of his chief difficulties was with his mercenaries, who were
clamouring for the pay which he could not give them, and whom he was obliged to
put off with promises. Still the Romans could make no impression on him, and of
course made no advance in the siege of the Carthaginian fortresses.



If Hamilcar could have been everywhere the war might have had a different
result, or, in any case, might have been prolonged still more than it was. But
he could not be sure that his lieutenants would be as able as himself. In 241
Rome made a great effort to recover her supremacy at sea. The public treasury
was exhausted, as it might well be after nearly five and twenty years of war,
but private citizens came forward to supply what was wanting. Some of the
richest undertook to build each a ship; or
two or three of smaller means would join together. Thus a fleet of two hundred
five-banked vessels were got together, and these of the very best construction.
With this Lutatius Catulus, the consul, sailed to Sicily. The Carthaginians seem
to have been unprepared, not expecting indeed that the enemy, who had abandoned
the sea for several years, should now seek to recover the command of it. Catulus
was therefore able to possess himself unopposed of the harbours of Lilybaeum and
Drepanum. He pressed the siege of the latter place with much vigour, and
meanwhile kept his crews busy with training and exercise, till he made them
expert and ready.
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POSTERN IN THE WALL OF ERYX.



The Carthaginians, on the other hand, prepared to act. The plan of Hanno, who
was in command of the fleet, was this. To take stores for the supply of
Hamilcar's army at Eryx, and, after landing these, to take on board some of the
best troops and Hamilcar himself, who alone was equal to an army; and thus
engage the Romans. It was the object of the Romans, on the other hand, to force
an action before this could be done. Catulus accordingly put some of his best
troops on board his ships and sailed to Aegusa, an island opposite Lilybaeum.
Hanno was at Hiera, another island, a little further out to sea, The whole front
was known by the name of the Aegates (a word that has probably something to do
with the Greek word for a goat). Catulus intended to give battle at once. Then,
when the day for action came, he began to doubt. The wind was stormy, and was
blowing from the west, and so would help the movements of the enemy and hinder
his own. On
the other hand, there was much to be lost by delay. At present the Carthaginian
ships were burdened with the stores which they were carrying. If he did not
engage them at once they would rid themselves of these, would take on board some
first-rate troops from the army at Eryx, and, above all, would have the presence
of the dreaded Hamilcar himself. These thoughts made him resolve on battle. The
Carthaginians were already on their way eastward when he put out to sea. His
crews, become strong and dexterous by practice, got their ships between the
enemy and the point for which he was making, and, ranged in a single line,
prepared to receive them. The conflict was short and decisive. Hanno's ships
were encumbered with stores; his crews were unskilled, for the fleet had been
neglected, and the troops on board were nothing better than raw levies. In all
these points the Romans were superior; they had nothing on board but what was
wanted for the battle; their rowers were well trained, and their fighting men of
the best quality. At the very first meeting they showed their superiority. Fifty
of the Carthaginian ships were sunk and seventy more taken with all their crews;
the rest were saved by a sudden change of the wind to the east which took them
back to their anchorage at Hiera.



The battle of the Agates Islands brought the war to an end. Carthage could no
longer provision her army in Sicily, and felt that it was useless to prolong the
struggle. Accordingly, Hamilcar was empowered to make peace. The Romans were
ready enough to meet him, for they too were exhausted by the long
struggles, and after some negotiations a treaty was made. The chief condition
was that Carthage was to give up all her positions in Sicily, and engage to
leave the island alone for the future. She had had a hold on the island for at
least four centuries, and for nearly two had cherished hopes of winning it.
Sometimes she had been very near their accomplishment. Now they had to be
finally given up. This was undoubtedly a great blow. We may call it the first
great step downward. A war indemnity of nearly
800,000 was imposed. But Hamilcar was resolved to save his honour. The
Romans demanded that the troops at Eryx should surrender. This demand he
resolutely refused, and it was given up. They marched out with all the honours
of war and were carried back to Carthage; and so, after a duration of four and
twenty years, the First Punic War came to an end.





Carthage and Agathocles



Timoleon  died in 337; for twenty years and more there was peace in Sicily; then the
Greeks fell out among themselves. Carthage was called in to help one of the
parties. Timoleon had restored Syracuse to freedom; but it had fallen again into
the hands of a tyrant, Agathocles. Thousands of the citizens had been banished
by the usurper; and these, under the leadership of a certain Deinocrates, made a
treaty with Carthage. In 309 a powerful expedition set sail for Sicily. There
was a contingent of native Carthaginians numbering two thousand, among whom were
some of the noblest-born of the citizens, African and Italian mercenaries; and a
thousand slingers from the Balearic Islands. Its start was unlucky. A great
storm sank sixty of the ships of war, and more than two hundred transports, and
the rest of the fleet reached Sicily in a sadly battered condition. It was easy,
however, to find recruits in the island, and Hamilcar, who was in command, had
soon under him an army of 40,000 infantry and 5,000 horse. Agathocles met him at
a place famous in the history of Sicilian wars, the river Himera. The battle
that followed began well for the Greeks. Some troops
which Agathocles had put in ambush near the river fell upon a Carthaginian
detachment as it was crossing the stream, laden with plunder, and drove them in
confusion to their camp. Their commander thought it a good opportunity for a
general attack. At first everything went well; the Greek army assaulted the
Carthaginian camp, and at one time seemed likely to take it. Then the fortune of
the day changed. The Balearic slingers were brought into action, and killed and
wounded many of the assailants. These still kept up the attack, but at this
moment appeared a fresh squadron from Africa, and took them in the rear. The
defenders of the camp took fresh courage; the attack was finally repulsed, and
soon changed into a rout. Five miles of level ground lay between the two camps;
the Carthaginian cavalry could act on this with freedom, and they made dreadful
havoc among the fugitives. Another cause, and this a strange one, increased the
Greek loss. The battle was fought in the heat of summer and at midday. Many of
the fugitives had made for the river rather than for their camp, and they
reached it in a state of raging thirst. The water was salt, or at least strongly
brackish, but they drank greedily of it, and with fatal results. Many unwounded
corpses were found upon the banks. The total loss of the Greeks was seven
thousand, that of the Carthaginians not more than five hundred. Agathocles shut
himself up in Gela, hoping thus to divert Hamilcar's attention from Syracuse,
where the people would then gain time to gather in their harvests. The
Carthaginian general began the siege, but seeing that he had
little chance of taking the place, soon changed his plan. His first step was to
win over the other Greek cities by kind treatment and liberal offers. Many of
them joined him; their own danger was imminent, and they hated Agathocles.



Reduced to the last extremity, for nearly all Sicily, with the exception of
Syracuse, was lost to him, this extraordinary man conceived one of the boldest
devices which history records. He determined to transfer the war to Carthage
itself. That city, he knew, was not prepared for an attack, and its African
subjects were always ill-affected, and he believed, and rightly believed, that
it could be best attacked. This scheme he kept a profound secret. The measures
that he took for carrying it out were most skillful, and, it must be added, most
unprincipled. He began by choosing the force which he was to take with him most
carefully. The greater part of it was cavalry. Horses he had no means of
transporting to Africa, but he hoped to find them there, and the men were
ordered to furnish themselves with bridles and saddles. He had to guard against
a revolution in Syracuse during his absence; and he was careful to take hostage
for good behaviour from all the most powerful families in the city; putting one
brother, for instance, in the garrison, and enlisting another in his own army.
Then he wanted money. He gave notice that any citizen who might be unwilling or
unable to endure the hardships of a siege was at liberty to depart. The offer
was accepted by numbers of the rich. They had the means of  living elsewhere,
and they hated the rule of the tyrant. They were accordingly
permitted to depart, and to take their property with them. But Agathocles sent
some of his mercenaries after them. The unhappy men were robbed and murdered,
and the tyrant found himself amply provided with means.



He then embarked his force, which filled sixty ships of war. The first necessity
was to avoid the blockading squadron, which was much stronger than his own. Just
at the right time a fleet of corn-ships appeared off the harbour. The
Carthaginians left their post to pursue them, and Agathocles took the
opportunity to get out of the harbour. For a time the Carthaginian admiral
expected an attack, thinking that the Syracusan fleet had come out to fight for
the corn-ships; then seeing that it was sailing in the other direction, he gave
chase. The result was a double success to Agathocles. The corn-ships got safely
into harbour, and relieved the city, which was already beginning to suffer from
scarcity; and the squadron, which had got a considerable start, escaped. The
escape, indeed, was a narrow one. The race lasted for five days and nights. On
the morning of the sixth day the Carthaginian fleet unexpectedly appeared close
at hand. Both sides strained every nerve; but the Greeks won the race. They
reached the land first, but the foremost of the Carthaginian ships were close
upon them. In the skirmish that followed these were too weak to act with any
effect, and Agathocles not only landed in safety, but was able to fortify a
camp, close to which he beached his ships.
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AFRICAN AQUEDUCT



But he had in his mind a yet bolder stroke. He burnt his ships. Forced thus to
give up all hope of
escape, the army must now conquer or perish. At first they were in despair; but
Agathocles did not give them much time to think about their situation. He led
them to attack a district in which the wealthiest citizens of Carthage had their
farms and country houses. It was a region of rich pastures, of olive-yards and
vineyards, and the Sicilians were astonished at the plenty which they saw. Two
towns fell easily into their hands, and their despair was soon changed into
confidence. At Carthage there was the utmost dismay. It was commonly believed
that the whole force in Sicily had perished, for no one could suppose that
Agathocles could have ventured to leave Syracuse in danger and attack Africa.
Some were for treating for peace; others advised delay till the truth could be
found out. When news of what had really happened arrived, they were, of course,
greatly encouraged, and prepared to attack the invaders.



In the first battle that took place, it is interesting to see the list of
combatants on either side. Agathocles, besides his own Syracusans, had Samnites,
Etruscans, and Celts (probably Gauls) in his army. The whole amounted to about
eleven thousand, but many of them were insufficiently armed. There was no little
discouragement among them, and the result seemed doubtful.
The day, indeed, might have gone in favour of Carthage but for
the misfortune of the death of ore of her generals, and the treachery of
another. The two Suffetes of the year were Hanno and Bomilcar. Hanno was in
command of the Sacred Band of native Carthaginians. Eager to break the opposing
line, where Agathocles himself was in command, he exposed himself too rashly,
and was killed. Bomilcar had designs of making himself a tyrant in Carthage, and
felt that the defeat of the invaders would not help him in his object. He seems
even to have had a treacherous understanding with the enemy. To his own officers
he pretended that the death of his colleague made it necessary to retreat. The
Carthaginian mercenaries soon took to flight; the Sacred Host held its ground
for a long time, but was at last compelled to retreat. The camp fell into the
hands of the Greeks.
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RURAL CISTERNS.


Agathocles continued his successes, and carried the war almost up to the walls
of Carthage. Meanwhile things had been going well with him at Syracuse. Hamilcar
had made a night attack upon the city, had failed, and had been taken prisoner.
His head was cut off, and sent to Agathocles in Africa. Carthage suffered defeat
after defeat in a series of battles, which it would be tedious to relate. At
last the people found out one cause, at least, of their ill-fortune. Bomilcar
had all along been playing the part of a traitor. He now thought that the time
was come for seizing the prize of absolute power which he had always had in
view. He ordered a review of the troops in the city, When it had been held, he
dismissed all that were not pledged to support him.
Keeping the remainder, five hundred native Carthaginians and five thousand
mercenaries, he proclaimed himself king, and commenced a massacre of all his
opponents. If Agathocles outside the walls had known of what was going on, and
had arranged an attack for the same time, Carthage was lost. The battle in the
streets raged fiercely. Bomilcar and his adherents forced their way into the
market-place. But the place could not be held. It was surrounded on all sides by
lofty houses, which were occupied by the friends of the government, and from
which showers of javelins were discharged on the revolters. Bomilcar was
compelled to retreat into the New City. Finally a truce was agreed to. An
amnesty was promised, and the rebels laid down their arms. But Bomilcar was too
dangerous a person, and had done too much harm, to be allowed to escape. The
rulers of Carthage, never much troubled by scruples, moral or religious, broke
their oath and crucified him. The tide of success did not turn at once.
Agathocles took Utica, the largest of the Phoenician cities in Africa after
Carthage, and a number of other towns, till Carthage was almost stripped of
allies and subjects.



Agathocles was now recalled by urgent affairs to Syracuse. He left his son
Archagathus in command of the African army. Archagathus was too ambitious, and
undertook enterprises, especially against the
wandering tribes of the interior, for which his strength was not sufficient.
Carthage, on the other hand, was now under wiser rule. The army was divided into
three corps, each of which carried on separate operations against the invaders.
Archagathus suffered a great defeat under the walls of the city, and was also
weakened by the revolt of many of his allies. His father now returned from
Sicily, and for a time restored the balance. But an attack on the Carthaginian
camp proved to be a failure.
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Then occurred a strange succession of changes of fortune. The Carthaginians, in
celebrating their last victory after their own hideous fashion with human
sacrifice, set fire to their camp. When the confusion was at its highest, some
African mercenaries, who had taken service with Agathocles, deserted to the
Carthaginians. Their approach was taken as an hostile attack, and a general
panic followed. When the mistake was discovered, some were admitted into the
city, and there made the very same panic among the Greeks which they had just
made among the Carthaginians. Agathocles lost more than four thousand men
through this mishap. His African allies now left him, and he began to despair of
success. He had no hope of being able to get terms from the enemy, and no means
of carrying away his army. His plan was to depart secretly, taking the younger
of his two sons with him. But Archagathus the elder discovered the scheme, and
revealed it to the army. The soldiers, furious at the thought of being thus
deserted, mutinied, seized Agathocles and put him in chains. Everything was now
in disorder. Finally, Agathocles contrived to escape from confinement, and
to make his way to Sicily. The army being thus abandoned, revenged itself by
murdering his sons, and then made peace with Carthage. They gave up all the
towns which they had captured, and received three hundred talents, a free
passage for such as wished to go, and service in the army of Carthage for such
as preferred to remain. The city had been besieged for four years. It was now
safe, and, indeed, seems to have soon recovered her old strength. A few years
afterwards we find her helping her old enemy Agathocles—in return, no
doubt, for substantial advantages—to make himself supreme over Sicily.



The last Greek antagonist with whom Carthage had to deal might well have been
the most formidable of all. Pyrrhus, king of Epirus (modern Albania), was of the
kindred of Alexander the Great, through Alexander's mother, Olympias. He had
conceived a scheme of conquest which should be like that achieved by his famous
kinsman. But as Alexander had gone eastward, so he would go westward. His famous
conversation with his philosophical adviser will show us what were his plans,
and I will give it, as Plutarch tells it, in dialogue form:



CINEAS.  The Romans, my lord Pyrrhus, are said to be great
warriors, and to rule over many nations. If, by the favour of God, we conquer
them, what use shall we make of our victory?



PYRRHUS.  That is an easy question to answer. There will be no
city, Greek or barbarian, that, if Rome be once conquered, will be able to
withstand us. We shall certainly gain the whole of Italy, of
the greatness, excellence, and wealth of which you, of all men, cannot be
ignorant.



CINEAS  (after a brief silence). After gaining Italy, what
shall we do next?



PYRRHUS   (not yet seeing his drift). Close to Italy is Sicily,
stretching out her hands to us, a wealthy island and a populous, and easy to
subdue. Since the death of Agathocles it has been all confusion, for lack of
government in the city and the folly of them that lead the people.



CINEAS.  That is like enough. When we have conquered Sicily,
shall we come to an end of our wars?



PYRRHUS.  Heaven prosper our undertakings so far! Well, then,
who would not go on to Africa and Carthage, Carthage which will then be in my
grasp? Did not Agathocles, though he had to run away, so to speak, from
Syracuse, with only a handful of ships, come very near to taking it?



We are not concerned just now with the rest of the conversation, or with the
moral which Cineas drew from it.
It was a splendid plan, and Pyrrhus was one who had all the genius that was
wanted to carry it out. Hannibal, no mean judge in such a matter, thought him
the greatest general that had ever lived.  But the beginning of his
great enterprise was the hardest part of it—too hard, indeed, for him to
accomplish.
He spent his strength in vain on Rome. He defeated her armies, but he could not
conquer her. Rome, we may say, saved Carthage from conquest. These two were to
fight for the mastery of the West.



His own dealings with Carthage may be briefly told. After two campaigns in
Italy, in which he had won much glory but little else, he passed over into
Sicily in the spring of 278. The Greek cities had invited him to come; they
wanted him to help them against their old enemy Carthage. At first he carried
everything before him, but Carthage offered him a large sum of money and a fleet
which should co-operate with him in his enterprises. He refused these terms.
Nothing, he said, would satisfy him—and we cannot but admire his fine
feeling for the honour of the Greek name—but that Carthage should quit the
island altogether and make the sea the boundary between Greece and herself.
After this his good fortune left him. The Greeks grew weary of their ally. They
plotted against him, and he retaliated with severities which made them hate him
still more. Then he failed in an attempt to storm the fortress of Lilybaeum; and
even his reputation as a soldier was damaged. At last there was nothing left for
him but to go. "How fair a wrestling ring," he said, as he looked back from his
ship upon the island; "how fair a wrestling ring, my friends, are we leaving to
Rome and Carthage!" In the fourth part of my story I shall tell the tale of this
wrestling match.






Authorities



Part I : Legend and Early History





	 I.			 The Legend of Dido 				

	 II.		 The Growth of Carthage    


    


Unfortunately, we know very little about the history of this period, and that
little is difficult to assign to any particular time. Our chief authorites are
Justin, a writer of uncertain date, who wrote an epitome of an earlier work
composed by one Trogus Pompeius (B.C. 85-14), and Polybius, who gives us
the text of the treaties between Carthage and Rome.  Of Polybius we shall
have something to say hereafter.






Part II : Carthage and Greece





	 I.				 Hamilcar and Hannibal				

	 II.			 Carthage and Dionysius (406-405)    

	 III.			 Carthage and Dionysius (397) 				

	 IV.			 The Last Struggle with Dionysius    

	 V.				 Carthage and Timoleon				

	 VI.			 Carthage, Agathocles, and Pyrrhus    


    


Here our chief authority is Diodorus Siculus, a Greek writer who "flourished"
about the beginning of our era. He was a native of Sicily, and in his
Universal History, or Historical Library, as he seems to have called it
himself, wrote an account of the world from the earliest time down to his own
day. With this work he took much pains, travelling over many of the countries of
which he intended to write the history, and collecting the works of authors who
had treated the same subjects before him. Much of his History is lost, but the
ten books from the eleventh to the twentieth have been recovered. As he was
naturally very much interested in the affairs of his own island, he seems to
have taken special pains with this part of his work, which includes the one
hundred and seventy-five years from the beginning of the second Persian war
(480) down to the year 305. He had before him the best authorities, as, for
instance, Timus, who wrote the History of Sicily from the earliest times
down to 264 (he himself died in 256, at the age of ninety-six); but he had not
much judgment in using his materials. Still, his book is of very great value for
this portion of our story. Fragments, too, of the lost books that followed the
twentieth have been preserved. Justin also tells us something about this time,
so that, on the whole, we have plenty of authorities.






Part III : Internal History of Carthage 




	 I.			 Carthaginian Discoveries				

	 II.		 Constitution and Religion of Carthage   

	 III.		 Revenue and Trade of Carthage    


    


The history of Hanno's voyage around the cape of Africa is called
 Periplus  or "Circumnavigation." The Greek narrative exists
 in a MS. in the Library of Heidelberg, and was first published in 1533.
Aristotle has dedicate a chapter to the subject of Carthaginian
government in his book The Politics.  






Part IV : Carthage and Rome





	 I.				 The War in Sicily and on the Sea    

	 II.			 Invasion of Africa             

	 III.			 In Sicily Again              	 

	 IV.			 Carthage and Her Mercenaries   

	 V.				 Carthage and Spain            	

	 VI.			 From The Ebro to Italy          

	 VII.				The First Campaign in Italy    
 
	 VIII.			Trasumennus	                   
 
	 IX.				Fabius and His Tactics	       
 
	 X.		  		Cannae                         
 
	 XI.				After Cannae                   
 
	 XII.				Turn of the Tide               
 
	 XIII.			Last Chance of Victory         
 
	 XIV.				The Last Struggle              
 
	 XV.				Hannibal in Exile              
 
	 XVI.				The Beginning of the End       
 
	 XVII.			Siege and Fall of Carthage     
 

               
               


For the First and Second Punic Wars our chief authorities are Polybius and Livy. The
first was a Greek, and a great friend of the younger Scipio, the conqueror of
Carthage. He was present at the capture of that city, but unfortunately the part
of his work which relates that event, and the history of the Third Punic War
generally, is lost. For the First Punic War, which is the chief subject of the
introductory chapters of his work, and for the Second, he is our best authority,
so far as he goes. Here, again, unfortunately, much is lost; indeed, we have no
complete book after the fifth, and this takes us a little farther than the
battle of Cannae. Considerable extracts have, however, been preserved of the
lost books, among them one containing a description of the battle of Zama.
Polybius was an admirable historian, painstaking and just in the highest degree.



Livy (Titus Livius) lived in the last days of the Roman Republic and the first
of the Empire, since he was born B.C. 59, the very time of the first
Triumvirate, and died in the fourth year of Tiberius. He wrote a history of Rome
in one hundred and forty-two books, of which thirty-five only survive. Happily
the ten books, twenty-one to thirty, which give a detailed account of the Second
Punic War from the beginning to the end, have been preserved, and epitomes of
the lost books exist, from which we get some valuable information about the
First and Third wars. Livy is a great writer; some excellent judges have even
said that his style is the very best to be found among prose writers ancient or
modern. It is certainly full of vigour and beauty; but Livy is not a great
historian. He was very careless, never taking the pains, so far as we can learn,
to visit the scenes of the events which he describes, though they must often
have been within his reach, or attempting to realize them to himself. For the
Third Punic War our chief authority is Appian, a native of Alexandria, who wrote
there, in Greek, a Roman history, in which he treated the affairs of every
country separately.






Cannae



The  great battle was still delayed for a few days. But when Hannibal's cavalry cut
off the Roman watering-parties from the river, and left the army without water
at the very height of an Italian summer, the impatience of the soldiers could
not be restrained. On the morning of the 1st of August, Varro, who that day was
in command, hoisted on his tent the red flag as a signal of battle.
He then ordered the army to cross the river Aufidus, and to draw up their lines
on the right bank. Hannibal at once took up the challenge, and fording the
stream at two places, drew up his army opposite to the enemy. His army was but
half as large; if he should be defeated his doom was certain; but he was
confident and cheerful. Plutarch tells us a story—one of the very few
which show us something of the man rather than of the general—of his
behaviour on the morning of the battle. He seems to have been one of the
soldiers whose spirits rise in danger, and who become cheerful, and even gay,
when others are most serious. "One of his chief officers, Gisco by name, said to
him: 'I am
astonished at the numbers of the enemy.' Hannibal smiled and said: 'Yes, Gisco;
but there is something more wonderful still.' "What is that?' said he.  'That
though there are so many of them, not one of them is called Gisco.' The answer
was so unexpected that everybody laughed." And he goes on to tell us that the
Carthaginians were mightily encouraged to see this confident temper in their
chief.



The Aufidus, bending first to the south, and then again, after flowing nearly
eastward for a short distance, to the north, makes a loop. This loop was
occupied by Hannibal's army. The left wing consisted of eight thousand heavy
cavalry, Spaniards and Gauls. Hasdrubal (who must not be confounded with
Hannibal's brother of the same name) was in command. They had the river on their
left flank and on their right. Behind them was one half of the African infantry.
"One might have thought them a Roman army," says Livy, "for Hannibal had armed
them with the spoils of Trebia and Trasumennus." Next in the line, but somewhat
in advance" so as to be about on a level with the heavy cavalry, were posted the
Spanish and Gallic infantry, with their companies alternately arranged, and
under the immediate command of Hannibal himself and his brother Mago. These
troops were still armed in their native fashion. The Spaniards wore white linen
tunics, dazzlingly bright, and edged with purple. Their chief weapon was the
sword which they used, of a short and handy size, and with which they were
accustomed to thrust rather than strike. Nevertheless it was fitted for a blow,
for it had, of course, an edge. The
Gauls were naked from the hips upwards. They used very long swords, without a
point. Both had oblong shields, and both seemed to the Romans and Italians,
whose stature seldom exceeded the average height of men, to be almost giants in
size. Still further to the right, but thrown back somewhat so as to be on a
level with their countrymen on the left wing, stood the other half of the
African infantry. And then on the extreme right wing of the whole army, were the
African light horsemen under the command of Mago. These, to use the military
phrase, "rested upon nothing;" that is, they had nothing to support their right
flank. There were but two thousand of them, for they had had some of the hardest
of the fighting since the army had entered Italy; but they were confident of
victory. The whole army numbered fifty thousand, but ten thousand had been
detached to guard the camp. The right wing of the enemy consisted of the Roman
horse, who thus fronted the heavy cavalry of Carthage; next to these came the
infantry of the legions, more than seventy thousand strong, yet drawn up in so
dense an array—in column, in fact, rather than in line—that they did
not overlap the far smaller force of their adversaries. On the left wing were
posted the cavalry of the allies. It was here that Varro commanded. Paullus was
on the right of the army. The whole force numbered about eighty thousand,
allowing for the detachment which had been told off to guard the camp. Their
faces were turned to the south. This was a great disadvantage to them, not so
much on account of the glare of the sun, for it was yet early in the day, but
because
the hot wind, which the country people called Vulturnus, rolled such clouds of
dust in their faces that they could scarcely see what lay before them.



The battle began as usual with the skirmishers. Here the Carthaginians had the
advantage. The slingers from the Balearic islands
were more expert and effective than any of the Roman light-armed troops. The
showers of stones which they sent among the legions did much damage, wounding
severely, among others, the Consul Paullus. Then the heavy-armed cavalry of
Carthage charged the Roman horse that was ranged over against them. The Romans
were some of the bravest and best born of their nation; but they were inferior
in numbers, in the weight of men and horses, and in their equipment. They wore
no cuirasses; their shields were weak; their spears were easily broken. Probably
they had no special skill in cavalry tactics; had they possessed it, there was
no opportunity of showing it, for there was no room to manoeuvre. It was a
fierce hand-to-hand fight; many of the Spaniards and Gauls leapt to the ground,
and dragged their opponents from their horses.



In the centre of the field where the Roman legions met the Gallic and Spanish
infantry, Hannibal seemed for a time to be less successful. He had advanced
these troops considerably beyond the rest of his line. When charged by the heavy
columns of the' enemy they were forced to fall back. The Romans pressed



on in a dense and unmanageable mass. And in what seemed the moment of victory
they found themselves assailed on both flanks and in the rear. On either side
the two bodies of African infantry, who had hitherto taken no part in the
battle, fell upon them. Almost at the same time came Hasdrubal with his heavy
horsemen. After routing the Roman cavalry of the right wing, he had charged that
of the allies upon the left. These had been already thrown into confusion by the
stealthy attack of five hundred Africans, who had pretended to surrender, but
came up in the critical moment and hamstrung their horses. Hasdrubal completed
their rout, and leaving the Africans to pursue the fugitives, charged the rear
of the Roman infantry. These were now surrounded on all sides, for the Gauls and
Spaniards in their front had rallied, and checked their advance. Upon this
helpless mass the Carthaginians used their swords till they were fairly weary of
slaying. How many men lay dead upon the field when darkness came on it is
impossible to say. Polybius gives the number at seventy thousand, and he is
probably a better authority than Livy, who reduces it to fifty thousand. Among
them were one of the consuls, the ex-consul Servilius, twenty-one military
tribunes (officers of a rank about equal to that of a colonel), and eighty
members of the Senate. Varro had fled from the field with seventy horsemen.
Hannibal's loss was something under six thousand.



The question was, "What was he to do?" He had destroyed the enemy's army, for
even the force left to guard the camps had surrendered, and there
was no other army in the field. Most of his officers, while they crowded round
to congratulate him, advised him to give himself and his army some rest.
Maharbal, who was in chief command of the cavalry, thought otherwise. "Do you
know," he said, "what you have done by this day's victory? I will tell you. Four
days hence you shall be supping in the Capitol of Rome. Let me go on in front
with my cavalry. They must know that I have come before they know that I am
coming." Hannibal was not so sanguine. He praised Maharbal's zeal, but must take
time to consider so grave a matter. Then Maharbal broke out: "I see that the
gods do not give all their gifts to one man. Hannibal, you have the secret of
victory, but not the secret of using it."



It will never be decided whether Hannibal, with his cautious policy, or the bold
Maharbal was in the right. But one is disposed to believe that so skillful a
general, one, too, who was not wanting in boldness (for what could be bolder
than this whole march into Italy?), knew what could and what could not be done
better than anybody else. He could not hope to succeed unless the allies of Rome
deserted her, and he had to wait and see whether this would happen. Till he was
sure of it he could not, we may well believe, afford to risk an advance. One
defeat would have been fatal to him. It would have been almost as fatal to sit
down in vain before the walls of Rome. But, however this may be, it is certain
that the opportunity, if it was an opportunity, never came back to him. He did
indeed come near to Rome, as I shall have to tell hereafter, but this was a
feint rather
than a serious attack. That midsummer day in the year 216 saw the highest point
which the fortunes of Carthage ever reached. Then only, if even then, she might
have been the mistress of the world.





The Last Chance of Victory



In  Italy Hannibal still remained unvanquished in the field, though his hopes were
gradually growing less. Early in the year 210 he won at Herdonia in Western
Apulia a victory which may almost be reckoned with those that had made his early
campaigns so famous. Cnaeus Fulvius, who had been Consul the year before, had
made a sudden march on the town. It was one of those that had revolted after the
defeat at Cannae, and he understood it to be badly guarded. He was the bolder
because he believed Hannibal to be in the extreme south of Italy. But Hannibal
had heard everything from his spies, and was there to meet him. Fulvius, as
might be expected, was out-generalled. His army was unskillfully posted, and
could not resist the attacks which were directed against it from several points
at once. The end was a complete rout. Even the Roman camp was taken. Fulvius
himself fell in the battle, and the Roman loss was estimated by some at eleven,
by others at seven thousand. It was evidently a great disaster. Nothing like an
army was left; only some scattered fugitives made their way to Marcellus in
Samnium. It was from Marcellus, not from any
officer who had been present at Herdonia, that the Senate received a dispatch
describing what had happened.



During the rest of the campaign but little happened, though Marcellus is said to
have fought a drawn battle with Hannibal, which was claimed as a victory when
the next day he found that the enemy had decamped. The following year (209) was
one of disaster to Hannibal, for he lost the second of the great gains which he
had secured in Italy, the city of Tarentum. It was betrayed to the Romans by the
commander of the Bruttian garrison which Hannibal had placed in it. The veteran
soldier Fabius, now in his eightieth year and consul for the fifth time, had the
great delight of finishing his many campaigns by this piece of good fortune. A
happy jest which the old man is said to have uttered on the occasion has been
recorded. Livius, when his carelessness had lost the city, had taken refuge in
the citadel. The citadel had never passed out of the hands of the Romans, and
this fact of course made the recovery of the town somewhat more easy. Livius was
disposed to get some credit for himself out of this circumstance. "You may thank
me," he said, "Quintus Fabius, for having been able to recover Tarentum." "Quite
so," replied Fabius, "for if you had not lost it, I never should have recovered
it." Hannibal had heard of the advance of the Romans, and had hastened by forced
marches to save the city. He was too late. He pitched his camp close by, and
after a few days returned to his headquarters at Metapontum. He made an attempt
to entrap Fabius, who might, he
thought, be tempted, after his success at Tarentum, into making a similar
attempt on Metapontum. A forged letter, purporting to come from some of the
principal citizens, was conveyed to him, offering to betray the place into his
hands. The old Roman is said to have been deceived, but to have been deterred
from making the attempt by some unfavourable signs in the sacrifices.
Notwithstanding this loss, Hannibal seems to have held his own during the rest
of the campaign. Livy tells us, indeed, that Marcellus fought three battles with
him, and that after being beaten in the first, he drew the second, and won the
third. But as it was made a complaint against him afterwards that he had kept
his troops for the greater part of the year within the walls of Venusia, and had
allowed the enemy to plunder the country at his pleasure, we may well doubt
whether any victory was won. Rome was now showing great signs of exhaustion, for
twelve out of the thirty Latin cities refused to furnish any further supplies;
and the Etrurians were beginning to waver in their fidelity.



The next year (208) is chiefly marked by the death of Marcellus. Chosen consul
for the sixth time, he marched with his colleague Crispinus to act against
Hannibal. He was never content, we are told, except when he was engaged with the
great Carthaginian leader" himself. The two consuls had ridden out of the camp
with an escort of two hundred cavalry, some of them Etrurians, who had been
compelled to serve to ensure the fidelity of their cities. Some African horsemen
under cover of a wood which was between
the two camps, crept unobserved to the rear of the Roman party, and then charged
them from behind. The Etrurians fled; the rest of the escort, who were Latins,
were overpowered. Marcellus was killed on the spot; Crispinus was wounded so
seriously that he died not long afterward, Hannibal gave honourable burial to
the body of his brave opponent.



And now came on of the critical years of the war. Hasdrubal, of whose departure
from Spain I have spoken before, was now in Italy. He had found little
difficulty in crossing the Alps; the native tribes had learnt that no harm was
intended to them, and probably received some consideration for their neutrality.
And some of the engineering works which Hannibal had constructed were doubtless
still in existence. Anyhow, Hasdrubal made his appearance in Italy before the
Romans, and even, it would seem, before his brother expected him. Rome made a
great effort to meet this new danger. She had lost some of her best generals.
Marcellus was dead, and Fabius was too old for active service. Livius, an old
soldier who had distinguished himself twelve years before, but had since been
living in retirement, and Claudius Nero were chosen consuls, and fifteen legions
were raised to form their armies. Livius was sent to act against Hasdrubal; Nero
watched the army of Hannibal.



And now we come to one of the boldest and most skillful achievements in the
history of Roman war. A dispatch from Hasdrubal to his brother, announcing his
intention of joining him, fell into the hands of some Ronan scouts and was
brought to Nero. It
was written in the Carthaginian language, but there were, of course, prisoners
in the camp who could read it to the consul. He conceived at once a bold design.
He would take his best troops, join his colleague by forced marches, and crush
Hasdrubal before he could effect the junction with his brother. The force which
he selected numbered seven thousand men. Even they were not at first let into
the secret. They were to surprise a garrison at Lucania, he told them. It was
only when they were well on their way that he discovered his real design. He
reached the camp of Livius in safety, and it was agreed between the two consuls
that battle should be given at once.



But the keen eyes of Hasdrubal had discovered what had happened. The Romans
seemed more numerous than before; his scouts noticed that of the
watering-parties which went down to the river some were more sunburnt than the
rest. Finally it was observed that the clarion was sounded twice in the camp,
showing that both consuls were present. He resolved to avoid, if he could, an
engagement, and left his camp during the night. But when he attempted to march
southward his difficulties began. His native guide escaped, and he could not
find the ford over the river Metaurus, which lay in his route. He thus lost the
start which he had gained by his stealthy departure, and the Romans came up with
him. He had begun to fortify a camp, but seeing the enemy advance prepared to
give battle. He put his elephants in front. The Gauls, recent levies whom he
could not trust, he posted on his left, protecting
them as much as he could by the elephants. His own place was on the right wing.
Here he had his Spanish infantry, veteran soldiers whom he had often led to
victory. The left wing of the Romans which was opposed to him was led by the
Consul Livius. Here the struggle was long and obstinate. The elephants at first
did good service to their side. Afterwards, maddened by the wounds which they
received, they trampled down friend and foe alike. After a while, Nero,
repeating the same tactics which had made him leave his own weakened army facing
Hannibal to help his colleague, withdrew some of the troops from the Roman right
wing, and charged the flank of the enemy. The Spaniards could not resist this
new attack. The Gauls, who had broken into the stores of wine and had drunk to
excess, were cut down where they stood, or lay helpless on the ground. The rout
was complete. Hasdrubal would not survive so terrible a defeat. He set spurs to
his horse, charged the Roman line, and fell fighting with the courage that
became the son of Hamilcar and brother of Hannibal. The loss of the
Carthaginians is said to have been 56,000. This is a manifest exaggeration, for
Hasdrubal could not have had so many in his army. Whatever were the numbers, it
was a decisive victory. There could now be no doubt that Rome, not Carthage, was
to be the conqueror of the Second Punic War. I may conclude this chapter by
quoting part of the splendid ode in which Horace, singing the praises of another
Nero (Tiberius Claudius Nero, afterwards the Emperor Tiberius),  dwells on the
achievement of his great ancestor.





	What thou, Rome, dost the Neros owe,


	Let dark Metaurus river say,


	And Hasdrubal, thy vanquished foe,


	And that auspicious day


	Which through the scattered gloom broke forth with
smiling ray.



	




	When joy again to Latium came,


	Nor longer through her towns at ease 


	The fatal Lybian swept, like flame


	Among the forest trees,


	Or Eurus' headlong gust across Sicilian seas.



	




	Thenceforth, for with success they toiled,


	Rome's youth in vigour waxed amain, 


	And temples, ravaged and despoiled


	By Punic hordes profane,


	Upraised within their shrines beheld their gods again.



	




	Till spoke forth Hannibal at length:


	"Like stags, of ravening wolves the prey, 


	Why rush to grapple with their strength, 


	From whom to steal away


	Our loftiest triumph is, they leave for us to-day?



	




	"That race, inflexible as brave,


	From Ilium quenched in flames who bore, 


	Across the wild Etruscan wave,


	Their babes, their grandsires hoar,


	And all their sacred things to the Ansonian shore;



	




	"Like oak, by sturdy axes lopped


	Of all its boughs, which once the brakes 


	Of shaggy Algidus o'ertopped,


	Its loss its glory makes,


	And from the very steel fresh strength and spirit
takes.



	




	"Not Hydra, cleft through all its trunk, 


	With fresher vigour waxed to spread, 


	Till even Alcides' spirit shrunk;


	Nor yet hath Colchis dread,


	Or Echionean Thebes more fatal monster bred.



	




	"In ocean plunge it, and more bright


	It rises; scatter it, and lo!


	Its unscathed victors it will smite


	With direful overthrow,


	And Rome's proud dames shall tell of many a routed foe:



	




	"No messenger in boastful pride


	Shall I to Carthage send again;


	Our every hope it died, it died,


	When Hasdrubal was slain,


	And with his fall our name's all-conquering star did
wane."








from Sir Theodore Martin




Nero returned in haste to his army, and ordered the head of Hasdrubal to be
thrown in front of the Carthaginian outposts. It was carried to Hannibal, and
recognized by him. "I see," he said, "the doom of Carthage." The next day he
retreated into the extreme south of Italy.
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The Legend of Dido



"Malgernus,
King of Tyre, died, leaving behind him a son, Pygmalion, and a daughter, Elissa
or Dido, a maiden of singular beauty. Pygmalion, though he was yet but a boy,
the Tyrians made their king. Elissa married Acerbas, whom some also call
Sichaus, her mother's brother, and priest of Hercules. Among the Tyrians the
priest of Hercules was counted next in honour to the king. Acerbas had great
wealth, which he was at much pains to hide, so that, fearing the king, he put it
away, not in his dwelling, but in the earth. Nevertheless the thing became
commonly known. Thereupon King Pygmalion, being filled with covetousness, and
heeding not the laws of man, and having no respect to natural affection, slew
Acerbas, though he was brother to his mother and husband to his sister. Elissa
for many days turned away her face from her brother, but at last, putting on a
cheerful countenance, feigned to be reconciled to him. And this she did, not
because she hated him the less, but because she thought to fly from the country,
in which counsel she had for abettors
many nobles of the city, who also were greatly displeased at the king. With this
purpose she spake to Pygmalion, saying, 'I have had enough of sorrow. Let me
come and dwell in thy house, that I be no more reminded of my troubles.' This
the king heard with great joy, thinking that with his sister there would also
come into his hands all the treasures of Acerbas. But when he sent his servants
to bring his sister's possessions to his palace she won them over to herself, so
that they became partakers of her flight. Having thus put all her riches upon
shipboard, and taking with her also such of the citizens as favoured her, she
set sail, first duly performing sacrifice to Hercules. And first she voyaged to
Cyprus, where the priest of Jupiter, being warned of the gods, offered himself
as a sharer of her enterprise on this condition, that he and his posterity
should hold the high priesthood forever in the city which she should found. From
Cyprus also she carried off a company of maidens, that they might be wives for
her people. Now when Pygmalion knew that his sister had fled he was very wroth,
and would have pursued after her and slain her. Nevertheless, being overcome by
the entreaties of his mother, and yet more by fear of vengeance from the gods,
he let her go, for the prophets prophesied, 'It will go ill with thee, if thou
hinder the founding of that which shall be the most fortunate city in the whole
world.'



"After these things Queen Elissa came to Africa, and finding that the people of
those parts were well affected to strangers, and had a special liking for buying
and selling, she made a covenant with them,
buying a piece of land, so much as could be covered with the hide of an ox, that
she might thereon refresh her companions, who were now greatly wearied with
their voyage. This hide she cut into small strips that she might thus enclose a
larger piece. And afterwards the place was called Byrsa, which is, being
interpreted, the Hide.



"To this place came many of the people of the land, bringing merchandize for
sale; and in no great space of time there grew up a notable town. The people of
Utica also, which city had been before founded by the men of Tyre, sent
ambassadors, claiming kindred with these new comers, and bidding them fix their
abode in the same place where they themselves dwelt. But the barbarous people
were not willing that they should depart from among them. Therefore, by common
consent of all, there was built a fair city, to which the builders gave the name
of Carthage; and it was agreed between Elissa and the people of the land that
she should pay for the ground on which the said city was founded a certain
tribute by the year. In the first place where they were minded to lay the
foundations of the city there was found the head of an ox. Of this the
soothsayers gave this interpretation, saying, 'This signifieth a fruitful land,
but one that is full of labour, and a city that shall ever be a servant to
others.' Therefore the city was moved to another place, where, when they began
to dig foundations again, there was found the head of a horse. Thereupon the
prophets prophesied again: 'This shall be a powerful nation, great in war, and
this foundation augureth of victory.'



"After these things, the city greatly flourishing and the beauty of Queen Elissa
(for she was very fair) being spread abroad, Iarbas, King of the Moors, sent for
the chief men of Carthage to come to him; and when they were come he said, 'Go
back to the Queen, and say that I demand her hand in marriage; and if she be not
willing, then I will make war upon her and her city.' These men, fearing to tell
the matter plainly to the Queen, conceived a crafty device.



King Iarbas,' said they, 'desireth to find someone who shall teach his people a
more gentle manner of life; but who shall be found that will leave his own
kinsfolk and go to a barbarous people that are as the beasts of the field?' The
Queen reproved them, saying,



No man should refuse to endure hardness of life if it be for his country's sake;
nay, he must give to it his very life, if need be.' Then said the messengers,
'Thou art judged out of thine own mouth, O Queen. What therefore thou
counsellest to others do thyself, if thou wouldst serve thy country.' By this
subtlety she was entrapped, which when she had perceived, first she called with
much lamentations and many tears on the name of her husband Acerbas, and then
affirmed that she was ready to do that which the will of the gods had laid upon
her. 'But first,' she said, 'give me the space of three months that I may lament
my former estate.' This being granted to her, she built, in the furthest part of
the city, a great pyre, whereupon she might offer sacrifices to the dead, and
appease the shade of Acerbas before that she took to herself another husband.
Upon this pyre, having first offered many sheep and oxen, she herself mounted,
having a
sword in her hand. Then looking upon the people that was gathered about the
pyre, she said, 'Ye bid me go to my husband. See then, for I go.' Thereupon she
drave the sword into her heart, and so fell dead."




Such was the legend of the founding of Carthage as Virgil found it when he was
writing his great poem, the Aeneid. He took it, and boldly shaped it to
suit his own purposes. This is how he tells it.



"Aeneas, saved by the gods from the ruin of Troy to be the founder of Rome,
comes after many wanderings to the island of Sicily, and thence sets sails for
Italy, the land which has been promised to him. But Juno, who cannot forget her
wrath against the sons of Troy, raises a great storm, which falls upon his fleet
and scatters it, sinking some of the ships, and driving the rest upon the shore
of Africa, near to the place where Elissa, who is also called Dido, had newly
founded her city of Carthage. By her he and his companions are hospitably
received. But this is not enough for Venus, his mother. 'For,' says she to
herself, 'haply the mind of the Queen and her people will change concerning my
son, and they will deal unfriendly with him and the men of Troy.' Thereupon she
devises this device. She causes her son Cupid, or Love, to take upon him the
shape of Ascanius, the young son of Aeneas; but Ascanius himself she carries to
her own bower in Cyprus, and there lulls him to sleep. Meanwhile Aeneas is
entertained by the Queen at a great banquet, and tells the story of the fall of
Troy and of his wanderings; and as he tells it, the false
Ascanius sits in the Queen's lap, and breathes into her heart the spirit of
love. After this comes Juno to Venus, and says to her: 'Why should there be
enmity between me and thee? I love Carthage, and thou lovest the men of Troy.
Let us make an agreement that these two may join together in one city; and to
this end let Dido take Aeneas for her husband.' To this Venus gave her assent;
and so it was contrived.



"But the thing pleased not Jupiter that Aeneas should so forget the greatness to
which he was called. Therefore he called Mercury, that was his messenger, and
said to him: 'Go to the Trojan chief where he now lingers at Carthage,
forgetting the city which he must build in Italy, and tell him that he must make
ready to depart.' So Mercury bore the message to Aeneas; and Aeneas knew that
the will of the gods was that he should depart, and bade his companions
forthwith make ready the ships. This they did; and when the time came, though it
was sorely against his will, Aeneas departed, knowing that he could not resist
the will of the gods. And when Dido saw that he was gone, she bade them build a
great pyre of wood, and mounting upon it, slew herself with the very sword which
Aeneas had left in her chamber."





Carthage and Dionysius (406-405)



Hannibal's  success in Sicily had encouraged the Carthaginians to hope that the whole island
might yet be theirs. They resolved on making another expedition, and appointed
Hannibal to the chief command. At first he declined the office, pleading his
advanced age, but consented to act when Himilco son of Hanno, a kinsman of his
own, was joined with him in the command. The two generals sent envoys to treat
with the chiefs in Spain and the Balearic Islands; they went themselves to
enlist troops among the African tribes and in the various Phoenician settlements
along the coast. Mercenaries were also hired from other countries, and
especially from Italy. The Italians in Hannibal's former army, thinking
themselves badly treated by the general, had taken service with Syracuse and
were, as their late general knew, a very formidable force. At last in
406—four years, i.e., after the first expedition—the invading
force set sail. They numbered, on the lowest calculation, 120,000; one writer
puts them down at nearly three times as many. They were carried across in more
than a thousand transports; and these again were convoyed by a fleet of one
hundred and twenty ships
of war. The Greeks, taught by experience, were resolved not to be behindhand
this time with their preparations for resistance. Forty Carthaginian ships had
been sent on in advance to Sicily. Against these the Syracusans sent a squadron
of equal strength. The two fleets met near the famous promontory of Eryx. After
a long struggle the Greeks were victorious, and sank fifteen of the enemy's
ships, the rest retiring to the African coast. Hannibal, hearing of the reverse,
sailed out with fifty fresh ships. Before this new force the Syracuse squadron
retired. It was now evident that the invasion could not be prevented.
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ONE OF THE TOWERS OF ERYX


All that remained was to make the best possible preparations for resisting it.
Syracuse sent embassies begging for help to the Greeks in Italy and to Sparta,
as well as to all the communities of the same race in the island. The city which
felt itself most in danger was Agrigentum, the richest and most populous place
in the island after Syracuse, and, indeed, scarcely inferior to that. The
Agrigentines lost no time in preparing for defense.



They engaged Dexippus, a Spartan, who was then at Gela with a body of 1,500
soldiers, and they also hired the Campanian mercenaries, eight hundred in
number, who in the former invasion had served under Hannibal. It was in May,
406, when the great Carthaginian host appeared before their walls. Hannibal
began by offering conditions of peace. He proposed an active alliance; if this
did not please the Agrigentines, it would be enough if they would be friendly to
Carthage, but take neither side in the war which she was preparing to wage. The
Agrigentines, unwilling to desert the cause of their countrymen, refused both
offers. Then the siege began. The town had a very strong position, which had
been carefully improved. It was built on a range of hills, rising in some places
to the height of more than a thousand feet. On the slope of these hills a wall
had been built, or, in some places, hewn out of the solid rock. Only one place
was practicable for an assault. Against this the Carthaginian generals brought
up their engines, especially two towers, from which they attacked the defending
force upon the walls. The fighting lasted throughout the day without any result;
at night the besieged
sallied forth and burnt the enemy's engines.



Hannibal then determined to use the stones of the tombs—which, as usual,
were outside the walls—to build mounds from which he might renew the
attack. The most splendid of these tombs was the sepulchre of Theron, who had
reigned in Agrigentum some eighty years before, and had borne a part in
repelling the first Carthaginian invasion. While the men were busy in pulling it
down it was struck with lightning. A religious panic followed. The sentinels
declared that they were haunted by the spectres of the dead whose graves had
been violated. A pestilence broke out in the camp. Great numbers died, and among
them Hannibal himself, and the prophets declared that the gods were thus sharing
their wrath at the impiety which had been committed. Himilco ordered that no
more tombs should be pulled down. As an expiation of what had been done, he
sacrificed a child to Saturn or Moloch, and threw a number of animals into the
sea as an offering to Neptune. Meantime he pressed on the siege, damming up one
of the rivers by which three sides of the town were surrounded. While he was
thus engaged the relieving force arrived; it comprised auxiliaries from Magna
Graecia (the name commonly given to the collection of Greek colonies in southern
Italy) and from most of the Greek cities in the island.



The general's name was Daphnaeus, and he had with him thirty thousand infantry
and five thousand cavalry. A squadron of thirty ships of war sailed along the
coast, keeping pace with the army. Himilco sent against them his Spanish and
Italian troops. A battle was
fought on the western bank of the Himera, and was obstinately contested. In the
end the Greeks were victorious, routing the enemy with the loss of six thousand
men. The whole force indeed might, it was thought, have been destroyed but for
the caution of Daphnaeus. Remembering how the men of Himera had been attacked
and slaughtered in just such a moment of victory, he held back his men from
pursuit. The same fear that Himilco, who of course had vast forces in reserve,
might take them at a disadvantage, kept the Agrigentine generals from sallying
forth upon the fugitives as they hurried past the walls. When the relieving
force had entered the city, there was naturally much talk among the soldiers
about the events of the day. Some loudly accused the generals of cowardice;
others even declared that they had been bribed. The populace rushed to the
market-place and held a public assembly, before which the Agrigentine generals
were put upon their trial. Menes of Camarina, one of the leaders of the
relieving force, was the chief accuser. The furious people would not listen to
any defense from the accused. Four out of the five were seized and stoned to
death; the fifth was pardoned on account of his youth.



At first Daphnaeus thought of attacking the Carthaginian camp; but the place was
too strongly fortified, and he contented himself with scouring the roads with
his cavalry and cutting off the supplies. The distress soon became very great;
many died of starvation, and the mercenaries crowded round Himilco's tent,
clamouring for their rations, and
declaring that unless they were satisfied they would take service with the
enemy. The general had just heard that the Syracusans were taking a convoy of
provisions by sea to Agrigentum. His only hope of relief was in getting hold of
this. He entreated the mutineers to wait for a few days, giving them meanwhile
as pledges the costly drinking cups and plate of the
Carthaginian officers. The Syracusan fleet had no expectation of being attacked,
as Himilco had never attempted to claim command of the sea. They were taken by
surprise and completely defeated. Eight of the ships of war were sunk, the
others chased to the shore, and the whole of the convoy captured. This event
changed the whole aspect of affairs. It was Agrigentum that was now in distress.
Before long the Italian mercenaries in the city departed. They alleged that
their time of service had expired; but it was said that Dexippus, their
commander, had been bribed by the besiegers to tell them that there was no food
in the city, and that they would find more profitable service elsewhere. That
there was no food was too true; for when the generals came to examine the
stores, they found that there was nothing to be done but at once to abandon the
city.
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CARTHAGINIAN PLATTER SILVER



That very night the plan was carried out. Guarded by the troops from the pursuit
of the Carthaginians, the whole population of Agrigentum, with the exception of
some who could not and others who would not leave their homes, crowded the road
that led eastward to Gela. At dawn Himilco entered the city. It was one of the
richest cities in Greece, and from its foundation three hundred years before it
had never had an enemy within its walls. The houses were full of pictures and
statues, of rich furniture, of gold and silver plate. The treasuries of the
temple were rich with the offerings of many generations of worshippers. Himilco
spared nothing. Everything that was valuable, sacred property as well as
profane, was carried
off.



The richest citizen of Agrigentum, unwilling to leave his native country, had
taken refuge in the shrine of Athene. When he found that its sacredness would
not protect him, he set it on fire and perished in the ruins. Himilco, who took
the city just about mid-winter (i.e., eight months after his first
landing in the island), occupied it till the spring of the following year. When
he was ready to take the field again, he leveled the houses to the ground and
defaced the temples. This done he marched against Gela, ravaged the country,
which indeed there was no attempt to defend, and then assailed the city. Gela
was for the time left to its own resources; it was neither so well placed nor so
strongly fortified as Agrigentum. Still it held out bravely, the women, who had
refused to be sent away to a place of safety, being conspicuous by their
courage.



Meanwhile Dionysius, the Syracusan commander, had collected a relieving force numbering, to take
the lowest estimate, thirty thousand infantry and a thousand cavalry, and
accompanied by fifty decked vessels. With this he marched to the help of Gela,
and pitching his camp between the Carthaginians and the sea, endeavoured to cut
off their supplies. After twenty days' skirmishing, in which little good was
effected, he determined to make an attempt upon the camp. The assault was to be
delivered simultaneously from three places—from the sea, from the western
side of the city, and from that part of the wall which was especially threatened
by the siege engines. The seafront of the camp was the weakest; and here the
attack, which was not expected, was successful for a time, and, but for the
failure of the other movements, would probably have decided the day. The
division that was to operate on the west was too late, for by the time it came
into action the fight at the seafront was over. That which was told off to
attack the siege-works, and was commanded by Dionysius himself, never came into
action at all.



Nothing now remained but to leave Gela to the same fate which had overtaken
Agrigentum and Himera—to abandon it to the fury of the enemy. This was
done the same night, Himilco having been put off his guard by a request from
Dionysius that he would grant a truce the following day for the burial of the
dead. All that had strength for the journey left the city. Camarina was
evacuated in the same way. Both cities were plundered and destroyed.



It now seemed as if the whole of Sicily were within
the grasp of Carthage. The only first-rate town that remained to be conquered
was Syracuse. We are inclined to ask, "Why did not Himilco march upon Syracuse
after the fall of Gela and Camarina?" just as we shall be inclined to ask
hereafter, "Why did not Hannibal march upon Rome after Cannae?" Doubtless he
remembered that, a few years before, the most powerful expedition ever sent
forth by a Greek state had been destroyed before the walls of this same city. It
must have been difficult, too, to feed and pay so vast an army. But probably his
strongest reason was the second breaking out of the plague. It had raged in his
camp through the summer of the year before; and now that the hot weather had
returned it probably broke out again.
Anyhow we know that when he returned to Carthage he had lost half his army by
sickness. Whatever the cause, he sent unasked to Syracuse envoys to treat for
peace. Dionysius was only too glad to listen, and a treaty was concluded on
these terms:



	 Carthage was to keep her old settlements, and those of the Sicanian tribes.

	 Selinus, Agrigentum, Himera, Gela, and Camarina, might be re-occupied by
such of their old inhabitants as survived. But they were to be unwalled, and
were to pay tribute to Carthage.

	 Leontini, Messana, and the Sikel tribes, were to be independent.

	 Syracuse was to be under the rule of Dionysius.

	 Prisoners and ships taken by either party were to be restored.






Successful as the campaign had been it ended in disaster to Carthage. The army
carried back the plague with it. Carthage and the neighbouring districts caught
the infection, and multitudes perished.




Carthage and Dionysius  (397)



We  have seen that the rule of Dionysius in Syracuse was one of the articles of the
treaty of 405. Such foreign support, of course, did not tend to make him
popular, and as soon as he felt himself strong enough, he threw it off. In 397
he called an assembly of the Syracusans, whom he was then doing his best to
conciliate, and proposed war against Carthage. "Just now," he said, "Carthage is
weakened by the plague; but she has designs against us which she will carry out
on the first opportunity. We had better deal with her before she has recovered
her strength." The people greatly approved the proposal; all the more because
Dionysius allowed them to plunder the property of Carthaginian citizens who were
residing in Syracuse, and the ships of Carthaginian merchants that happened to
be in harbour. News of what had been done spread over the island, and produced
something like a massacre. Carthage had used her victory cruelly, and her
misdeeds were now remembered against her. Carthaginian rule was oppressive,
especially in the amount of tribute which was exacted; and Carthaginian habits
and ways of life seem to have been particularly offensive to the taste of the
Greeks. The
result was a rising in the Greek cities which had been made tributary by the
last treaty. Most of the Carthaginian residents perished. The example of the
Greeks was soon followed by the native Sicilians, and in a very few days the
dominions of Carthage in the island were reduced to her strongholds on the
western coast.



All this happened before war had been formally declared. This declaration
Dionysius did not omit to make. He sent envoys to Carthage with a message: if
she would restore freedom to the Greek cities of Sicily she might have peace;
otherwise she must prepare for war. For war Carthage was but ill prepared. The
losses of the last campaign, and of the pestilence which had brought it to an
end, had been terrible. Still it was impossible to accept the condition which
had been offered, and the government prepared to resist. Of money, at least,
they had an unfailing supply, and with money they could always purchase men.
Some members of the council were at once sent off with large sums to hire
mercenaries in Europe.



Dionysius, probably without waiting for the return of his envoys, marched to the
west of the island. His object of attack was Motya, the chief harbour and
arsenal of Carthage in Sicily. He was joined on his way by the whole force of
all the Greek cities, and his army numbered eighty thousand infantry and upwards
of three thousand cavalry, while he had a fleet of two hundred ships
co-operating with him. Motya was strongly situated on an island divided from the
mainland by a channel six furlongs broad. This channel
was ordinarily crossed by a mole. But the mole could be removed in time of
necessity, and this was at once done. Dionysius, after reconnoitring the place
in company with his engineers, set about a siege. The harbour and all the shore
were blockaded, and the channel, or at least part of the channel, was filled up,
so that the engines might be brought up to the walls of the city. On the other
hand, Himilco, who had been put in command of the Carthaginian force, was not
idle. He sent ten ships from Carthage to Syracuse itself, and destroyed much of
the shipping in the harbour. He then made a more formidable attack on the
besieging force at Motya. Taking command in person of a squadron of a hundred
ships he crossed by night from Carthage to Selinus, and sailing thence along the
coast appeared at daybreak off Motya, sank or burnt the blockading squadron, and
made his way into the harbour. The Greek ships were drawn up on
land, and Dionysius did not venture to launch them. The harbour was too narrow
for him to use his numbers with advantage. But he constructed a road of planks
across a neck of land which divided the harbour from the sea, and made his men
drag his ships along this. When Himilco endeavoured to interrupt the work he was
driven off with showers of missiles from the Syracusan force on land, and by the
arrows discharged by the catapults. Catapults were a new invention at the time,
and probably caused something of the consternation which is felt by savages at
the first sight of firearms. Himilco, whose fleet was only half as strong as
that opposed to him, did not venture to give battle, but returned to Carthage.
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THE WALL OF MOTYA.



The attempt at relief having thus failed, Dionysius pushed the siege vigorously.
The walls were battered with the rams, while the catapults, with a constant
discharge of arrows, drove the garrison from the walls. Towers were wheeled up
against the fortifications. They had six stories, each of them filled with men,
and were as high as the houses of the town. The people of Motya, on the other
hand, defended themselves vigorously. They raised great masts with yard-arms,
from which men, protected from the missiles of the besiegers by breastworks,
threw ignited torches and bundles of flax steeped in pitch on the engines that
were being used against the walls. Some of these were set on fire, and the
assailants had to turn their attention to extinguishing the flames. Still the
attack went on, and before long the rams made a breach in the wall. A fierce
battle followed. The Greeks burned to avenge the cruelties that had been done to
their
countrymen; the Phoenicians, who could hope for no mercy, and who had no way of
escape open to them either by sea or land, resisted with the courage of despair.
When they had to give up the walls, they made barriers across the streets, and
defended every house as if it had been a fort. The Greeks brought their
siege-towers into the streets, and from them made their way into the upper
stories of the houses. Still the people of Motya did not lose courage, but
fought with a resolution which reminds us of the Jews when they defended
Jerusalem against the Romans under Titus. The Greeks suffered heavily in this
street fighting. Their opponents were utterly reckless of their lives, and they
knew the place where they were fighting. At last a stratagem succeeded where
force had failed. For several days the Greeks had retired from the conflict as
evening approached, the signal for retreat being given by a trumpet, and the
people of the town came to regard this as the regular course of things. But one
night Dionysius sent a picked force to renew the attack after dark. This
detachment established themselves in some of the houses before the besieged were
aware of what had happened; the rest of the army poured across the channel now
filled up, and Motya was taken. One of the horrible massacres which make these
wars so terrible followed. Dionysius tried in vain to stop it, not so much from
any feeling of mercy, as because prisoners might be sold for slaves, and would
bring in considerable sums of money. The soldiers paying no heed to his orders,
he made proclamation that such of the inhabitants as still survived should take
shelter in
the temples. This was effectual. The soldiers then began to plunder. This
Dionysius did not attempt to hinder. Wishing to encourage his men for the
campaign which lay before them, he gave up to them all the booty in the town. To
the leader of the party which had surprised the town he made a present of about
£400, and was liberal in his gifts to all who had distinguished themselves.



Carthage meanwhile had been preparing a formidable force with which to
re-establish her dominion in Sicily. It amounted to one hundred thousand men,
taking again, as being the most probable, the smallest estimate. Thirty thousand
more joined it after it had landed in Sicily. Himilco was appointed to the
command. Aware that Dionysius had his spies in Carthage, he gave to the captain
of each transport sealed orders directing them to sail to Panormus. They were
attacked on their way by a Syracusan squadron, which sank fifty of their number,
and with them five thousand men and two hundred chariots. Himilco then came out
with his war-ships, and the Syracusans retired. The Carthaginian general marched
along the coast to Motya, and recovered it without any difficulty. Dionysius did
not venture to attack him, but retired to Syracuse.



Himilco now conceived a very bold scheme, nothing less than to make his way to
Messana, in the extreme northeast of the island. It had an admirable harbour,
capable of holding all his ships, which numbered more than six hundred. It was
near the mainland of Italy, from which he hoped to draw fresh forces, and it
commanded the approach from
Greece. He marched along the north coast, his fleet accompanying him, and
pitched his camp at Pelorum, the extreme north-eastern point of Sicily, which
was about twelve miles from the city. The Messanians were struck with terror.
Their walls were out of repair; they had no allies at hand, and part of their
own military force was absent at Syracuse. The first thing was to send away the
women and children and the most precious of their possessions. Then they
prepared for defense. Some were encouraged by remembering an old oracle, "The
sons of Carthage shall bear water in the streets of Messana," which they took to
mean that there should be Carthaginian slaves in their city. They sent a
military force to the spot where Himilco was encamped, with instructions to
resist any attempt to occupy the country. Himilco at once sent a squadron of two
hundred ships to attack the town, which would now, he reckoned, be almost
stripped of defenders. An opportune north wind carried the ships rapidly to
their destination—more rapidly than the Messanian soldiers could follow
them. Himilco's hopes were fulfilled. His ships landed the troops which they
carried. These made their way into the city through the spaces in the walls, and
the place was captured almost without a struggle. Some of the Messanians fell in
a vain attempt at resistance; many took refuge in the neighbouring forts; two
hundred and more had recourse to the desperate expedient of swimming the strait
between their city and Italy. Fifty succeeded in the attempt. Himilco, after
trying in vain to capture the forts, marched on Syracuse.



His first object was the city of Catana, which lay on the southern slopes of
Mount Aetna. His original plan was to march his army along the coast, with the
fleet keeping pace with it. But this plan could not be carried out. A severe
eruption of Aetna took place at the very time of his march, and the stream of
lava which poured down the eastern or seaward slopes of the mountain made it
necessary for him to make a circuitous march round the western side.



Dionysius at once took advantage of this division of the Carthaginian forces,
resolving to attack the fleet while it was unsupported by the neighbourhood of
the army. He marched with his own army along the seacoast nearly as far as
Catana, while Leptines, the Syracusan admiral, sailed alongside with the fleet.
Mago, who was in command of the Carthaginian ships, felt at first no little
dismay at the sight of the combined force which was coming to meet him. He had,
however, no alternative but to fight; and indeed his fleet was a very powerful
one, numbering, along with the transport ships, which were furnished with brazen
beaks for purposes of attack, as many as five hundred ships. The Syracusan
admiral, who probably bore the character of being too adventurous, had been
strictly ordered by Dionysius to keep his fleet in close order, and on no
account to break the line. It was only thus that he could hope to hold his own
against the superior numbers of the enemy. These orders he disregarded. Picking
out thirty of his fastest sailers, he advanced far ahead of the rest of the
fleet, and boldly attacked the Carthaginians. At first he
was successful, sinking many of his antagonists But the numbers which were
brought up against him were overwhelming. It became more and more difficult to
manoeuvre; at close quarters, when it was possible for the enemy to board, one
ship, however skillfully commanded, was not much better than another. Before
long Leptines was glad to escape to the open sea with such of the ships as were
left to him. The rest of his fleet, who had thus lost the leadership of their
admiral, and who came on in disorder, made but little resistance to the enemy.
More than a hundred ships were taken or destroyed. Nor was the near
neighbourhood of the army on shore of much service to those who tried to escape
from the wrecks. The Carthaginians had manned a number of boats which
intercepted the fugitives, and slaughtered them in the water before the eyes and
within the hearing of their countrymen. More than twenty thousand men are said
to have been lost by the Greeks in this battle.



Dionysius was strongly urged to meet Himilco at once before the news of the
disaster to the fleet had become known through Sicily. At first he was inclined
to follow the advice. But more cautious counsels prevailed, and he retreated on
Syracuse. This was probably a mistake. Not only did he disgust many of his
allies, but he lost an opportunity of inflicting a great blow on the enemy.
Immediately after the battle bad weather came on, and the Carthaginian fleet
could not keep the sea. Had the Greek army still occupied their position on the
shore they might have inflicted immense damage on their
opponents. As it was, Himilco came up with his army in time to assist his fleet.
His own ships, and those which had been captured from the Greeks, were drawn up
on the shore and repaired. The men had some days given them for rest and
refreshment; and he then marched on to Syracuse. Before starting for this last
stage he sent envoys to the little town of Aetna, where the Italian mercenaries
of Dionysius were strongly posted, inviting these troops to change side and take
service with himself. They were strongly inclined to do so, but could not. They
had given hostages to their master, and their best troops were actually serving
in his army. They were thus compelled to refuse the offer, and Himilco was
obliged to leave them' in his rear.



On arriving at Syracuse his first step was to make a great demonstration of
force. He sailed into the Great Harbour with all his fleet. There were more than
two hundred ships of war, which he had adorned with the spoils of those captured
off Catana, and nearly two thousand others of all kinds and sizes. The harbour,
though measuring more than a mile and a half one way and two miles and a half
the other, was absolutely crowded with them. The army is said to have numbered
three hundred thousand; but this is doubtless an exaggeration. Altogether the
display of force was overwhelming, and the Syracusans did not venture to show
themselves outside either their harbour or their walls.



The Carthaginian general prepared to blockade the city, building three forts,
which he stored with wine and other provisions. His merchants were sent at
the same time to Sardinia and Africa to fetch new supplies. Dionysius, on the
other hand, sent to Greece and Southern Italy in the hope of collecting a force
of volunteers and mercenaries.



The tide of success now began to turn against Carthage. One of Himilco's
corn-ships was approaching his camp when five of the Syracusan ships sallied
forth from the Inner Harbour and captured it. The Carthaginians sent out a
squadron of forty ships to drive off the assailants. On this the Syracusans
manned their whole fleet, attacked the hostile squadron, sinking twenty-four out
of the forty, and capturing the admiral's ship. They then paraded their force in
front of the Carthaginian position, and challenged the invaders to a general
engagement. The challenge was not accepted.



And now, for the third time, pestilence, the old ally of the Greeks, appeared to
help them. Himilco had shown himself as careless of the religious feelings, not
only of his foes, but also of his friends, as his predecessors had done. He had
broken down the tombs outside the city to get materials for his forts, and he
had robbed such temples as, being without the line of fortifications, had fallen
into his hands. One specially rich and famous shrine had been thus treated, that
of Demeter and Persephone. It was to this impiety that the disasters were
generally attributed; but the natural causes at work were sufficient to account
for them. An enormous force was crowded together. It was the most unhealthy
season of the year; and the heat of the summer, that was now coming to an
end, had been unusually great. The plague that now broke out in the army seems,
from the description that the historian gives of it, to have been much of the
same type as the disease now known by that name. It began with swellings, and
ended, after a most painful illness of five or six days, almost invariably in
death. The danger or the fear of infection prevented due attention to the sick,
or even the burial of the dead. We are told that as many as one hundred and
fifty thousand corpses at one time lay rotting on the ground. The marvel is, if
this or anything like this be true, not that so many died, but that so many
survived.



The Syracusans did not fail to take advantage of the distress of the invaders.
Dionysius planned a simultaneous attack by sea and land. Leptines, with a
Spartan officer, was put in command of a squadron of eighty ships, and Dionysius
himself directed the movements of the troops. He marched out of the city at
night, and delivered an unexpected attack about daybreak on the landward side of
the Carthaginian camp. At first he suffered a reverse; but this he had fully
planned, for it enabled him to get rid of a body of disaffected mercenaries. Put
in the front, and deserted by the troops which should have supported them, they
were cut to pieces by the Carthaginians. But when Dionysius advanced in force,
these, in their turn, were driven back; and one of the forts was captured.
Meanwhile the Syracusan ships attacked on the other side. The Carthaginian ships
were but ill manned, a great part of their crews having doubtless perished in
the plague. Anyhow they
suffered a crushing defeat, and the army, weak itself, and distracted by the
assailants on the other side, could give them no very effectual help. Many of
the ships were deserted. To these the Greeks set fire. The flames spread from
vessel to vessel till nearly the whole of the fleet, both war-ships and
merchantmen, was in a blaze. They even spread to the camp, which itself was, at
least in part, consumed. In short, the victory of the Syracusans was complete,
and Dionysius encamped that night near the temple of Zeus, in which Himilco had
lately had his headquarters.



Reduced to these straits, the Carthaginian general resolved to open
communications with Dionysius personally, and without the knowledge of the
people of Syracuse. He offered three hundred talents if he would allow him to
remove to Africa what was left of his army. Dionysius replied that it would be
quite impossible to conduct so extensive an operation as the removal of the
whole of the army without exciting the suspicion of the people. But Himilco
himself and the Carthaginian officers would be allowed to escape. He was not
anxious to push the Carthaginians to extremities. Their friendship might be
useful to him on some future occasion, for his own power was not very firmly
established, and he had more than one proof of late that there was a strong
party at work in Syracuse to overthrow it. Himilco accepted these terms. It was
arranged that he and the other native Carthaginians should depart secretly on
the fourth night following, and Dionysius led back his army to the city. The
money was duly sent, and
at the time appointed, Himilco, with his officers and friends, and such of his
troops as belonged to Carthage, embarked. They filled, it is said, forty ships
of war. Their escape did not pass unnoticed. News of what was going on was taken
to Dionysius. As he seemed to be tardy in his movements, the Corinthian ships
that were in harbour acted for themselves, pursued the fugitives, and captured
some of the worst sailers in the squadron.



The army that was thus shamefully abandoned by its general fared, perhaps,
better than might have been expected. The native Sikels at once left the camp,
and thus anticipating the attack of the Syracusans, reached their homes for the
most part in safety. The Spaniards offered such a bold front to their enemies,
that Dionysius was glad to take them into his own service. The rest of the army
surrendered, and were sold as slaves.



Himilco did not long escape the punishment which was due to his treachery and
cowardice. All Carthage was plunged into mourning by the terrible disaster which
had happened. Every house, every temple, was closed; all rites of worship were
stopped, and private business was suspended. The city crowded to meet the ships
which were bringing back Himilco and his followers, and inquired the fate of
friends and relatives. When the whole truth was known, a cry of wailing went up
from the crowd. The general himself landed from his ship clad in the meanest
garb. Stretching his hands to the sky, he bewailed aloud the disasters which had
fallen on himself and on his country. The only consolation which he could
offer was that he had been conquered not by the enemy, but by the will of
heaven. At the same time he publicly confessed his own impiety, and took the
blame of what had happened on himself. After visiting every temple in the city
with this confession on his lips, he went to his own house, blocked up his
doors, and, refusing admission even to his own children, starved himself to
death.
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VOTIVE BAS-RELIEF TO PERSEPHONE



The misfortunes of Carthage were not yet at an end. She had seemed to be on the
point of subduing all Sicily, and indeed only one, city remained to be taken;
and within a few months she had to fight for her own existence. Her African
allies and subjects, with whom she seems to have been exceedingly unpopular,
rose by one consent against her. An army numbering one hundred and twenty
thousand was soon raised. They made their headquarters at Tunes, and for a
while, so superior was their strength, kept the Carthaginians within their
walls. For a time the city was in despair. Besides the visible dangers that
threatened, the people dreaded the anger of heaven. Their general had grievously
insulted the gods of Greece. He had made a dwelling-house of one temple at
Syracuse, and had robbed another. The government at once set itself to calm
these fears. The offended gods, especially Demeter and Persephone, who had never
before been worshipped in Carthage, were propitiated by sacrifices in Greek
fashion, which the handsomest youths of Greek race that could be found were
appointed to perform. This done, they applied themselves to the business of
defending the city. And indeed the danger was soon over. The
hosts that threatened them were nothing more than irregular levies, who could
not agree among themselves, and who had no leaders worthy of the name.
Provisions soon failed them, for they had no ships, whereas the Carthaginians
had command of the sea, and could import as much food as they wanted from
Sardinia. Nor was it only in this way that their vast wealth served them. They
used it also to buy off some of their most formidable enemies. In the course of
a few months the great Libyan army broke up, and Carthage was safe.





Carthaginian Discoveries



"Story of Carthage" is mainly a story of war. Of the people themselves and of
their life we hear very little indeed, and that little either from enemies or
strangers. But there are some exceptions, and of them the most interesting is
the account of the voyage of colonization and discovery made by Hanno, an
account which has been preserved; not indeed in his own language—for of
the Carthaginian tongue we have but a few words remaining—but in a Greek
translation. The date of Hanno is not certain. He is supposed to have been
either the father or the son of the Hamilcar who fell at Himera. There is little
to make the one supposition more probable than the other. On the whole, I am
inclined to accept the earlier time. Carthage was certainly more prosperous, and
therefore more likely to send out such an expedition before the disaster of
Himera than after it. In this case the date may be put as 520 B.C. Hanno's
account of his voyage is interesting enough to be given in full. I shall add a
few notes on points that seem to require explanation.



"It was decreed by the Carthaginians that Hanno
should sail  beyond the Pillars of Hercules and found cities of the
Liby-Phoenicians [a mixed population springing from marriages of Carthaginians
with native Africans, and regarded with much jealousy by the authorities of
Carthage]. Accordingly he sailed with sixty ships of fifty oars each, and a
multitude of men and women to the number of thirty thousand, and provisions and
other equipment.
[This number is probably exaggerated. It need not, however, be supposed that all
the colonists were conveyed in the sixty ships. These were probably ships of war
which convoyed a number of merchantmen, which discharged their cargoes of
passengers as the various colonies were founded.]



"When we had set sail and passed the Pillars, after two days' voyage, we founded
the first city and named it Thymiaterium. Below this city lay a great plain.
Sailing thence westward we came to Soloeis [Cape Cantin], a promontory of Libya,
thickly covered with trees. Here we built a temple to Poseidon;  and proceeded
thence half-a-day's journey eastward, till we reached a lake lying not far from
the sea, and filled with abundance of great reeds. Here were feeding elephants
and a great number of other wild animals.



"After we had gone a day's sail beyond the lakes we founded cities near to the
sea, of which the names were the Fort of Caricon, Gytta, Acra, Melita, and
Arambys. Sailing thence we came to Lixus [the Wadi Draa], a
great river which flows from Libya. On its banks the Lixitae, a wandering tribe,
were feeding their flocks. With these we made friendship, and remained among
them certain days. Beyond these dwell the inhospitable Ethiopians, inhabiting a
country that abounds in wild beasts and is divided by high mountains, from which
mountains flows, it is said, the river Lixus. About these mountains dwell the
Troglodyte, men of strange aspect. Of these the Lixitae said that they could run
swifter than horses. Having procured interpreters from these same Lixitae, we
coasted for two days along an uninhabited country, going southwards. Thence
again we sailed a day's journey eastward. Here in the recess of a certain bay we
found a small island, about five furlongs in circumference. In this we made a
settlement, and called its name Cerne. [Cerne is probably to be placed at the
mouth of the Rio de Ouro. Some of the French charts give the name of Herne,
which is said to resemble a name used by the natives.]



"We judged from our voyage that this place lay right opposite to Carthage,
for the voyage from Carthage to the Pillars was equal to the voyage from the
Pillars to Cerne. After this, sailing up a great river which is called Chretes,
[The Senegal, which opens out into such an expanse near its mouth. But there is
a difficulty about the mountains, which it is not easy to identify with anything
in the lower course of this river.]
we came
to a lake, in which are three islands greater than Cerne.




""Proceeding thence a day's sail, we came to the furthest shore of the lake.
Here it is overhung by great mountains, in which dwell savage men clothed with
the skins of beasts. These drove us away, pelting us with stones, so that we
could not land. Sailing thence, we came to another river, great and broad, and
full of crocodiles and river-horses. Thence returning back we came again to
Cerne; and from Cerne we sailed again towards the south for twelve days,
coasting along the land. The whole of this land is inhabited by Ethiopians.
These would not await our approach, but fled from us; and their tongue could not
be understood even by the Lixitae that were with us. On the last day, we came
near to certain large mountains covered with trees, and the wood of these trees
was sweet-scented and of divers colours. Sailing by these mountains for the
space of two days, we came
to a great opening of the sea; and on either side of this sea was a great plain,
from which at night we saw fire arising in all directions. Here we watered, and
afterwards sailed for five days, until we came to a great bay, which the
interpreters told us was called the Western Horn [The Gulf of Bissagos].



"In this bay was a large island, and in this island a lake of salt water, and
again in this lake another island. Here we landed; and in the daytime we could
find nothing, but saw wood ashes; but in the night we saw many fires burning,
and heard the sound of flutes and cymbals and drums and the noise of confused
shouts. Great fear then came upon us, and the prophet bade us leave this place.
We sailed therefore quickly thence, being much terrified; and passing on for
four days found at night a country full of fire. In the middle was a lofty fire,
greater than all the rest, so that it seemed to touch the stars. When day came
we found that this was a great mountain which they call the Chariot of the Gods
[Mt. Sagres].
On the third day of our departure thence, having sailed by streams of fire, we
came to a bay which is called the Southern Horn. [Sherboro' Island and Sound, a
little distance south of Sierra Leone.] At the end of this bay lay an island
like to that which has been before described. This island had a lake, and in
this lake another island, full of savage people, of whom the greater part were
women. Their bodies were covered with hair, and our interpreters called them
Gorillas. We pursued them, but the men we were not able to catch; for being able
to climb the precipices and defending themselves with
stones, these all escaped. But we caught three women. But when these, biting and
tearing those that led them, would not follow us, we slew them, and flaying off
their skins, carried these to Carthage. Further we did not sail, for our food
failed us."



This account was set, we are told, by Hanno on his return to Carthage in the
temple of Chronos or Saturn—the same, as has been already said, as the
Moloch of Scripture.



The elder Pliny, after mentioning the voyage of Hanno, which he strangely enough
supposes to have extended as far as the borders of Arabia, says, "At the same
time Himilco was sent to discover the northern coasts of Europe." Unhappily, we
possess no account of Himilco's voyage that can be compared to the
"Circumnavigation" of Hanno. All that we know of his narrative comes to us from
Avienus, a very indifferent Latin poet, who wrote about geography towards the
end of the fourth century of the Christian era. And what Avienus professes to
quote from him has a very incredible look. It took him four months to sail from
Carthage to a country which was probably Britain; not, as we might suppose, on
account of rough seas and stormy winds, but because there are no breezes to make
a ship move, or because there were such quantities of seaweed that it was held
by them as much as if it were passing through a wood. Perpetual fogs covered
everything. Besides these difficulties the sailor had to steel himself against
the terrible sight of strange sea-monsters with which these waters abounded.
Avienus professes to have seen the narrative of Himilco, and to quote from it
directly.
The ancients were not very scrupulous in such matters, and it is just possible
that Avienus took his information at second hand. It has been suggested that the
Carthaginians, jealous about their trade and afraid that other dealers should
meddle with their markets, instructed Himilco to write such an account of his
voyage as would deter everyone else from following in his steps.
It is certainly not sluggish seas and winds not strong enough to move a ship
which are the obstacles a traveller sailing north would chiefly have to dread.
However this may be, Himilco the discoverer is little more than a name to us.





From the Ebro to Italy



After  the capture of Saguntum, Hannibal went into winter quarters at New Carthage. He
gave a furlough to any of his Spanish troops that wished to visit their homes.
"Come back," he said, "in early spring, and I will be your leader in a war from
which both the glory and the gain will be immense." The winter he spent in
maturing his great plan, which was nothing less than to invade Italy. Carthage,
he knew, had been brought to the brink of destruction by being attacked at home;
and this because her subjects had been raised against her. Rome, too, had
subjects who were doubtless ill-content with her rule. Within the last hundred
years she had added the greater part of Italy to her Empire. It was in Italy
that he hoped to find his best allies. We shall see how far his hopes were
fulfilled, how far they were disappointed.



In the spring he made a disposal of his forces. Some fifteen thousand, chiefly
Spaniards, he sent into Africa. With his brother Hasdrubal he left an army of
between twelve and thirteen thousand infantry, two thousand five hundred
cavalry, five hundred slingers, and twenty-one elephants, besides a fleet of
fifty-seven ships, chiefly of the largest size. His policy in making
these arrangements was to garrison Africa with Spanish, and Spain with African
troops. The force with which he himself crossed the Ebro consisted of ninety
thousand infantry and twelve thousand cavalry.



To cross the Ebro, which was still nominally the boundary between Rome and
Carthage, was formally to commence hostilities. On the night before he made the
passage, Hannibal, who had lately returned from a solemn visit to the temple of
Melcarth at Gades, had a dream. He saw a youth of godlike shape, who said,
"Jupiter has sent me to lead your army into Italy. Follow me, but look not
behind." Hannibal followed trembling, but could not, after a while, keep his
eyes from looking behind. He saw a serpent of marvelous size moving onwards, and
destroying the forest as it went. When he asked what this might mean, his guide
answered, "This is the devastation of Italy. Go on and ask no more, but leave
the designs of fate in darkness."



Hannibal's numbers, indeed, were much diminished before he reached the foot of
the Alps, which was to be the first stage in his journey. He had to conquer the
country between the Ebro and the Pyrenees, and leave a large force to hold it;
and he felt it wise to dismiss to their homes a number of men who were unwilling
or afraid to go on with him. It was with fifty thousand foot and nine thousand
horse that he crossed the Pyrenees. From the Pyrenees he marched with little
opposition to the Rhone. His route seems to have led him to Nemausus (now
Nismes), while the point at which he touched the river was probably Roquemaure.
Polybius describes it as being four
days' march from the mouth. He found the further bank occupied by a strong force
of the neighbouring Gauls. His guides informed him that some twenty-five miles
higher up the river there was an island, and that when the stream was divided it
was shallow and comparatively easy to cross. Accordingly he sent Hanno, son of
Bomilcar, with a party of his army to cross at this place, and to take the enemy
in the rear. Hanno found no one to oppose him. His Spanish troops, men
accustomed to the water, put their clothes and arms on bladders, and swam to the
further bank, pushing these before them; the Africans, who had not had the same
experience, crossed upon rafts. Hannibal meanwhile was making his own
preparations for the passage. He had collected from friendly tribes on the right
bank of the river a number of small boats. These he used for his infantry.
Larger vessels and rafts constructed by his own men were reserved for the
cavalry, and were put higher up the stream, to break the force of the current
against the lighter craft. When all was ready he gave the signal to start. The
enemy, though startled by his boldness in thus crossing in face of their
opposition, would doubtless have stood firm, and, perhaps, successfully resisted
him, but for the force which had already made the passage higher up the river.
At the critical moment they saw behind them the smoke of the fires which, by a
concerted plan, Hanno and his infantry had lighted. They found themselves taken
in the rear, a danger which no undisciplined troops can brave. Hannibal,
familiar with this fact, pushed boldly on. He was himself in one of the foremost
boats, and, leaping to shore, led his men
to the charge. The Gauls broke and fled almost without striking a blow. He had
still to get his elephants across. A large raft was covered with earth and
moored firmly to the bank, and to this again a smaller raft, similarly
disguised, was attached. The elephants, led by two females, were taken first
upon the larger, then upon the smaller raft, and, fancying themselves still upon
dry ground, made no objection. Then the smaller raft was detached, and propelled
across the stream. The great beasts were frightened when they found themselves
afloat, but their very terror kept them quiet; and two that plunged into the
water, though their unfortunate drivers were drowned, got safely to the opposite
shore.



Hannibal marched up the left bank of the Rhone till he reached the Isere. Here
he made a valuable ally in a chief of the Allobroges, whom he supported against
a younger brother that was claiming the throne. This prince supplied his army
with stores of all kinds, among which shoes are especially mentioned, and
escorted him as far as the foot of the Alps.



But, it will be asked, were the Romans doing nothing to defend themselves
against this invasion? They had other work on their hands, for they were at war
with the Gauls in what is now Northern Italy, but was then called Cisalpine or
Hither Gaul. The first armies they could raise were sent against them; but
Publius Cornelius Scipio (a name of which we shall hear much hereafter) was
dispatched with a force to the mouths of the Rhone. Had he moved up the river at
once he might have hindered Hannibal's passage, but he sat still. A proof that
the
Carthaginians were near was soon given him. Hannibal had sent a squadron of
African horse to reconnoitre, and this fell in with some cavalry which Scipio
had sent out for the same purpose. A sharp skirmish followed. It was the first
occasion on which the two enemies crossed swords, and the Romans won the day.
When his cavalry had returned, Scipio marched up the river; but he found
Hannibal gone, and did not think it well to follow him. Returning to the sea, he
sent the greater part of his army under his brother Cnaeus into Spain, and
sailed back with the rest to Italy. This policy of strengthening the Roman force
in Spain, in face of what seemed a greater danger nearer home, was masterly, and
was to bear good fruit in after time.



Hannibal's route across the Alps has been the subject of much controversy, into
which I do not intend to enter. The view which seems to me the most probable is
that he marched up the left bank of the Rhone as far as Vienne; then, leaving
the river, struck across the level country of Upper Dauphiny, and met the river
again at St. Genix. Thence he marched up the valley of the Upper Isere, and
crossed by the pass of the Little St. Bernard, descending into the Valley of
Aosta.



The dangers and difficulties of the passage are described in vivid language by
the historians, and indeed they must have been terrible. To take an army, with
all its stores and baggage, the horses, and the elephants, across the Alps, was
indeed a wonderful task; still more wonderful when we consider how late it was
in the year when the attempt was made
It was almost the end of October before the summit of the pass was reached, and
the seasons, there is little reason to doubt, were colder then than they are
now.



If Hannibal had only had natural obstacles to contend with he would have had
plenty to do; but he found the mountain tribes fiercely hostile. They resented
the intrusion of this formidable force into their country, and they saw an
excellent opportunity for plundering. Their attacks began as soon as he
commenced the ascent, and were continued till he had nearly reached the highest
point. The first stage of the march was at the pass which leads to the Lake of
Bourget. Every mile of this had to be won by hard fighting. The road was steep
and narrow, and the barbarians attacked the army from points of vantage. It was
only Hannibal's foresight in occupying a still higher position, which the enemy
had left during the night, that prevented a most serious loss. When the plain at
the upper end of the pass was reached, the disciplined army had nothing to fear.
The mountaineers' fortified town was stormed, and much of the property that had
been lost was regained. The next three days' march was made without opposition;
and then the mountain tribes, seeing that force had failed, tried what treachery
could do. Their chiefs came into the camp, offered hostages, sent in supplies,
and promised to guide the army by the best and shortest route. Hannibal did not
wholly trust them, and took precautions against a sudden attack. But he allowed
the guides to lead him into a dangerous defile, where the longer road would have
been safer.
At the most critical point of the march the enemy attacked, rolling down great
rocks or sending showers of stones from the cliffs. The loss was great, but the
army struggled through. The elephants, difficult as they must have been to drive
up those narrow and slippery roads, were of great service. The mountaineers were
terrified at the sight of them, and wherever they were visible did not venture
to approach.



[image: [Illustration]]


CROSSING THE ALPS.



The story of how Hannibal split with fire and vinegar the rocks which his men
could neither remove or climb over is so famous that it cannot be omitted,
though it is not easy to imagine how the vinegar came to be there. Had his
foresight, wonderful as it was, extended so far as to provide this most unlikely
kind of store? But without further criticism I shall quote Livy's own words.
"Having to cut into the stone, they heaped up a huge pile of wood from great
trees in the neighbourhood, which they had felled and lopped. As soon as there
was strength enough in the wind to create a blaze they lighted the pile, and
melted the rocks, as they heated, by pouring vinegar upon them. The burning
stone was then cleft open with iron implements."



Livy represents this incident as occurring in the course of the descent. By that
time the work, of course, was really done. The army took nine days, we are told,
to make its way to the top. That once reached, they were permitted to rest two
days. When they resumed their march a fall of snow almost reduced them to
despair. But Hannibal told them to keep up their courage. He would show them the
end of their toils. And indeed, a little further on, they came to a point from
which they could look down on the rich plains of Italy. "You are climbing," he
cried to his men, "not the walls of Italy only, but of Rome itself. What remains
will be a smooth descent; after one or, at the most, two battles, we shall have
the capital of Italy in our hands."



Six days sufficed for the descent. It was more than four months since Hannibal
had started from New Carthage. His losses on the way had been terrible. He
brought down with him into the plains of Italy not more than twenty thousand
infantry (three-fifths of them Africans and the remainder Spaniards) and six
thousand cavalry; and he had left thirty-three thousand, most of them victims of
disease and cold, upon his road. This was the force, if we are to reckon only
his regular troops, with which he was to undertake the conquest of Italy. The
numbers rest on the authority of a Roman who was a prisoner in the Carthaginian
camp, and who heard them from the lips of the great general himself.





The Beginning of the End



The  death of Hannibal did not remove the suspicion of Rome that Carthage might be
plotting some mischief. The conditions imposed upon her by the Peace of Hannibal
(as the treaty made after the battle of Zama was called) had not permanently
disabled her. She had lost her dominions but not her trade; her war-ships had
been destroyed, but not the ships of her commerce; and she had always in her
treasury the gold with which to hire new armies. Only twenty years had passed
since the conclusion of the peace, when she offered to pay up at once the
balance of the indemnity which was to have been spread over fifty years. The
Romans preferred keeping this hold over their ancient enemies to receiving the
money, but they were alarmed at this proof of how completely the wealth of
Carthage was restored. Some ten years later, when war with Macedonia was
threatening, news came to Rome that the envoys of the Macedonian king had been
received at Carthage. Doubtless the envoys had been sent; and it is probable
that they found some powerful persons ready to listen to them—for there
was still a war-party in Carthage—but there is no reason to believe that
the
government had had any dealings with the enemies of Rome. There was one Roman
statesmen by whom these suspicions were very strongly felt. This was Marcus
Porcius Cato, commonly called the Elder Cato, to distinguish him from his
great-grandson, Cato of Utica, the republican who killed himself sooner than
live under the despotism of Caesar. Cato had served throughout the campaigns of
the Second Punic War, and had not forgotten his experiences of that time. He had
been sent to inquire into the causes of a war that had broken out between
Carthage and King Masinissa, and he had been much struck by the proofs of wealth
and power that he saw during his visit, the crowded population of the city and
territory, the well-appointed fleet, and the well-filled armouries. Returning to
Rome, he related in the Senate what he had seen. "This people," he said, "is
stronger than ever. They are practicing war in Africa by way of prelude to war
against you." As he spoke, he threw down from a fold in his robe a bunch of ripe
figs. "The country that bears these," he cried, as the senators admired the
beautiful fruit, "is but three days' journey from here." One is not certain
whether he meant that it was so near as to be dangerous, or that it could be
easily reached. Anyhow, from that time he never ceased to take every opportunity
that occurred of expressing his opinion in the Senate. Whatever the matter might
be that was being voted upon, he added the words, "And I also think that
Carthage ought to be blotted out." With equal pertinacity one of the Scipios
(surnamed Nasica, or "Scipio of the Pointed Nose), a near kinsman of the
conqueror of Zama,
added to every vote, "And I also think that Carthage ought to be left."



Carthage had a dangerous enemy at home in King Masinissa. He had begun life, as
we have seen, by serving with Hasdrubal Barca in Spain, had then changed sides,
and fought on the side of the Romans at the battle of Zama. He had been
handsomely rewarded for these services. His father's dominions had been restored
to him, and to these had been added the greater part of the kingdom of Syphax.
For more than fifty years he was continually engaged in enlarging his borders at
the expense of Carthage, and he always felt that he could rely on the help, or
at least the countenance, of the Romans. Carthage was forbidden to make war on
her neighbours in Africa without the leave of Rome, and all that she could do in
return for Masinissa's aggressions was to send to appeal to that power to
protect her against the wrongs that she was compelled to suffer. More than once
the Romans sent commissioners to inquire into her complaints. Once, indeed,
possibly oftener, these commissioners decided against Masinissa, but they
generally left the matter unsettled. Anyhow, the king went on with his
encroachments, and generally contrived to keep what he had laid his hands upon.



In 151 this quarrel broke out into open war. Masinissa had a party of his own in
Carthage. The democratic or war party expelled forty of its principal members,
imposing at the same time an oath upon the people that they would never allow
them to return. The exiles fled to the king and urged him to make war. He was
willing enough, for he had his eye on a
town which he particularly coveted; but he first, sent one of his sons on an
embassy to Carthage to demand redress. The prince was not admitted within the
works, and was even attacked on his way home. Masinissa then laid siege to the
town. The Carthaginians sent Hasdrubal, their commander-in-chief, against him.
They were joined by two of the king's chief officers, who deserted, bringing
with them as many as six thousand horse. In some slight engagements that
followed Hasdrubal was victorious; and the king made a feint of retreat, and
drew Hasdrubal after him into a region where supplies could not easily be
obtained. A battle soon followed. The old king—he was eighty-eight years
of age—commanded in person, riding after the fashion of his country,
without saddle or stirrup. No very decided result followed, but the king, on the
whole, had the advantage. There was present that day, as spectator of the
conflict, a young Roman who had much to do with the conclusion of the story of
Carthage. To give him the full title which he bears in history, this was Publius
Cornelius Scipio Aemilianus Africanus Minor. He was a son of a distinguished
Roman general, Aemilius Paullus, the conqueror of Pydna, and grandson of the Aemilius Paullus who fell at Cannae. He was adopted by the
elder son of the Scipio Africanus, the conqueror of Zama, whose weak health
prevented him from taking any part in public affairs.
He had
been serving with a Roman army in Spain, and had come to Masinissa for the
purpose of purchasing elephants. He had privilege of seeing the battle from a
hill that overlooked the plain, and afterwards said (we probably get the story
from his friend Polybius) that, though he had been present at many battles, he
had never been so much pleased. "I saw," said he, "one hundred and ten thousand
men meet in combat. It was a sight such as two only have seen before me, Zeus
from the top of Ida, and Poseidon from Samothrace, in the Trojan war."



Scipio undertook to arbitrate between the two parties. The Carthaginians offered
to give up the country round Emporia, or the Markets  (now Gabes and
Terba), and to pay two hundred talents down and eight hundred more in
installments; but when the king demanded also the surrender of the fugitives,
the negotiations were broken off. Hasdrubal ought now to have taken up a
position which it would have been possible for him to hold, but he neglected to
do so. He expected another offer from Masinissa, and he also had hopes that the
Romans would interfere in his favour. His delay was fatal to him. Famine, and
the fever that always follows on famine, wasted his army. In the end he was
obliged to accept the most humiliating terms. The exiles of Masinissa's party
were to be taken back into the city; the fugitives were to be surrendered; an
indemnity of five thousand talents was to be paid, and he and his soldiers were
to pass through the hostile camp, unarmed and with but a single garment apiece.
The helpless fugitives were attacked by one of the king's sons at
the head of a force of cavalry, and cruelly slaughtered. Only a very few, among
whom was Hasdrubal himself, returned to Carthage.



But worse remained behind. The Carthaginian government condemned to death
Hasdrubal and those who had been most active in promoting the war. But when the
ambassadors whom they sent to Rome pleaded this proceeding as a ground for
acquittal, they were asked, "Why did you not condemn them before, not after the
defeat?" To this there was no answer; and the Roman Senate voted that the
Carthaginian explanation was not sufficient. "Tell us," said the unhappy men,
"what we must do?" "You must satisfy the Roman People," was the ambiguous
answer. When this was reported at Carthage, a second embassy was sent, imploring
to be definitely told what they must do. These were dismissed with the answer,
"The Carthaginians know this already." Rome had accepted the pitiless counsel of
Cato, and Carthage was to be blotted out. If there was any doubt, it was
dismissed when envoys came from Utica offering the submission of that city. The
consuls of the year, Manilius and Censorinus, were at once dispatched with a
fleet and an army. Their secret instructions were that they were not to be
satisfied till Carthage was destroyed. The forces which they commanded amounted
to nearly a hundred thousand men. The expedition was popular; for the prospects
of booty were great, and volunteers of all ranks thronged to take part in it.
The news that the fleet had sailed was the first intimation that Carthage
received that war had been declared.
The Carthaginian government still hoped that an absolute submission might save
them. They sent another embassy to Rome with full powers to grant any terms that
might be asked. The answer that they received was this: "If the Carthaginians
will give three hundred hostages from their noblest families, and fulfill all
other conditions within thirty days, they shall retain their independence and
the possession of their territory." But secret instructions were also sent to
the consuls that they were to abide, whatever might happen, by their first
instructions.



The hostages were sent, after a miserable scene of parting from their friends.
But few believed that submission would be of any avail. And indeed it was soon
seen to be useless. The consuls demanded that the arms in the city should be
given up. The demand was accepted. Two hundred thousand weapons, more darts and
javelins than could be counted, and two thousand catapults were given up. Then
the consuls spoke again. "You must leave Carthage; we have resolved to destroy
this city. You may remove your furniture and property to some other place, but
it must be not less than ten miles from the sea." And they added some reasons,
which must have sounded like the cruelest mockery, why they should be content
with this decision. "You will be better away from the sea," they said in effect;
"it will only remind you of the greatness which you have lost. It is a dangerous
element, which before this has raised to great prosperity and brought to utter
ruin other countries besides yours. Agriculture is a far safer and more
profitable employment. And," he added,
"we are keeping our promise that Carthage should be independent. It is the men,
not the walls and buildings of the city that constitute the real Carthage."



The return of the envoys had been expected at Carthage with the utmost
impatience. As they entered the gate of the city they were almost trampled to
death by the crowd. At last they made their way into the Senate-house. Then they
told their story, the people waiting in a dense throng outside the doors of the
chamber. When it was told, a loud cry of dismay and rage went up from the
assembly; and the people, hearing it, rushed in. A fearful scene of violence
followed. Those who had advised the surrender of the hostages and of the arms
were fiercely attacked. Some of them were even torn to pieces. The envoys
themselves were not spared, though their only offence had been to bring bad
news. Any unlucky Italians, whom business had happened to detain in the city,
fell victims to the popular fury. A few more wisely busied themselves with
making such preparations for defense as were possible, for of course there was
but one alternative now possible. Indeed the Senate declared war that same day.





Hannibal in Exile



It  was true that, as the discontented senator had said, Hannibal had been the cause
of the troubles of Carthage; still he was too great a man to be anywhere but in
the first place; and for some years he practically governed the State. He seems
to have done this new work well. The Court of Judges at Carthage had usurped a
power which did not belong to them. Every man's property, character, and life
were at their disposal; and they were unscrupulous in dealing with it. Hannibal
set himself to bring about a change; he carried the people with him; the office
of judge became annual, and it was filled up by election. It is a change that
does not altogether commend itself to us; but it was probably required by the
peculiar condition of the country.



Another reform concerned the public revenue. Hannibal made a searching inquiry
into what came in, and what was spent, and he found that a very large proportion
of the whole was embezzled. He stated these discoveries in a public assembly.
The expenses of the country might be met, the tribute to Rome paid, and taxation
nevertheless lightened, if only the revenue were honestly collected and honestly
spent. It was only too natural that these proceedings should make many enemies.
And besides those who were furious at the loss of their unjust gains, there were
doubtless some who were honestly afraid of what Hannibal was aiming at. If he
was making Carthage richer and more powerful, it was that he might plunge her
again into a war with Rome. So, from one cause or the other, a strong party was
raised against him. His enemies had, it is said, the meanness to accuse him to
the Roman Government. He was planning, they said, a new war in concert with
Antiochus, king of Syria. The Romans were on the point of war with this prince,
and were ready to suspect their old enemy. An embassy was sent to Carthage, in
spite of the opposition of Scipio, to demand that he should be given up.
Ostensibly the object of their invasion was to settle a dispute between Carthage
and Masinissa.



Hannibal knew the truth, and resolved to fly. To put his enemies off their
guard, he showed no kind of alarm, but walked about in public as usual. But he
took horse at night, reached the coast, and embarked in a ship which, in
anticipation of such a need, he had kept in readiness, and sailed to Cercina
(Kerkena). It was necessary to conceal the fact of his flight, and he gave out
that he was going as ambassador to Tyre. But the harbour of the island happened
to be full of merchant-ships, and the risk of discovery was great. He resolved
accordingly to escape. The captains were invited to a great entertainment, and
were asked to lend their sails and yards for the construction of a tent. The
revel was long and late. Before it was
over Hannibal was gone, and the dismantled ships could not be made ready for
several hours. From Cercina he sailed to Tyre, where he was received with great
honours, and from Tyre again to the port of Antioch. Antiochus had left that
place and was at Ephesus, and thither Hannibal followed him.



Antiochus of Syria, fourth in descent from Seleucus, one of the Macedonian
generals who had shared between them the empire of Alexander, has somehow
acquired the title of the "Great." He had little that was great about him
except, perhaps, his ambition. His treatment of Hannibal, whether it was the
result of weakness or of jealousy, was foolish in the extreme. He did not take
his advice, and he would not employ him. His advice had been to act at once.
Rome at this time (195 B.C.) had to deal with many enemies. The Gauls especially
were giving her much trouble. If Antiochus could have made up his mind to attack
her immediately, the result might have been different to what it was. As it was
he lingered and delayed, and when at last, two years afterwards, he made up his
mind to act, the opportunity was lost. In 192 he crossed over into Greece, and
was defeated with heavy loss the following year at Thermopylae. Hannibal was not
employed in this campaign. But he was sent to equip and to command a fleet.
There was nothing strange in this variety of employment; for then—and
indeed the same has been the case till quite recent times—the same men
would command fleets and armies indifferently. He was attacked by a greatly
superior fleet belonging to the island of Rhodes, then
a great naval power, and, though successful where he commanded in person, was
defeated.



In the same year (190) was fought the great battle of Magnesia. Whether Hannibal
was present at it we do not know; but an anecdote is told of him which belongs
to this time. Antiochus had collected a great army—some sixty or seventy
thousand in number—to do battle with the Romans. It had been gathered from
the cities of Greece and from Western Asia, and their dress and armour was as
splendid as it was various. The king looked with pride on the ranks glittering
with gold and silver. "Will not this be enough for the Romans?" he asked of
Hannibal who was standing by his side. "Yes," said he, with a grim jest, "yes,
enough even for them, though they are the greediest nation on the earth!" But it
was of the spoils, not of the fighting strength of the army, that he was
speaking.



The battle of Magnesia ended, as Hannibal had expected, in the utter defeat of
the Syrian army. Antiochus was advised to sue for peace. Two years afterwards
(188) it was granted to him, one of the conditions being that he should give to
Rome such of her enemies as he had received at his court. He accepted the
condition, but gave his guest an opportunity of escaping.



Various stories are told of Hannibal's movements after his flight from the court
of Antiochus. According to one account he sought refuge for a time in Crete. A
story is told of him here which very likely is not true, but which shows the
common belief in his ingenuity and readiness of resource. He suspected
the Cretans of coveting the large treasure which he carried about with him. To
deceive them he filled a number of wine-jars with lead, which had over it a thin
covering of gold and silver. These he deposited with much ceremony in the
presence of the chief men of the island in the temple of Diana. His real
treasure meanwhile was hidden in some hollow brazen figures which were allowed
to lie, apparently uncared for, in the porch of his house. From Crete he is said
to have visited Armenia, and to have founded in that country the city of
Artaxata. It is certain, however, that he spent the last years of his life with
Prusias, king of Bithynia. Prusias was at war with Eumenes of Pergamus, a firm
friend of Rome, and Hannibal willingly gave him his help. We need not believe
the story which he tells us how he vanquished enemies in a sea-fight by filling
a number of jars with venomous snakes and throwing them on board the hostile
ships.



For some years he was left unmolested in this refuge. But in 183 the Romans sent
an embassy to Prusias to demand that he should be given up. The demand was one
which the king did not feel able to resist, and he sent soldiers at once to
seize him. Hannibal had always expected some such result. He knew that Rome
could never forgive him for what he had done, and he did not trust his host.
Indeed he must have known that a king of Bithynia could not refuse a request of
the Romans if it was seriously made. The story of his end, ornamented as such
stories commonly are, tells us how he made seven ways of getting out of his
house, and that finding them all beset with soldiers, he called for the poison,
which was kept always ready for such an emergency, and drank it off. Some
writers say that he carried the poison with him in a ring—the ring which
Juvenal, when he uses the example of Hannibal to show the vanity of a soldier's
ambition, describes as "the avenger of the day of Cannae." Livy gives us what
profess to be his last words. "Let me free the Roman people from their long
anxiety, since they think it tedious to wait for an old man's death. Flaminius
[this was the Roman ambassador] will gain no great or famous victory over a
helpless victim of treachery. As to the way in which the Roman character has
changed, this day is proof enough. The grandfathers of these men sent to King
Pyrrhus; when he had an army fighting against them in Italy, warning him to
beware of poison; but they have sent an ambassador to suggest to Prusias the
crime of murdering a guest." He was in his sixty-fourth or sixty-fifth year when
he died.



Of Hannibal's character, as of the history of his country, we have to judge from
the narratives of enemies. His military skill is beyond all doubt. In that, it
is probable, he has never been surpassed. His courage also was undoubted, though
he is expressly praised for the discretion with which he avoided any needless
exposure of his life. The testimony to the temperance of his habits is equally
clear. The chief charges brought against him are treachery, cruelty, and
avarice. From personal avarice he was certainly free, but a general who has to
make war support itself, who has to feed, clothe, and pay a great army in a
foreign country, with but rare and scanty supplies
from home, cannot be scrupulous. About the charge of cruelty it is not easy to
speak. What has been said about Hannibal's alleged avarice applies in a way to
this other accusation. A general situated as was Hannibal could not but be stern
and even merciless in his dealings with enemies. As to treachery, we know that
"Punic faith" passed among the Romans into a proverb for dishonesty; and
"faithless" is the epithet, as we have seen, which Horace applies to the great
general. But we find no special grounds for the charge, while we may certainly
doubt whether the Roman generals showed such conspicuous good faith as to be in
a good position for censuring others. There was no more honourable Roman than
Scipio, but Scipio's treacherous attack on Syphax during the progress of the
negotiations is at least as bad as anything that is charged against Hannibal.





Fabius and His Tactics



At rome,  after the first feeling of grief and terror had passed away, everything was
being done to carry on the war with vigour. No one spoke of surrender, or even
of peace. The chief command of all the armies of the State was given to a
veteran soldier, Quintus Fabius Maximus by name, who had won the honour of a
triumph nearly twenty years before. Fabius' first act was to consult the books
of the Sibyl.
They were found to prescribe various acts of worship of the Gods, as the
offering of prayers and sacrifices, the building of temples, and the celebrating
public games. These were either done at once or promised for some future time.
The Dictator (for this was his title) then ordered the levying of two new
legions, and of a force which was to defend the city and man the fleet. He also
directed that everything in the line of Hannibal's march should be destroyed.
The Carthaginians were to find nothing but a desert wherever they came. He then
marched north. At
Ocriculum in Umbria he met Servilius, who was on his way to Rome, and took over
his legions from him. Servilius he sent to command the fleet, which was being
got ready at Ostia for the defense of the Italian seas. He himself, with an army
numbering about fifty thousand men, followed in pursuit of the enemy. Hannibal
found that he gained no friends in Apulia, and marched westward into Samnium,
which, less than a hundred years before, had been the fiercest enemy of Rome.
But here again he met with no success in making strife between Rome and its
allies. He moved on into what was, perhaps, the very richest part of Italy, the
great Falernian plain, where wines were grown that were to become famous over
all the world. Fabius still followed him, watching every movement, cutting off
stragglers, and harassing him in every way that he could devise, but always
refusing a battle. When he saw his enemy below him in the Falernian
plain—for Fabius kept his own army on the hills—he believed that he
had him in a trap. To the north, the passes into Latium and the way to Rome were
barred; the sea was in front of him; and to the south the deep stream of the
Volturnus. On the east the hills, with their passes held by Roman troops, seemed
to shut off his escape. Then Hannibal showed what a master of stratagem he was.
He not only escaped, but carried off the booty which he had collected. His plan
was this. About two thousand oxen were chosen out of the vast herds which had
been collected out of the plundered districts. To their horns were fastened
bundles of dry twigs. Then one day, as the dusk of evening came on, he silently
struck his camp, and moved eastward towards the hills, the oxen being driven a
little in front of the vanguard. When the army reached the foot of the hills it
was dark; and then Hannibal ordered the bundles to be lighted. The drivers of
the oxen started them up the slope of the hills; the animals, maddened by fear
and pain—for the light flashed all about them, and the heat reached the
flesh at the roots of their horns—rushed wildly on. The four thousand
Romans who had been posted to guard the principal pass were dismayed at the
sight. What it meant they could not understand; but that it meant danger they
were sure. Probably they fancied that they were being surrounded—for this
is always the first fear of all but the very best and bravest troops. Anyhow
they left their post, and made for the heights. Fabius, in his camp, saw the
strange sight, and was equally puzzled; nor did he venture out till it was
light.
Meanwhile Hannibal had quietly marched his army through the pass, taking all his
plunder with him, and pitched his camp next day at Allifae, on the other side of
the hills. Fabius followed him. He marched northwards through Samnium, as far as
the country of the Peligni, ravaging as he went. Fabius still moved along,
keeping his army between him and Rome.



The effect of Hannibal's escape was twofold. Not only did he get out of a
difficult position, carrying the greater part of his plunder with him, but he
made it very hard for Fabius to carry out his policy of delay. This policy of
course had many enemies. The allies, who saw their country ravaged without being
able to strike a blow for it, were furious; and the wealthy Romans, whose
estates were suffering in the same way, were loud in their complaints. And
Hannibal's cunning plan of leaving Fabius' estates untouched, while all the
neighbourhood was plundered, increased their anger. This change of feeling soon
became evident. Fabius had to go to Rome on business for a time, and left his
army in the charge of Minucius, Master of the Horse (this was the title of the
Dictator's second-in-command), with strict orders not to fight. Minucius did
fight, and won something like a little victory. When news of his success came to
Rome, the opponents of Fabius persuaded the people to divide the army, and give
the command of one half to the Dictator, and of the other to the Master of the
Horse.



There were now two Roman armies encamped about a mile apart. Hannibal, who knew
what had happened, immediately took advantage of the situation. Minucius, if he
wished to satisfy his friends was bound to fight, and Hannibal soon gave him
what looked like a favourable opportunity. He occupied some rising ground
between his own camp and that of the Romans with what looked like a small force.
The Romans hastened to dislodge it. But there were five thousand men in ambush,
who, when
the fighting had been going on for some time, fell upon the Roman rear. This
gave way, and another great disaster would have been the result, had not Fabius,
who was on the watch, led out his troops, and changed the fortunes of the day.
After all no great harm was done; and there was this good result, that Minucius
confessed his error, and gave up his command. The rest of the year passed
without any further disasters, except that the Consul Servilius, landing on the
coast of Africa, and ravaging the country, was attacked by the Carthaginians,
and lost a thousand men.



Hannibal spent the winter at Geronium, in the north of Apulia. It was a
mountainous country; and it was close to the sea. (This part of Apulia, indeed,
is like an elbow projecting out into the Adriatic.) He had ample supplies, and
he was in communication with Carthage. Probably new troops were sent to him.
Anyhow, when the next year came (216) he was stronger than ever. It was late in
the spring when he took the field. His first movement was to march round the
Roman army, which had been watching him during the winter, and to seize a great
magazine of stores which the enemy had collected. It was still his policy to
provoke them to fight a battle, and this successful movement helped him. The
Romans had gathered a great force, but found it difficult to feed it. They were
afraid, too, lest they should lose their allies, if they allowed Hannibal to
march up and down through Italy and plunder as he pleased. And the party of
fighting had had a great success at the elections. C. Terentius Varro, a man
of the people, after loudly proclaiming that the nobles were prolonging the war
for their own purposes, had been chosen Consul by an immense majority. It was
resolved to fight, but not to do so till the newly-levied legions should have
joined the army of the year before. This was done about the beginning of June;
and the whole army, now numbering about ninety thousand men, marched in pursuit
of Hannibal, who was gathering in the early harvests on the sea-board of Apulia.
The two consuls (Varro's colleague was a noble, Aemilius Paullus by name) had
command on alternate days. Aemilius, an experienced soldier, was doubtful of the
result of a battle, and anxious to put it off. Varro, on the other hand, was
confident and eager, and on his first day of command brought matters to a crisis
by taking up a position between Hannibal and the sea.





The Siege and Fall of Carthage



The  Carthaginian government did their best to defend their city. One Hasdrubal, the
same that had been condemned to death in the vain hope of propitiating the
Romans, was appointed to command the forces outside the city; another had the
control of those within the walls. The manufacture of arms was carried on night
and day, by men and women alike, even the temples and sacred enclosures being
turned into workshops. A hundred shields, three hundred swords, a thousand
javelins to be thrown by the catapults, were made daily. The women are said to
have cut off their hair for the cords of the catapults, for which the horsehair
that was commonly used was wanting.



The wall of Carthage had a circumference of about eighteen miles. It was about
forty-six feet high, and thirty-four feet thick. The height is that of what is
called the curtain  of the wall, i.e.  the portions
between the towers. The towers were of four stories, and much higher. Where the
sea came up to the fortifications—and as the city was built upon a
peninsula, this was the case with the greater part of the circuit—a single
wall was deemed sufficient; but on the land side, i.e.
to the north and south, the wall was triple. Appian tells that the three walls
were of equal height and breadth. This is incredible, because such an
arrangement would have been useless. The first wall once taken would have given
the besiegers such an advantage that the second would have soon become
untenable. No trace of any such kind of fortification can be discovered either
at Carthage or in any ancient town. The real meaning of the
author—possibly Polybius—from whom Appian quoted, seems to have been
this. There were three ditches. Behind the inner of the three, the wall proper
was built.
Then came the advance wall, much lower than the wall proper, and in front of
this the second ditch; possibly there was an outer defense of palisades, itself
protected by a third ditch. The traces of exactly such a system of fortification
are to be found at Thapsus. Within the casemates of the main wall there was room
for three hundred elephants, four thousand cavalry, and twenty thousand
infantry.
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THE TRIPLE WALL OF THAPSUS



The harbours were so arranged that ships had to pass through the one to reach
the other. The outer harbour was meant for merchant ships, and its entrance from
the sea was closed with iron chains. In the inner harbour were kept the ships of
war. There was an island in it, and on this island, as well as round the sides
of the harbour, were slips in which two hundred and twenty vessels could be
placed. The island also contained the admiral's house. This was so high that he
could get a view of all that was going on outside. Between the two harbours
there was a wall so high that it was not possible to look from the outer into
the inner. There was a separate entrance from the town to the outer harbour. The
inner or military harbour was evidently guarded with the greatest care.



Manilius directed his attack on the landward side of the wall; Censorinus
attempted a part which, being partly protected by a lagoon, was less strongly
fortified than the rest. The outer fortifications were carried, but no further
progress was made. Indeed the besiegers had some serious losses, as Hasdrubal,
with his lieutenants, among whom a certain Himilco,
surnamed Phamaeas, was conspicuously active, continually attacked any detached
parties.
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THE GREAT WALL AT THAPSUS.



Things seemed more hopeful when Censorinus, having filled up part of the lagoon,
brought two battering-rams to bear on the wall, one of them worked by six
thousand soldiers, the other by as many sailors. The force of these brought down
part of it; and the Carthaginians built up again this portion in the night. The
new work was not very strong. Then the besieged made a furious sally, set some
of the works on fire, and made the whole, for a time at least, unserviceable.
The next day the Romans attempted an assault by a part of the breach which had
not been repaired, but were repulsed with heavy loss.



Censorinus now found that his crews suffered from the climate, for it was the
height of summer. Accordingly he transferred his ships from the lagoon to the
open sea. The Carthaginians took every opportunity, when the wind favoured, of
sending fire ships among the Roman fleet, and thus did it a great deal of
damage.



The Roman commanders continued to conduct their operations, with little skill
and as little success. And just at the time when they most needed his help they
had the misfortune to lose their ally Masinissa. There had been a coolness
between the old man and his Roman friends, he conceiving that he had been rudely
put aside, and that the task of dealing with Carthage had been unfairly taken
out of his hands. And now when the consuls sent to ask his help—he had
promised to give it when they asked for it, and this they had been too
proud to do—they found him
dying. He had completed his ninetieth year, retaining to the last his vigour of
mind and body. The other inveterate enemy of Carthage, the old Cato, had died a
few months before. Scipio, who had been distinguishing himself during the siege,
was entrusted with the task of dividing the old king's dominion and wealth
between his three sons. One of these, Gulussa by name, became at once an active
ally, and was found especially helpful in repelling the attacks of Phamaeas with
his light cavalry. It was not indeed long before Phamaeas himself was induced by
Scipio to desert his friends.



A change of commanders, Manilius and Censorinus giving place to Piso and
Mancinus, did not bring a change for the better in the conduct of the siege.
This, in fact, was almost given up, the new consuls busying themselves with
assaults on the neighbouring towns. Calpurnius was particularly unfortunate at
Hippo (now Bizerta), where all his siege works were destroyed by a sally of the
townspeople.
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PORT OF CARTHAGE (FROM
SARCOPHAGI).



The spirits of the Carthaginians rose in proportion to the discouragement of the
Romans. Some of Gulussa's cavalry had deserted to them; and the two other sons
of Masinissa, though nominally friendly to Rome, stood aloof and waited for what
might happen. Envoys were sent to them and to the independent Moors,
representing that if Carthage fell they would be the next to be conquered.
Communications were also opened with the Macedonian pretender who was then at
war with Rome. Unfortunately the Hasdrubal who commanded outside the walls
coveted the position of his namesake in the city. He accused him of
treachery—it was his misfortune to be closely related to Gulussa; the
unhappy man, surprised by the charge, faltered in his defense, and was murdered
in the Senate-house, his senators striking him down with the fragments of the
benches.
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THE HARBOURS OF CARTHAGE
(ACCORDING TO BEULE)



At Rome everyone had expected a speedy end to the siege, and there was great
vexation and even alarm at these long delays. All eyes were fixed on the one man
who had showed real capacity for command, and fixed the more earnestly on
account of the fortunate name that he bore. It had been a Scipio who had brought
the war of Hannibal to an end; it was to be a Scipio who should complete his
work and destroy Carthage itself. The young soldier went to Rome to stand for
the office of Aedile—not, we may guess, without some notion of what was
going to happen. The people elected him' to the consulship. The consul, who was
presiding, protested. Scipio was thirty-seven years old, and was therefore under
the legal age. The people insisted; they were the masters of the elections and
could choose whom they would. The tribunes threatened to suspend the presiding
consul, unless he gave away. He yielded; as did Scipio's colleague when it came
to choosing the province which each consul should have. This was commonly
determined by lot, but the people was resolved that Scipio should have Africa,
and it was so arranged.
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HARBOURS OF CARTHAGE (ACCORDING TO
DAUX)



The new commander's first exploit was to rescue Mancinus from a dangerous
position into which he had got himself. Anxious to do something before he was
superseded, he led a storming party against a weak
point in the wall, and actually made his way into the town. But he was not
strong enough to advance, and could barely maintain his hold of what he had
gained. His colleague Piso, though summoned to help him, made no movement; but
Scipio, who, on reaching Utica, had received a dispatch describing the
situation, hastened to the spot, and carried off Mancinus and his party in
safety. The two consuls shortly afterwards returned to Rome, and Scipio set
himself to restore the discipline and order which the lax rule of his
predecessors had suffered to decay. He purged the Roman camp of a crowd of
idlers and plunderers which had collected there, and left nothing but what was
manageable and serviceable. His first operation was to storm a quarter of the
city which went by the name of the Megara, and was, it would seem the abode of
the wealthier class. The assault
was made by two parties, one of them led by Scipio in person. Neither could make
its way over the wall; but a tower, belonging to some private dwelling, which
had been unwisely allowed to stand though it commanded the fortification, was
occupied, and some of the besiegers made their way from it on to the wall, and
from the wall into the Megara. They then opened one of the gates, and Scipio
with a force of four thousand men entered. He did not, however, feel it safe to
remain, for the place was full of gardens, and its hedges and watercourses made
it difficult ground for the action of troops; but the operation had its results,
the most important of which was that the army outside the walls, fancying that
the city was taken, abandoned its camp, and retreated into the Byrsa or Upper
City.
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ARRANGEMENTS OF THE BERTHS
(ACCORDING TO BEULE)



Hasdrubal, enraged at this movement, retaliated by a barbarous massacre of all
the prisoners in his hands. He brought the poor wretches to the edge of the
wall, subjected them to the cruelest tortures, and threw them down still alive
from the height. After such an act the besieged would feel that they had no hope
of mercy.



The siege now became almost a blockade. Scipio burnt the camp which the outside
army had deserted in their panic, and was now master of the neck of the
peninsula on which the city stood. No more food could be introduced overland,
and the supplies which came by sea were small and precarious. The next step was
to block up the harbour. Scipio constructed a great wall across the mouth. So
huge was the work that the besieged at first believed it impossible, but when
they saw it advance rapidly, the whole army labouring at it night and day, they
began to be alarmed. Their own energy was not less than that of the besiegers.
They dug a new channel from the harbour to the open sea, and, while this work
was being carried on, they built also fifty ships of war. The besiegers knew
nothing of what was being done, though they heard a continual sound of
hammering. Their astonishment was very great when a fleet, of whose existence
they had not an idea—for all the ships had been given up and
destroyed—issued forth from a harbour mouth which had never been seen
before. The Carthaginians, in great glee, manoeuvred in front of the Roman
fleet. If they had attacked it promptly, they might have done it irreparable
damage, for the ships had been left almost entirely without
protection. As it was, they contented themselves with a demonstration, and then
returned to the harbour. It was an opportunity which never returned. It was
fated, says the historian, that Carthage should be taken. Two days afterwards
the two fleets fought; but by this time the Romans were prepared, and the battle
was drawn. The next day it was renewed, and then the Carthaginians were
decidedly worsted.
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PLAN OF WALL AT BYRSA.



A determined effort was now made on the harbour side of the city. The rams were
brought to bear upon the walls, and brought down a considerable part of it. But
the Carthaginians made a furious sally. They plunged naked into the lagoon,
carrying unlighted torches. Some waded through the shallows; others swam.
Reaching the land, they lighted their torches and rushed fiercely on the siege
works. Many were killed, for they had neither shields nor armour; but nothing
could resist their charge. The Romans gave way in confusion, and the siege works
were burnt. Even Scipio, though he ordered the flying soldiers to be cut down,
could not check the panic. The day ended in a great success for the besieged.



When the winter with its cooler weather drew on, Scipio turned his attention to
the region from which Carthage drew what supplies it could still obtain. His
lieutenant Laelius, in concert with King Gulussa, attacked and defeated with
enormous loss (though it is difficult to credit the figures of seventy thousand
slain and ten thousand prisoners) an army of native allies. The food supply of
the besieged city was now almost cut off, but Hasdrubal had still enough
to support his garrison. The rest of the population were left to starve.



With the beginning of 146 Scipio prepared for an attack on the Upper City and
the Harbour of the War-ships, or Cothon, as it was called. The Harbour was taken
first, the resistance of the besieged being feeble and desultory. From the
Harbour Scipio made his way into the neighbouring market-place. Even he could
not check his troops in the plunder of the rich temple of Apollo. They are said
to have stripped from the statue and shrine as much as a thousand talents of
gold.



The next thing to be done was the attack on the Upper City. Three streets led up
to it from the market-place, each of six-storied houses, from which the garrison
and many of the citizen population kept up an incessant fight with the
besiegers. House after house was stormed, the defenders being gradually forced
back by superior strength and discipline. Another conflict was going on
meanwhile in the streets, the Romans struggling up each of the three roads till
they gained the Upper City. When that was accomplished, Scipio ordered the
streets to be set on fire. The scene of destruction which followed was terrible.
A number of non-combatants, old men, women, and children, had hidden themselves
in the houses that were now blazing. Some threw themselves on to the spears and
swords of the soldiers; some were burnt in their hiding places; some flung
themselves from the windows into the streets. Many were buried or half-buried
under the ruins, for the pioneers were busy clearing a way for the troops, and
did their
work careless of the living creatures that came in their way.



For six days and nights these horrors continued, described, it must be
remembered, by an eye-witness, the historian Polybius; for it is from him,
there is little doubt, that Appian has borrowed his vivid description of the
scene. The troops worked and fought in relief parties. Scipio alone remained
unceasingly at his post. He never slept, and he snatched a morsel of food as the
chance came to him. On the seventh day a train of suppliants came from the
temple of Aesculapius, which stood conspicuous at the summit of the citadels.
They begged that the lives of such as still survived might be spared. Scipio
granted the request, but excepted the deserters, and fifty thousand men and
women availed themselves of his grace. The deserters shut themselves up in the
temple—there were nine hundred of them, all Romans—and with them
Hasdrubal and his wife and their two sons. The place was impregnable, but their
position was hopeless, for there was no fighting against hunger.



Hasdrubal contrived to escape from his companions, and threw himself, humbly
begging for life, at the feet of Scipio. The boon was granted, and the Roman
general showed his prisoner to the deserters, who were crowded on the
temple-roof. They bitterly reproached the coward who had deserted them, and then
set fire to the temple. When the flames were burning fiercely, the wife of
Hasdrubal came forward. She had dressed herself with all the splendour that she
could command, and had her two children by her
side. Turning first to Scipio, she said, "On thee, man of Rome, I call no
vengeance from heaven. Thou dost but use the rights of war. But as for this
Hasdrubal, this traitor to his country and his gods, to his wife and to his
children, I pray that heaven, and thou as the instrument of heaven, may punish
him." Then she turned to her husband. "Villain, traitor, and coward," she cried,
"I and my children will find a tomb in the flames, but thou, the mighty general
of Carthage, wilt adorn a Roman triumph!" She then slew her children, threw
their bodies into the flames, and followed them herself.



Thus, after seven centuries of greatness, Carthage fell. The conqueror, as he
looked on the awful spectacle, burst into tears, and murmured to himself, as he
thought of the fate which had overtaken empire after empire, and which would one
day overtake his own country, the lines of Homer, in which Hector foretells the
doom of Troy.
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THE AFRICAN COLISEUM.



The soldiers were permitted to plunder the city, but all the gold and silver and
all the treasuries of the temples were reserved. Military decorations were
liberally distributed, but none of the troops who had assisted in the spoliation
of the temple of Apollo were thus distinguished. The Sicilian cities were
informed that they might regain possession of the works of art which the
Carthaginians had carried off during a century and a half of warfare. Agrigentum
regained her famous Bull of Phalaris; Segesta her statue of Diana. The name of
Scipio Africanus was long honoured by the Sicilians for this act of honesty.
Before a hundred years had passed they were to lose
their treasures again, not by the fortune of war, but by the shameless robberies
of a Roman governor. 


The city was razed to the ground, and a curse was pronounced on any one who
should rebuild it. Notwithstanding this, some twenty years later the younger
Gracchus carried a proposal for founding a colony of six thousand citizens on
the site. It was never carried into execution. Neither was the similar plan
which some eighty years afterwards was conceived by Julius Caesar. Augustus,
however, founded a Roman Carthage, which soon became a prosperous city. But with
this my story has nothing to do. This is finished with the fall of Rome's great
Phoenician rival.
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The Growth of Carthage



I have  said that it was a bold change by which Virgil sought to shape the legend of
Elissa or Dido to suit the purpose of his own poem. Bold indeed it was, for he
brings together in the Queen of Carthage and the Hero of Troy, persons who must
have been separated from each other in time by more than two hundred years.
Ascanius, he tells us himself in the Aeneid, was to found Alba, and at Alba the
kingdom should remain for three hundred years, till the priestess of Vesta
should bear a son to Mars, who should found the great city of Rome. There must
therefore have been more than three hundred years between the coming of Aeneas
into Italy and the founding of Rome. But, on the other hand, it was commonly
agreed that Carthage was not a hundred years older than Rome. If we are to
follow Justin, from whom I have taken the legend told in the first chapter, its
foundation may be put in the year 850; but it must not be supposed that this
date is as certain as that of the Declaration of American Independence, or that
of the Battle of Waterloo.



The legend tells us that the first founders of Carthage came from Tyre. Very
likely this is true; it
is certain that they belonged to the nation of which Tyre was the chief city,
the Phoenicians. This people dwelt in the little strip of land (not much larger
than the American State of New Hampshire, or about twice the size of the English
county of Yorkshire) which is called Palestine, and which occupies the
southeastern corner of the Mediterranean coast. The inland tribes of this
people, who are known to us in the Bible history under the name of Canaanites,
were subdued and nearly destroyed by the Hebrews, when, after their escape from
slavery in Egypt, they invaded the country about fourteen hundred years before
Christ. But many of the dwellers of the coast remained unsubdued. In the south
were the Philistines with their five cities, almost always at war with their
Hebrew neighbours, sometimes almost conquering them, and sometimes, as in the
days of David and Solomon, paying tribute.



In the north, again, were the great cities of Tyre and Sidon. Between these and
the Hebrews there seems to have been commonly friendship. They were a nation of
seamen and traders, and they had to import the food which they did not wish, or
perhaps were not able, to grow for themselves.
For this food they paid either with the produce of their own artists and
handicrafts
men, with timber cut in the cedar forest of Lebanon, or work in bronze and iron,
or rich purple dyes, or with merchandize which they had themselves imported. As
traders, indeed, they travelled very far, and while seeking new markets in which
to buy and sell, they made great discoveries. They went as far south, some say,
as the Cape of Good Hope, certainly as far as Sierra Leone; and as far north as
Britain, from which they fetched tin, and probably copper. But I shall have more
to say of this hereafter. It was, however, chiefly the coasts of the
Mediterranean that they were accustomed to visit; and along these it was that
they established their trading posts. It is the story of the most famous of
these posts that I have now to tell.



The word Carthage—in Latin Carthago, and in Greek
Karchedon—contains in another form, changed to suit European
tongues, the word Kirjath, a name familiar to us in the Bible in the compounds
Kirjath-Arba and Kirjath-Jearim.
Kirjath means "Town," and the name by which Carthage was known to its own
inhabitants was Kirjath-Hadeschath, or the "New Town"—new, to distinguish
it either from the old town of Tyre, from which its settlers had come forth, or
from the older settlement of Utica, older by nearly
three hundred years, which lay about fifteen miles to the northwest.



The "New Town" was built in a little bay of the great natural harbour, the
finest and most commodious that is to be found along the whole of the north
coast of Africa, which is now called the Bay of Tunis.
The site was very happily chosen. A river, the Bagradas (now the Mejerda) was
near.
The land was well watered and fertile, rich with corn and wine and oil. It is a
proof of its natural advantages that within two centuries of its total
destruction, Carthage became the third city of the Empire, and that its modern
successor is one of the largest and most prosperous of all the purely Mahometan
cities of the world.



Of the city's early history we know very little; indeed, it may be said,
nothing. More than two centuries are an absolute blank. We hear nothing for
certain of Carthage and its doings, though we may guess that it was busy
trading, and sometimes fighting with its neighbours and with the inhabitants of
the African coast, of Sicily, and of Spain. Then about the middle of the sixth
century B.C. (but the date is quite uncertain) we hear of a certain king or
chief who bore the name of Malchus.
Malchus made war against the African tribes in the neighbourhood of the city,
and subdued many of them. From
Africa he crossed over into Sicily, and conquered a part, doubtless the western
part, of the island. From Sicily, again, he went on to Sardinia. There he was
beaten in a great battle. The Carthaginians, who were always cruel and often
unjust to their defeated generals, condemned him to banishment. Malchus refused
to obey, and led his army against his native city. The magistrates sent out his
son Carthalo to intercede with him, but in vain; Carthalo was seized by his
father, and actually crucified in sight of the city walls. After a while the
city was compelled to surrender; but Malchus was content with putting to death
ten of his chief opponents. Those whom he spared not long afterwards brought him
to trial, and condemned him to death.



After Malchus came Mago, who still further increased the military power of the
city. His reign or chief magistracy—Carthage once had kings, but it is not
easy to say when the title was abolished; indeed it is sometimes given to the
chief magistrate down to a late period of her history—may be said to cover
the latter part of the sixth century B.C. And now for the first time, the State
takes a definite place in history. The inhabitants of Phocaea, one of the Greek
colonies on the western coast of Asia Minor, had fled from their native city
rather than submit to the rule of the Persians, binding themselves by an oath
never to return till a lump of iron which they threw into the harbour should
rise to the top of the water. But before they had been long gone, home-sickness
proved stronger than their oath, and more than half of them returned. The
remainder
pursued their journey with their wives and children, and settled at Alalia in
Corsica, a place which had been already colonized by Greeks. There they took to
the trade of piracy, a more respectable employment, it must be remembered, then
than now. After five years the Carthaginians and the Etruscans, Rome's
neighbours on the north, and then an independent and a powerful nation, combined
against them. A great sea-battle followed. The Phocaeans had the sixty ships in
which they had migrated from their native town; their enemies had double the
number, half coming from Carthage, half from the seaports on the Etrurian coast.
The victory fell to the Greeks; but it was a victory which was as bad as a
defeat; for they lost forty out of their sixty ships, and they were compelled to
leave their new settlement and to seek refuge elsewhere. This battle is supposed
to have happened in the year 536 B.C.



Twenty-seven years later we hear of Carthage again. Polybius z tells us that he
had himself seen in Rome copies of the three treaties which had been made
between that State and Carthage. The oldest of the three, written, he says, in
language so antiquated that even the learned could scarcely understand it, was
concluded in the year 509, the next after that in which the kings had been
driven out from Rome. The provisions of this treaty are interesting. "The Romans
and their allies shall not sail beyond the Fair Promontory." The "Fair
Promontory" was to the north of Carthage. Polybius thinks that the Romans were
forbidden by this
article of the treaty to sail southwards to the country of the Little Syrtis
(now the Gulf of Cabos), then one of the richest in the world, and for that
reason called the Markets. It seems more probable that "beyond the Fair
Promontory" meant westward of it, and that it was specially intended to protect
the Carthaginian markets in Spain. "Merchants selling goods in Sardinia and
Africa shall pay no customs, but only the usual fees to the scribe and crier."
The Carthaginians, it seems, were, so far, "free traders." "If any of the Romans
land in that part of Sicily which belongs to the Carthaginians, they shall
suffer no wrong or violence in anything." Finally, Carthaginians bind themselves
not to injure any Latin city, whether it was subject to Rome or not. Some years
later—how many we cannot tell—we hear of another treaty made between
the same parties. The conditions are now much less favourable to Rome. Two other
limits besides the Fair Promontory (unfortunately we do not know what places are
meant by them) are imposed on the Roman traders. These, too, are now forbidden
to trade either in Sardinia or Africa. They must not even visit these countries
except to get provisions or to refit their ships. In Sicily and at Carthage they
were allowed to trade. The Carthaginians claim the power to take prisoners and
booty out of any Latin city not subject to Rome. The city itself, however, they
must yield up. In other words, they were not to get a footing in Italy. It is
clear that in the interval the power of Carthage had increased and that of Rome
had decreased. The latter city did indeed suffer many losses during
the first hundred years after the driving out of the kings. So much we may see
even from the flattering accounts of the Roman historians.
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CARTHAGINIAN STELE FROM SULCI



We can thus get some idea of the power and dominions of Carthage. It has power
over much of the coast of Africa, though it still continues to pay a ground rent
for the soil on which its capital was built. We hear, indeed, of this payment
having been refused in the days of Hasdrubal and Hamilcar, sons and successors
of Mago, of the African tribes making war for the purpose of enforcing it, and
compelling the Carthaginians to renew it. Sardinia it claims as entirely its
own. This island is said to have been conquered by the Hasdrubal and Hamilcar
mentioned
above, Hasdrubal dying of his wounds in the course of the war. Of Sicily it has
a part, of which I shall say more hereafter. Malta probably belongs to it. Of
Spain, which was afterwards to form an important portion of the Empire, for the
present we hear nothing.
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While Carthage was thus busy extending and strengthening its dominions, it
narrowly escaped a great danger from what was then the most powerful empire in
the world. In the year 525 Cambyses, the second king of Persia, conquered Egypt,
a task which he seems to have accomplished with great ease. He then looked about
for other countries into which he might carry his arms. The great cities of
Cyrene and Barca, lying about five hundred miles to the west of the mouths of
the Nile, submitted to him. He thought that he might push his conquests still
further in the same direction and make Carthage itself a tributary. But a
distance of two thousand miles and more was too much for his army, and the
conquest would have to be made by his fleet. Here he met with an obstacle which
he could not overcome. The fleet consisted for the most part of Phoenician
ships, and the Phoenicians refused to take part in the expedition. "We are
bound," said they, "to the Carthaginians by solemn oaths. They are, too, our
children; and it would be wicked in us to make war against them." The Great King
was obliged to be content with this answer and to give up his scheme.





Hamilcar and Hannibal



Sicily  would naturally be the place in which Carthage would first seek to establish a
foreign dominion. At its nearest point it was not more than fifty miles distant;
its soil was fertile, its climate temperate; it was rich in several valuable
articles of commerce. We have seen that, in the treaty which was made with Rome
about the end of the sixth century B.C., the Carthaginians claimed part of the
island as their own. It is probable that this part was then less than it had
been. For more than two hundred years the Greeks had been spreading their
settlements over the country; and the Greeks were the great rivals of the
Phoenicians. If they were not as keen traders—and trade was certainly held
in less estimation in Athens, and even in Corinth, than it was in Tyre and
Carthage—they were as bold and skillful as sailors, and far more ready
than their rivals to fight for what they had got or for what they wanted. The
earliest Greek colony in Sicily was Naxos, on the east coast, founded by
settlers from Euboea in 735. Other Greek cities sought room for their surplus
population in the same field; and some of the colonies founded fresh settlements
of their own. The latest of them was



Agrigentum on the south coast, which owed its origin to Gela, itself a colony of
Cretans and Rhodians. As the Greeks thus spread westward the Carthaginians
retired before them, till their dominions were probably reduced to little more
than a few trading ports on the western coast of the island. As long, indeed, as
they could trade with the new comers they seemed to be satisfied. They kept up,
for the most part, friendly relations with their rivals, allowing even the right
of intermarriage to some at least of their cities.



But in point of fact they were only waiting their opportunity, and the
opportunity came when the Persians invaded Greece for the second time. Some
historians tell us that it was agreed by the two' powers that a combined effort
should be made, that, while Persia was attacking the mother-country of Greece,
Carthage should attack its important colonies in Sicily. Others insist that
there is no proof of any such agreement having been made. It is not easy to see
what proof we could expect to find. But there is nothing, I think, improbable
about it. The Phoenician admirals in the service of the Great King who had
refused to obey Cambyses when he ordered them to sail against their kinsmen in
Carthage, may very well have managed a matter of this kind. Anyhow it is clear
that Carthage knew that the opportunity had come, and eagerly seized it. One of
the family of Mago, Hamilcar by name, was appointed commander-in-chief. He set
sail from Carthage with a force which, when it had been joined by auxiliaries
gathered from. Sicily and elsewhere, amounted, it is said, to three hundred
thousand men. There would have been even
more had not the squadron which conveyed the chariots and the cavalry been lost
in a storm. The number is probably exaggerated—the numbers in ancient
history are seldom trustworthy—but we may take as genuine the list of the
nations from which the army was recruited. The land-force consisted, we hear, of
Phoenicians, Libyans, Sardinians, Corsicans, Iberians, Ligyes, and Helisyki. The
first four names need little explanation. The Phoenicians were native
Carthaginians and men of kindred race from the mother-country of Phoenicia, from
Cyprus, and from other settlements on the Mediterranean shore. Sardinia, we know
from its mention in the treaty of 509, belonged to Carthage; Corsica had
probably been since acquired. The Iberians were Spaniards, over whose country
Carthage was gaining some influence. The Ligyes were the Ligurians from the
northwest of the Italian peninsula; the Helisyki may have been Volscians,
neighbours of Rome on the southeast and for some time its most formidable
enemies.
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PHOENICIAN SARCOPHAGUS FOUND AT
SOLUNTE (SICILY).



Hamilcar reached Panormus (now Palermo) in safety with the main body of his
fleet. "The war is over," he is reported to have said, thinking that only the
chances of the sea could have saved Sicily from such an army as his. At Panormus
he gave his army three days' rest, and repaired his ships. Then he marched on
Himera. There he dragged his ships on shore, and made a deep ditch and a rampart
of wood to protect them. His forces he divided between two camps. The crews of
his fleet occupied one, his soldiers the
other. The two covered the whole of the west side of the city. A force from the
city which encountered his advance guard was driven in, and Theron, the tyrant
of Agrigentum, who had been appointed to take command of the garrison by Gelon
of Syracuse, the most powerful monarch in the island, sent off in hot haste for
help to his chief. Gelon had everything ready, and marched at once with an army
far greater than any other Greek state could then have raised, fifty thousand
infantry and five thousand horse. After thoroughly fortifying the camp which he
had pitched near the city, he sent out his cavalry to attack the foraging
parties of the Carthaginians. These suffered a signal defeat; and the people of
Himera now grew so confident that they actually threw open the gateways which,
in their determination to make a desperate resistance, they had at first bricked
up.



The conclusive battle was not long delayed, and Gelon is said to have won it by
the help of a curious stratagem. His scouts had intercepted a letter from the
people of Selinus to Hamilcar, in which there was a promise that they would send
on a day named a force of cavalry to his assistance. Gelon instructed some of
his own horsemen to play the part of the cavalry of Selinus. They were to make
their way into the naval camp of the Carthaginians, and then to. turn against
their supposed allies. A signal was agreed upon which they were to show when
they were ready to act. Gelon's scouts were posted on the hills to watch for it,
and to communicate it to the main body of his army in the plain. The fight was
long
and bloody; it lasted from sunrise to sunset, but the Carthaginians had lost
heart, and the Greeks were confident of victory. No quarter was given, and by
night, one hundred and fifty thousand men (it must surely be an impossible
number!) had fallen. The rest fled to the hills, and were there compelled by
want of water to surrender to the people of Agrigentum. Of the fate of Hamilcar
nothing was ever certainly known. Some said that he had been slain by the
pretended allies from Selinus; others that, being busy with a great sacrifice at
which the fire was piled high to consume the victims whole, and seeing that the
fortune of the day was going against him, he threw himself into the flames and
disappeared. His body was never found, but the Greeks erected a monument to his
memory on the field of battle; and the Carthaginians, though never accustomed to
be even commonly just to their beaten generals, paid him, after his death,
honours which it became a custom to renew year by year. The rest of the story is
curiously tragic. Twenty ships had been kept by Hamilcar to be used as might be
wanted, when the rest of the fleet was drawn up. These and these only escaped
out of the three thousand vessels of war and commerce, which Hasdrubal had
brought with him. But even these did not get safe home. They were overtaken by a
storm, and one little boat carried to Carthage the dismal news that their great
army had perished.



The city was over
whelmed with dismay and grief. An embassy was at once sent to Gelon to beg for
peace. Peace was granted, but on hard conditions. Carthage was to pay a ransom
of two thousand talents, to build two chapels in memory of the event, and, one
writer tells us, to abolish the hideous practice of human sacrifices. If this
last condition was ever agreed to, it was certainly not kept.



It has been said, and one would like to believe, that the great battle of
Himera, by which the Greek colonies in Sicily were relieved from the pressing
fear of Carthage, was fought on the very same day on which the Persians were
defeated at Salamis.



Carthage could not have been long in recovering from this loss, for we find her
able soon afterwards to dictate a treaty to Rome, but she did not meddle with
Sicilian affairs for many years. But in 410 a Sicilian town, Egesta, invited her
aid against their neighbours of Selinus.
Both towns were near the Carthaginian settlements; and it was possible that
these might suffer, if Selinus, which was said to be the aggressor, were allowed
to become too powerful. But probably the desire to avenge the defeat of seventy
years before was the chief reason why Carthage promised the help that was asked.
It so happened, too, that Hannibal, grandson of the Hamilcar
who had perished at Himera, was the senior of the two first magistrates of the
city. He had been brought up in exile—for Gisco, his father, had been
banished after the defeat of Himera—and at this very city of Selinus. "He
was by nature," says the historian, "a hater of the Greeks," and he did all he
could to persuade his countrymen to undertake the war.



After some negotiations which came to nothing, Hannibal sent a force of 5,000
Africans and 800 Italian mercenaries to Sicily. The army of Selinus, which was
busy plundering the territory of their enemies, was surprised, and lost a
thousand men and all the booty which it had collected. Selinus now sent to
Syracuse to beg for help, and Egesta, on her part, made a fresh appeal to
Carthage. This appeal was answered in a way that took the Sicilians by surprise.
Hannibal had collected a great force of Spaniards and Africans. This he carried
to Sicily in a fleet of as many as 1,500 transports, escorted by sixty ships of
war. It numbered, according to the smallest estimate, 100,000 men, and was
furnished with an abundance of all the engines used for sieges. The general lost
no time. Without a day's delay he marched upon Selinus, invested it, and at once
began the assault. Six towers of wood were brought up against the walls;
battering-rams headed with iron were driven against them, while a multitude of
archers and slingers showered arrows and stones upon their defenders. The
fortifications had been allowed, during a long period of peace, to fall out of
repair; and the Italian mercenaries were not long in forcing their
way in. These were driven out again with great loss, and for a time the assault
was suspended. The besieged sent their swiftest horsemen to beg for instant help
from Syracuse, Gela, and Agrigentum. It was promised, but while it was being
prepared Hannibal was pressing his attack with the utmost fury. A great part of
the wall was thrown down by the battering-rams; but the people of Selinus still
fought with the courage of despair. For nine days and nights the struggle went
on, every street, almost every house, being fiercely contested. At last the
numbers of the barbarians overpowered resistance. Between two and three thousand
of the armed men escaped; about twice as many of both sexes were made prisoners;
the rest were massacred. As many as sixteen thousand bodies are said to have
been counted.



At the very time when Selinus was taken, the advance guard of the Syracusan army
reached Agrigentum. They tried to make terms with the conquerors. An embassy was
sent to Hannibal, begging him to ransom the prisoners and respect the temples of
the gods. Hannibal replied, "The men of Selinus have not been able to keep their
freedom, and must make trial of slavery. As for the gods, they have left
Selinus, being wroth with its inhabitants.' To a second embassy, headed by a
citizen who had always been on friendly terms with Carthage, he made a gentler
answer. The survivors might return, dwell in their city and till their lands,
paying tribute to Carthage. The walls were razed to the ground, and according to
some accounts, the whole city was
destroyed. To this day the ruins of the temples show the marks of the crowbars
by which the columns were overthrown.



But Selinus was not the real object of Hannibal's expedition. That was to be
found elsewhere, at Himera, where, seventy years before, his grandfather had
perished. To Himera, accordingly (it lay on the opposite, i.e.  the
north coast, of the island) he marched without delay. Forty thousand troops he
posted at some distance from the city, probably to deal with any relieving force
from the other Greek cities. With the rest of his army, now increased by twenty
thousand auxiliaries from the native Sicilians, he surrounded the walls.



He did not intend, however, to wait for the slow operation of a blockade, but
attacked the town as fiercely as he had attacked Selinus. The walls were
battered and undermined, and more than one breach was made in them. At first he
was repulsed. The people of Himera fought with all the courage of their race,
and they had the help of four thousand soldiers from Syracuse and elsewhere. The
Carthaginians were driven back, and the breaches repaired. This success
emboldened them to attack the besiegers. Leaving a sufficient force to guard the
walls, they sallied forth, and fell on the hostile lines. Taken by surprise, the
Carthaginians gave way. Their very numbers were against them, for they were too
closely thronged to be able to act, and suffered almost more, says the
historian, from each other than from the enemy. The assailants, who numbered
about ten thousand, were roused to do their best by the thought
of their helpless kinsfolk, women and children and old men, who were watching
them from the walls. At first it seemed as if Himera was to be another Marathon.
As many as six thousand of the besiegers (to take the smallest and most
reasonable computation) were slain. But the pursuit was pushed too far. Hannibal
brought down his army of reserve from the hills on which it had been posted, and
fell upon the victorious Greeks. A fierce fight ensued, but the people of Himera
and their allies were overpowered. The main body of them retreated into the
city, but three thousand were unwilling or unable to leave the field, and, after
performing prodigies of valour, perished where they stood.



At this crisis came twenty-five Syracusan ships of war, which had been taking
part in the war then being carried on between Athens and Sparta. At first they
were full of hope. It was rumoured that, besides the ships, the Syracusans were
coming to their help with a levy en masse. But then came a most
disquieting report. Hannibal was filling, it was said, his own ship with the
picked troops of his army, and intended to fall upon Syracuse when that city
should be stripped of its able-bodied men. The Syracusan commander dared not stay
at Himera in the face of this alarm. The ships of war must, he said, sail home
at once. But they would take as many of the helpless population of Himera as
they could hold. The offer was accepted; for dreadful as it was thus to leave
their homes, it was the only hope of escape that the poor creatures had. The
ships were fled till they could hold no more. Then the
Syracusan general marched out of the town in such haste, we are told, that he
did not even stop to bury his own dead. Many of the inhabitants who could not be
received on board the ships accompanied him on his march, preferring this to
waiting for the return of the fleet; for this was to come back and carry off the
rest of the population.



It was well for them that they did so. The next day the Carthaginians renewed
the assault. The besieged were sadly reduced in numbers and weary, for after the
battle of the day before they had spent the night in arms upon the walls. Still
they held out. All that day the battle was kept up. On the morrow the ships came
back, but at the very moment of their coming in sight a great part of the wall
was broken down by the battering-rams, and the Spaniards in Hannibal's army
rushed in. A general massacre followed, and was continued till Hannibal issued
strict orders that all that remained were to be taken alive. It was no feeling
of mercy that prompted these orders. The women and children were divided among
the conquerors; the men were taken to the spot where Hamilcar had been last seen
alive, and there to the number of three thousand cruelly slaughtered, an
expiatory sacrifice to the spirit of the dead. Himera itself was utterly
destroyed. The walls and houses were razed to the ground; the temples were first
plundered and then burnt.



The rest of the Greek cities in Sicily must have trembled lest the fate which
had fallen on Selinus and Himera should overtake themselves. But for the time,
at least, their fears were relieved. Hannibal
had done what he came to do, had avenged the defeat of Himera, the death of his
grandfather, and his father's exile, and he was satisfied. He sent the native
Sicilians who had joined him to their homes, dismissed many of his mercenaries,
and, after leaving sufficient force to hold the territory which he had occupied,
carried the rest of his army to Carthage. He brought with him much spoil and
many trophies, and his countrymen received him with the highest honours. He had
won in a few weeks' time victories that surpassed all that had ever been gained
by Carthage before.




