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The Corinthian Assembly



Cleanor was of far too sanguine a temperament to allow himself to be daunted by the gloomy reminiscences of his
friend. "Things", he said to himself, "are altered since then. Rome is more manifestly formidable, for she has
rid herself of more than one rival. The mere instinct of self-preservation must make those that are left
unite."



Still, he could not hide from himself various discouraging facts that forced themselves upon his notice. In the
first place Corinth, or, rather, the Corinthian people, disappointed him. The place itself was intensely
interesting; he did not know whether to admire more the splendid remains of the
past that it had to show, or the evidences of a prosperous present with which it abounded.



At one time he would make his way to the highest point of the citadel, the Acro-Corinthus, and look down upon
the city, crowded as it was with temples, public halls, mansions, on which the wealth of centuries had been
lavished. At another he would spend long hours in wandering about the docks, that one which brought to the
"City of the Two Seas" the commerce of the West, or that other which was filled with the merchandise of the
East.



There were vessels of all sizes and of every kind of rig, manned with seamen of every nationality, and bringing
the merchandise of every country, from the Atlantic shores on the west to remote regions of the east of which
no European knew except by repute. Blocks of tin and strings of amber from far-off islands of the north, ivory
and precious stones from the African coasts far to the south of the Pillars of Hercules, iron from Elba, cattle
and fruit from the Balearic Isles, wines from Sicily and the shores of the Adriatic, were among the most common
articles in the western harbour; to the eastern harbour came silks from China, metal work from
India,—then as now famous for the skill of its handicraftsmen, dried fruits from Lesser Asia, salt and
pickled fish from the Black Sea, wheat from Egypt, and wines, some of them the finest
vintages in the world, from the islands of the Ægean. Corinth, then, was interesting enough, making the
impression upon a stranger of being one of the busiest and wealthiest places in the world.



But what of the Corinthians? A more mixed, I may say mongrel, multitude could not be seen anywhere. Cleanor's
first impression was that the population contained specimens of every nation upon earth—except Greeks.
There were swarms of Asiatics from the Lesser Asia and from Syria, yellow-skinned Egyptians, Arabs and Moors
showing every variety of brown, and negroes with their glossy black. In effective contrast to these might be
seen a few Gauls, blue-eyed and yellow-haired, whose imposing stature seemed to dwarf to pigmies the crowds
through which they shouldered their way. Now and then a Roman, conspicuous in his white toga edged with a
narrow purple stripe,
moved along with slow, dignified step, which seemed to speak of a man born to rule. It was curious to note the
expression of fear and hatred with which he was regarded. Again and again, as he watched this motley crowd
thronging the streets with an endless variety of costume, colour, and dress, Cleanor felt disposed to say,
"Here is Corinth, but
where are the Corinthians?" And when he did see specimens of the genuine Corinthian, he had to own to himself
that they did not greatly impress him. The city had its gilded youth, most of them belonging to the second or
third generations of families enriched by trade, but some claiming to be Bacchiadæ,
 or even descendants of the mythical Sisyphus who had founded the city some fourteen centuries before. A more
debauched, spendthrift, and generally useless set he had never seen. They made no pretence to culture; they
shuddered at the idea of a campaign; even the sports of the arena were too much for their effeminate frames.
Cleanor felt his spirits sink and his hopes diminish day by day, for Corinth was now the capital of Greece.
Archias, his host, watched him meanwhile with a compassionate interest. He had had something of the same
enthusiasm himself in bygone days, and had known the inexpressible pain of having to own that it was a
delusion.



"Do you know," he said to his young guest some ten days after their arrival, "that there is to be an important
meeting of the Assembly to-morrow?"



"I heard Polemon say something about it to-day. He asked one of the young fellows who were playing at kottabos
with him whether he thought of
going, and seemed to surprise him very much by the question. Polemon, you see, has not been living in Corinth
for much more than a year, and has not quite caught the high-toned Corinthian manner. He actually imagines it
possible for a man to have some interest in public affairs. You should have heard the astonishment in his
friend's voice when he answered him, 'Going to the Assembly, did you say? Why, my dear fellow, I have never
been to the Assembly, and certainly never shall, till they make me Eparch or whatever they call it, when I
shall have to, I suppose. And to-morrow of all days in the year! Why, don't you know that Pintocles of Megara
is coming over with his champion team of quails, and that I am going to meet them with mine: We have a wager of
a hundred gold pieces on the event. If one side kills all the birds on the other side, the loser is to pay
double stakes. In any case the winner is to give a dinner to the loser and his friends. Going to the Assembly,
indeed!' That is all that I have heard about it."



"Then I had better enlighten you," replied Archias. "You know that the Assembly has been called to hear the
envoys from Rome state the terms which the Senate is willing to agree to. You ought to be there. You will find
it very interesting, whatever these young gentlemen with their teams of fighting quails may think about it."



"Certainly I should like to go; but how am I to get in? At Athens they were very particular not to admit any
one that was not a citizen."



"Don't trouble yourself on that score. Here they are not particular at all. Simply follow the crowd. There will
be no one to stop you."



And so it turned out. There were door-keepers at the entrances to the vast amphitheatre in which the meeting of
the Assembly was held, but they did not attempt to exclude anyone. Cleanor found himself, when he was seated,
in the midst of a crowd almost as variegated and as polyglot as that at which he was accustomed to gaze in the
streets. No one could suppose that any large proportion of them were genuine Corinthian citizens. The fourth
hour
was the time appointed for the commencement of business, and the multitude spent the interval much in the same
way that a waiting crowd would do nowadays. They cheered or hissed any well-known citizen as he took his place,
yelled out witticisms which seemed to please the more the coarser and more personal they were, sang songs with
noisy choruses, and kept up generally an incessant uproar. Men carrying baskets of cakes and sweetmeats, or
jars
of wine, passed up and down the spaces between the blocks of seats, and did a brisk business in their
respective wares.



A brief hush fell upon the noisy crowd when, after the signal had been given by the blast of a trumpet, the
doors leading into what may be called the magistrates' box were thrown open, and the officials, who were to
conduct the business of the day filed in. There was nothing noteworthy about their reception, but when the
figures of the two Roman envoys became visible, a storm of groans and hisses broke out ten times louder and
fiercer than the noisiest manifestation that had greeted the most unpopular Corinthian. The two Romans bore
themselves with characteristic indifference, took their seats in the places allotted to them, and watched the
furious multitude with the utmost unconcern.



After the howling and stamping had gone on for some quarter of an hour, the demonstration began to die away.
One of the magistrates dropped a few grains of incense into a fire that was burning in front of him, and poured
out a little wine, muttering at the same time an invocation to Zeus, the patron deity of Corinth. This was
equivalent to our "opening the proceedings with prayer". This ceremony completed, a herald proclaimed that the
Assembly was constituted, and the presiding magistrate stepped forward to open the proceedings.



His speech was of the briefest. "Citizens of Corinth," he said, "you are called together to-day to hear the
terms on which the Senate and People of Rome are willing to make a treaty of perpetual friendship with you.
They have sent two distinguished citizens, both members of the Senate, who will set the matter before you, and
whom you will receive with that courtesy which it is the custom of Corinth to show to the ambassadors of other
nations."



The Romans stepped to the front of the platform. They were met for a few moments with a renewal of the uproar
which had greeted their first appearance. But the Assembly was genuinely anxious to hear what they had to say,
and the disturbing element was hushed into silence.



Rome had paid the Greek people the compliment of sending them envoys who could address them in their own
language. Titus Manlius—this was the name of the senior envoy—was one of the most cultured men of
the time, one of the Scipio circle, and feeling a genuine admiration for Greece, for the Greece, i.e., of the
past, for he had no little contempt for the Greece of the present. On the present occasion, however, he had
every wish to please and conciliate.



When it was seen that he was going to address the Assembly without the aid of an interpreter, he was greeted
with applause, which was renewed after
he had uttered a few sentences with a fluency and purity of accent which much impressed his hearers, few of
whom, indeed, could in these respects have rivaled him. When he went on, in a few well-turned phrases, to
compliment his hearers on the dignity and antiquity of their city, and on the services which they had rendered
to Greece in repelling the barbarians from without, and checking undue ambition from within, he was met with
loud applause.



But after compliments came business, after sweets bitter. The first statement was that the Senate and People of
Rome desired that every Greek city should enjoy complete freedom, electing its own magistrates, and being
governed by its own laws.



This was received with some applause, though the Assembly was acute enough to be aware that a generality of
this kind might not mean very much.



The speaker went on: "Every city may form such alliances as may seem expedient, provided only that they be not
to the injury of the public peace. No city shall be compelled to enter into or to give up any alliance against
its will."



At this there were loud expressions of disapproval. It was a cardinal point with the League, of which Corinth
was the ruling member, that every city in Greece must join it. At this very time Sparta was insisting on her
right to stand alone, and the other states, headed by Corinth, were
insisting that she must join them. And now Rome had pronounced in favour of Sparta.



The third item in the programme pleased the audience still less, for it touched their pride at a very tender
point. "A Roman garrison will occupy the citadel until affairs shall have been finally arranged. The occupation
is for a time only, and will cease as soon as this may be done without injury to the public good."



But when the last condition was announced it was met with a perfect storm of rage. "Anxious to promote the
general welfare of Greece, the Senate and People of Rome decree that the island of Delos shall be a free port."



This was a thing that everybody could understand. Freedom, after all, was not much more than a sentiment, and
affiances were a matter for rulers to settle. Even a garrison in the citadel might be endured, for it meant the
spending of a good deal of money. But Delos a free port! That was beyond all bearing. There was not a man in
the whole of the Assembly but would be distinctly the poorer for it.



The Roman had scarcely sat down when Critolaüs, the president of the League, sprang to his feet, and poured out
a furious oration, in which he denounced the hypocrisy, the arrogance, and the greed of Rome. As he spoke, the
temper of his audience rose higher
and higher. The whole multitude sprang to their feet, howling, and shaking their fists at the Romans as they
sat calm and indifferent in their place. Still the crisis, dangerous as it looked, might have passed off but
for the mischievous act of some half-witted fellow who had found his way into the Assembly.



"As for these men who have come hither to insult us," cried the orator in the peroration of his speech, "let
them carry back to their employers at home the message of our unanimous contempt and defiance." "And this too,"
shouted the man, "as a little token of our affection," throwing at the same time a rotten fig. It struck one of
the envoys on the shoulder, making a disfiguring stain on the white toga. "Good! good!" shouted the crowd, and
followed it up with a shower of similar missiles. Some stones followed, and then came a leaden bullet propelled
from a sling, which struck the wall behind the chairs of the Romans, and only a few inches above their heads.



[image: [Illustration]]


THE ROMAN ENVOYS TO CORINTH ARE COMPELLED TO LEAVE THE AMPHITHEATRE.


The magistrates awoke to the gravity of the situation. They were responsible for good order, were unwilling, in
any case, to be themselves compromised, and had an uneasy feeling that the excitement of such proceedings would
have to be dearly paid for. They caught the two Romans by the arms, and literally forced them out of the
building by the door which served as a private entrance
for official persons. The usual escort was in waiting outside. Under this protection the envoys were able to
reach the citadel in safety. They had received a few blows, but had not sustained any serious injury.



"What think you of this?" asked the Syracusan of his young friend as they walked back to their lodging.



"A grievous business indeed, and of the very worst augury for the future," replied Cleanor.



"Yes," said Archias. "Who can help thinking of Tarentum, and how the robe of Postumius was soiled and washed white again."





Baal Hammon



For some time after the events related in the last chapter the siege went on without any noticeable incidents.
The fighting was nearly continuous, but there was nothing like a pitched battle. The besiegers did not again
attempt an assault, nor did the besieged make a sally in force. Scipio's plan was to complete the blockade of
the city, and then to await events, reserving his attack till famine and disease had exhausted the strength of
the enemy.



The first step was to cut off all communication on the land side. Carthage stood on a peninsula, and Scipio's
superiority in the field made him master of the isthmus by which this peninsula was joined to the mainland.
This he covered from sea to sea by a huge fortification, which served at the same time for a camp. It had a
ditch and a rampart both on the side that looked towards the city, from which it was distant little more than a
bow-shot, and on that which faced the mainland. It was necessary, indeed, that it should be defensible both in
the front and in the rear. It was one of the most formidable possibilities of the war that the Roman army might
be attacked from behind by the
native allies of Carthage. Scipio knew—it was a mark of his genius that he knew everything—that the
emissaries of the city were unceasing in their efforts to raise an army of auxiliaries among the native tribes
of Northern Africa. The wall had, as usual, towers at intervals over its whole length. One of these towers,
built in the most solid fashion of stone, was carried up to such a height that it commanded a view of all that
was being done within the city walls.



Of course the besieged did not allow this work, threatening as it was to the very existence of their city, to
be carried on without interruption. Catapults, posted on the city walls, kept up a continuous discharge of
missiles; unceasing showers of stones came from the archers and clingers, while bodies of infantry were kept in
readiness to sally forth whenever and wherever they saw an opportunity of doing damage. The Romans had, so to
speak, to build and dig with a workman's tool in the one hand and a weapon in the other, but they stuck to
their task with indefatigable zeal and inexhaustible courage. The officers shared all the toils and dangers of
their men, and the work progressed, not indeed without loss, but without interruption.



Meanwhile the city was in a state of constantly increasing excitement from another cause, not unconnected,
however, with the war. The festival of
Baal Hammon—otherwise Moloch—was approaching, and it was to be kept with unusual splendour, even,
it was said, with rites of worship that had fallen into disuse for many years. For Carthage, though it had much
of the unchanging temper of the East, was not wholly untouched by the spirit of progress, and some of the
darker and more savage practices of her religion were no longer practised. But now again the fiercer instincts
of the race were waking. It was a common topic of talk in the streets that the desperate fortunes of the state
called for more effectual methods of propitiating the anger of heaven. Meetings of the Senate were held daily
with closed doors, and it was known, though instant death was the appointed penalty of any indiscreet
revelation by a senator, that the chief subject of debate was settling the details of the great Moloch feast.



Cleanor, in common with the other Greeks in the population, whether civil or military, heard but little of the
matter. It was, in a way, kept from them by their companions and comrades, who knew that they regarded such
proceedings without sympathy, not to say, with disgust. In the ordinary course the great day would have come
and passed without his knowing anything about it beyond the fact that it was the chief festival of the
Carthaginian year. But this was not to be.



He was returning to his quarters somewhat late in the evening, two days before the appointed time, when he felt
a hand laid on the sleeve of his tunic, and heard himself called by his name in a voice which somehow seemed
familiar, though he could not immediately connect it with any friend or acquaintance. He halted, and turned to
the speaker.



It was a woman, poorly clad as far as he could see in the dim light, and of middle age, to judge from what
appeared of her veiled and cloaked figure.



"Help, noble Cleanor!"



That strange faculty of remembering voices that most of us have, strange because it is a sheer effort of
memory, unhelped by any accessories of shape and colour, did not fail him.



"What! is it you, Theoxena?" he cried.



Theoxena was his foster-mother, the wife of a poor schoolmaster at Chelys, who had been persuaded by her own
need and the liberal offers of Cleanor's father to undertake the nurture of one of his twin-children. She had
been resident for some years at Carthage, to which city her husband had migrated, tempted by the prospect of
more liberal remuneration than he could hope for in his native place.



"Yes, sir, it is I," said the poor woman in a voice broken with tears. "And oh, in such trouble! If you could
help me—but come in here. 'Tis but a
poor place; but I cannot tell you my story in the street."



Her home was close at hand, and Cleanor followed her in. A poor place it was, but clean and neatly kept, and
even with some little marks of taste and culture. In one corner of the room stood a capsa, a cylindrical case
for holding manuscript rolls, and above it, on a bracket fastened into the wall, a statuette of Hermes. The
chairs were of elegant pattern, though of common wood, and the mats on the floor, though worn and shabby, were
of artistic pattern.



"Well, Theoxena," he said, "what is the matter? What can I do for you?"



"Oh, sir!" she answered, commanding her voice with an effort, "they have stolen from me my little Cephalus, the
dearest, brightest little boy that ever was, and are going to offer him for a sacrifice to their dreadful
Hammon."



"But how do you know? How did it happen?"



"You shall hear the story from Daphne, who was with him when he was stolen."



"And who is Daphne?" asked Cleanor.



Daphne, who had been sitting in a small chamber leading out of the main room, came forward on hearing her name,
holding in her hands a piece of tapestry at which she had been working. She was a girl of fourteen or
thereabouts, not actually beautiful,
perhaps, but with a rare promise of beauty; her figure had something of the awkwardness of the time which comes
between childhood and womanhood; her features still wanted that subtle moulding which the last critical years
of girlhood seem able to give. But her eyes, blue as a southern sea with a noonday sun above it, were
marvellously clear and full of light; her complexion was dazzlingly bright, and all the more striking from its
contrast to the generally swarthy hue of the inhabitants of Carthage. Her hair was of a rich red gold colour,
and would have been of extraordinary beauty if it had had its natural length. As it was, it was cropped almost
close, though here and there a little curl of a new growth had begun to show itself.



"This, sir, is my Daphne," said the woman, laying her hand upon the girl's head. "We are good patriots, I am
sure, for the dear girl gave up her beautiful hair—if you will believe me, it used to come down nearly to
her ankles—to be made into a string for a bow. The bow-maker said it was the very finest he had had,
though all the great ladies in Carthage did the same, I am told. Daphne," she went on, "tell the noble Cleanor
about our darling little Cephalus."



"Remember," said the young man, who saw that the girl was trembling excessively, "remember that the noble
Cleanor is your brother, even as Theoxena
is his mother," and he lifted his foster-mother's hand to his lips and respectfully kissed it.



The girl began her story: "I took my little brother to walk in the garden—the garden, I mean, of Mago the
senator, who kindly lets us use it, because the streets are so noisy and crowded, and the people are so rude."
Cleanor did not wonder that she attracted more notice than she liked. "There is seldom anybody there; but that
day there was an old man who began to pet dear little Cephalus, and give him sweetmeats and cakes. He seemed
very kind, and I never dreamt of any harm; and besides, I was there, for I never leave Cephalus alone. Ah! but
I did leave him alone that morning, wicked girl that I am." And she burst into a flood of tears. "But then what
could I do? Hylax—that is the puppy that Cephalus is so fond of—began to fight with another dog,
and Cephalus was frightened, and said, 'He'll be killed! he'll be killed! Do save him, Daphne.' He would
himself have run to help, but I was afraid he would be bitten, though that would have been better than what did
happen. So I told him to sit still where he was, and I ran to help Hylax. It took me a long time to get hold of
him, for he was very angry, and would go on fighting though the other dog was much bigger. And when I looked
round, the dear little boy was gone. I hunted all over the garden, and called him a
hundred times, but it was no use. Mother hasn't blamed me once, but I can't help feeling that it was any
fault."



"But what," asked Cleanor, speaking to Theoxena, "has put this dreadful idea of Hammon into your head?"



"Oh! I know from what my neighbours have told me that there is going to be a sacrifice such as there has not
been for years and years, and that a number of children are to be put into the fire. The priests say that there
must be a hundred, not one less. Some parents offered their own children—to think that anybody could be
so wicked!—and these quite rich and noble people, I am told; but still there were not enough, so others
had to be taken by force. Besides, the priests said that there must be children of every race that was in
Carthage; and no Greek children could be got except by kidnapping them. And there was something, too, which
Daphne did not tell you. She picked up a button where the old man had been sitting, and I have been told by
someone who knows that it is of a kind that only the temple servants of Hammon use."



"I see," said Cleanor; "there seems very little doubt that it is so. But don't trouble; you shall have your son
again. I have a hundred things to ask you, but that must be for another day; there is no time to be lost now.
Farewell!"



The young man had spoken confidently enough to the agonized mother, but when he came to reflect on what he had
to do he did not feel by any means confident. All night he was busy with the problem, but seemed, when the
morning came, as far off a solution as ever. He could not even think where to go for counsel and help. His
Greek comrades would feel with him, but they probably knew no more about the matter than he did. As to his
Carthaginian fellow-officers, though he was on the best of terms with them, it was quite useless, and indeed
impossible, to approach them. At last an idea occurred to him. The Greek physician who had attended him when he
was in Hasdrubal's house might possibly be not only willing, but able to help him. Willing he would certainly
be, for he was a Greek; able, possibly, seeing that his practice lay largely among Carthaginians of the highest
class.



He lost no time in looking for his friend, and was luckily soon successful in his search.



"I am not surprised," said the physician when he had heard the story. "I knew that something of the kind was
going on, though the priests keep it as quiet as they can. I was called in yesterday to see the wife of a
senator. She was in a state of prostration, for which I could see no physical cause. Of course I diagnosed
mental trouble, and put some
questions in that direction. I got nothing but the vaguest answers. Just when I was going away I asked some
question about her children. She said nothing, but the next moment she fell into the very worst fit of
hysterics I have ever seen. I put two and two together, for I haven't been a doctor for forty years for
nothing, and guessed the truth. And afterwards, when I was giving the maid in attendance some directions, I
heard it for certain. The poor woman had given up her eldest boy, a beautiful little creature of six, to
Moloch. And now about this Greek child. Well, we must not be seen on the street talking together. Come to my
house about noon to-morrow, and we will talk it over."



Cleanor was punctual at the appointed time.



"I have been thinking it over," said the physician when he had satisfied himself that he could not be
overheard. "And I don't see any chance of success except by bribery. I know where the child is in the
high-priest's house. I was called in two or three days ago to see a child who was ill there. I thought it
strange, for the priests have no families. Still, it might be a child of a relative. But it was stranger still
when, after I had prescribed for the little fellow and was going away, I heard the voices of other children.
Then it was all explained
little creatures, when they have got them by persuasion or force, in the high-priest's house. That is one step,
then. We know where the boy is. And the next, by great good luck, is made easy for us. The little fellow that I
have been attending will certainly die. I feel almost sure that I shall not find him alive when I go this
afternoon. Well, I shall have to report his death to the high-priest, who will have to find a substitute for
him, and will, I suppose, kidnap another child. That is a horrible thing; but we can't help it. Now for my
plan. You must bribe the attendant who will have to remove the child and see to its burial. That will be easy
enough. He is a fellow of the lowest class, and will do anything for a score of gold pieces. And you must also
bribe the priest who has the business of actually offering the children. That will be a more serious matter.
The practice is for the high-priest to offer the first, and to hand over the rest to a subordinate. This is the
man you will have to deal with. It isn't that it will be a matter of' faith with him. Generally, in my
experience—not always, mark that—but generally the nearer the altar the less the faith; and this
man I know. But it is a dangerous affair, and, besides, the man can make his own terms. I should say that a
hundred gold pieces will be wanted. Now, can you manage that? It isn't every young officer that has a hundred
gold
pieces to spare. I can help you a little, but a physician's fees are small and hard to come by."



"A thousand thanks!" said Cleanor, "but I have as much as will be wanted."



"Come again after dark," the physician went on. "You will have to settle with the men, for I must not appear in
the matter, but I will arrange a way for you to see them."



"Everything is going as well as possible," said the physician when the two met again. "As I expected, the child
was dead. And here I have made a little change in our plans. I thought that it might make complications if two
were engaged in the affair. And the priest might object if he found his secret shared by an attendant of far
inferior rank. It might mean, he would say, endless black-mailing. What I did, then, was to tell the man that
there was something very strange about the child's illness, that I wanted to discover the real cause, and that
I would give him a couple of gold pieces—to offer him more would have been suspicious—if he would
let me have the body. That is disposed of, then. Now for the priest. He comes here to-night; he has long been a
patient of mine, and he wants to see me. The fellow, who is one of the hardest drinkers in Carthage, would have
been dead long ago but for me. You will see him, and tell him what he is to do, which, in a word, is to put a
dead child for
a living one, and what you will give him for doing it. That is the naked truth, but you will wrap it up as you
think best."



"But will not that be an impossible thing—a dead child for a living?" asked Cleanor.



"Not at all," replied the physician, "and not by any means so hard as you think. You don't know, I daresay,
that the children are drugged as heavily as possible without making them actually insensible. All the creatures
that are brought to be sacrificed have to be drugged. You know that it is thought to be the very worst omen if
a bull or a ram breaks away from the attendants as they are bringing it to the altar. You don't suppose that
there is a miracle perpetually worked so that what happens every day in the slaughter-house never happens in a
temple? And this makes the affair comparatively easy. There is not much difference between a drugged child and
a dead child."



The priest came in due course. The physician with some cautious hints excited his curiosity and greed, and
Cleanor found his task neither so difficult nor so costly as he had anticipated. It is needless to relate the
negotiations. As the physician had anticipated, the priest's faith was not a difficulty. He had not a vestige
of belief. He had been a party to too many impostures to have anything of the kind left. Fraudulent miracles
were
a part almost, it might be said, of his daily business. But he made the most of the risk of the proceeding, and
this was undoubtedly great. Not only was the dead child to be substituted for the living, but the living was to
be smuggled away. The physician had provided a temporary refuge for it; it was to be received into the family
of the couple which kept his house. The thing probably appeared to be more difficult than it really was,
chiefly because no one would have any idea that it would be attempted. A bargain was ultimately made for a
somewhat smaller sum than the physician had named. The priest was to receive five-and-twenty gold pieces down,
and fifty pieces more when Cleanor was satisfied of the safety of the child.



Cleanor was long in doubt whether or not he should be present at the hideous ceremony of the coming day. All
the instincts of his own nature and his race revolted against such doings. The Greek temper was not
particularly merciful, and certainly never shrank from taking life when occasions of policy or promptings of
revenge seemed to suggest it, but it had no liking for spectacles of blood. Even in its degradation it revolted
from the savage amusements which fascinated the Romans. And Cleanor had the best feelings of his race in high
development. On the other hand, he reflected that if any chance suspicion should arise
his presence might help to disarm it. Above all, his interest in the fate of his little foster-brother was so
overpowering that he felt it impossible to keep away.



The solemnities of the day began with a great procession, in which the inferior deities of the Carthaginian
faith were carried to pay their homage, as it was said, to Baal Hammon their chief. Each had his own company of
priests and temple attendants; both the deity and his satellites were decked out for the occasion with all the
splendours which the temple treasuries—most of them rich with the accumulation of centuries—could
furnish.



First,—for it was right that the most dignified visitor should be the first to arrive,—came
Melcart, Hammon's vicegerent, as he might be called, who had under his special protection the daughter cities
of the Phoenician race, as he had the great mother-city of Tyre. The god was not represented by any human
figure, but a great sun, with gilded rays, was borne under a canopy of rich purple curtains. Next to Melcart
came Tanit or Astarte, symbolized by a similar image of the moon, but smaller, and with silver rays; and after
Tanit again, Dagon, the fish-god, the special protector of the fleets of Carthage, held in less reverence since
the eldest daughter of Tyre had lost the hereditary supremacy of the seas. These were the three great
dignitaries of the procession;
after them followed a crowd of inferior powers with figures of man or brute, always heavy with gold or
sparkling with gems, but grotesque or even hideous in shape, for the Ph�nician craftsman made no effort to
emulate the grace of his Greek rival.



Hammon's temple was thronged, and indeed had been thronged from the hour of dawn, when its gates were thrown
open, with an excited multitude. A lane, however, was kept clear in the middle by two ranks of stalwart guards,
native Carthaginians, all of them splendid in gilded helmets, with nodding plumes of the African ostrich, and
armour of shining steel, with short purple cloaks over their shoulders. This lane was left for the approach of
the divine visitors. As the first of these drew near, the great doors, themselves covered with a scarlet
curtain, that separated the sanctuary from the body of the temple, were thrown back, and the holy place became
visible, to most of those present that day for the first time in their lives.



In the centre of a semicircular recess at the further end, on a throne of gold, approached by twelve steps,
each flanked by the image of a lion, sat the colossal statue of Hammon. The canopy above it was formed by the
meeting wings of two stooping figures. The image was made of some black stone, probably basalt, carved into a
rude similitude of the human figure, with arms of steel which extended
forwards. In front, so close to the image as to be partly under the arms, was an opening six feet wide, from
which, now and then, a slender tongue of coloured flame might be seen to shoot forth.



When the opened doors revealed the image, an instantaneous silence fell upon the assembled multitude, in
striking contrast to the babel of sounds which had filled the temple a minute before. The awful moment had
come, and the multitude waited with mingled wonder and terror for what was to follow.



The silence was first broken by the voice of the high-priest as he began to chant the litany of supplication.
It was heard plainly enough, but few understood it, for the form had not been changed from the earliest times,
and the language was mostly obsolete. At certain intervals the voices of the inferior priests might be heard
coming in with the refrain. The ancient formula ended, the high-priest added special supplications for the day.
He invoked blessings on Carthage, on her armies, her fleets, her priests, and her people. He cursed her
enemies, Rome first of all, with special mention of the name of Scipio. The supplications ended, the
high-priest turned to the people, crying, "Sons of Carthage, offer with a willing heart, and of your best, to
your Lord and Saviour Hammon!"



There was a momentary pause. Then the Shophetim
descended from the seats on which they had been sitting, and, coming forward, cast gold and spices into the
opening. No one imitated, or was expected to imitate them. They represented the people, and their gifts
symbolized the offering of the people's wealth. The more solemn part of the sacrifice remained to be performed,
and this part, for evident reasons, the priests retained in their own hands.



The high-priest began again:



"O Baal Hammon, we have given-thee the most precious of things without life; now we give thee flesh of our
flesh, and life of our life."



So saying, he took from the hands of a subordinate priest something—what it was no one could
discern—wrapped in white linen, and placed it on the outstretched arms of the colossus. The image, worked
by concealed machinery from behind, bowed its head, and at the same time lowered its arms, dropping the burden
that had been placed upon them into the chasm underneath. Something between a roar and a shriek went up from
the multitude that filled the temple. There was the joy of seeing that the great Hammon accepted their
offering; there was the horror—for even the Carthaginians were human—of knowing what the offering
was. The next instant a loud crash of sound came from the cymbal-players, who had been stationed in a recess
out of sight of
the multitude. Every time another burden was placed on the arms and dropped into the chasm there was the same
outburst of wild music.



Cleanor watched the horrible ceremony with intense attention. Now and then he fancied—he had found a
place, it should be said, not far from the sanctuary—that he saw a movement, and even heard a cry. But he
could not feel certain. He recognized the priest who handed the first child to the high-priest, and who placed
the others on the arms of the image, as the man with whom he had negotiated, and he felt sure that on one
occasion he made a slight gesture, which no one else would notice, in his direction. It was a great relief when
the horrible rite was finished. As to the fate of the child he could not immediately satisfy himself. It would
have been imprudent to make any inquiries. He had, however, the satisfaction of receiving, during the course of
the next day, a message from his friend the physician that the boy was safe. The same comforting intelligence
was conveyed to the mother. She, of course, had to be content with an occasional sight of her child, and the
hope of regaining him at some happier time.



A Precious Book



It is time to explain what had happened to Cleanor while the events recorded in the last chapter were
proceeding. He had remained within the physician's house during the six days' fighting in the streets. The
house had been turned into something like a hospital, and the young Greek found plenty of employment in doing
such services as a lay hand could render to his host's patients. The physician was naturally one of the
deputation which, as has been described, waited on the conqueror on the morning of the seventh day, and he took
his guest with him in the character of his assistant. Nor could Cleanor escape an emotion of relief to find
himself again under Roman protection. It was a curious change from the feelings that had dominated him a few
months before, but the constraining power of circumstances had been too much for him. His first care was to
ascertain the fate of Theoxena and her daughter. Here it was necessary to proceed with caution. It would not be
wise to make inquiries at random. The person whom he could most safely trust was Scipio, the young officer,
whom he was, of course, anxious to see for other reasons. To his great delight he found that his friend was the
officer in command of the guard to which the safety of the temple of Apollo in the arsenal had been committed.



He found an opportunity of sending a message by a soldier who happened to be off duty for the time. Hardly an
hour had elapsed when he received an answer. It ran thus:



"A thousand congratulations. We had almost given you up for lost, only that the gods are manifestly
determined to make up to you for some part at least of what you have suffered. Come at once: I have much to say
to you."



The meeting between the two friends was very affectionate. Cleanor, postponing the narrative of his own
adventures to some future opportunity, at once took the young Roman officer into his confidence.



"You may rest assured that your friends are safe. There has been a guard over the private apartments attached
to the temple; and I have taken care to have trustworthy men, as I always should in such a case. But I can tell
you that your friends have had a very narrow escape. If the general had not arrived just at the right time, the
whole building would have been reduced to ashes."



He then proceeded to relate the story which the reader has already heard. Cleanor listened with emotion that he
could hardly conceal. How nearly had all his efforts been in vain! How narrowly had these two—who were
all that remained to him of his old life—escaped destruction!



Young Scipio's narrative was hardly finished when
the conversation of the friends was interrupted by the arrival of an orderly bringing a message from the
general. The official despatch, accompanied by a letter expressed in more familiar terms, ran thus:



 I have learnt that a manuscript of the very highest value, which I have a special charge from the Senate
and People of Rome to preserve, to wit, the Treatise of Hanno on Agriculture, has always been and is now in the
custody of the priests of Apollo in the arsenal. I commission you, therefore, as officer commanding the guard
of the said temple, to make inquiries of these same priests, and to take the book into your keeping, for which
this present writing shall be your authority."



The private letter was to this effect:



"I have just learnt from Hasdrubal—and the information is so valuable that it almost reconciles me to
halving had to spare the villain's life—that the precious book on Agriculture is to be found in the
temple of which you have charge. Lose no time in getting it into your possession. It is supposed to contain
secrets of the very greatest value. Anyhow, the authorities at home attach great importance to its
preservation. To lose it would be a disaster. I can rely, I know, on your prudence and energy."



"Cleanor, can you throw any light on this matter?" asked the Roman.



"No," was the answer, "except to tell you what I know about the priests. There are two attached to the temple.
One is an old man—almost, as I understand, in his dotage—whom I did not see; the other, his son,
middle-aged, with whom I negotiated the affair of which I told you. That is absolutely all that I know, except
that my friend the physician described the son as being on the whole an honourable man, who could be trusted
the more implicitly the more one made it worth his while to be true."



"That," said young Scipio, "is the man whom I saw the day that I took charge of the temple. He came to thank
me. Since then he has never appeared. The services have been intermitted. They could hardly, indeed, have been
carried on with all these soldiers in the place. He is the first person of whom to make inquiries."



Scipio then summoned the centurion, who was nominally his second in command. The man was a veteran who had seen
more than twenty campaigns—his first experience of war had been at Pydna under the great Æmilius
Paullus—an excellent soldier in his way, but without much judgment in matters outside his own narrow
sphere of experience.



"Convey," young Scipio said to this officer, "a respectful request to the priest of the temple that he will
favour me with an interview."



In due course the priest appeared. It had been arranged between the friends that no reference should be made to
the shelter given to the women.



"I am informed," said Scipio, "that you have charge, as priest of this temple, of a certain book relating to
agriculture."



"You are right, sir," replied the man, "so far as this: there is such a book, and it is kept in this place; but
it is not in my charge. My father is the priest, and it is in his custody."



"Let me see your father, then," said the young officer.



"Unhappily, sir," replied the man, "he is incapable of answering or even of hearing a question. He has been
failing in mind for some time, and the events of the last few days have greatly affected him. This morning he
had a stroke of paralysis, and has been unconscious ever since."



"But you know," said Scipio, "where the book is?"



"As a matter of fact," the priest answered, "I know, or, to put the matter more strictly, I believe that I
know. But the secret has been very jealously guarded. It has been usual for the priest to hand over the charge
formally to his successor when he felt himself failing. To meet the case that the priest might die suddenly, or
fail for some other reason to communicate the secret in due course, the Shopetim were also in possession of it.
They have also another copy of the treatise."



"And where was that kept?" asked Scipio.



"In the temple of Æsculapius, but in what part of the temple of course I know not."



"If it was there it must have perished," said the Roman. "Nothing could have been left after the tremendous
fire of yesterday. Lead the way and show us the place that you have in your mind."



"It shall be done, sir," said the man. "But let me first see how it fares with my father. It is possible that
he may yet revive."



Permission was, of course, granted, and he went. Before many minutes he returned.



"My father has passed away," he said in a low voice, "and without becoming conscious even for a moment; so the
woman that was in attendance told me. Follow me, sir."



He led the way down a flight of steps, and then along a passage to the chamber in which it terminated. The door
was carefully concealed in the wall, with the surface of which it was entirely uniform. The priest, however,
had no difficulty in opening it. He pressed a secret spring, and it opened."



"This," he said, as they entered a small lofty room lighted from above, "is the priest's private chamber. The
book should be somewhere here. But at this point my knowledge comes to an end."



"If I might hazard a guess," said Cleanor, "the hiding-place is somewhere in the floor. One would naturally,
perhaps, look for another secret door in the wall, hence it is likely that some other way of
concealing it would be tried. Anyhow, let us begin with the floor."



The place was easily, as it will be seen, too easily found. As soon as the matting which covered the floor was
removed, it became evident that a part of the boarding had been recently moved.



"That is it," exclaimed the four men—the centurion had accompanied the party—almost in the same
breath.



"I don't like the look of this," added Cleanor, whose quick Greek intelligence had promptly taken in the
situation. "It has been taken."



He was right. When the boarding was lifted, it revealed an empty space. All that remained was a wrapper of
silk, which might very well have served—for there was nothing on it that absolutely indicated the
fact—for a covering to the volume.



"What is to be done now?" said Scipio, as the four looked at each other with faces full of blank
disappointment.



"My father," said the priest, after a short pause of reflection, "must have taken it away. He evidently did it
in a hurry without carefully replacing the boards. He might have concealed the joining so well that it would
have been very hard to find. See," and he put the covering back in such a way that the spot was absolutely
undistinguishable from the rest of the floor. "This makes me sure that it has been done quite recently, and
when he was not quite himself."



"I wonder," said Cleanor, "whether by chance your guests could tell us anything about it?"



"My guests!" cried the priest, vainly endeavouring to conceal his dismay.



"Don't trouble yourself, my good friend," said Scipio with a smile. "My friend Cleanor has taken me into his
confidence, and I think you have done very well in helping him in this matter. It is just possible that, as he
suggests, the women may have seen something,—enough to give us a clue."



"Possibly," said the priest. "The book was far too bulky to be easily destroyed. That I know, though I have
never had it in my hands. But it may have been put away where it will be hard to find."



"Cleanor," said Scipio, after a brief reflection, "will you go and see what you can find out? The priest will
show you the way."



Cleanor accordingly followed the priest to the apartment which had been assigned to Theoxena and her daughter.
Only the elder woman was visible. Daphne, she assured Cleanor, after an exchange of affectionate greetings, was
quite well, but was busy at the moment with some needlework. When questioned about the old priest and his
movements, she had no information of any importance to give. He had been very strange in manner, constantly
muttering, but so indistinctly that she could not catch more than a word or two here and there. She had, it is
true, caught the word "treasure"
once or twice. She had certainly not seen him with anything in his hands. Daphne, however, might have more to
say. The old man had seemed to take a fancy to her, and had talked to her a good deal.



Daphne accordingly was fetched by her mother, and came in covered with a charming confusion, which, in the
young Greek's eyes, added not a little to her beauty. It was the fact, indeed, that the few days of peace which
she had enjoyed with her mother in their place of refuge had made a marvellous change for the better in her
looks. The hunted expression had gone out of her eyes, which, deep as ever, were now limpid and calm. The
cheeks which, when Cleanor had last seen them, were wan and worn, were already rounded, and touched with the
delicate tint of returning health. Cleanor did not fail to note all this with the greatest satisfaction, but
for the time he was absorbed by the interest of the story which she had to tell about the old priest.



"I saw the old man," she said, "on the first day of our coming here. He seemed to take me for someone else. In
fact, once or twice he called me by some name which sounded like Judith, but I could not catch it distinctly.
Commonly he spoke to me as his daughter. He had no son, he said, I was all that he had left. He had evidently
something on his mind that troubled him greatly. He would talk about "a treasure" which he had in his
keeping, and which he must hand over to the right, person, only that he did not know where this person was.
'Anyhow,' and when he said this his voice seemed to grow stronger, and his eyes to lighten up, 'anyhow, the
enemy must not be allowed to get it' After the uproar that took place in the temple one day—we did not
know what had happened, but we guessed that the Romans had made their way in, and we were very much
frightened—he was much worse. That same evening he said to me, 'Daughter, I want you to help me. Come
with me.' He took me down a flight of steps, and then along a passage which seemed to end in a wall. When we
were almost at the end, he said, 'Now, turn round and shut your eyes. You must not see what I am going to do.'
I did what he told me, and waited. In about half an hour he came back, panting very much and breathing hard. He
carried a great roll in his arms. I could not see what it was."



"Did it look like a book?" asked Cleanor.



"Yes," replied the girl, "it might have been a book. I asked him whether I should carry it for him. 'No,' he
said, 'no woman has ever touched it. Indeed, no woman has ever seen it before. I hope that I have not done
wrong. But what was I to do? I had no one else to help me. And anyhow, the enemy must never have it.' We went
up the passage, and down another, till we came to a place where one of the stones in the pavement had a ring in
it. 'Now you must help me,' he said. 'I have
got to take that stone up.' We both pulled away at the stone as hard as we could. For some time we seemed to
make no impression at all. Then he went away and came in a few minutes with a lantern, for by this time it was
getting quite dark, and a chisel. 'Work the mortar away from the edges,' he said, 'my eyes are too old to see.'
So I worked the mortar out, and then we pulled again. I don't think that I did very much, but he seemed to get
wonderfully strong with the excitement. At last we felt that it was beginning to give, and in the end we pulled
it quite away. I heard what sounded like the lapping of water a long way below. Then the old man took the roll
and dropped it into the hole. After that we put the stone back into its place."



"And you can take us to the place?" asked Cleanor.



"Certainly," replied the girl.



"I must tell my friends," said Cleanor, "what I have heard. Wait while I go."



In the course of a few minutes he returned with Scipio and the centurion. At the latter's suggestion the party
provided themselves with torches, and then proceeded, under Daphne's guidance, to the indicated spot. The stone
was removed from its place, an operation which required so great an exertion of strength that there was
something almost miraculous in its having been accomplished before by a decrepit old man and a girl. The
priest, it was clear, must have worked with frantic energy.



The first thing was to lower a burning torch. The light revealed a depth which might be estimated at some sixty
or seventy feet. At the bottom there was a stream which seemed, as far as could be estimated from the sound, to
be moving with some rapidity. Judging from the height of the temple above the level of the harbour, the water
seemed to be a land-spring which flowed into it some way below the surface. The chance of recovering anything
dropped into such a place seemed remote, without reckoning the very considerable chance of its being
irretrievably damaged.



Scipio was discussing with Cleanor and the centurion the best method of proceeding, when Daphne's keen eyes
discovered that something seemed to be resting on a ledge that projected from the side of the well some twenty
feet below the surface. What it was could not be seen, but it was obviously worth investigating. The only way
of doing this was to lower someone with ropes, and Cleanor, who was lighter than either of the Romans,
volunteered for the service. After some delay ropes of adequate strength were obtained, Cleanor was lowered to
the spot, and the missing treasure, for the object which Daphne had descried was nothing less, was recovered.



"The Roman Commonwealth," said Scipio, making a polite obeisance, "owes very much to this young lady."



In the Roman Camp



There had been, as has been seen, not a few fluctuations of fortune in the conflicts which had followed after
the landing of Mancinus. One result of this had been that a considerable number of prisoners had been taken on
both sides. Both sides, also, were anxious for an exchange. The Carthaginians did not care to have any more
useless men to feed than could be helped; the Romans feared, and not without reason, that their friends
and comrades would be barbarously treated. Carthage had always had an evil reputation in this respect, and was
only too likely to justify it, if ever she should be driven to extremities.



The envoy who conducted the negotiations on behalf of the city was a member of the Senate named Maharbal. He
had made himself conspicuous as a leader of the peace, otherwise the pro-Roman, party, and was supposed,
therefore, to be acceptable to Scipio. Cleanor accompanied him in the capacity of interpreter. The interviews
would be conducted in Greek, a language which Scipio spoke fluently. As for Latin, there was no one in Carthage
who was able to speak more than a few words of it; nor was there in the Roman camp any more knowledge of the
Punic tongue. There could not be a greater proof of the irreconcilable hostility of the two nations than this
mutual ignorance.



Cleanor's visit was paid at a very interesting time, for the Roman camp was undergoing, at the hands of the new
commander, a very thorough process of cleansing. It had fallen, under the management of his incompetent
predecessors, into a most deplorable condition. In the first place it swarmed with disreputable camp-followers.
There was a crowd of sutlers, traders who sold to the soldiers various luxuries at the most extravagant prices,
and bought from them their plunder for ridiculously small sums
of ready money. There was a still greater multitude of soldiers' servants. Even a private trooper must have a
slave to groom his horse; and an infantry soldier thought it a hardship if he had to dean and polish his own
arms. As some of the officers had a whole establishment of attendants, there was a second army of servants
actually more numerous than the first army of fighting men.



Scipio made short work with these useless and mischievous encumbrances. No sutler or dealer was allowed to
remain in the camp, or even in the neighbourhood, unless he held the general's license. Even then he was not
allowed to sell any articles but such as were contained in a very brief list authorized by the general, and at
prices which had received his sanction. The purchase of articles from the soldiers was absolutely forbidden.
Indeed, the trade ceased of itself, for plunder was rigidly prohibited. Any soldier who went further from the
camp than the bugle could be heard made himself liable to be treated as a deserter. The reform in the matter of
the soldiers' servants was no less radical. Two were allowed to a tribune, one to a centurion, and four, who
were to be owned and employed in common, to a century or company of infantry and a troop of cavalry. All these
were to be able-bodied men, who had learnt military drill; and they were liable on occasion to serve in the
ranks.



Scipio, still acting on the principle which had made him announce his arrival to the Carthaginians, kept
nothing secret from the envoy and his escort; he took pains, on the contrary, that they should see and learn
everything that was to be seen or learnt. He invited them to be present at a general assembly of the army,
which was summoned during their stay in the camp to hear an address from himself. Maharbal knew, as has been
said, next to nothing of Latin, and Cleanor did not know enough to enable him to follow Scipio throughout.
Nevertheless, they could see that the effect of the speech was remarkable. The orator held his audience, so to
speak, in the hollow of his hand. He was not speaking smooth things to his army; on the contrary, he told them
that they were robbers rather than soldiers. He laid down for them for the future a most rigid discipline; he
gave them no hope of indulgence. But he was heard with profound attention and without a murmur of dissent or
complaint.



The next morning Cleanor saw the banished multitude embark. A stranger spectacle, a more motley crowd, and a
more curious miscellany of property was never beheld. One man was disconsolately watching while a score of wine
casks, full of some poisonous liquid which he had hoped an African sun would sell for him, was hoisted on
board; another had with him a troop of performing dogs;
a third was conducting a troop of singing and dancing girls, whose rouged cheeks and tawdry finery looked
melancholy enough in the merciless light. The exiles were not by any means silent; they cursed and quarrelled
in a perfect Babel of languages; but they did not dare to linger. A cordon of soldiers kept them rigidly within
the boundaries of the place of embarkation. Vessel after vessel took on board its cargo with a marvellous
regularity and speed. Before evening the camp had been brought back to a primitive severity and simplicity
which were worthy of the best times of the Republic.



In the matter of the exchange Maharbal found the Roman general liberal to the point of generosity. He was not
careful to exact a very close correspondence in the dignity or the number of the prisoners to be given up and
received. When every Roman had been accounted for, a considerable balance of Carthaginians still remained in
Scipio's hands. The envoy offered to redeem them at the price which had been customary in former wars, two
pounds and a half of silver per man. Scipio smilingly refused to receive it. "Your Hannibal," he said, "used to
empty our treasury, for it was seldom but he had more prisoners to give than to receive. You must let me have
the satisfaction of feeling that for once I am able to be generous."



It was easy to transact business on such terms.
When all was settled the general invited the Carthaginian and his interpreter, whom he had greeted in a most
friendly fashion, to share his evening meal. He had thoughtfully arranged that the two young officers who were
his aides-de-camp, and as such were commonly guests at his table, should not be present. He felt that their
company would not be agreeable; to Maharbal and still less to the young Greek. The only other guest was a
person whom Cleanor especially was delighted to meet. This was the historian Polybius, who had already acquired
a considerable reputation as a soldier, a statesman, and a man of letters. Cleanor, during his sojourn at
Athens, had heard his character as a politician hotly debated; that he was an honest man no one doubted.
Personally he was prejudiced against him as a partisan of Rome. But he found it impossible to resist the charm
of his conversation.



The hours passed only too quickly in such delightful company, and when the time came to separate, Cleanor felt
that he had not said a tenth part of what he wanted to say to his new acquaintance. As they were making their
farewells, Polybius, who had heard from Scipio an outline of the young Greek's story, found an opportunity of
saying a few kindly words.



"I could wish," he whispered, with a friendly pressure of the hand, "that things were otherwise
with you. Mind, I don't blame you, or doubt but that you are quite loyal to conscience in what you do. But,
believe me, you are on the wrong side. Is there anyone in Carthage whom you can compare in anything that makes
the worth of a man with our noble Scipio? I know something of what you feel, though I have not the same cause,
for I also am a Greek and have lost my country; but the gods give the sovereignty to whom they will, and who
are we to fight against them? Farewell for the present! but I am sure that we shall meet again, and under
happier circumstances."



"I thank you for saying so," replied Cleanor; "but the future looks very dark to me."



And, indeed, as he made his way back to the city, listening with but half his mind to Maharbal's enthusiastic
praises of the courtesy and liberality of the Roman commander, he felt his spirits sink into a deeper
depression than he had ever known before.



Cleanor, Son of Lysis



The wealthiest, best-born, and generally most influential citizen in Chelys was Lysis, son of Cleanor, father
himself of another Cleanor, so named, according to a custom common in Greek families, after his grandfather. He
was descended in a direct line from the original founder of the settlement, an Ephesian Greek, and was also
distinguished by the possession of the hereditary priesthood of Apollo. The family prided itself on the purity
of its descent. The sons sought their brides among four or five of
the noblest Ephesian families. The general population of Chelys, though still mainly Hellenic in speech and
habits of life, had a large admixture of Ph�nician blood, but the house of Lysis could not be reproached with a
single barbarian misalliance.



Lysis had been the leader and spokesman of the deputation which had vainly approached the Roman commander. His
house, in common with all the principal dwellings in the town, had been occupied by the Roman marines.



But a douceur, judiciously administered to the sub-officer in command, had procured for him the privilege of a
brief period of privacy. He found that his wife and children were still in ignorance of the Roman admiral's
decision. They did not, indeed, expect any very lenient terms—they looked for a fine, that would
seriously cripple their means; but they were not prepared for the brutal reality. Lysis tasted for the first
time the full bitterness of death when he had to dash to the ground the hope to which they had clung.



"Yes," he said in answer to a question from his wife, unable or unwilling to believe her ears; "yes, it is too
true—death or slavery."



Dioné—this was the wife's name—grew pale for a moment, but she summoned to her aid the courage of
her house—she claimed to be descended from the great Ion himself, the legendary head of the Ionic
race—and recovered her calmness. Stepping forward, she
threw her arms round her husband's neck. Her first thought was for him; her second, scarcely a moment later,
for her children.



"And these?" she said.



Recovering himself with a stupendous effort of self-control, Lysis spoke.



"Listen; the time is short, and there are grave matters to be settled. It was hinted to me, and more than
hinted, that I might purchase your life, Dioné, and my own. These Romans are almost as greedy for money as for
blood. What say you?"



"And these?" said the woman, pointing to her children, while her cheek flushed and her eyes brightened with the
glow of reviving hope. "Can they also be ransomed?"



"That is impossible," said Lysis.



"Then we will die."



"That is what I knew you would say, and I gave the fellow—it was the admiral's freedman who spoke to me
about the matter—the answer, 'No', without waiting to ask you. Our way is clear enough. My father learnt
from the great Hannibal the secret of his poison-ring,
and he handed it on to me.
You and I can easily escape from these greedy butchers, but our children—"
He struggled in vain to keep his self-command. Throwing himself on a couch hard by, he covered his face with
his cloak.



The children were twins, very much alike, as indeed twins very commonly are, and yet curiously different.
Apart, they might easily have been mistaken for each other, supposing, of course, that they dressed alike; seen
together, any one would have said that such a mistake would hardly be possible, so great was the difference in
colour and complexion—a difference that impresses the eye much more than it impresses the memory. But
whatever dissimilarity there was accidental rather than natural. Cleanor had been seized at a critical period
of his growth with a serious illness, the result of exposure in a hunting expedition. This had checked, or more
probably, postponed his development. His frame had less of the vigour, his cheek less of the glow of health
than could be seen in his sister's, of whom, indeed, he was a somewhat paler and feebler image.



"We will die with you," said the twins in one breath. They often spoke, as, indeed, they often thought, with a
single impulse.



"Impossible again!" said Lysis. "The priesthood which, as you know, I inherited from my fathers, I bound, under
curses which I dare not incur, to hand on to my son. If the gods had made me
childless—and, for the first time in my life, I wish that they had—I must have adopted a successor.
This, indeed, I have done, to provide for the chances of human life; but you, Cleanor, must not abdicate your
functions if it is in any way possible for you to perform them. And then there is vengeance; that is a second
duty scarcely less sacred. If you can live, you must, and I see a way in which you can."



"And I see it too," cried the girl, with sparkling eyes. "Cleanor, you and I must change places. You have
sometimes told me that I ought to have been the boy; now I am going to be."



"Cleoné!" cried the lad, looking with wide eyes of astonishment at his sister; "I do not know what you mean."



"Briefly," replied the girl, "what I mean is this. You masquerade as a girl, and are sold; I masquerade as a
man, and am killed."



"Impossible!" cried the lad; "I cannot let you die for me."



"Die for you, indeed!" and there was a touch of scorn in her voice. "Which is better—to die, or be a
slave? Which is better for a man? You do not doubt; no one of our blood could. Which is better for a woman? It
does not want one of our blood to know that. The meanest free woman knows it. By Castor! Cleanor, this is the
one
thing you can do for me. Die for you, indeed! You will be doing more, ten thousand times more, than dying for
me!"



"She is right, my son," cried Lysis. "This was my very thought. Ph�bus, the inspirer, must have put it into her
heart. Cleanor, it must be so. This is your father's last command to you. The gods, if gods there are—and
this day's work might make doubt it—will reward you for it. But the time is short. Hasten, and make such
change as you need."



The twins left the chamber. When they returned, no one could have known what had been done, so complete was the
disguise which Cleoné's skilful fingers had effected. The girl's flowing locks, which had reached far below her
waist, now fell over her Shoulders, just at the length at which it was the fashion of the Greek youth to wear
them, till he had crossed the threshold of manhood. His were rolled up, maiden-fashion, in a knot upon his
head. She had dulled her brilliant complexion by some pigment skilfully applied. His face, pale with misery,
needed no counterfeit of art.



Lysis and his wife had gone. By a supreme effort of self-sacrifice they had denied themselves the last
miserable solace of a farewell, and were lying side by side, safe for ever from the conqueror's brutality.
While Cleanor and his sister waited in
the expectation of seeing them, a party of marines entered the room.



"Fasten his hands, Caius," said the sub-officer to one of his men, "and firmly too, for he looks as if he might
give us trouble. By Jupiter! a handsome youth! What a gladiator he would make! Why do they kill him in this
useless fashion? The girl is your business, Sextus. Be gentle with her, but still be on your guard, for they
will sometimes turn. But she looks a poor, spiritless creature."



Corinth



The news that met the travellers when they arrived at Athens was as bad as their worst fears had anticipated.
The whole city was in mourning. One of her sister states—after herself the most splendid, and wealthy
beyond anything to which she could pretend—had perished, and Athens, more generous than her rival had
been in former days, grieved unfeignedly for her fate.
It was a lamentable story of rashness, incapacity, and cowardice that Polybius and Cleanor had to listen to,
and they heard it in full detail from a young soldier who had himself taken part in the campaign. At first the
young man could hardly be persuaded to speak, so heartily ashamed was he of the conduct of his countrymen. At
last, assured of the sympathetic temper of his hearers, he related a narrative, of which it will be sufficient
for me to give an out-line.



"I was one of the aides-de-camp  to the general of the year, Critolaüs. Did you know him?"



"Yes," said Polybius, "only too well; a more incompetent fool never ruined the affairs of a state."



"Well," said the young soldier, "he has paid for his folly. Early in this year we marched out of
our winter-quarters near Corinth to attack Heraclea in Thessaly, which had declared itself out of the League.
 We had just sat down before the town when news came that the Roman army was approaching. Immediately there was
a scuttle. The general did not wait to hear what was the force of the enemy, but was off at once. Some of his
officers begged him to make a stand at Thermopylæ. We were not all of us such curs as he. There really was a
chance of holding the pass till we could get any help that might be forthcoming. Anyhow, it was a place where a
Greek might fight with the best hope, and die with the most honour. But the general had no wish to fight, much
less to die. He hurried through Thermopylæ, thinking to get back to the intrenched camp at Corinth in which we
had wintered; but Metellus—he was in command of the Romans—was too quick for us. He overtook us
when we had got about twenty miles from Thermopylæ, and there was a battle,—if you may call it a battle,
when one side charges and the other runs away. The Thebans, it is true, held their ground. They may call the
Thebans stupid, but they are wonderfully good soldiers. Yet what was the good of one corps standing firm when
there was no one to back it up? As for Critolaüs, no one knows what became of him. He galloped off as soon as
the Roman troops came in sight, and he has never been seen from that day to this.



"Well, nothing was left of the army but a few scattered troops and companies, and many of these were cut up, or
taken prisoners one by one. I am bound to say that the Romans behaved very well. They offered quarter to anyone
who would lay down his arms, and safety to every state that would submit. It was more than could be expected,
for really they could have imposed any terms that they pleased. But our chiefs, led by Diæus, who had succeeded
Critolaüs, were bent on securing their own lives. They were afraid that on some pretext they would be excepted
in any amnesty that might be offered, and so they went on fighting. Diæus made a levy en masse of the whole
population, and, besides, armed twelve thousand slaves, if you may call it arming a man to give him a blunt
sword and a spear with a cracked shaft. Money he raised in any way he could; first he confiscated the property
of all who belonged to the peace party, and made up what was wanting—and a good deal was wanting—by
robbing his own friends. He took up his position on the Isthmus, close to what is left of the wall built in the
Persian time.
Everything went badly from the first. Our vanguard was near Megara,
and, of course, we expected that it would make a stand, so as to give us a little time. It had a strong
position which it might have held for at least three or four days. Well, it fled without so much as striking a
blow.



"After this Metellus, who really behaved in the most moderate way, gave Diæus a chance. He sent envoys to offer
terms, really liberal terms, too, which it would have been no dishonour for people much better off than we were
to accept. To make them more acceptable, as he thought, these envoys were Greeks, men of the highest character.
But our general would not listen to them. Not only that, but he charged them in the public assembly with being
traitors, and they were all but killed in the riot that followed. Then we had yet another chance. Philo the
Thessalian, than whom there is no man more honoured in Greece, came with conditions for an arrangement. Some of
the general's own party were convinced. Old Stratius, who has never been a friend to Rome, as you know,
actually groveled on the ground, and caught Diæus by the knees, entreating him to give way. But it was all of
no use. Philo had to go away without accomplishing anything. In fact, all this seemed only to make the man more
furious. He had some of his own officers brought before a court-martial on the charge of being in communication
with the enemy. Their real fault was that they had been imprudent enough to show that they were in favour of
peace.
One of them was found guilty and put to the torture. He bore it, I was told, without saying a word. Two others
escaped with their lives, but only by paying a bribe—one a talent, the other forty mince, for the man was
as greedy as he was cruel, and he went on robbing and murdering with the sword within a foot of his own neck.



"Then we had another reprieve. There was a change of generals in the Roman army. Mummius, who had crossed from
Italy, took over the command from Metellus. While new arrangements were being made the Romans sat still, and
Diæus took the notion into his head that they were beginning to be afraid of us. Then there happened some small
affair of outposts in which our cavalry got the best of it. It was but a trifle, not more than half a dozen men
killed or wounded on either side, but it elated our chief beyond all measure. First he sent envoys to offer
terms to the Romans. They were to evacuate Greece, and give hostages as guarantee that they would not return.
If they did this, Diæus would allow them to depart in safety. It was the act of a madman, and, of course,
Mummius did not even condescend to send back an answer.



"But it was a good thing for me. I, you see, was one of the envoys, and I did not go back with them. It was
quite enough for me to go through the Roman camp, and see the admirable order and discipline, not to speak of
the number of the men, to feel sure that we had not the shadow of a
chance. I frankly told the Roman general, who seems a kind-hearted man, though somewhat of a boor, how I was
situated. I was really serving under compulsion, a sort of hostage for my father, who is a leader of the peace
party, and as he was out of danger now, living as he did in Northern Greece, and so not within reach of the
League, I felt free to leave, without having to feel myself a deserter. The general was very kind, and advised
me to leave the seat of war, where, indeed, it would have been painful for me to stay, whatever might happen.
Accordingly I came to Athens; that is why I have the pleasure of seeing you to-day."



"And what has happened since?" asked Polybius.



"A despatch came in yesterday. Everything has gone as I expected. The League generals were as rash at the end
as they were timorous at the beginning. They offered battle to the Romans though these were twice as strong in
actual numbers, not to speak of being vastly superior in discipline and quality generally. The cavalry turned
and fled without waiting to cross swords with the enemy. The infantry, who were mostly Thebans, behaved better,
but the number of the enemy told against them. They were outflanked and broken. After that, of course, all was
over. The general wrote that he held back his troops from the pursuit."



"And Diæus, what of him?" asked Polybius. "I hope the villain has had his deserts. How has Greece sinned
against the gods that she should be
cursed with having such fellows put in authority over her?"



"Nothing was known of what happened to him. But his body was not found among the dead."



Polybius and his companion were kept for three days longer in Athens, the Roman commissioner refusing them a
permit to pass to the front. Mummius was still before the city. Till he had entered it the presence of
strangers in the camp was considered to be inconvenient. Late in the evening of the third day a despatch
arrived from him, dated from the citadel of Corinth. He explained that, no resistance had been offered by the
Greek army; but that, finding it difficult to believe that so strong a place could be given up without some
attempt at defence, he had waited till he could be sure that no stratagem was intended. The city, he added, was
perfectly quiet; all the leaders of the hostile army had either fallen in battle or were prisoners in his
hands. Diæus was reported to have fled into Arcadia, and to have there committed suicide along with his wife,
but the report was not at present confirmed.
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A CORINTHIAN NOBELMAN BEING SOLD AS A SLAVE IN THE MARKETPLACE


The Roman commissioner immediately on receiving this news sent the desired permission to Polybius, and the two
friends, who had everything in readiness for their journey, started at once. Travelling all night they reached
Corinth, which was not more than thirty miles from Athens, shortly after dawn. The city presented a most
lamentable
appearance. The great market-place, and all the other squares and open spaces, were thronged with a helpless
and miserable crowd of men, women, and children, of all ages and all ranks, doomed to the cruellest lot that
humanity can endure. The Senate and People of Rome, provoked, it must be allowed, to the utmost by the
insolence and folly of the Corinthians, had passed the savage decree that the whole population of the city
should be sent to the slave-market.



The horrible business had already begun. The wretched victims had been divided into lots according to sex and
age. The quæstor's clerks—the quæstor, it may be explained, was the officer who had charge of
finance—were busy noting down particulars, and the loathsome crew of slave-dealers and their assistants,
foul creatures that always followed close on the track of a Roman army, were appraising the goods which were
soon to be offered for competition. Nobles of ancient houses, merchants, who but a month before could have
matched their riches with the wealthiest capitalists of Rome, the golden youth of the most luxurious city of
the world, and, saddest of all, delicate women, whose beauty had been jealously guarded even from sun and wind,
stood helplessly exposed to the brutal gaze and yet more brutal handling of Egyptian and Syrian slave-dealers,
barbarians to whom, in the haughty pride of their Hellenism, they would scarcely have conceded the title of
man.
Cleanor recognized among the victims several whose acquaintance he had made during his brief sojourn in Corinth
during the previous year. The contrast between their present degradation and the almost insolent pride of their
prosperous days touched him to the heart. The emotion of Polybius was even more profound. Some of these men
were lifelong friends. He had sat by their side at the council; he had been a guest at their hospitable tables.
Some of them bore names associated with the greatest glories of Greece. To see them exposed for sale like so
many sheep or oxen was a thing more strange and more horrible than he could have conceived to be possible.



Not less strange, if less harrowing, was the spectacle which presented itself to the two friends when they
reached that quarter of the city in which the Roman soldiery had bivouacked. One of the first things that they
saw was a group of soldiers off duty busy with a game of hazard. For the convenience of having a level surface
on which to throw the dice they had stretched a canvas on the ground. Polybius, whose eye was caught by what
looked like a figure on this improvised dice-table, approached and looked over the shoulder of one of the
players to examine it more closely. He started back in amazement and horror.



"Great Zeus!" he cried, "what do you think it is, Cleanor, that these fellows have laid there to throw their
dice upon? Why, it is one of the
finest pictures in the world! It is the 'Dionysus' of Aristides! The city, I have been told, gave twenty
talents for it to the artist, and, to my certain knowledge, might have sold it over and over again for twice as
much if not more. Look at it. Did you ever see anything finer? See how the god is flinging himself from his
car! See with what surprise Ariadne is turning to look at him! And the throng of nymphs and satyrs, did you
ever behold such variety, such energy, such grace? And these barbarians are using it for a dice-table!"



"Hush!" said. Cleanor warningly. "They may be barbarians, but they are our masters, and it is prudent to be
civil."



Close by was another group which was amusing itself in precisely the same way. The picture was not, it is true,
so famous a master-piece as the "Dionysus"—it was the "Hercules" of Polygnotus, but it was a work of art
which meant a modest fortune to anyone who had had the luck to possess himself of it. As for the purpose which
it was then serving, a table of gold would not have been so inappropriately costly. Anomalies of the same kind
could be seen everywhere. Coverlets of the richest Tyrian purple, tapestries worked with figures as graceful
and delicate as the most skilful brush of the painter could make them, embroidered robes that Pallas might have
worked or Aphrodite worn, the treasures brought from the harems of Eastern kings, lay about to be trampled
under the feet of
Apulian herdsmen, Sabine ploughmen, and Campanian vine-dressers. To these sturdy peasants, ignorant of all arts
but the soldier's, they were but gaudy-coloured cloths which might be put, in default of something more
convenient, to the meanest purposes.



"Great Zeus!" cried Polybius, as he looked on the scene, "what a waste! It is better that anyone should have
these treasures than that they should be wasted in this fashion. Let us see Mummius and give him an idea of
what is going on."
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At Delos



Cleanor gladly accepted the warm invitation of the young Scipio again to become his guest. For the present the
Greek's plans were uncertain. His most definite idea was to follow Theoxena and her daughter to Italy as soon
as possible. It had been arranged that the two women should depart on the following day. He would have to look
for his own passage to the favour of the general; all that he could do, therefore, was to hold himself in
readiness to depart as soon as the opportunity should offer.



The day was not to pass, however, without giving quite a new aspect to the future. The two friends had been
exchanging experiences, and were just thinking of sleep,—when Polybius entered the tent. After greeting
Cleanor—whom he had not seen since they had parted in Egypt—in the kindest
way, not, however, without a smiling rebuke for the trick which he had played, he explained his errand.



"I am going," he said, "as soon as is possible to Greece, where things are in a critical condition, and I want
you to go with me. I come direct from the general, who has put a ship of war at my service, and who fully
approves of your accompanying me. I was, he said, to tell you this from him. He also gave me another message
for you. He wants you to give what help you can in the translation of this great book on Agriculture. There
will be a committee appointed to carry it out, and you are to be on it if it pleases you. But that will wait,
anyhow for a few months. The affair in Greece will not wait; the sooner we get there the better, if we are to
do any good."



Nothing could have been more to Cleanor's mind than this proposal, and he promised to be ready to depart as
soon as he was wanted. Accordingly the very next day, after bidding Theoxena and her daughter an affectionate
farewell in the morning, he himself embarked about sunset with Polybius. For some time the voyage was fairly
prosperous, if not very rapid. The wind came mostly from the north, with a touch of east in it. The ship had
but a poor crew of rowers, and its sailing capacities were small. If the wind had more than one point from the
east the sails had to be hauled down and the oars resorted to.



On the tenth day there came a change in the weather. The wind shifted suddenly to the south-west. This change
was at first hailed with delight by everyone on board; by the rowers, who were rejoiced to be set free from
their toil, by the passengers, who were beginning to be impatient of their tedious progress. But a wind from
the south-west has always something dangerous about it. At daybreak a steady breeze, it grew before night into
something like a gale, and it was accompanied by weather so thick that, failing any observation of either sun
or stars, the captain lost his reckoning entirely.



After two days of this alarming uncertainty the weather cleared only just in time, as everyone on board saw
plainly enough, to save the ship from a catastrophe. About three miles to the north the cliffs of Malia
could be seen, crowned by the famous temple of Apollo, whose gilded roof showed itself when it was touched,
from time to time, by some passing gleam of sunshine. On their right the cliffs of Cythera were visible. This
was satisfactory in a way, but the plan of the voyage, which was to make for the western end of the Corinthian
Gulf, had failed. The wind was blowing far too strongly to allow the captain to attempt a north-western course.
He had, therefore, no alternative but to let it carry him up the Ægean. What had been lost was the safe and
easy passage up the quiet
landlocked waters of the gulf, and with it the certainty of reaching Corinth at or near the appointed time.



After a few hours the weather again changed for the worse. The clouds came lower, the wind rose. When night
came all that the captain and the crew knew of their whereabouts was that they were not far from Melos, of
which they had just caught a glimpse, in dangerous proximity, on their larboard bow. Melos, they knew, was not
by any means on their straight course to Corinth. They were, indeed, being blown out of this more and more as
time went on. The best they could hope for was that they might not be dashed on one of the rugged and
inhospitable islands and islets with which the south-western Ægean was so thickly studded.



All night they scudded before the wind under one small sail, just enough to give some steering power to the
rudder. More than once they heard the crash of unseen breakers on some unseen shore, and turned their course
away from the warning sound. With the morning came another welcome change of weather. The wind dropped almost
instantaneously; the sky cleared till not a cloud could be seen, and the sea, though the long rollers witnessed
to its recent agitation, settled rapidly into calm.



About two miles to the north, yet seen so distinctly through the clear atmosphere of early spring that it
seemed almost within a stone's-throw, lay a small island which Cleanor recognized at the first glance.
Only one place in the world brought together so closely, within so small a space yet on a scale so magnificent,
the two great elements of Greek life, commerce and religion. On the low-lying land of the west coast was to be
seen the town of Delos, with its thickly-clustered dwellings. Almost, as it seemed, among these rose a forest
of masts, for Delos was a mart of exchange for the trade of the Mediterranean, and the trade of the
Mediterranean was practically the trade of the civilized world. Close behind the town, in all the splendour of
its white Parian marble, rose the famous temple of the tutelary god of the isle, Ph�bus Apollo, while nestling
beside it were the smaller shrines of his twin sister Ph�be or Artemis and of Aphrodite. Behind these again was
the hill of Cynthus, its steep declivity clothed with trees, among which gleamed here and there the white
shining walls of buildings both sacred and secular.



"Delos!" cried the captain; "well, it might have been worse, and if we can only get out of the harbour as
easily and quickly as it seems likely we shall get into it, we shall have nothing to complain of."



"Here," cried Cleanor to Polybius as they stood side by side on the galley's deck, "here is one of my dreams
come to pass! I have always desired to see Delos, and here it is. Truly, here Greece is still to be seen in all
its glory."



Polybius smiled somewhat bitterly. "There is very little of Greece, I fear, about Delos nowadays."



"But it belongs to Athens surely," broke in the
young Greek, "just as it did in the best times of Greece."



"Yes, it belongs to Athens," replied his friend; "if that means that Athenian coin is circulated there, and the
government is carried on in the name of the Athenian people. But Delos is Roman for all practical purposes. As
for the Delians themselves, they were all deported twenty years ago, and this time unfortunately Apollo did not
interfere.
No, my dear friend, it is only the past of Delos that belongs to Greece, and that happily no power on earth can
take from her. That, thank the gods, we can still enjoy."



Some hours were pleasantly spent by the two friends in examining the sights of the place. Polybius had been
there two or three times before; Cleanor, who knew every reference to the sacred island,—from the young
palm-tree to which Ulysses compared the fair Nausicaa onwards,—was prepared thoroughly to enjoy the
guidance of so intelligent a companion. Later on in the day they strolled through the business town. Evidently
it was a thriving place. The docks were crowded with ships, the wharves covered with merchandise of every kind,
from the spices of the East to the ivory brought by African hunters from the great forests of the South. But
there was little or nothing Greek about it. Two
out of three among the huge factories which lined the harbour-side belonged to Roman traders. The others
belonged to merchants of Tyre, of Antioch, of Joppa, of Alexandria, but it was the exception to find a Greek
name among them. Cleanor could not help confessing to himself that another illusion was gone. The most famous
seat of Greek life, whether sacred or secular, had passed into the power of the stranger.



The anxiety of the travellers to get to their journey's end was increased by all that they heard in the island.
It was clear, by all accounts, that the fate of Corinth was imminent. But, much against their wills, their stay
was prolonged. The ship had received so severe a buffeting during its voyage from Carthage that it could not be
said to be seaworthy. It had to be laid up in dock and repaired. And then, when it was pronounced ready for
sea, the weather made it absolutely impossible to start. The captain had been only too prescient when he
doubted whether they should be able to get out of the harbour as easily as they got in.



There was, indeed, much to be seen in Delos, which was then at the height of its prosperity, and adorned with
the offerings which the piety of more than five hundred years had heaped upon it. But Polybius and his
companion were so impatient to reach their destination that the time seemed to hang heavily on their hands.
Disturbing rumours, too, were current about the policy which Rome was likely to pursue at Corinth. That the
city would speedily
be captured was considered certain, and there were ominous conjectures as to its probable fate. One day the
friends had accepted an invitation to dinner from Diagoras, the Athenian governor of the island, and Corinth
was naturally the principal subject of conversation. What Diagoras had to say was alarming in the extreme.



"You have come from Carthage," he said. "Well, what you have seen there you will see again at Corinth. The
capitalists and the commercial party have it all their own way at Rome now, and their policy is, of course,
monopoly. Every trade rival must be put out of the way. Carthage has been destroyed. That was not, as you know,
the doing of the nobles. Scipio and his friends were strongly against it. The capitalists carried it in the
Senate, partly by their own votes, partly by the votes which they practically bought. I could tell you the
men—and some of their names would surprise you—whose votes were purchased, and I could tell you the
price that was paid for them. The same thing has happened over and over again. Listen to this. I must not tell
you the name of my correspondent, but his authority is beyond all doubt:



"'The vote has gone as I expected. Corinth is to perish. The division was closer than in the Carthage
affair, for the crime—I can call it nothing less—is more scandalous and more unprovoked. Carthage
was once formidable, though she
has long ceased to be so; Corinth never could have caused a moment's fear to Rome. It is simply the case of a
trader burning down a rival's ware-house.'



"This letter I received last night," the governor continued, "and it appears to have been delayed on the way.
The Senate's instructions to Mummius—it is he that is in command at Corinth, and a very different man
from your Scipio, I fancy—must have reached him by this time."



"Then we are too late," said Polybius with a groan.



"Yes," replied the governor, "though I do not see what you could have done even if you had not been delayed.
All that will be in your power will be to help individuals. I should recommend you, by the way, to go to Athens
first, and get a safe-conduct and letters of introduction from the Roman agent there. These will make your task
easier."



Two or three days after this conversation the travellers were able to make a start. A gentle breeze from the
east carried them out of the harbour, and took them quickly to their journey's end.



Diplomacy



The Nile boat which had been engaged for Cleanor was lying at one of the quays which bordered a considerable
part of the eastern or city shore of Lake Mareotis. The arrangement had been that it should start early in the
morning of the day following the departure of Polybius. But the young man purposely delayed his appearance till
late in
the day, and the captain and crew, who had plenty of private affairs to occupy them for as long as their
employers chose to stay, made no complaint.



It wanted but two or three hours to sunset when Cleanor at last presented himself. The captain explained that
they would not have time that day to go further than the mouth of the canal which connected the lake with the
river Nile. This was false. They had plenty of light to make the passage of the canal itself. But the passenger
assented with an unquestioning alacrity which inspired the old rogue who owned the boat with the liveliest
expectations of a lazy and prosperous voyage. Both were, in fact, equally satisfied. The captain wanted to do
as little as possible, and also contemplated a final carouse at the Canal Tavern, a house famous for its wines.
The passenger, who had made up his mind to leave the boat at the earliest opportunity, was glad not to be taken
any further distance from the city than could be helped.



As soon as they halted for the night he summoned the old captain and had an explanation with him. He began by
asking in an indifferent tone the names of the chief cities which they were to pass. The captain of course had
his lesson by heart, and answered with a long list of places, adding, as he mentioned each name, the chief
sights for which it was famous.



"And do you particularly wish to see all these places again?" asked the Greek with a smile.



The old man stared at him. "It is my business, my lord," he answered; "a poor trade, it is true, but it was my
father's before me, and his father's too, and so on for I don't know how many generations. I don't know why I
have stuck to it, for the pay is poor, but so I have. It is our way, I suppose, in Egypt."



"The pay is poor, you say," said the Greek; "but it would be better if you didn't go this voyage, and had the
pay all the same."



"My lord is laughing at his servant," said the captain, staring again with eyes more wide open than ever.



"Not at all; the fact is that I have no more wish to see these places than you have."



The captain went on staring. "Then why—?" he began.



"My friends settled the matter for me; but I would sooner stay where I am."



"I understand," said the captain, closing one eye entirely, and diminishing the other to its natural size. "I
understand. You have a friend, a young friend, I daresay, and you don't think that this is a good time for a
long voyage."



Cleanor saw that the captain had his own ideas of what was keeping him in Alexandria, and did
not care to disabuse him. After all, he reflected, he was not quite wrong. He nodded.



"You are right, my lord. These cities and temples and tombs up the river are very fine, but they will be just
as fine ten, twenty, thirty years hence. You can't say that of youth. It passes, my lord, it passes, and you
must enjoy it while you can. But what am I to say? I have been paid to take you up to Philæ, and, if you wish
it, as far as the Second Cataract. I signed the agreement before a notary. He knows all about it; other people
know it. What am I to say when they find me loitering about here and your lordship not to be seen? You will
hardly believe it, but there are positively people so wicked that they will say I murdered you to get the money
without making the journey."



Cleanor did believe that there were such people, and thought to himself that the captain did not look
altogether like a man to whom such things were impossible.



"Oh!" said he, "I will set that all right. I will sign a paper before the chief of the village, or anyone else
that will serve, to say that I was compelled by urgent private business, which kept me in Alexandria, to give
up my proposed voyage. You will be able to show that to any one who may be curious enough to inquire.



And this was actually done. The village headman
was called on for his services, and witnessed a declaration on the part of Cleanor that he released the captain
of the Sphinx from his contract to carry him to Philæ and the Second Cataract, and that he claimed no
compensation or return of the money or of any part of it for the non-fulfilment of the conditions. This done,
he made the captain and crew a present of a gold piece, and saw with satisfaction that they departed to expend
it at the Canal Tavern. Shortly afterwards Cleanor hired a small rowing-boat, and before long found himself
again in Alexandria.



As to his general plan of operations he was quite clear. There was only one plan of getting into Carthage. It
was full of risk, but still it was practicable. A brisk trade was being carried on from Alexandria in
blockade-running. Corn had long been at famine prices in the besieged city. What was worth an ounce of silver
on an Alexandrian quay could be sold for at least half an ounce of gold in the markets of Carthage. If only one
ship-load out of three succeeded in escaping the Roman galleys a magnificent profit was realized. The average
of those ships that ran the blockade was not smaller; it was probably higher. The new harbour-mouth gave, as
has been explained, a better chance.



Cleanor, then, was resolved to make his venture in a blockade-running corn-ship. The question
was, what disguise should he use? Fortune had done something for him. The wound in his thigh had given him a
limp. During his illness a slight beard and a fairly thick moustache had grown. These things meant a
considerable change. More was effected by a brown dye which gave him the complexion of an Arab. The character
that he thought it best to assume was that of pedlar. He provided himself with suitable clothing and a pack,
which last, however, he left for the present unfilled.



As Egypt was in alliance with Rome the traders that followed the business of blockade-running had to affect a
certain disguise. The cargoes were consigned to dealers in Italian ports, and the ships themselves actually
shaped their course for Italy, and kept on it as long as possible, so as to minimize to the utmost the chances
of capture. The event of a passenger offering himself was rare, for the destination of this class of corn-ships
was an open secret. If, however, one chanced to come, the captain could hardly refuse a passage. If he was
exceptionally honest he might put difficulties in the way; commonly he left the stranger to find out his
mistake, taking the precaution of having the passage-money paid in advance.



Cleanor, who had put up for the night at a little tavern close to the water-side, picked up a little
information from the talk which was going on round
him. Improving his acquaintance with a sailor, who seemed the most respectable of the somewhat miscellaneous
company at the tavern, he learnt a good deal more. Finally his new friend offered to introduce him to the
captain of the Sea-mew, a blockade-runner which was intending to sail the following day.



"Dioscorides," said the sailor, "is an honest man in his way. He would have taken your passage-money for
Rhegium, it is true, and made no scruple about carrying you to Carthage. That, you might say, is scarcely fair.
But then you are quite safe with him. He won't cut your throat and throw you overboard for the sake of your
pack. That's what I call honesty in a sea-captain. If you want to find a finer article, you will hardly get it
on this side of the Pillars of Hercules. We will go on board at the last moment, and I will give him a hint
that it is all straight."



The object of going on board so late was to show that the person proposing himself as a passenger had no idea
of lodging an information against the ship with the agent of the Roman Republic.



On the following day, accordingly, this programme was carried out. The Sea-mew  was taking on board the
water wanted for the voyage, a part of the preparations naturally left to the last, when Cleanor and his friend
reached the quay. A grizzled veteran,
whose face was tanned by the suns and winds of some fifty years of voyaging, was receiving his last
instructions from a keen-looking man, whose pale and unhealthy-looking skin spoke of long confinement to the
desk and the counting-house. The conference over, Cleanor was introduced.



"My young friend here," said the sailor, "is going the same way as you are. Cleanor, this is Dioscorides, the
captain of the Sea-mew. You could not sail with a better man; and you," he went on, turning to the
captain, "will find him an agreeable and accommodating passenger." The word "accommodating" was emphasized by a
wink.



"Good!" said the captain; "come and see your quarters. That is the last water-cask, and now we are off."



He led the way as he spoke to the gangway that connected the quay-side with the deck. In five minutes more the
Sea-mew  was on her way west-ward.



A little after noon, the Sea-mew  being now fairly started and making good way with a strong breeze that
was almost dead aft, the captain invited his passenger to come below. The cabin was not spacious,—for the
vessel, though carrying cargo, was built for speed, her owners having had in view the more risky kinds of
trade,—but it was well furnished, and the meal that was spread on the
table was almost sumptuous. The captain did not fail to observe his passenger's look of surprise.



"In this business," he said, "a mina or two this way or that does not make much odds. It is no use to save when
you are going either to make your fortune or be drowned, or, it may be, hanged."



"Possibly," replied Cleanor; "but a passenger is not in the same case. I am afraid that such fare will not suit
my modest means."



"Don't trouble yourself on that score," returned the captain. "Suppose we say fifty drachmas for your
passage-money, and ten more as a present to the crew, if the voyage turns out to your liking."



"I am afraid that you will not gain much by me on these terms," said Cleanor as he produced the money, which he
had carefully made up out of a variety of coins. He thought it safer to avoid any appearance of wealth.



The voyage which followed was prosperous in the extreme. A west wind, with just a touch of south in it, carried
the Sea-mew  towards Italy, which, as has been said, was nominally her destination, with a quite
surprising regularity of speed. She seldom made more than six miles in the hour, but she did this day and night
with little variation, and without a single drawback. Her course lay just within view of the African shore till
Cyrene was sighted. Then the captain struck a bolder
course, nor did they come again within sight of land till a little object showed itself in the northern horizon
which was speedily identified as Malta. Not long after they spoke a coral-fisher's boat, from which they learnt
that a Roman squadron, with the commander-in-chief on board, had passed a couple of days before.



"If that is so," said the captain, "I shall steer straight for Carthage. We are likely to have a clear course.
It is scarcely likely that the Roman cruisers will be prowling about for prizes in the wake of their own
squadron."



As they sat together at their supper, the only officer who messed with them having gone on deck to superintend
the setting of another sail, the captain said to Cleanor:



"Don't suppose that I want to intrude on your private affairs, and if my questions are inconvenient, or you
have any reason whatever for declining to say anything more about yourself, don't hesitate to tell me. I shan't
be offended or think the worse of you for it. On the other hand, I may be able to help you or give you a hint.
Now, to be quite frank, I can't make you out. You wish to pass as a pedlar—excuse my plainness of speech.
Now, you are no more a pedlar than I am; not so much, indeed, for you have never, I should say, either bought
or sold anything in your life. You talk like a
gentleman. I could not do it myself, but I know the real thing when I hear it. Now, what does it mean?"



Cleanor had been long prepared for some such question as this. When he adopted his disguise he had vaguely
counted on being one among a crowd of passengers, and able to keep himself as much in the background as he
pleased. In such a situation he might have sustained his character with fair success. But it was a very
different thing to sit tête-à-tête  for a fortnight together with a shrewd man of business, who had been
accustomed to mix with all sorts and conditions of passengers. Cleanor had felt from the first that it would be
useless to maintain the pretence, and he was prepared to abandon it if he should be challenged. But he was not
prepared to tell his true story. He had devised what he could not help thinking a very plausible substitute for
it.



"You are quite right, my good friend," he said, "I am not a pedlar. Still, I hope to do a good stroke of
business in Carthage."



"Business!" said the captain, opening his eyes wide. "I fancy this is a poor time for business there."



"For buying, doubtless—I suppose they have to keep all their money for food—but not for selling.
That is what I am after. I have had a commission
from someone whose name I must not mention to buy books."



"Books!" repeated the old sailor in unfeigned astonishment; "who in the world wants to buy books?"



"Well," said Cleanor, "there are people who have the taste. There are some very valuable things of the kind in
Carthage, taken, most of them, from Greek cities in Sicily. My employer thought it a good opportunity for
picking up some bargains, and he has made it worth my while to go. You see, books are not like gold and jewels.
Most people don't see anything in them. You yourself, though you have seen a good deal of the world, could not
understand anyone buying them. I am not likely, you see, to be interfered with."



The sailor shrugged his shoulders.



"Well," he said, "everyone to his taste. However, now I understand how it is that you don't talk like other
pedlars. Good luck go with you!"



The captain was right in supposing that the sea would be clear in the wake of the Roman squadron. He now
matured a very bold design, which wanted for its successful accomplishment only one element of good fortune, an
absolutely favourable wind. The Sea-mew  was one of the fastest sailers in the Mediterranean, and with
her own wind, which was a point or so off aft, could do what she liked even
with a well-manned ship of war. The captain's plan was to hang closely, but just out of range, on the skirts of
the Roman squadron as they neared their destination. This he could do without difficulty. Twenty galleys
presented a larger object to him than he to them, and he reckoned, with a confidence that was not misplaced,
that they would not keep a very careful look-out aft. If a solitary sail was to heave in sight for a moment it
would probably attract no attention.



What was wanted was the right wind, and this, to his great joy, he got just when it was wanted. The breeze,
which for some hours had been due north, shifted to W.N.W. The weather thickened a little, and to make the
lucky combination complete, the voyage came to an end a little after nightfall. The Sea-mew, which for
some hours had been keeping, under shelter of the failing light, within two miles of the Roman squadron, now
came up close to the rearward galley. In the preoccupation of the time she was practically unobserved. The
Sea-mew was built almost on war-ship lines, and was flying Roman colours. No one certainly supposed for a
moment that she was an Alexandrian blockade-runner.



Two hours afterwards she was safe in the harbour of Carthage, and the captain—he was owner as well as
master—had realized a handsome fortune. He
had shipped one hundred and fifty tons of wheat and as much barley at Alexandria, the wheat at one mina and a
half
per ton, and the barley for half as much, and he now sold the wheat for eight and the barley for five minas per
ton. The crew had a fourth of the gross profits divided between them, but enough was left to enable the captain
to give up this very perilous kind of business for good and all.



"If I tempt the gods again after this I deserve to be crucified," he said to his chief officer; and he kept his
word.



The End of Carthage



The younger Scipio lost no time in handing over the precious volume which had been so nearly lost, and so
fortunately recovered, to the general, reporting, of course, the circumstances of its rescue. At the same time
he described the relation in which Daphne and her mother stood to Cleanor, and hinted that his friend seemed to
have a keener interest in the girl than a young man would ordinarily feel for his foster-sister.



"This is not the place for women," said the elder Scipio, "and the sooner these two are out of it, the better.
Now, what is to be done?"



"Would not my Aunt Cornelia
 receive them for a time if you could contrive to send them to her?"



"An excellent idea, my Lucius!" cried the general. "It shall be done, and by good luck, there is opportunity
this very day. I am sending off a galley with despatches for the Senate, and some private letters of my own.
Lollius is in command, and
there is not a more trustworthy man in the fleet. I will put the women into his charge. And I will write to my
mother—she will still be in Rome when the galley arrives—and ask her to give them hospitality. We
must hope that my cousin, Tiberius, will not fall in love with the damsel. Is she beautiful?"



"As beautiful a girl as ever I saw. But you need not be alarmed. I am pretty sure that the young lady will not
have a look or a thought for anyone in Italy."



"I will send an orderly to Cleanor to explain, and leave him to arrange the business. So that is settled. Now
for public matters. Yesterday I opened the sealed instructions which I brought with me when I left Rome, and
which I was not to read till Carthage was taken. They are, as I feared, to the effect that the city is to be
razed to the ground. Now, I make no secret to anybody—in any case I should speak openly to you—that
this policy is not to my liking. I don't like the principle of it. If it were being done with a view to the
future safety of Rome, I should still hesitate, thinking it to be, even in that view, a policy of doubtful
advantage. But this is not the motive. It is the doing of the capitalists and the traders. They want to destroy
every port but those which they can dominate themselves, and so to get all the trade of the world into their
own hands. We shall see the same thing—mark my words—over again at Corinth; and Rome
will have the disgrace of having destroyed, and it may be in one year, two of the great capitals of the world.
I hate such doings, and I don't care who knows it. Still, the thing has to be done. But there are matters to be
arranged first. One thing I have made up my mind about, and happily the Senate leaves it to my discretion. I
have a free hand in dealing with the spoil, with a general proviso that I am to consult, as in my judgment may
seem best, the interests of the Commonwealth. Whatever there is of real value that can be given back to its
rightful owners shall be given back. Now, Carthage has for three hundred years and more been robbing the Greek
cities in Sicily. She has had, at one time or other, pretty nearly every one of them, except Syracuse, in her
power. The gold and silver that she has taken from them are gone beyond remedy, but the works of art remain,
and can be given back. I have taken some trouble to inquire into the matter, and I have got a list here, which
has been made up for me in Sicily, of some of the chief things that we may expect to find. Some may have been
lost; some may have fallen into private hands and disappeared—the history of some of the specimens goes
back, I hear, a long time. Well, I have appointed yourself, Lucius, and two other officers with you to enquire
into this matter. See which of these things you can find, and report to me. Most of the Sicilian cities that
are interested in the matter have sent envoys to the camp, as I
dare say you know. If you can find the articles it will be easy enough, I do not doubt, to find claimants."



The work of the commission proved to be one of considerable magnitude. There were, it was found, hundreds of
works of art which bore in their appearance the manifest signs of a Greek origin. The Ph�nician genius was not
entirely barren in the province of art. In some directions, on the contrary, it was remarkably fertile. But it
never attained to, it did not even attempt, except in a conventional and even grotesque fashion, the
representation of the human form. Any really graceful or even natural similitude of man or woman that was found
in Carthaginian temple or house was certainly the spoil of some Greek city. Many of the less important works
were unknown; about some there was much doubt; their pedigree was uncertain, sometimes through accident,
sometimes through fraud, for most of the impostures known to the modern world of art are inheritances from the
ancient.
But there were some famous treasures about which there was no possibility of doubt. Such was the Artemis of
Segesta, one of the noblest figures that ancient sculpture produced. It was colossal in size, and yet retained
in a singular degree the delicacy of girlish beauty. The figure was represented with a quiver richly gilded
hanging from the shoulder; the left hand carried a bow; in the right
was a burning torch, which imitated, with a fidelity that would hardly have been thought possible in marble,
the contours of flame. The envoys from Segesta positively wept with joy when they found themselves in
possession of the long-lost treasure of their city.



In a very different style of art, the characteristic product of a later and more reflective age, was the figure
of the poet Stesichorus, carried away by the Carthaginians when they destroyed the city of Himera, and now
about to be restored to the townspeople of Thermæ, which occupied its site and inherited its traditions. The
poet was represented as an old man, frail and stooping, with one hand holding a book. The whole expression was
admirably suited to the serious character of his verse.



But the most celebrated of all the art treasures now about to return to their proper homes was the Bull of
Agrigentum. The Agrigentines regarded this figure with a reverence that was very surprising, seeing how it
recalled a time of discreditable servitude. Scipio happened to come in when the precious possession was made
over to them, and could not help improving the occasion.



"This is, I understand, the monstrous invention of one of your own citizens," he said. "He made it for your
tyrant Phalaris; it was to be heated from underneath, and the groans of the victims inclosed in it pleased the
brutal caprice of that monster of cruelty, by imitating, as he thought, the bellowings
of a bull. I do not know which was most to be condemned, the servility of the artist or the cruelty of the
tyrant. Do you not think, men of Agrigentum, that you have happily exchanged the brutality of your own
citizens, whom you suffered thus to lord it over you, for the justice and clemency of the Roman people?"



While this business was being completed, the work of collecting the general spoil of the city had been going on
briskly. Scipio had dealt liberally with the troops in this matter. Some generals in similar circumstances,
whether from anxiety for their own enrichment or from zeal to make as large a profit as possible for the public
purse, overreach themselves. They exact too much from the men, and thus they are habitually deceived. Scipio
was personally disinterested in a remarkable degree; and he did not care to be greedy on account of the
treasury. Simple and well-defined rules were laid down for the conduct of the troops. There were certain things
which a man might keep for himself, if he brought other things into a common stock. At the end of seven days
the fiat of destruction which had gone out against Carthage was to be executed. A body of men was detailed for
the purpose. Combustibles were disposed in various parts of the city, and at a fixed time these were to be
kindled.



"Well," said the young Scipio to Cleanor as they stood together after superintending the embarkation
of the last cargo of statues and pictures destined for Sicily, "well, the last act of the drama is nearly over.
Shall we go to see the final scene together?"



"I don't know," replied the young Greek. "I feel half disposed to cover my head till it is all past."



"I can understand," said Scipio. "Still, I can't see, after what has happened, that you owe much gratitude to
Carthage."



"Perhaps not," was the answer. "Yet it was all the country that I had. And, anyhow, it is an awful thing to see
a city that once had her hopes, and good hopes too, of ruling the world, flare out into nothing, like a piece
of wood-shaving. However, I will come. To what place are you thinking of going?"



"To the citadel, or what was the citadel. The chief told me that he should be there at sunset. I must own that
I am very curious to see how he takes it. This, you must know, is not his doing. His friends fought hard in the
Senate against the decree of destruction; but the majority would have it, and there was nothing for him but to
carry it out"



[image: [Illustration]]


SCIPIO, THROWING HIS TOGA OVER HIS FACE, BURST INTO A PASSION OF TEARS.


When the two friends reached the citadel the chief was already there, surrounded by his staff, his generals of
division, and the chief officers of the legions. The spectacle of the burning city was magnificently terrible.
The wind was blowing from behind them, and rolled away the smoke in huge volumes towards the sea. Now and then
it lulled,
and then a dense cloud covered the whole place, save some tower or spire which rose here and there out of it.
As the light rapidly failed, for the sun was just setting when the two friends reached the height, the heavy
smoke clouds became more and more penetrated with a fiery glow, and this again grew into one universal,
all-embracing blaze of light, as the flames gained a more commanding hold on the doomed city. Everything was as
plainly to be seen as if it had been noonday. All the while a confused roar came up to the height where the
spectators stood, varied now and then by the tremendous crash of some huge structure falling in sudden ruin to
the earth.



The general stood intently watching the scene, but without a word, and the group surrounding him, overawed by
the solemnity of his mood, maintained a profound silence, broken only by some almost involuntary cry, when a
burst of fiercer flame rose to the heavens. When the second watch was about half spent—for the hours had
seemed to pass as minutes, so overpowering was the interest of the spectacle—he turned away. Some awful
vision of the future seemed to reveal itself to his soul. He caught Polybius by the hand and said:



"Will anyone do for Rome what I have been doing for Carthage?"



And as he turned away he was heard to murmur to himself the line in which Hector, touched in
the midst of his triumph by a dark prevision of the future, foretold the fall of his country,





	"Some day e'en holy Troy herself shall fall",








Then, throwing a fold of his toga over his face, Scipio burst into a passion of tears.
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The Last of the Greeks



Most of Cleanor's fellow-passengers on board the Nereid—for this was the name of the singularly un-nymphlike
trading vessel that carried him to Corinth—were a curious medley of races and occupations. Corinth was
the mart of the western world, and was frequented, for business or for pleasure, by all its races. There were
soothsayers from Egypt, who found their customers all the more credulous because they boasted that they
believed in nothing; Syrian conjurors; Hebrew slave-dealers; a mixed troop of commercial travellers; and a
couple of grave-looking, long-bearded men who, in spite of their philosophers' cloaks, were perhaps the
greediest, the most venal of all.



One passenger, however, was of a very different class. He was a Syracusan noble, erect and vigorous
notwithstanding his seventy years, whose dignified bearing and refined features spoke plainly enough of high
breeding and culture. He was a descendant
of Archias, the Corinthian emigrant, who, some six centuries before, had founded the colony of Syracuse, and he
was coming, as he told Cleanor, in whom he had discovered a congenial companion, on a religious mission. The
tie that bound a Greek colony to the mother city had a certain sanctity about it. Sentiment there was, and the
bond of mutual advantage; but there was more, a feeling of filial reverence and duty, which was expressed by
appropriate solemnities.



"I am bringing," said Archias—he bore the same name as his far-away ancestor—"the yearly offering
from Syracuse the daughter to Corinth the mother. I have done it now more than thirty times. But I feel a
certain foreboding that I shall not come on the same errand again. If that means only that my own time is near,
it is nothing. I have had my share of life. The gods have dealt bountifully with me, and if they call me I
shall go without grumbling. But I can't help feeling that it is something more than the trifle of my own life
that is concerned, that some evil is impending either over Syracuse or over Corinth. As for my own city, I
don't see where the trouble is to come from. We have long since bowed our necks to the yoke, and we bear it
without wincing. For bearable it is, though it is heavy. But for Corinth I own that I have many fears. She is
restless, she is vain; she has ambitions to which
she is not equal. The gods help her and save her, or take me away before my eyes see her ruin!"



As they were drawing near their journey's end Archias warmly invited his young friend to make his home with him
during his stay in Corinth.



"I have an apartment," he said, "reserved for me in the home of the guest-friend of Syracuse. The city rents it
for me, and makes me an allowance for the expenses of my journey. I feel bound to accept it, though, without at
all wishing to boast of my wealth, I may say that I don't need it. You must not think that you are burdening a
poor man—that is all. I can introduce you to everybody that is worth knowing in Corinth, and, if you have
any business on hand, shall doubtless be able to help you. And it will be a pleasure, I assure you, to have a
companion who is not wearied with an old man's complaints of the new times."



Cleanor thankfully accepted the invitation. When the Nereid reached the port of Corinth he found that the
Syracusan's arrival had been expected. A chariot was in waiting at the quay to convey them to the city. At the
apartment all preparations for the comfort of the guests were complete—it was a standing order that a
provision sufficient for two should be made. First there was the bath,—more than usually welcome after
the somewhat squalid conditions of
life on board the merchantman,—and after the bath a meal, excellently cooked and elegantly served.



The meal ended, Cleanor felt moved to become more confidential with his new friend than he had hitherto been.
Naturally he had been very reserved, giving no reason for Archias to suppose that he had other objects in his
travels than amusement or instruction. But he felt that it would be somewhat ungracious to maintain this
attitude while he was enjoying so kind and generous an hospitality. In a conversation that was prolonged far
into the night he opened up his mind with considerable freedom. His precise schemes he did not mention; they
were scarcely his own secret; and he said nothing about Hasdrubal, feeling—for he had studied history
with intelligence and sympathy—that a Syracusan noble would scarcely look with favour on anything that
came from Carthage, the oldest and bitterest enemy of his country. But he gave a general description of his
hope and aim, a common union of the world under the leadership of the Greek race against the domination with
which Rome was threatening it.



The Syracusan listened with profound attention. "It has done me good," he said, "to hear you. I did not know
that such enthusiasm was to be found nowadays. The very word has gone out of fashion, I may say fallen into
disrepute. It used to mean inspiration, now it means madness. Our young men
care for nothing but sport, and even their sport has to be done for them by others. They have chariots, but
they hire men to drive them; the cestus
and the wrestling ring are left to professional athletes. The only game which they are not too languid to
practise with their own hands is the kottabos, and the kottabos
 is not exactly that for which our fathers valued all these things, a preparation for war. I hate to discourage
you, but I should be sorry to see you ruining your life in some hopeless cause."



"But, if I may say so much with all respect, isn't this exactly what has been said time after time? May there
not be something better than you think, than anybody would think, in these frivolous young fellows? Who would
have thought Alcibiades anything but a foolish fop, and yet what a soldier he was when the time came!"



"Well, I hope that you are right," replied the old man; "only your Alcibiades must make haste to show himself,
or else it will be too late. But it is not only this, the folly and frivolity of the youth, that discourages
me; it is the hopeless meanness and jealousy of the various states. If I could raise from the dead the very
best leader a Greek city ever
had, I should still despair. Now listen to the story that I have to tell you. Don't think that I am a mere
grumbler, who does his best to discourage thoughts that are too high for him to understand; I speak from a
bitter experience. But you shall hear.



"I am just old enough to remember the storm and sack of my native city by the Romans. I was but five years old,
but even a child of five does not forget when he sees, as I saw, his father and his elder brother killed before
his eyes. I should have been killed myself—for the soldiers, who had suffered terribly in the siege,
spared no one—but for Marcellus himself.
 He let the slave who waited on me carry me off to his own hut. That worthy slave and his good wife kept me for
five years out of their scanty wages—he was a workman in the stone-quarries, and she sold cakes to
schoolboys in the streets—till I was ten years old. Then interest was made with the Senate at Rome, and
part of the family property was given back to me. You will understand that I was very restless at Syracuse, but
I could not move till I was twenty-five, for my father's will had fixed this age for my becoming my own master.
It is a custom in our family, and I was too dutiful to think of breaking it. But the moment I became my own
master I made haste to
carry out a plan which I had been long thinking of. The famous soldier of the time was Philop�men, the
Arcadian. It was a privilege to serve under him as a volunteer, and there were always ten times more
applications than there were places to fill. However, by great good luck, and partly, I may say, through my
having had the good fortune to win the foot-race at Olympia, I was chosen. I landed here—it is more than
forty-five years ago—and made my way to his home in Arcadia. He had himself just come back from Sparta,
which he had brought over to the cause of Greece. Sparta, as I dare say you know, has always cared much for
herself, and very little for anything or anybody else. I shall never forget what happened a few days after my
arrival. The Spartans, or, I should rather say, the reforming party among the Spartans—for there never
was a Greek city yet but had two parties in it at the very least—felt greatly obliged to him for what he
had done, and determined to make him a present. Well, they sent three of their chief citizens to offer it to
him. They came, and Philop�men entertained them. Of course he knew nothing about the object of their coming,
and they said nothing about it. They seemed ill at ease—that I could not help observing—though
their host was all that was courteous and agreeable; but speak they couldn't. There was something about the man
which 
positively forbade their mentioning such a matter. The next day they went away, leaving their offer unspoken. But as they
could hardly go back to Sparta with this story, they put the matter into the hands of an old friend to carry
out.



"It seems an easy thing to get rid of a pocketful of gold, but this man didn't find it so. Everything about
Philop�men was so simple, so frugal, he seemed so absolutely above things of the kind, that it was impossible
to offer him money. The man went away without saying anything. He came a second time, and it was the same thing
all over again. I don't say but what Philop�men had now some inkling of what was on hand. There was a twinkle
in his eye, as if he was enjoying some joke greatly. As for me, I was completely mystified. Then the three
Spartans came back again, and this time they forced themselves to speak, and, of course, did it in the
clumsiest, most brutal fashion. It was a large sum, too, a hundred and twenty talents,
  if I remember right.



"Philop�men smiled. 'My friends,' he said, 'you would have laid out this money very badly if I were to take it.
Don't buy your friends; you have them already. Buy your enemies.'



"And a good friend he showed himself. He wasn't in office then, and the President of the League, having a
difference with the Spartans in some matter of no great importance, was all for using force.



"'Pray,' said Philop�men to him, 'don't do anything of the kind. It is sheer madness to quarrel with a great
Greek state, when the Romans are on the watch to take advantage of our divisions.'



"And when he found that speaking was of no use, he mounted his horse and rode straight to Sparta—I was
with him—to warn them of what was going to be done. Sure enough, in the course of ten days or so, the
President comes with some five thousand men of his own and half a Roman legion; but Sparta was ready. They had
to go back again without doing any harm. Some two months afterwards he was chosen President—for the
eighth time it was—very much against his will, for he had passed his seventieth year, and was hoping to
spend the rest of his days in peace. But it was not to be. There was a revolution in Messene, one of the
endless changes which tempt one to think, against one's own conscience, that the steady, fixed rule of an able,
honest tyrant is the best kind of government that a state can have. The Messenians, accordingly, renounced the
League. This might have been endured; but it was another matter when they proceeded
to seize a strong place outside their own borders. Philop�men was lying sick with fever at the time in Argos,
but he left his bed immediately, and was on horseback in less than an hour. I was with him; indeed, I never
left him of my own free will. Before nightfall we had reached his home in Arcadia, four hundred furlongs was
the distance, and the roads about as rough and steep as you will find anywhere in Greece. The next day he sent
round the city calling for volunteers. Some three hundred joined him—gentlemen, all of them, who
furnished their own arms, and rode their own horses. We had a smart brush with the enemy, and got the better of
them. But they were strongly reinforced, and as we were now heavily overmatched, Philop�men gave the signal to
fall back. His one thought now was to save the volunteers.



"'They are the heart's blood of the city,' he said to me, 'and they must not be wasted.'



He placed himself with a few troopers, who formed his body-guard, in the rear, and protected their retreat. He
was a famous swordsman, you must know, and old as he was, there were very few who cared to come to close
quarters with him. But of course they had their darts, and he was soon wounded in several places, as, indeed,
we all were. And then on some very rough ground his horse stumbled and threw him. He was an old man, you
see, and he had had two days of hard riding, and the fever fit—which was of the ague kind, caught some
years before when he was campaigning in Crete—was coming upon him.



"'Save yourselves,' he said to us; 'your country will want you for many years yet, but I am an old man.'



"However, he gave me leave to stay; the others he commanded on their obedience to go. When the enemy came up he
had fainted. They thought he was dead, and began to strip him of his arms, but before they had finished he came
to himself. My blood boils to this day when I think how they treated him. They bound his hands behind his back,
and drove him before them on foot as he was, half-dead with fatigue and sickness.



"That night we bivouacked in the open. Some of the troopers had a feeling of pity or shame. One lent him his
cloak to keep the cold off, though he had to go without one himself; another shared his ration of bread, dried
meat, and rough wine with him. On the evening of the next day we came to Messene town, and I must do the
townsfolk the justice to say that the sight was not at all to their liking. I heard many of them cursing the
man—Deinocrates was his name, and he was as ill-conditioned a scoundrel as there was in Greece—who
had given the orders for it to be done. Still, no one
had the courage to interfere, and Deinocrates determined to finish matters before he was hindered; for he knew
perfectly well that the League would spare nothing to get back their president.



He thrust him, therefore, into a dungeon that was called the Treasury, a dreadful hole without a window or
door, but having the entrance to it blocked by a huge stone. Deinocrates then held a hurried council with some
of his own party. They voted with one accord for death. What followed I heard from the executioner himself, who
was one of Deinocrates' slaves. His story was this:



"'My master said to me, 'Take this cup'—I guessed from the look and the smell that it was
hemlock—'to the prisoner, and don't leave him till he drinks it.' I went in—it wanted but a little
time to midnight—and found Philop�men awake. 'Ah!' he said, when he saw me, 'your master is a generous
man, and sends me, I doubt not, a draught of one of his richest vintages. But before I drink it, answer me, if
you can, one question. Have any prisoners been brought in?' I said that I had not heard of any. 'None of the
young horsemen that were with me?' I said that I had not seen them. He smiled and said, 'You bring good
tidings. Things have not gone altogether ill with me.' Then he took the cup and drank it up without another
word. This done he lay down again. I watched by him,
but though I heard him breathing heavily he never moved. Just before cock-crow I judged that he died, for it
was then that breathing ceased, and when I put my hand on his heart I could feel nothing.'



"That was the end of Philop�men, 'the last of the Greeks', as I heard an enemy, a Roman, call him. And what, my
dear young friend, can Greece do without Greeks?"



Help from the Hills



One day shortly after the events related in my last chapter, Cleanor's somewhat melancholy musings on the
prospects of the future were interrupted by the arrival of his friend Gisco, who had been absent from his duty
for several weeks.



"You have been wondering, I dare say," said the Carthaginian, "what has become of me the last month or so."



"Yes, indeed," replied Cleanor; "I asked the officers of your battalion about you, but could find out nothing.
However, I noticed once or twice just a suspicion of hesitation in their answers, and so I came to the
conclusion that there was a secret."



"Well," said Gisco, "there was what you may call a secret. Anyhow, we thought it best not to say anything about
the business I had on hand. It was to be a little surprise to our friends outside, and that is not so easy to
manage as things are now. There is very little that goes on in Carthage but is



known the next day in Scipio's tent. This time, however, we have managed, I hope, better."



"Is it a secret still?" asked Cleanor.



"No, no," said Gisco, "everyone may know it now, and, besides, you are not one of those that a man has to keep
secrets from. But now for my story. I left Carthage just thirty days ago—it was, I remember, the day
before the new moon. It was no easy matter, I can tell you, to get away. One of the Roman sentinels caught
sight of me, and I had to take to the lagoon. Happily the water was deep enough for diving, and I am a good
hand at that business, but when I came up to breathe I was all but hit by an arrow. However, I got safely to
the place I was bound for. There Bithyas met me—Bithyas, you remember, was Gulussa's master of the
horse—with two or three troopers and a spare horse for me. Our errand was to go to the tribes that live
far up in the country, and gather recruits for a campaign against Rome. Bithyas, who knows the whole region and
the tribes better than any man living, was to introduce me, and I was to make engagements on the part of
Carthage. We carried with us a sort of talisman which Bithyas had got hold of, I don't exactly know how.
Anyhow, it seemed to be respected everywhere, and as soon as it was produced we never failed to get a hearing,
and we must have gone to not less than fifteen chiefs."



"You say a 'hearing'," Cleanor put in; "but how did you contrive to make yourselves understood?"



"Well, in this way. We took new interpreters when they were wanted. We found that a man could always make
himself understood by the people of the next tribe. Sometimes the same man served for two or three. When he
came to the last place where he could be of use, he picked out some likely man, and instructed him in what he
was to say. This, after all, was very simple. It was chiefly that they were wanted to fight, and that a chief
was to get so many gold pieces, an under-chief so many, and a common man so many. It does not take much talking
to explain so much. It might almost be done by signs. Of course we could not carry the money about with us, but
we made a present to each of the chiefs, and commonly, when the tribe was a strong one, to one or more of the
sub-chiefs. Promises, you may be sure, we did not spare. Even if all goes well, I don't see how Carthage is
ever to pay her debts."



"And did you have much success?" inquired Cleanor.



"Yes, we had," replied Gisco. "If all the promises that were made to us are kept, we shall have a hundred
thousand men. But that is, of course, too much to expect. If three-fourths, or even a half, let us say, are put
into the field, it will be a
very great thing, and with what we can do to help by a sortie from the city, we ought to give a good account of
the Romans."



"And how soon is this to be?"



"Very soon now; the tribes were beginning to move when we left to return. It took us ten days' hard riding to
get back from the last settlement that we visited. They can't come as quickly as that, but they don't linger on
the march. Remember that they are all horsemen, though, when it comes to a battle, some of them dismount."



"Well," said Cleanor, "you have been into a new country. Did you see anything strange? There are marvellous
tales told about these regions and the people who live in them. What has your experience been?"



"Well," replied Gisco, "I saw some very curious things. And as to the things I heard, and heard too from people
who swore that they had seen them with their own eyes, they pass all belief. I never saw such trees as there
are on the lower slopes of the hills. You know those tables made of one piece of wood? Well, they come from
that region. I saw some that were being sawn off, and others that were being polished. Then the vines were
enormously large. I came across some with stems as big as an ordinary-sized column of a temple, and I heard of
others—one never sees things quite as
wonderful as one hears of—that two men could hardly encompass with their arms. I saw crocodiles, just
like those one has heard of in the Nile, and I was told of leeches that were ten feet long—that is pretty
good, but then the ear can take in more than the eye. In one place that we came to there was a whole colony of
monkeys, just like so many men and women, mothers nursing their children, and old ones with white heads, some
chattering peaceably together like friends, and some quarrelling ever so fiercely. As for lions, there were
troops of them. Hardly a night passed without an alarm, and though we picketed our horses close to our tents,
we had several carried off at night."



"And what," asked Cleanor, "do you think of these people as soldiers?"



"Well," replied Gisco, "I can hardly judge. They are marvellously good horsemen, and have their animals trained
to obey them in a most wonderful way. A man may leave his horse standing, not tethered, you understand, as long
as he chooses, and when he is riding on one, he will have another following him like a dog. But whether they
will be able to stand against the Romans is another matter. If it were not for their numbers, I should not
expect much. But with four or five to one they must do something; let them only go on charging, and they must
break the line at last."



As Gisco had predicted, the native forces did not linger on the march. They had none of the impedimenta 
of an army, carrying only their arms and their food,—of this last but a few days' supply,—and they
were all mounted. On the third day after the conversation related above their advanced guard could be seen on
the summit of the hills which formed the sky-line to the south. It had been arranged that they should make
their way to the rock-fortress of Nepheris, now almost the only place, some remote spots in the hills excepted,
which Carthage still possessed outside its own city walls. Nepheris was held by a strong garrison of
mercenaries, under the command of a skilful soldier, Diogenes by name. Scipio had never been able to spare a
sufficient force to invest it, but it had been masked by a considerable body of troops under the command of
King Gulussa, strengthened by a small Roman contingent under the leadership of C. Lælius.
This force was to be attacked by the native army, while Diogenes with his mercenaries was to make a sally from
the fortress. Another sally, timed as nearly as possible for the same moment, was to be
made from the city. Everyone, besiegers as well as besieged, recognized the fact that the critical moment had
come. If this effort succeeded, the fate of Carthage would be postponed almost indefinitely; if it failed, the
capture of the city could be only a question of time. If it did not yield to force, it would certainly succumb
to famine.



Hasdrubal himself was roused by the gravity of the situation from his usual self-indulgence and lethargy. He
was not wholly without the feelings of a patriot and a soldier, and in this supreme effort of his country he
did his best to rise to the occasion. The chief object of his energies was the formation of what may be called
a Sacred Phalanx. It was to consist entirely of native Carthaginians, a class of troops seldom used except in
cases of grave necessity. These were to be chosen by a method which Hasdrubal borrowed from the practice of
Rome. He began by selecting a hundred men of tried courage. Each of the hundred chose nine comrades; and each
of these nine, again, chose nine more. The result was a hundred companies, numbering each a hundred men, all
bound together by the special obligation of a common tie. The legion was splendidly equipped with richly gilded
armour, and arms of the very finest quality. Each company had its own badge.



It was a fine force, but it was all that the citizen
population of Carthage could do to raise it. Indeed so reduced were the numbers on the roll of military
effectives that some recruits had to be enfranchised in order that they might be enrolled in the legion.
Cleanor, not a little to his surprise, found himself attached to Hasdrubal's own staff. The general, indeed,
said a few gracious words to the young man when he reported himself. If there had been any difference between
them, said Hasdrubal, it might now be forgotten. A chance such as might never be repeated had occurred of
saving Carthage. The city would not be ungrateful to those who used this occasion energetically.



Cleanor could not banish his recollections of the past, and the suspicions which persistently followed them;
but his pride was naturally flattered, and he hoped for the best.


