
THE VESTAL VIRGIN

ACT ONE.

Scene II.—a Street Before the Temple.

Enter Two Slaves.

First Slave. A plague upon aU augurs, say Ij
Tlieres never a true man in the tribe-a nac
of cantmg snufflers the whole of 'em, pindSni
a^bit of incense upon the very holy altar ^
the gods, and then pinching their noses at each
other, forsooth. Two of the thieving rascalsP^ed down the Via Claudia but this minute
with the smeU of sacrifice still hanging on the
dothes, and—by the wolf-teat that suckle
Ronus,—one came near chuckling himself intq
a fever over joking with his fellow at the fat]
wittedness of the world. A plague upon
Such false hearts, say I.

^^^ii^ef^^*
^^''^^^ ^^* ^**^ ^t the gods do

First Slave. Hast raised a hard question. This
must be judged philosophicaUy, and hast done
well to propound it to me, for my master was
once a philosopher. As for instance—if there"
be many-there wiU also be one-therefore
the gods must be.

Secom) Slave. Thy reasoning may be good bJ
thou hast a singular gift at wrappmg it uo -'

sugar-coated darkness.
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