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" I come from Rome," then moving nearer,

and covering his mouth with his hand, he

whispered :
" Octavia sends me to you !

"

" Octavia ?
" cried Metellus, in joyful sur-

prise, " then she is still alive ?
"

" She is still alive," replied the soldier, bow-

ing his iiead.

" So the vision in my dream deceived me !

But speak ! What have you to tell me from

her, quick !
" said the excited artist.

" It is he," muttered the Praetorian under
his breath, and then continued,

—

" She is not only living, but near you !"

" Near me ! Oh, ye gods !

"

" I was commanded to conduct you to her

secretly."

"Then she is making her escape?
"

" As you say, making her escape !

"

The soldier, declining to answer any further

questions, invited the unsuspicious sculptor

to accompany him, the rest would be ex-

plained as soon as they reached the other

shore of the Gulf; he had strict orders to

keep silence.

"Don't go without me, master," pleaded

Stephanus; but Metellus did not hear, he was
rushing, as if in a delirious frenzy, down the

steps into the garden. She is still alive, was
24 369


