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foam around the cutwater; louder and louder sang the foam
under the stern, as they swept it past. The distant land
faded to a thread, to a line, was gone; and to north and south
and east and west were but the water and the cloudless ether
Fabia, Cornelia, and Drusus said little for a long time. Their
eyes wandered, sometimes, over the track of the foam, and in
their minds they saw again the water-birds plashing among
lotus plants, and heard the ancient Egyptian litanies softly
chanted behind the propylons of a temple built by some king
two thousand years departed. But oftener their eyes ran
ahead over the prow, and tliey walked again across the Forum
of the city of their fathers, and drove across the Latin plain-
land, and spoke their own dear, sonorous, yet half-polished
native tongue.

At last came evening; the sun .«»ank lower and lower; now
his broad red disk hung over the crest of the western waves;
now it touched them; now it was gone, and only the lines of
dying fire streamed behind him -the last runners in his
chariot train. Up from the ca^'u below came the voice of the
ship's steward, "Would theii excellencies take any refresh-
ment? " But they did not ^^0 at once. They watched the fire
grow dimmer and dimmer, the pure light change to red gold,
the red gold to crimson, and the crimson sink away.
"Ah, carissima! » cried Drusus, "would that when t' orbs

of our lives go down to their setting, they might go do.vn like
the sunlight, more beautiful in each act of the very dying, as
they approach the final goal!

"

"Yes, surely," replied Cornelia, touching her hands upon
his head; "but who knows but that Catullus the poet is
wrong when he says the sun of life will never rise save once;
who knows but that, if our sun set in beauty, it will rise'

again in grandeur even more?"


