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"0k mighty Caesart Dost fthou lie so low? Are all thy con-
‘quests, glories,; triunmpns, spoild, shrurk to ,this.li_’ctle neasure?"

The man vHo 'Would be Caesar is gone, Ijhere? Al the moment
= this is not certain. What is sure, thougk, is that - unless
. ~/gome misguiied patriot has alreacly exacted private vengeaice -
** there is mo couatry in the shole wide world that will be able
. %6 shelter aim for lowg, ur that would dore to afford safety

- uo him in dofiexnce of the justice of the United Latlons.

"'I'here is but one nind in c.ll these men, and (it is bent

" Pe“haps he will Bethink Himself of the uniform of his black-
suard blackshirt” Fascisti and of the dagger he loved to
Will Be echo the words of Brutus, we
‘ionder, and attenpt to dramatise a misereble craven suicide
= _.:witu,"I have the same dagger for myself, when it shall please
»—tmy gountry to nesd my death.?

\"hatever kis fate, sanctmry, prlson, or ‘grave, he is gomne,

m{é are Ylest that Rome is rid of him » ' : 'F/L. 1.6.




