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CHAPTER II.—Continued.

. “Not since we came,”’ said Paul-
s,
The officer thanked him and
trotted back,
 Meanwhile Paulus and his mother
and the freedman had not been so
abisorbed in watching the occurrence
a.nd scene described as to remove
their eyes for more than a mo-

Ment at g time from their dearly-
loved charge, the interesting little
| Mmourner who had begged to be al-
lowed to rest under the chestnut
trees. It was not so with Agatha
5 herself. The child was at once as-
- tonished, bewildered and enrapt-
- Ured. Had the spectacle and re-
 View before her been commanded
by some monarch, or rather some
: Magician, on purpose to snatch her
from the possibility of dwelling
g ger amid the gloom, the regrets
i and the terrors under which she
'ha_d appeared to be sinking
' Reither the wonder of the spectacle,
| Ror the amenity of the evening
. When it occurred, nor the loveliness
| of the landscape which formed its
l. theatre, could have been more op-
Portunely combined. She had mnot
only never beheld anything so
I© Wagnificent, but her curiosity was
- Violently aroused.

I Paulus exchanged with his

Mother and the old freedman a
flance of intelligence and of intense
| Satisfaction, as they both noted
the parted lips and dilated eyes
. 'With which the child, half an hour
%o so alarmingly ili, contemplated
t!le drama at which she was ac-
Ydentally assisting. -

“That's a rare doctor,”” whisper-
ed Philip, pointing to the general
i of the Praetorian guards.

. “No doctor,” replied Paulus, in
the same low tones, ‘“‘could have
Prescribed for our darling better.”!
‘“Paulus,” said Agatha, “what
are these mighty beings? Are these
. the genii, and the demons of the
istress-land, the Gods of Italy.”
“They are a handful of Italy’s

troops, dear,” he said.

Bhe looked from her brother to
- the Jady and then to the freedman.
and this last with a healing in-
ftinct which would have done
hqnor to Hippocrates, 'began to
. Stimulate her interest by the
agency of suspense and mystery.

“Master Paulus, and Lady Ag-
lais, and my little one too,” he
%aid, in a most impressive and

and these be the demons indeed;
but I tell you that you have not
Seen all the secret. Something is
going to happen. Attend to me
" Welll You behold a most singular
thing! Are you aware of what you
behold? Yonder, Master Paulus, is
the allotted portion of horse for
More than three legions; the justus
equitatus, 1 say for a Roman army
 ©f twenty thousand men. Yes,

' attest, all the gods,” continued
Philip in a low voice, but with
_Ereat earnestness, and glancing
from the brother to the sister as
% his prospects in life were contin-
gent upon his being believed in
this, “I was at the battle of Phil-
Hppi, and I aver that yonder is
More than the right allotment of
horse for three legions. Observe
the squadrons, the turmae; ‘they
4o not conmsist of the same artf
and instead of being distributed in
botties of three or four hundred
each to a legion, they are all to-
gether before you without their
‘:g;ions. Why is that, master Paul-
S »

“I know not,” said Paulus.
AR resumed the freedman,
You know not, but you will know
Presently. Mark that, lttle Mis-
tress Agatha, and bear i .
that Philip the freedman has said
to your brother that he will know
all presently.”

The child gazed wonderingly at

troops as she heard these

Mysterious words. “Who are
- those?”” asked she, pointing to the
“quadrons of those stilt in column.
Who are those in leather jerkins,
© Sovered with the irom scales, and
’i‘}mg the large, heavy horses.”

‘Batavians from the mouths of

Rhine gnd the Scheldt,” 'an-

Solemn voice, “these be the genii | ;.

I| whirlpool which

swered the freedman, with a mys-
terious shake of the head.

«And those,”’ pursued she, with
increasing interest; ““who are those
whose faces shine like dusky copper
and whose eyes glitter like the eyes
of wild animals in the arena, when
the proconsul of Greece gives the
shows? I,mean those who ride the
small, long-tailed horses without
any ephippia (saddlecloths), and
even without bridles—the soldiers
in flowing dress, with rolls of linen
round their heads?”

t“They are the Numidians,'’ re-
plied Philip, “Ah! Rome dreaded
those horsemen once, when Hanni-
bal the Carthaginian and his mot-
ley hordes had their will in these
fair plains.”

As he spoke, a strange move
ment occurred. The genmeral of
legatus dismounted, and, giving
the bridle of his horse to a soldier
began to walk slowly up and down
the side of the road. No soomer
had his foot touched the ground
than, the whole of the Numidian
squadron seemed to rise like a
covey out of the stubble field; with
little clang of arms, but with omne
shart, sharp cry, oOr whoop, it
burst from the highroad into the
meadow land. There the evolu-
tions which they performed seemed
at first to be all .confusion, only
for the fact that, although the
horsemen had the air of riding
capriciously in every directson,
crossing, intermingling, separating
galloping upon opposite curves, and
tracing every figure which the
whim and fancy, of each might
dictate, yet no two of them ever
came into collision. Indeed, fan-
tastic and wild as that rhapsody
of manoeuvres into which they had
broken appeared to be, some prin-
ciple which was thoroughly under-
stood by every one of them gov-
erned their mazy gallop. It was
as accurate and exact as some
stately dance of slaves at the im-
perial court. It was, in short, it-
self a wild dance of the_Numndmn
cavalry, i i :
horselg guided only by the flash-
ing blades and the voices of their
riders, manifested the most vehe-
ment spirit and 2 sort of sym-
pathetic frenzy.  These steeds,
which never knew the bridie, .and
went thus mouth-free even into
battle—these horses which theu‘
masters turned loose at night into
the fields, and which came hound-
jghing at the first cgll,
were noy madly. plunging, wheeling
racing and charging, like gigantic
dogs at sport. Presently they be-
gan to play a strange species of

A Numidian boy, who
trumpet and rode a
pony, Jeast a horse smaller
than the rest of the barbs, (‘‘Ber-
ber hoeses’')y suddenly halted upon
the outside of the mad cavalry
had been formed
and flung himself flat at full length
upon the back of the diminutive
animal. Instantly the whirl, as it
circled toward him, Stra-lgwhtened
itself into a colunh and every
horsemen rode full upon the stat-
ionery pony, and cleared both steed
and rider at a bound, a torrent of
cavalry rushing over the obstruc-
tion with wild shouts.

«That is Numidian sport, master
Paulus,” said the an; “but
there is not a rider among them
to be compared to yourself.”

«Certainly I can ride,” said the
youth; vhut I pretend n?’t to be
superior to these Centaufs.

«Be these, then, the Centaurs I
have heard of?’! asked Agatha; ‘‘be
these the wild powers?”’

The hubbub had prevented her,
and all with her, from wnoticing
something. Before an answer could
be given the Numidians had re-
turned to the highway as suddenly
as they had quitted it, and the
noise of their dance Was succeeded
by a pause of attention. The gen-
eral was again on horseback, and
our travellers perceived that two

litters, one of carved ivory and
gold, " ¢ other of sculptured
bronze, borne on the shoulders of

slaves were beside them.
fwo gentlemen on foot had ar-
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rived with the litters along the
broad pathway already noticed,
and a group of attendants at a
little distance were following.

This new party were now haiting
with our travellers beneath the
far-spreading shade of the same
trees. In the ivory litter reclined
a girl of about seventeen, dressed
in a long palla of blue silk, a ma-
terial then only just introduced
from India, through Arabia and
Egypt, and so expensive as to be
beyond the reach of any but the
richest class. Her hair; which was
of a bright gold color, was dressed
in the fashionable form of a hel-
met, (galerus), and was enclosed
behind in a gauze met. She wore
large inaures, or ear-rings, of some
jewel, a gold chain, in every ring of
which was set a gem, and scarlet
shoes embroidered with peatis.
The lady in the bronze lit-
ter was attired in the stola of a
matron, with g cyclas, or circular
robe, thrown back from the neck,
and a tunic of dark purple which
descended to her feet. Her brown
hair was restrained by bands,
vittae, which had an honorable
significance among the Roman
ladies, (*‘Nil miki cum vitta,” says
the profligate author of the Ars
Amandi). She seemed somewhat
past thirty years of age; she had a
very sweet, calm, and matronly
air; her countenance was in beautj-
ful in features and general effect as
it was modest in its tone and
character.

Her companion in the litter of
ivory and gold, was not more than
half her age, was even more beau-
tiful, with an immense wreath of
golden hair, and with large blue
eyes, datkening to the likeness of
black as she gazed earmestly upon
any object. But she had a less
gentle physiognomical expression.
Frequently her look was penetra-
ting, brief, impatient, sarcastic,
disdainful. She had a bewitching,
smile however, and her numerous
admirers made Italy echo with
their ravings.

Lucius Varius, said the fashion-
able world, was at that very time
engaged upon a kind of sapphic
ode, of which she was to be the
subject.

Scatcely had these litters of pal-
anquins arrived and halted, when
the general officer dismounted once
more, and walked quietly towards
the spot with his helmet in his
hand. At g few yards' distance he
stopped, and first bowed low to
the elder of the two gentlemen
who had accompanied the litters
on foot, and then, almost entirely
distegarding the other gentleman,
made an obeisance not quite so
long or so deep td the ladies. The
man whom so splendid a personage
as the legatus, weating his flaming
paludamentum, and at the head of
his troops, thus treated with so
obsequious a veneratiom, did not
return the salute except by a
slight nod and a momentary, ab-
sent-minded smile. His gaze had
been riveted upon out travellers,
and chiefly upon the youth and his
young, suffering sister, upon both
of whom, after it had quickly
taken in Philip, the freedman, the
Thracian woman, and the Athen-
jan woman, and the Athenian lady
it rested \long—longest and last
upon Agatha. )

"‘Seja.nus," said he ﬁmny. “who

are these?™ , ,
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