
vociferous, premeditated Roman ovation, sonorously

the Triumph, never brought a Consular hero the

satisfaction this Christian woman now derived.

She was aware of the admiration which went
with her, and the sensation was of walking through

a purer and brighter sunshine. Nor did she affect

to put aside the triumph there certainly was in the

demonstration; but she accounted it the due of

charity—a triumph of good work done for the

pleasure there was in the doing.

At the basin mentioned as the landward terminus

of the garden the progress in that direction stopped.

Thence, after gracious attentions to the women and
children there, the Princess set out for the summit
of the promontory. The road taken was broad and
smooth, and on the left hand lined from bottom to

top with pine trees, some of which are yet standing.

The summit had been a place of interest time out

of mind. From its woody cover, the first inhabi-

tants beheld the Argonauts anchor off the town of

Amycus, king of the Bebryces; there the vengeful

Medea practised her incantations; and descending

to acknowledged history, it were long telling the

notable events of the ages landmarked by the hoary

height. When the builder of the palace below threw

his scheme of improvement over the brow of the

hill, he constructed water basins on different levels,

surrounding them with raised walls artistically

sculptured; between the basins he pitched marble

pavilions, looking in the distance like airy domes on
a Cyclopean temple; then he drew the work together

by a tesselated pavement identical with the floor of

the house of Caesar hard by the Forum in Rome.
Giving little heed to the other guests in occupancy

of the summit, the attendants of the Princess broke


