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DION AND THE SIBYLS.
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CHAPTER VIII—Continued.
Benigna was left behind, and.

with winning smiles and a flutter,
of attentions, the young girl now -
placed the chairs, and began to:
cackle, as Crispus would have ex- |
pressed himself, and to entreat the |
wanderers to take that refreshment
of which they stood so much in
need. 7They all had the delicate
tact to feel that compliance with'
the kindness which they had so
providentially found was the only.
way to return it which they at:
present possessed. |
It is historical to add that ap-
petite gave the same advice. Their .
hunger was as keen as thelr tact.
During supper the mother and son
spoke little; but Agatha, both dur-,
ing the repast and for some time
afterwards, kept up a brisk conver-:
sation with Benigna, for whom the .
child had taken an inexpressible
liking, and from whom she drew,
with unconscious adroitness, the
fact that she was engaged to be
married. That sudden affection of,
sympathy which knit the soul of
David to that of Jonathan seemed
to have bound these two together.
The landlady’s considerate daughter
at length advised Agatha to defer
further communication until she
should have a good might’s rest.
Paulus seconded the recommenda-
tion, and left his mother and sister
with their Oreek slave Melina and
with Benigna, and retired to his
own bedroom. 7The chamber over-
looked the ‘impluvium,” or inuver
court, whence the incessant plash/|
of the fountain was heard sooth-
ingly through his lattice-window,
the horn slide of which he left
open. The bedroom of the ladies, ;
on the other hand, overlooked the
garden and bee-hives, to which
Crispina had alluded. The sitting
apartments, opening into each
other, in ome of which they had
supped, stood between; all these
rooms being situated in the pro-
jecting west wing, which they en-
tirely filled. Thus closed the day
which had carried to their destina-
tion the travellers from Thrace.

CHAPTER IX.

Next morning when they met at
the jentaculum, or breakfast, there
was a marvellous improvement in
Agatha’s looks. She had been the
earliest out of bed; had seen from
her window, under a brilliant sun-
shine, the beautiful landscape un-
roll itself in the various forms
which the landlady had truly
though inadequately described, and’
she then had run down into the
garden. :

In due time—that is, very soonl
afterward—she had been chased by
the bees, had fled, screaming and
laughing, with the hood of her rici<
nium drawn completely over the,
head by way of helmet against the
terrible garts of her indignant pur-
suers, and had been received in the
arms of Benigna, who had heard
the cry of distress and had flown
to the rescue, brandishing a long,
reedy brush, like the mos¢#to
brushes of modern times. Rallying
in a bower of trellis work covered
with ivy, whence a wooden stair-
case led up to the first floor of the
house, by way of a landing orf
platform, over which rose another
bower clad in the same ivy-mantle
~—facing round, I say, upon her’
enemy, at the foot of this staircase
she had soon ventured once more
into the garden, with Benigna, and
the two girls, jabbering and cack-!
ling much, had gathered a large
nosegay of autumnal flowers. With
this booty, which Benigna had,
made so big that Agatha could |
hardly hold it in her small and
elegant hands, the latter damsel
had returned to the bower, had |
seated herself upon a bench, and
had begun to sort the flowers in
the reldtive positions which best
showed their tints. Here she relied
upon gradation, here upan contrast.
Her delicate Greek tast in the per-
formance of this task drew excla-
mations of delight from Benigna.

“There!” the innkeeper's daugh-

' that pleasant morning hour, when

ter would cry; “how pretty! That
is the way! That so, and then
that, and that! They look quite
different now ! Exactly ! I never
imagined it !”

When Agatha had finished the ar-
rangement to her own satisfaction,
an exploit which was nimbly ac-
hieved, “Now Benigna,” said she,
with her pretty foreign accent, Hsit
down here, just do, and tell me all
about everything.”

Benigna stared, and Agatha pro-
ceeded.

“So you are engaged to become
the wife of a very good and hand-
some youth, who in himself is
everything that can be admired, ex-
cept courageous, I understand you
to say. Now, that is not his fault
I suppose. How can he help feeling
afraid, if he does feel afraid?”

will take to amuse you! You can
not conceive the splendors, dresses,
games, sports, shows, and beauties
of Rome ; the theatres, the circus,
the combats, the great wild beasts
of all sorts from all countries, the
dances—"’

As she probounced the word
“‘dances,” a youthful, male voice
was heard at a little distance, say-
ing, “While they change horses here
we will stretch our limbs by a
stroll in the, garden bLehind the inmn.
Make haste, worthy innkeeper; or-
der your servants to be brisk.”

And almost at the same moment
a brilliantly beautiful, dark east-
ern looking girl, in a Syrian cos-
tume, appeared at the entrance of
the bower. Behind her came saun-
tering the youth whose voice had
been heard. He was of about
Paulus’s age, had an olive com-
plexion, was sumptuously dressed,
and exhibited a strong family like-
ness in face to the girl. Last fol-
lowed a woman in middle life, ap-
pareled in costly robes, suited to
travel, haughty, languid, and
scornful of mien.

Plancina and Agatha looked up
and surveyed the mew comers. The
brilliant damsel remained at the
entrance of the bower examining

At this moment the voice of
Crispina was heard calling her .
daughter to help in preparing the
preakfast, and Benigna, whom |
Agatha’s last words had thrown:
into some confusion, as the same
topic had done the previous even-|
ing, made an excuse and ran away,
with the light of roses vivid in her
cheeks. ]

Agatha remained and looked out'
upon the garden, and beyond it
upon the sweet country, with its
varied beauty. She remained lis-
tening peacefully and dreamingly
to the hum of bees, the twittering
of birds, ‘the voices and footsteps
in the inn, and inhaling the per-
fume of the nosegay which she had
arranged, and the cool freshness of

the sun behind her and behind the
house was throwing the shadows
of buildings, sheds, trees, and cat-
tle in long lines toward the Tyrr-
henian sea. While thus calmly rest-|
ing, admiring and musing, a lady;
in a dark robe of poil, (gausapa),
with a very pallid face and large
black eyes, stood suddenly in the
doorway of the 'bower, and block-
ed out the lovely prospect. The
stranger smiled, and, holding out
a bunch of flowers, said,

«My pretty young lady, I see
that the offering I have been cull-
ing for you has lost its value. You
are rich already. May L sit down
in this pleasant shady place a mo-
ment to rest?”

#“Yes, you may, cerfcainly’n saﬁdé
Agatha. '

oI suppose,” resumed the stran-
ger, “that Yyou belong to this
house, my little friend? I am a
stranger, and merely lodging—"

«We are lodging, too, and
strangers,”’ _answered Agatha,

“From Yyour accent,” continued
the other, *I judge you to be
Greek.”

«Mother is,” replied  Agatha;
«hut brother calls himself a Roman
knight, and even noble."”

“I knew ']'.t," cried the la,‘dy, “you
have it written in your counten-
ance. I, too, am a noble lady; my
name is Plancina. Have you ever
seen Rome?"

«Never."
«Ah! how you will be enchanted.

You must come to See me. I have
a house in Rome; such a pretty
house, full of such curious things!
Ah! when you see Rome, you will
hold your breath yith wonder and
delight. I will make you SO happy
when you come to see me In my
pretty house.’: 4

«you are very kind, good lady,
I should think,” quotl Agatha,
looking up irom her ﬁpwers, and
gazing 1ong at the pallid f'fmce and
the large black eyes; «and if we go
to Rome, I and my mother  will
visit you, perhaps.”

“My house is among the willows
and beeches of the Viminal Hill,”
said the lady. “Remember two
things— Vinimal Hill, with its
peeches and its willows, and the
Calpurnjan House, “where ‘the .Piso
family have lived for generations.
My husband, Piso, had very great
losses at dice. I am rich enough
to spend a fortune every year {qr
half a century, and we ‘have still

its occupants with a hardy, un-
abashed glance ; whereupon FPlan-
cina, after a moment’s pause, oC-
casioned by the interruption, Tre-
sumed and concluded her sentence
thus, .

“No, you can form no idea of
the gayeties of Rome; the games,
the shows, the theatres, the glories
the pleasures, the jests, the
dances.” P

“But all your good dances come
from foreign lands—from the east,
indeed,” interrupted thef damsel,
nodding her head repeatedly and
sneeringly; ‘‘you must admit that.”

“Not all our good alone,”’ an-
swered Plancina -sternly, noticing
that the woman in middle life
smiled approvingly at the girl who
had obtruded the remark; “not all
our good alone, but all. The office
of the outside world is to try and
amuse Rome."”

«And what is Rome’s office?”
asked the damsel.

«To he amused by them, if shel
can,” answered the Roman. |

“Come . away, Herodious, said
the haughty, languid and scornful-
looking woman; and the two strol-
led down the middle walk-of the
garden, The youth who had come
with them lingered a moment or
two behind, standing in the middle
of the gravel walk and gazing
straight into the bowet, while he
flirted a sort of horsewhip around
the heads of ome or two tall flow-
ers, which  were growing outside
along the border of the walk,

Plancina looked steadily at him,
and he as her. The lad withdrew
after a few moments, without a
change of feature.

«“What starers,”’
Agatha.

‘“They, have a talent for it, im-
deed,” said Plancina. ‘A hardy
family, putting one thing with an-
other. I think I know who they
are. The mother, if she were the
mother, called the daughter, if she
were the daughter, Herodious. My
husband thinks of going to Syria,
and indeed Tierius. has offered him
the procuratorship of Judea; but
he would not condeéeend to go in
any small’T capacity than as pre-
fect of Syria. An acquaintance of
ours, young Pontius Pilatt?, wants
to get the procuratorship. The
minor office would be a great thing
for him. But my husband, Piso of
the Calpurnians, cannot stoop to
that.” I may meet yonder family
again.”

{Those people are looking back,”
observed Agatha, who had paid
very little attention to her com-

panion’'s speech.
and, going to the

Plancina rose,
entrance of the bower, honored the
dy glance. The

strangers with a stea :
scornful-looking foreign woman 1n

sumptuous apparel met it for a
moment, and then turned -away.

Her son and daughter turned away
at the same time.
To be Continued.

muttered

Hicks—“T,00k at Sniggs flirting
with the girls over there, I
thought ﬁu said he was a woman

hater.”
Wicks—‘‘So he is, but the woman

at our house all the pleasures that

can be thought of. What pains 1

he hates is not there.”
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