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former rebellions of legions had no leaders, while at the head
of affairs this time was a man descended from the ancient
kings of Gaul and Aqiiitaiiia, a famous and trietl soldier.
'MIere," answered Nero, "the Greeks listen to me, —the
Greeks, who alone know how to listen, and who alone are
worthy of my song." He said that his first duty was art
and glory. But when at last the news came that Vindex
had proclaimed him a wretched artist, he sprang up and
moved toward Rome. The wounds inflicted by Petronius,
and healed by his stay in Greece, opened in his heart anew,
and he wished to seek retribution from the Senate for such
unheard-of injustice.

On the road he saw a group cast in bronze, representing
a Gallic warrior as overcome by a Romnn knight; he con-
sidered that a good omen, and thenceforward, if he men-
tioned the rebellious legions and Vindex, it was only to
ridicule them. His entrance to the city surpassed all that
had been witnessed earlier. He entered in the chariot nsed
by Augustus in his triumph. One arch of the Circus was
destroyed to give a road to tlie procession. The Senate,
knights, and innumerable throngs of peojile went forth to
meet him. The walls trembled from shouts of " Hail,
Augustus! Hail, Hercules ! Hail, divinity, the incompara-
ble, the Olympian, the Pythian, the immortal !

" Behind him
were borne the crowns, the names of cities in which he had
triumphed ; and on tablets were inscribed the names of the
masters whom he had vanquished. Nero himself was intoxi-
cated with delight, and with emotion he asked the Augustians
who stood amund him, " What was the triumph of Julius

'

compared with this? " The idea that any mortal should dare
to raise a hand on such a demigod did not enter his head.
He felt himself really Olympian, and therefore safe. The
excitement and the madness of the crowd roused his own
madness. In fact, it might seem in the day of that triumph
that not merely Ccesar and the city, but the world, had lost
its senses.

Through the flowers and the piles of wreaths no one could
see the precipice. Still that same evening columns and walls
of temples were covered with inscriptions, describing Nero's
crimes, threatening him with coming vengeance, and ridicul-
ing him as an artist. From mouth to mouth went the
phrase, " He sang till he roused the Gauls." Alarming news
made the rounds of the city, and reached enormous measures.
Alarm seized the Augustians. People, uncertain of the


