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CHAPTER VIII—Continued.

Paulus, at whom the hostess had
frequently looked wistfully, now re-
marked that they all {elt much
gratitude for the kindness they
were receiving, and never could for-
get it. Crispina, who was going
out at the moment, did not reply,
but liogered with her hand upon
the door; the other hand she pass-
ed once across her eyes.

Then the Greek lady observed.

“Good hostess, these are the
apartments you intended for some
barbarian queen, I believe?”

“Yes, my lady, for Queen Bere-
nice, daughter-inlaw of King Her-
od, the Idumaean, called Herod the
Great, with her son Herod Agrippa
a wild youth, I understand, about
eighteen years old, and her daugh-
ter Herodius.”

“I heard the tribune quaestar,
who commands the praetorians,
plead for us with your husband,”
continued Aglais; ‘and I suppose
that the quaestor’s generous elo-
quence is the cause of our being re-
ceived into your house at all. But
this does not account for your ex-
traordinary kindness to us. We ex-
pected to be barely tolerated as in-
convenient and unwelcome guests,
who kept better customers away.”™

“Inconvenient and unwelcome,”
said Crispina, who seemed ready
to cry, as, looking around the
little group, her gMnce rested
again upon Paulus. :

“Whereas," vesumed Ajgllais, “you
treat my dear children as if you
were their mother. Why are we So
fortunate as to find these feelings
in a stranger?"

“Honored lady,” said she, “‘the
reason is, that I once was.the
nurse of a youth whom I loved as
if he were Ry own child; and it
seemed to me' as if I saw my brave
- beautiful, affectionate  nursling
again when I saw your son; but
5o long a time had passed, I near-
ly fell with fright and astonish-
ment.” .

Agatha went to the bust of Ti-
berius, lifted it, and, pointing to
the marble image, said in a low,
tender voice,

“You nursed him?”

A little cry of dismay escaped
the lips of our hostess.

i “No one ever thought of looking
neath,” said she. “My daughter
and I arrange and dust the room.
IYmust remove my poor boy's
image. He is indeed forgotten by
most people now; but it might
"harm us, and, alas! alas! could
ot help him, if this silent face that
never smiles at me, any more,
were to be discovered. Do not
speak of this to anybody, I, beg of
you, good lady, and my pretty
one. ‘You' will not?” added she,
smiling, but with tears in her eyes
| as she looked at Paulus. *I feel as

" though I had reared you.”

They said they would take care
not to allude to the subject, at all
except among themselves, and then
Agatha remarked: ’

“You speak in sotrow of the
youth whom you nursed. Is he
then dead ?” ;

“Eheu! lady, he is dead nearly
twerity years; but he was just
gbout your son’s age when they
put him to death.” |

“Put him to death? Why was
he put to death, and by, whom?
asked Aglais.

“Hush! Maecanes and the em-
Peror ordered it to be done. Oh!
do take care. The whole world
Swarms with spies, and you may

sure an inn is not free from
thera, Things have been more
Quiet of late years. When I was
‘Young I felt as if my head was
- but glued to my shoulders, and
. whuld fall off every day. As for
* Crispus, did I not make him caut-
ns how he spake?” '

“But your foster-son?”.

.~ “Ah poor boy! Poor young
knight! He was mad about the

- Afcient Roman liberties; a great

Stydent, always reading Tully.”

“Was that his crime?” demainded
Ax'hh. o
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The hostess wiped her eyes with
the sleeve of her stola manicata,
and said, in a tone little above a
whisper, looking round timidly, and
closing the door fast. .

“Why, Augustus came suddenly
one day into a triclinium where he
caught a mephew of his trying to
hide under a cushion some book
which he had been reading. Augus-
tus took the book, and found that
it was one of Tully’s. The nephew
thought he was lost, remembering
that it was Augustus who had
given up Cicero to Mark Anthony
to be murdered. There the emper-
or stood, fastened to the page,
and continued reading and reading
till at last he heaved a great
hreath gnd, rolling up the book on
its roller, laid it softly down and
said, ‘A great mind, a very great
mind, my nephew;’ and so he left
the room."”

«Then it was mnot your foster-
son” admiration of Cicero that
caused his death.”

“My foster-son was not Augus-
tus’s nephew, you see; but eheu!
how different a casel—the nephew
of a former rival of Augustus. Nor
used the emperor’s nephew to talk
as my poor child would talk. My
foster-son used to say that for
Augustus to have given up Tully,
his friend and benefactor, to be
murdered by Mark Anthony, in
order that he, Augustus, might be
allowed to murder somebody else,
and then to discover that nejther
he nor the human race could enjoy
justice, nor see peace, nor have
safety, till this very same Anthony
should be himself destroyed, was
not a pretty tale. Cicero had sided
against, and had resisted Julius
Caesar; yet Julius had given back
his life to a man of whom Rome
and the civilized world were proud.
The same Tully had sided with,
not against Augustus, and had
been the making of him; yet the
life which a noble enemy had spar-
ed and left shining fike a star, a
base friend stole, suffered to be
quenched; and this for the sake of
a monster who, for' the sake of
mankind, had to be very soon him-
self destroyed. This was not a nice
tale, my poor Paulus used to
say."”

«Nor was it; but your Paulus?”’

cried Aglais. The travellers Qg
held their breath in surprise an
suspense.

“Yes.”

“What! the youth whom that
bust represents, and whom Augus-
tus put to death, was f:alled Paul-

?H i
us“Yes. They said he had engaged
in some conspiracy, the foolish
dear! But now, lady I've been led
bit by bit, into- mamy disclosures,
and I beseech you—"

“Fear not,”’ interrupted Aglais,
«] canmot but cherish a fellow-
feeling with you; for, although I
have something to ask of the em-
peror, it is justice only. .I too,
1ook back to experiences which are
akin to yours. My son, yonder,
whom the marble image of your
foster-son so strikingly resembles,
pears the same name; Paulus, and
the name of his father was that
which headed the list of those who
the Triumvirate agreed, should die.”

«Permit me, now, to ask once

‘more who you are lady?” 1 know

well the names upon that list.”,

' «My husband,” replied the Greek
widow, “was brother of the trium-
vir Lepidus.”

“IThe triumvir was our master,”
answered the landlady; ‘“‘and alas]
it is too true that he, the trium-
vir, was timid and weak, and his
son, about whose image you have
asked me, knew mnot, poor youth,
when he so.bitterly blamed Augus-
tus for sacrificing Tully to Mark
Anthony, that his own father had
given up a 'brother—that brother
whom you married—in the same
terrible days, and just in the same
kind of way.”

«Whose bust, then, do you say

is this which is so like my soun?"

asked Aglais. ;
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“The bust gtf your son’s first
cousin, lady. My fosterson’s father
was your husband’s brother.”

“No wonder,” cried Agatha,
“that my brother should be like
his own first cousin.”

“No,” said Aglais; “but it is as
surprising as it is fortunate that
we should have come to this house
and have fallen among kind per-
sons disposed to ‘be friends, like
our hostess, her good husband and
little Benigna yonder.”

““There is nothing which my hus-
‘band and I would not do,” said
Crispina, “for the welfare of all
belonging to the great Aemilian
family, in whose service we both
were born and spent ourchildhood
the family which gave us our free-
dom in youth, and our launch in
life as a married couple. As for
me, you kaow mnow how I must
feel when I look upon the face of
your son.”

A pause ensued, and then Aglais
said, '

“Your former master, the ¢trium-
vir, wrote to my husband asking
for forgiveness for having comsent-
ed to let his mame appear in the
list of the proscribed, and ‘explain-
ing bow he got it erased. There-
fore, let not that subject trouble
you.”

“I happen on my side, to know
for a fact,” answered the hostess,
“that the one circumstance to
which you refer has been the great
remorse of the triumvir’s life. The
old man still mumbles and maun-
ders, complaining that he never re-
ceived a Teply to that letter. He
would die happy if he could, but
see you, and learn that’all had
heen forgiven.’

Before Aglais had time to make
any answer, the landlord appeared |
carrying a small' cadus, or cask,

L. CARNIFICIO
S. POMPEIO
Co8.
«I thought :so!” cried good Cris-
pus. ‘“Women (excuse me, lady, I
mean my wife and daughter) will

may be tired, and, as I sincerely
hope, hungry. Do, Crispina, let
me see the ladies and this young
knight enjoy their little supper.
This Alban wine, my lady, is near-
ly fifty years old, I do assure you;
IZok gt the consul’s name on the
cask. Renigna, young as she is,
might drink ten cyathi of it with-
out hurt. By the by, I have for-
gotten the measure. Run, Benigna,
and fetch a cyathus (a ladle cup)
to help out. the wine.’ N

«“Jabber and cackle,” said the
h@tess. “Crispus, this lady is the
widow, and these are the son and
daughter of Paulus Aemilius Tepi-
dus.” T

The landlord, in the full career of

his own jabber, was stricken mute
for a moment. He gazed at each
of our travellers in turn, looking
very fixedly at Paulus. At last he
said,
‘“I'ifs, then accounts for the
wonderful kikeness. My'lady, I will
never take one brass coin from you
or yours; not an as, S0 help me!
You must command in this house.
Do not think otherwise."

'And, apparently to prevent Ag-
lais from answering him, he drew
his ‘wife hastily out of the room,
and closed the doot. - - i
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