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_Because she was only fifteen and busy St her growing up, Lucla S i

periods of reflection were brief and infrequent; but this morning she
felt weighted with responsibility.

. Last night her mother, who rarely talked to her about anythmg
more perplexing than the advantages of clean hands and a pure -
heart, had privately d;scpsspd the possible outcome of Father’s reck-

" less remarks yesterday. in the Senate; and Lucia, flattered by this
conﬁdencc,had dccla:qd maturely that Prmcc Gaius wasn tina pos;,-
tion to do'an tb.lngabputlt by :

But after si bed, Lucia ’oegan to fret. Gams mxght;

" indeed Qverlook her. fathcrs heated. comments ahout the extava-
gances. .and mlsma.?agcmcnt of his government, if he had ﬁa,d
previous occasion for grievance against the Gallio fam,ﬂy. i

37 was, howcvq:, anothcr grievance .that no jone knew about cxcequ; )

herself——and Dxaqa. Thcy would all have to be careful now or

 they might get ous trouble, - .
The bn-ds hz%a.é@ad her early, She was not yet usgd t0
their flutterings -an for they, had returned  much
sooner than usual, Sprmg havmg arrived ‘and unpé befor
February’s lease was up. Lucia rofised to a consciou: »u*‘#}‘; e
fret that she had,tak;p 2 becf with b;;, I Waﬁ‘:f " there,

. likea toothach::l. el d;s ;o h o
Dressing quietly sg, @s\not to distur ertxa, ‘wha was ,soun y

- sleeping in the zloovg-—angi wmld ’Jalarmcd wi:pg she roused to

" find her mistress’s couch, vagagtf——l_ [lg ped her sandals softly

. “over the exquisitely wrought mosaj ,that led fro l;e.f bedchambcr
- and through her parlor into, long corridor, and down the wide
. 1 stairway to the spacious hall and; out into the vast p:nstyle where

~ she paused, shielding her eyes against the sun. =

. For the past year or more, ‘igqa “had been acutcly conscious of
2 ber increasing height and rapid develo pmcnt gto womanhood; but
* here on this expanse of te,sscllatpd g she always felt very msxg
\ nificant, Everything in this immense peristyle dwarfed her; the tall
ble, columans. that. sggportcd. thp vaultcd foof.q, the stately. statues,
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standing in their silent dignity on the closeclipped lawn, the high
silver spray of the fountain. No matter how old she became, she
would be ever a child here.

Nor did it make her feel any more mature when, proceeding
along the patterned pavement, she passed Servius whose face had
been as bronzed and deep-lined when Lucia was a mere toddler.
Acknowledging with twinkling fingers and a smile the old slave’s
grave salute, as he brought the shaft of his spear to his wrinkled
forehead, she moved on to the vine-covered pergola at the far end
of the rectangle.

There, with her folded arms resting on the marble balustrade
that overlooked the terraced gardens, the arbors, the tiled pool, and
commanded a breath-taking view of the city and the river, Lucia
tried to decide whether to tell Marcellus. He would be terrifically
angry, of course, and if he did anything about it at all he might
make matters worse; but— somebody in ‘the family must be in-
formed where we stood in the opinion of Gaius before any more
risks were taken. It was unlikely, thought Lucia, that she would
have an opportunity to talk alone with her brother until later in
the day; for Marcellus had been out — probably all night —at the
Military Tribunes’ Banquet, and wouldn’t be up before noon; but
she must resolve at once upon a course of action. She wished now
that she had told Marcellus last summer, when it had happened.

"The soft whisper of sandal-straps made her turn about. Decimus
the butler was approaching, followed by the Macedonian twins
bearing silver trays aloft on their outspread palms. Would his mis-
tress, inquired Decimus with a deep bow, desire her breakfast served
here?

‘Why not?” said Lucia, absently.

* Decimus barked at the twins and they made haste to prepare the
table while Lucia watched their graceful movements with amused
curiosity, as if observing the antics of a pair of playful terriers.
Pretty things, they were; a little older than she, though not so tall;
agile and shapely, and as nearly alike as two peas. It was the first
time that Lucia had seen them in action, for they had been pur-
chased only a week ago. Apparently Decimus, who had been train-.
ing them, thought they were ready now for active duty. It would
be interesting to see how they performed, for Father said they had
been brought up in a home of refinement and were probably having
their first experience of serving a table. 'Without risking an inquir-
ing glance at the young woman who stood watching them, they
proceeded swiftly but quietly with their task. They were both very
white, observed Lucia, doubtless from confinément in some prisonship.
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i:0Onerof Father’s hobbies;and! hxs ichief exta:avagancp;«‘was the)pos-
:nmon cof viialuable slaves. 'The. Gallio family:didriot :ows: very
-many;for: Faither: donsideredl it-a wulgary dangerous; and -sirinously
expensive vanity>tol have. swarms of ;themv about with little | to,do
birt: eat;sulk; andicdnspire.. He selected. his: slaves! with: thel same
discriminating care that he:exercised «when purchasing beautifil
statuary ‘and: other -art objects.iHechad o interest:in -publicisales.
Uponithe returs of 'a military expedition from some €ivilized coute -
try;,:thei commandirygs officers would notify, a:few: of ithéir well:toxdo
acquaintances/thata! imited inumbet 'of high-grade: captivesdwere
awailable;iand- Father-would igo: down;; therday before theisale;and
Jooksthen qver; learm their history, sound them-out} and-if hie fousd
anything he wanted toiadd to his household staff he:wwould Bidahide
meveritold inyonecid the family;how much he hdd: paid hm%r
slaves, but'it was generally felt: dhiag he had never pmmnced
in acquiring -such merchandisdass w00 o0 o ousle m,mmnu Oy
Most of the people they knewwete inal constantl
3 buyingi and -sclling: and: exchanging. : It -wiasnlt Hmnl&ﬂm
disposed! of; one; andF#hen; rarely, he had done sos it wds

& hdmm the;slave had mistreated ‘another over whoth herhad qud:

Ak

e TR

ity.i They hadost an excellerit:cook that ey, abeit
g»m:q.agm inna had grown crusty and: cruel toward: the ki
¢row; scolding themi loudly and knacking them abduiti:She. haddedn
warned a few times. - Theiijcone. day, Minna had slapped/Temia,
Lucigiwondered, bticflysi where Mifina: wag: now.oShei
know how to bake honey cakes: (o o of ab 1o ad dginn 1V
o Xp@ had to sayithis for Fathcu&xe wasagomdjmigor&iw Of
courseyslaves weten't people; exactlyy but same of theém were/almost
peaple,. There was Pemetrius, forexample, who was at this momefit
masching throuph, the the colonnadel withi long, measured strides. Father
‘boughtDemetriug six years/ago-and presented him te:Marcellus
1 his seventeenth bisthday,, What @ wonderful day. that’ wxdu
gﬁf;b;ugoqd,frwndsassembled in the Forum 0 see' Maree
clean- -shaven. for ‘the first time in his life—step forward!to reoewe
};Ls,,wh,qte itoga. . Gognelius Cepito and: Fathcr had made speeclies,
and then they. Jhad put the;white toga ien:Marcellus. Lucia'had been
s proud and happy that her heast iad pounded and her throat had
hurt,  thapgh. she was. only, nine! then; and  cquldd’t ‘know:much
utithe cersmony: except; that Maroellus wis expected to: ace;dike
armgn npwvhthpugh, sometimes:hie>forgat -tog. when Dernietrius
wasn’t about. 001
Lucia pwscd cher. fulli lips7andi griswied- dssshe-thoightsob ltheir
Dcmmﬂgmgm OIdcr thmgmmihn,aalwuy‘i 80
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seriously respectful, never relaxing for an instanc from his pesition
as a slave; Marcellus, stern and dignified, but occasionally forgetting
to be the master and slipping absurdly into the role of intimate
friend. Very funny, it was sometimes. Lucia loved to watch them
together at such moments. Of course she had about the same rela-
tion to Tertia; but that seemed different.

Demetrius had come from Corinth, where his father —a wealthy
shipowner — had taken a too conspicuous part in defensive politics.
Everything had happened at once in Demetrius’ family. His father
had been executed, his two elder brothers had been given to the new
Legate of Achaea, his patrician mother had committed suicide; and
Demetrius — tall, handsome, athletic —had been brought to Rome
under heavy guard, for he was not only valuable but violent.

Lucia remembered when, a week before Marcellus’ coming of
age, she had heard Father telling Mother about his purchase of the
Corinthian slave, only an hour earlier. She had been much im-
pressed —and a little frightened, too.

‘He will require careful handling for a while,” Father was saying.
‘He has seen some rough treatment. His keeper told me 1 had better
sleep with a dagger under my pillow until the Corinthian cooled
down. It seems he had badly beaten up one of his guards. Ordi-
narily, of course, they would have dealt with him briefly and
decisively; but they were under orders to deliver him uninjured.
They were quite relieved to get him off their hands.”

‘But is this not dangerous?’ Mother had inquired anxiously.
‘What might he not do to our son?’

“That,’ Father had replied, ‘will be up to Marcellus. He will have
to win the fellow’s loyalty. And he can do it, T think. All that
Demetrius needs is an assurance of fair play. He will not expect to
be petted. He is a slave, and he knows it—and hates it: but he
will respond to decent discipline.” And then Father had gone on to
say that after he had paid the money and signed the documents, he
had himself led Demetrius out of the narrow cell; and, when they
were in the open plaza, had unlocked his chains; very carefully,
too, for his wrists were raw and bleeding. “Then 1 walked on ahead
of him,’” Father had continued, ‘without turning to see whether he
was following me. Aulus had driven me down and was waiting in
the chariot at the Appian Gate, a few yards away. I had planned to
bring the Corinthian back with me. But, as we neared the chariot,
% decided to give him instructions about how to reach our villa on

oot.”

‘Alone?” Mother had exclaimed. ‘Was that not very risky?*

‘Yes,’ Father had agreed, ‘but not quite so risky as to have brought
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Him here as a shackled prisoner. He was free to-run away. T-wanted
him. to be in;a position to decide whether he would rather: take'a
chance with ‘s than: gamble on' some other fate. - I could-see- that
my gestures of confidence had surprised and:mellowed him a itelei
He said — in beautiful Greek, for he had Been'well educated, “What
shalb I«do, sir, when I arrive at your villa?” I told hin to inquite'for
Mascipor, whe would:advise him.' He nodded, and stood furnbling
with the rusty chains that I had loosed from his hands." “Ifhfm '
them dway,” Lsaid. Then I'mounted the chanot, and ‘drove honie.’

‘1 wonder if you will ever see-him again,' Mother had-said; aﬂd;
in answer 'to her 'question, Marcipor appeared-in the: dbor«way. 03

‘A young Corinthian has arrived, Mastcr, said Mﬁdpw,s d
Connthxanh;msdf. ‘He says he; hclongs 0 s = iviorst 35 r.A ;

-#That is true,’ Father said; pleased with the news. T
this morning. He will attend my son, though Marcelliss!is khﬂ!
nothing of this for the present. Feed him well.: And»pravﬂéﬂhlh
witha: bath and clcan. clothmg He has.bcen lmpw o
tmedsiiod i i) 15G 13"'"3rx A

“The Gteek has already bathed Mastcr, xepheﬂ Mateipo r.7abiC
Quite, right,' approved ‘Father. “‘That was thoughtf ﬂof

‘I had rot:yet chought of it} admittedMarcipor ‘!mﬁ
sanken garden; supervising the buildinig!of' the iew ‘roseatbor.
when this Greek<appeared. -Having told me iﬁs mme, ﬂ&ﬂﬂvlﬁi

belonged hend;ihe caught sight of the poolsst; Hailqar o Ell'
‘You mean' —v-exposmlated Mother—‘-‘that he dared to‘ M‘M-'
Nﬂ MIATNG 100 ‘-.-/d'(

2o dine sorry, Mampor rephcd; It happcned so*qnieﬂy P washod:
ableto thwart:it; The Greek ran swiftly, tossing aside his:
and dived in. T regret theincident: The poolwﬂl ’oedrdmad inimies
diately, and thoroughly cleansed.” oili sdiadw
“Very good;‘Muatcipor) said' Father. ‘And ¢ ‘not rehkaﬁim
though he should be advised not'to’do that again.’~And Father@ad -
Iatighed;after Marcipor had left the room.> Mother said, “The fellow
dhouldHave kiiown bettek than that,! ‘Dotibtless he: dxd' Father Biad
replied. ‘But I cannot blame him. He must have been immensely
&uty Tﬁé sight of that much “water probably drave ‘him tcmp&mr
ily insane. 101
yOnae “could bessure, reflected Luciaythat' Marcipor hadn’t been tbo
hard on poor Demetrius; for, frora: that day, le had treated him’ as
if he were his own son. :Indeed; the attachment was so .close that
slaves mote recently acquired often asRcd 1£ Mardpor and Detm-
mus were not somehow related.

Jakl

; rinCl ‘,r,.g :
‘f r#l. ' '.¥.,...1 "Xl:\4l4 ;
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Demetrius had reappeared from the house now, and was ad:
vancing over the tiled pavement on his way to the pergola. Lucia .
wondered what errand was bringing him. Presently he was stand-
ing before her, waiting for a signal to speak.

“Yes, Demetrius?’ she drawled.

“The Tribune,” he announced, with dignity, ‘presents his good
wishes for his sister’s health and happiness, and requests that he be
permitted to join her at breakfast.

Lucia brightened momentarily; then sobered, and replied, ‘Inform
your master that his sister will be much pleased —and tell him,’ she
added, in a tone somewhat less formal, ‘that breakfast will be served
here in the pergola.’ ;

After Demetrius had bowed deeply and was turning to:go, Lucia
sauntered past him and proceeded along the pavement for several
yards. He followed her at a discreet distance. When they were out
of earshot, she paused and confronted him. )

- ‘How does he happen to be up so early?’ she asked, in a tone that
was neither perpendicular nor oblique, but frankly horizontal:
‘Didn’t he go to the banquet?’ 5113

“The Tribune attended the banquet,’ replied Demetrius, respect-
fully. ‘It is of that, perhaps, that he is impatient to speak.’

. ‘Now don’t tell me thathe got into some sort of mess, Demetrius.’
She tried to invade his eyes, but the bridge was up.

‘If so,” he replied, prudently, ‘the Tribune may wish to report it
without the assistance of his slave. Shall I go now?’

“You were there, of course, attending my brother,” pursued Lucia,
And when Demetrius bowed an affirmative, she asked, “Was Prince
Gaius there?’ Demetrius bowed again, and she went on, uncer-
tainly, ‘Did you—was he-—had you an opportunity to. notice
whether the Prince was in good humer?’

‘Very, replied Demetrius — ‘until he went to sleep.”

‘Drunk ?’ Lucia wrinkled her nose.

‘It is possible,’ deliberated Demetrius, ‘but it is not for me to say.’

‘Did the Prince seem friendly —toward my brother?’ persisted
Lucia.

‘No more than usual.’ Demetrius shifted his weight and glanced
toward the house.

Lucia sighed significantly, shook her black curls, and pouted.

“You can be very trying sometimes, Demetrius.’

‘I know,” he admitted ruefully. ‘May I go now? My master —’

‘By all means!” snapped Lucia. ‘“And swiftly!” She turned and
marched back with clipped steps to the pergola. Something had
gone wrong last night, or Demetrius wouldn’t have taken that
frozen attitude.
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11, Decimus, whose instinct advised him that his young mistress was
,displeased, retreated to a safe distance.” The twins, who had now
finished laying the table; were standing side by side awamng ordcm
‘Lucia ddvanced on them.

‘What are you called?’ she demandcd her tone: stxll lacedJ Wlth
moyancc ; g b

‘I .am- Helen,’ squcakcd one of tbem, ncrvously ‘My: slsucr ‘is
Nesta. : :
a1 Can’t shc,talkP’ a ) PRI oy

‘Please — she is fnghtcncd ’ RSty

»» Their long-lashcd eyes widened with apprehension as Lucia drew
clo,s.er., but they did not flinch. Cupping her hands softly.-under
shieir.round chins, she drew up their faces; smiled a littley and said,
‘Don’t be afraid. I won’t bite you.” Then — as if caressing a doll =+
she toyed with the tight little cucls; that had ‘escaped from Helen’s
cap. Turning: to Nesta, she untied and painstakingly retied dut
broad’ sash.  Both girls’ eyes were swimming. Ncsta stop;nd: aYblg
sear with the back of her hand. I hosen
o Now, now, soothed Lucia, ‘don’t cry No one is gomg' m:hurt
you here. She impulsively abandoned the lullaby, drew-herself erect,
and declared proudly: “You bélong to Senator Marcus Lucan Gatliol
He paidia great price for you —because you are valdable,'m&a-i—héi—
caust youare valuable~-you will not be mistreated. .1 : Décimiss?
~rahe called, over her shoulder— ‘see that these pretty childremhave
pew -tunigs;: 'white-ones —with coral. trimmings.” ‘She. pickediap
theit:hands, bne by one, and examined them ¢ritically.- ‘Clean; shé
remarked, balf aloud — ‘and beautiful, too:. That is good: Facing
Decimus, she said: “You may go. now. Takethe twins’i Have them
bring the food. My brother will have breakfast with> me! here.;¥oll
need not come back.’ .

Lucia had never liked Decimus very well; not that there was any
panticular ground for-complaint, for he was a perfect servant; almost
tos deferentidl, a chilling deference that lacked only a litte: of being
sudkiness. It had been Lucia’s observation that imported slaves were
more comfortable to live with than the natives. Decimus had been
born-inr Rome and had been in'theirfamily for almost as long as
Liigia could rémember.: He had a’ ‘responsible position; atténded ‘to
all the purchasing of supplies for their tables, personally. interviewed
the: mcrchams, visited rthckmarkcts, met the foreign caravans that
brought spices and other exotics from afar;ia very competent person
indeed, who minded his own busmcss, kcpt his ‘own ceunsel* and
carried himself with dignity. But he was a stranger.. - 160 hus

One never could feel toward Decimus as one did toward goodmjd
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Marcipor who was always so gentle—and trustworthy too. Mar-
cipor had managed the business affairs of the family for so long that
he probably knew more about their estate than Father did.

Decimus bowed gravely now, as Lucia dismissed him, and started
toward the house, his stiff back registering ‘disapproval of this
episode that had flouted the discipline he believed in and firmly
exercised. The Macedonians, their small even' teeth flashing an
ecstatic smile, scampered away, hand in hand, without waiting for
formal permission. Lucia stopped them in their tracks with a stern
command.

‘Come back here!” she called severely. They obeyed with spiritless
feet and stood dejectedly before her. “Take it easy,” drawled Lucia.
“You shouldn’t romp when you'’re on duty. Decimus does not like
it
They looked up shyly from under their long lashes, and Lucia’s
lips curled into a sympathetic grin that relighted their eyes.

“You may go now,’ she said, abruptly resuming a tone of com-
mand. Lounging onto the long marble seat beside the table, she
watched the twins as they marched a few paces behind Decimus,
their spines straight and stiff as arrows, accenting each determined
step with jerks of their heads from side to side, in a quite too faith-
ful imitation of the crusty butler. Lucia chuckled. ‘The little ras-
cals,’ she muttered. ‘They deserve to be spanked for that’ Then
she suddenly sobered and sat studiously frowning at the rhythmic
flexion of her sandaled toes. Marcellus would be here in a moment.
How much — if anything — should she tell her adored brother about
her unpleasant experience with Gaius? But first, of course, she must
discover what dreadful thing had happened last night at the
Tribunes’ Banquet.

* * * * * *

‘Good morning, sweet child!]’ Marcellus tipped back his sister’s
head, noisily kissed her between the eyes, and tousled her hair,
while Bambo, his big black sheep-dog, snuggled his grinning muzzle
under her arm and wagged amiably.

‘Down! Both of you!” commanded Lucia. ‘You’re uncommonly
bright this morning, Tribune Marcellus Lucan Gallio. I thought
you were going to a-party at the Club.”

‘Ah —my infant sister —but what a party!” Marcellus gingerly
touched his finely moulded, close-cropped, curly head in several
ailing areas, and winced. ‘You may well be glad that you are not
—and can never be—a Tribune. It was indeed a long, stormy

night.’
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15'"Alwey one, at any rate, to judge from your puffy-eyes: Tell me
about if — or dsimuch as:jou.can remember.’. Lucia scbopéd Batabe
off the! marble: léctus with' her foot; and her brother ‘cased himself
onto the seat beside her.. He laughed, reminiscently; painfully. .,

4L fear 1 disgraced; the family. Only the dear gods know what
may come> of/it. | His Highness was too far ‘gone to understand, but
sbmeone will be sure to tell him before the ddy is over.

/' Juucia leaned forward, anxxously, laid a hand on his knce, and
searched his. cloudy:eyes, .-

'+ ‘Gaius?’ she asked, in a f.rxghtencd whxsper. “What hnppcm:d
Meircellizs .17« ;

o1fA poem,:- he muttered; ‘an . ode; a long, ’tm:some, m«hbly
stupld ode, wrought for the occasion by old Senator' Tuscus;:whoj
haying reached that ripeness of senescence where Timie.and Etrmlty

are: mistaken: for each other —’ ariichy 15Y aidd- R i
[,/‘Sounds ias if you'd. arrwed there; too, brokc in! Lmas Gmtyou
spned itzup a ligtde?? 1) [ 2l bowolls

LrfDofilt- husry ime;: impatient: youth,’ sxghed Ma:cellus j ‘Imyhry
fmﬂ. wA8 Lnwas saying, 'this, interminable ode,  conceived 'by! this
ancieht Tuscusit6 improve hisrating, was read by his:sen Antonius;
also in need of royal favor; a grandﬂoqucnt eulogy to ouf. ghmous

Pnncc sustlovaf
wHecmiust have loved. thé flattery,’ obscrved Lucm, and o£ mutse
you alk’ applauded it:: You and Fullus, especially.’. ‘ aobnib

i+l wasijustiicoming to that,” said Marcellus, thxckly “For honifs
there thad been. a succession: of rich: foods and many beverages;alsa
4 plentitudeCof | metal music, interspersed - with' Greek chorusesis
pretty good -~ and dn exhibition 6f magic— pretty bad; and:sofii¢
perfunctory  speeches; of:igreat length' and' thicknessi- A wrestling:
matchi, too, L.believe. The might was far adyanced. Long: béfore
Asitonits fose; my: sister; if dny man’arhong us:had been:frek o
¢omsule hiscown desire, we would all have stretched jout /omviout
comfortable couches and:slepti ‘The gallarit Tullus, of whose gogd
health i yourare ever’ undccountably sohcnous, sat across>from. me;
frankly asleep like alittleichild 50 o { ,rsz.‘--
‘And then you had the ode,’ cncouraged Lucxa, cnsply
»fYes=~ we then had the ode. "And as Antonius droned! on-qnnd
on— he seemed to recede farther and farther; his features became
dimmer and dimier; and’ thé -measured noise he was making
sounded fainter and famterg ds my ‘tortumd cyes gi‘cw hotter: and
heavier — i
‘Marcellus!’ shoutcd Lucia, ‘In the name of cvcry xmnmrtal godl
chmwmhn!x 1 anidlen av' WV bt wWiee ot {1 g
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‘Be calm, impetuous child. I do not think rapidly today. Never
again shall I be anything but tiresome. That ode did something to
me, I fear. Well—after it had been inching along for leagues
and decades, I suddenly roused, pulled myself together, and gazed
about upon the distinguished company. Almost everyone had peace-
fully passed away, except a few at the high table whose frozen
smiles were held with clenched teeth; and Antonius’ insufferable
young brother, Quintus, who was purple with anger. I can’t
stomach that arrogant pup and he knows I despise him.’

‘Gaius!” barked Lucia, in her brother’s face, so savagely that
Bambo growled. ‘I want to know what you did to offend Gaius!’

Marcellus laughed whimperingly, for it hurt; then burst into
hysterical guffaws.

‘If the Glorious One had been merely asleep, quietly, decently,
with his fat chins on his bosom — as were his devoted subjects—
your unfortunate brother might have borne it. But our Prince had
allowed his head to tip far back. His mouth — by no means a thing
of beauty, at best — was open. The tongue protruded unprettily and
the bulbous nose twitched at each resounding inhalation. Our ban-
quet-hall was deathly quiet, but for Antonius and Gaius, who shared
the floor.’

‘Revolting!” muttered Lucia. _ ‘

‘A feeble word, my sister. You should give more heed to your
diction. Well —at that fateful moment Antonius had reached the
climax of his father’s ode with an apostrophe to our Prince that
must have caused a storm on Mount Parnassus. Gaius was a Foun-
tain of Knowledge! The eyes of Gaius glowed with Divine Light!
When the lips of Gaius moved, Wisdom flowed and Justice smiled!
. . « Precious child,” went on Marcellus, taking her hand, ‘I felt my
tragic mishap coming on, not unlike an unbeatable sneeze. I sud-
denly burst out laughing! No—1I do not mean that I chuckled
furtively into my hands: I threw back my head and roared!
Howled! Long, lusty yells of insane laughter!” Reliving the experi-
ence, Marcellus went off again into an abandon of undisciplined
mirth. ‘Believe me —I woke everybody up — but Gaius.’

‘Marcellus!’

Suddenly sobered by the tone of alarm in his sister’s voice, he
looked into her pale, unsmiling face.

‘What is it, Lucia?’ he demanded. ‘Are you ill?’

‘I'm — afraid!” she whispered, weakly.

He put his arm about her and she pressed her forehead against
his shoulder. :

“There, there!” he murmured. ‘We’ve nothing to fear, Lucia. 1
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was foolish to have-upset! you. X thought: you would ibé amused.
Gaius will be angry, of course,'when he; learns ofsi¢; but he williadt
- Menture to: punish L’m: :son: of Mareus' Lucan Gallio/ -/: 5..1:14¢)"
/Blt—you see~~" stimmered Lucia, {it ' wasonly, ryzcsncrdayr that
quhcr openly criticized him-in.the Senate; Had you net heard??j/
Of corse; but the Pater’s strong enough. to take care' of hitnself,
declared: Marccllus, almost too conﬁdently to be convigcing. Ehege
was a considerable pause bcforc his sister spoko Hc felt her: bedfy
tvembhng ' r ot Do t 11 lvrrod
“If it were: ;'ust it one xhlng, she smd, anwly; pcrhaps it-might
be overlooked.: But -+ now: you ‘have oﬁcndcd him: :And hevywas
tlrudyangrydtmc ' r:at s
/1Y oul”Marcellus took her: by the. shouldas andy starcdumtei her
wekried: eyes.i{And why should Gaius be angry awyous?: »5vs sad
-1Bo. you remember, last summer, when: Diahal andher tmﬁthﬂ'
and I were guests /at the Palace on Capn-— dn&Gs.ms canie tomwt

thé/Empéron?’: . vxilgat toa Bed I

2o'Well? Goi on!’ demanded MarceH.us. What of L0 What didhe

sdy p«What:did he do?’ - d; enw SHe ot
‘He tried to make love to me. ',f s

./Thdt Joathsome beast!’-roared, Marcellus) leapingstol his feetTll
tear his dirty tongue out! I'll goiigel his eyes-out with: my. thumbs!
Why haven’t yoti told ime;this before?’ 1/ Lonouude aquibi®

“You have given'theireason;’ said Lucia; dejectedly;. ‘T-was afraid
of ‘thie tongue-earing « dnd eye-gouging. Had my brother been 2
puny{ timid than, T might: Kave told himi at once. But my brothet
is strong and brave— and reckless. Now that I have told “him, he
will kill Gaiusy and my brother, whom I.so dearly love, will be put
to death, and my father, too, I supposc Andimy mother wﬂl be
Msheddrmpmomd,an —ells 15

‘What did Mother thmk about thlsP broke in Marccllus <o 30

"l didinﬂtlmn hﬁl'q ! (135 a6 10)°

21 “‘Why not? You should have donc so—mstantl !’ D s

“Then she would have told Father. 'I'hat would havc becn as
dangerous as telling ‘my- brother” o,

bo%Yeubishould have! told: the fEmpemrl’ spluttered Marcdlus
“Tiberius is no monument tol virtue; but he: would have: done. some—
thing about that} He'snot so very fond: of Gaius.’

‘Don’t be foolish! That half-crazy old man?',He would probably

. have gone into one 6f his-towering tantrums, and' scolded-Gaius in

the presence of everybody; and then he would have cooled offiand
forgotten: all about it. Byt Gaius wouldn’vhave: fongottcnl’ No=-1
dccxdcd to ignore it. Nobody knows “~but:Diana.’ 1, ¢ \Lsion o
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. ‘Dianal If you thought you had such a dangerous secret, why
should you tell that romping infant Diana?’

‘Because she was afraid of him, too, and understood my reasons
for not wanting to be left alone with him. But Diana is not a baby,
Marcellus. She is nearly sixteen. And—if you'll pardon my saying
so—1 think you should stop mussing her hair, and tickling her
under the chin, when she ‘comes here to visit me —as if she were
five, and you a hundred.’

‘Sorry! It hadn’t occurred to me that she would resent my playful
caresses. I never thought of her except as a child — like yourself.’

‘Well —it’s time you realized that Diana is a young woman. If
she resents your playful caresses, it is not because they are caresses
but because they are playful.’ Lucia hesitated; then continued softly,
her eyes intent on her brother’s gloomy face. ‘She might even like
your caresses — if they meant anything. I think it hurts her, Mar-
cellus, when you call her “Sweetheart.”’

‘T had not realized that Diana was so sensitive,, mumbled Mat-
cellus. ‘She is certainly stormy enough when anything displeases
her. She was audacious enough to demand that her nameé be
changed.’ )

‘She hated to be called Asinia, Marcellus,” said Lucia, loyally.
‘Diana is prettier, don’t you think?’ .

‘Perhaps,” shrugged Marcellus. ‘Name of ‘a silly goddess. /‘The
name of the Asinius stock is noble; means something!’

‘Don’t be tiresome, Marcellus!’ snapped Lucia, ‘What I am say-
ing is: Diana would probably enjoy having you call her “Sweet-
heart” —if —’ ;

Marcellus, who had been restlessly panthering: about, drew up to
inspect his sister with sudden interest.

‘Are you trying to imply that this youngster thinks she is fond
of me?’ b :

‘Of course! And I think you’re pretty dumb, not to have noticed
it! Come and sit down —and compose yourself. Our breakfast is
on the way.’ '

Marcellus glanced casually in the'direction of the house; then
stared frowningly; then rubbed his eyes with his fists, and stared
again. Lucia’s lips puckered into a reluctant grin. di

‘In truth, my sister,’ he groaned, ‘I.am in-much worse condition
than I had supposed.’

“You're all right, Tribune; she drawled.’ “There really are two .
of them. :

“Thanks! I am relieved. Are they as bright as they are beautiful ?
he asked, as the twins neared.
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11=fltisitao: early_to tell. This is their first: day on: duty:: Don't
frighten thetn, Marcellus, “Fhey’re already scared half out of itheir
avits, - They have never-worked: bcforc . « No, no, Bambo! * Come
knm [! i }

- Rosy with cmbartassmcnt, the Macedomans begmn unburdomng
their silver trays, fussily pretending they were not under observatioi.

‘Cute little things; aren’t they?’ chirped Marcellus. ‘Where.didl
Father pick them up?’

‘Don’t!’ whispcrcd Lucia. She rose and walked to the balustrade,
‘her brother sauntering after her. They turned /their faces toward
the! city./! ‘What 'did' Tullus  think of' what you dld?’ she asknd,’
-m:d:Vantly. g

{“Tellme --Mam:ilus ignored - her qum'y—- s thexe aﬂythmg
ph:ulm- about thme slavcs that makes you 'sa extrﬁordmanlyv

dﬂaiC?’ 1 LYiend

schbucia shook her hcad, thhout lookmg up and sxghed (113 3550

1L was just tbmkmg, she, said; at length, ‘how I might feel: il
w;!ge.m thein place:’, Her-troubled! eyes- lifted: to imect his: kbku&
inquiry. ‘It is not impossible, Marcellus, that I may soon -
s;;i'f;jm some such: pmdmamcnt di You wouldu’t;hke thar.u Wduld
youd: 2itl o3 hon i ol sanula s bos auen
>dfNonsense!” he! gxowled, out of'dm cornet of his: smoith, ‘Yoml‘c
mﬂkmtgha £00/ grmmdlsastcr of this} Nor.hmg s gomg oovhappm + Bl

o E baii RISTEA o 015
qu?;ldsmﬂndéd Luela Hnw are! yougomg th ek 59 houans

CWell' — temporized Marcellus - ‘what do you think T shodldedo
=wrshort ‘of going fo! that-ugly rreptile with.an-apolagy?* i«

‘Lugia; brightened 2, little and laid her hand on-his: amm 2

+¢Do that!’ she pleaded. ‘Tod&yl Make:peaceiwith huh, Msrbclusl
Tﬁllhlm you. were, drunk, You were; 'werer’tiyou?’ ,:w, i
L-Fd rather, bcﬂoggxd ‘the/market-place!’. 2100 - 2 AT

‘Yes—1I know. And pcrhaps you will be. Gaius-is- dangcmusl’

‘Ah — what could-he do?:i Tiberfts would not permit his half-
‘witted. stepson -t¢; punish 4 :member of the Gallio:family. Its chm—
amon knowledge that the.old man despises him/ ! ;

“Yes —but Tiberius consented to his regency because Iuha
manded it. -And Julia still has td:be retkoned with: Hiit came to a
decision, whether, that weorn-out old -izian should stand up: far she
Gallio family ~-against Gaius-+~withchis shrewish svife
Jn his-cars, 1 doubL that he wwldrmoubh hunself }ulia would Stop

Tat nothm By oo it bz

"In;m vmdlctlve Old-r- Marcellus palm:dm thccdgc of a kenncl

MOrgls [ 6 oJnibede zid oviob it oiise)
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“Think it over.’ Lucia’s tone was brighter, as if she felt herself
gaining ground. ‘Come—let us eat our breakfast. Then you will
go to Gaius, and take your medicine. Praise him! Flatter him! He
can stand any amount of it. Tell him he is beautiful!l Tell him
there’s nobody in the whole Empire as wise as he is. Tell him he
is divine! But — be sure you keep your face straight. Gaius already
knows you have a keen sense of humor.’

* * * * * *

Having decided to accept his sister’s' counsel, Marcellus was
anxious to perform his unpleasant duty and be done with it. Pru-
dence suggested that he seek an interview through the formal chan-
nels and await the convenience of the Prince; but, increasingly
impressed by the gravity of his position, he resolved to ignore the
customary court procedure and take a chance of seeing Gaius with-
out an appointment. By appearing at the Palace shortly before noon,
he might even be lucky enough to have a few minutes alone with
the Prince before anyone had informed him about last night’s
mishap.

At tcn, rejuvenated by a hot bath a vigorous massage by Deme-
trius, and a plunge in the pool, the Tribune returned to his rooms,
dressed with care, and sauntered downstairs. Observing that the
library door was ajar, he paused to greet his father, whom he had
not seen since yesterday. The handsome, white-haired Senator was
seated at his desk, writing. He glanccd up, nodded, smiled bncﬁy,
and invited Marcellus to come in.

“If you are at liberty today, my son, I should be pleased to have
you go with me to inspect a span of matched Hispanian mares.’

‘I should like to, sir; but might tomorrow serve as well? I have
an important errand to do; something that cannot be put off.’
There was a note of anxiety in the Tribune’s voice that narrowed
the wise old eyes.

‘Nothing serious,I trust.” Gallio pointed to a vacant seat.

‘I hope not, sir.” Marcellus sat tentatively on the broad arm of
the chair as a fair compromise between candid reticence and com-
plete explanatwn

‘Your manner,’ observed his father, pointedly, ‘suggests that you
are worried. ‘I have no wish to intrude upon your private per-
plexities, but is there anything I nnght do for you?’

‘m afraid not, sirj thank you.” After a moment of indecision,
Marcellus: slowly slid into the chair and regarded his dxstmgmshed
parent with a sober face. ‘If you have the time, T will tell you.’

Gallio nodded, put down his stylus, and leaned forward en his
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folded arms cnomhragmgly "It was quite_a' dong narrative. | Mar-
celliiszdid ‘not spare himself. ' He told it all.. At one juncture;he was
half-disposed-to introdiice Lucia’s dilemma as relevant to-his own;
but decided against-it, fecling that their pater was getting about all
he ‘could ‘take for one session. He' conchuded, at:length, with the
declaration that'he was going atonce to apologize. Gallio, Wwhohad
listened attentively but without: comment; mow shook his' leonine
head and shouted ‘Nol’ He stra:ghtencd and shook his head sg:nm
‘Nol—No, nol’ - [ 1

Amazed by his father's outburst, foe e had anmupated hls full
appmval, Maroclvlus asked, “Why 'not; sir?” ¢
o¢fThe most dangerous nnplcment a'man’ can use for the: ncpau: of
.'Hiama d: zélationship is an: abject apology.’ Gallio: pushed back
his hugc chair and rose to his full height as if preparing to deliver
an:addfess.Even ‘in ithe. most 'favorable 'circumstances;+ab when
placating an injured ! friend; a self-abasing-apology may!dol naticH
harms ¥ the friend is contented with | nothmg less, he shdtﬂdanotr
bécserved, with it at-ally for his friendship is not worthyits :
In:the:case!of Gaius, an apology would be a. fatality; for you: aréinat
dealing here with a gentleman, but witha:congenital:: scoundrel:
Yourjapology: will imply that you expect-(aius to be generous.>Geén-
 efosiky, in his opinion; is a'sign of weakniéss.> By imputing it'to him;
you:will_havé given' him further offense. Gaius has! reasons :torbe
sensitivesabout Hi powcr Never putryourself on the defensive with
a'man wlﬁ_ sefietting about his own insecurity. ‘Here,.he says, /is-as
ledstone it duodanbnstratc my strength.!o1 ot rh 163
12éPérhaps yowdre right sir,’ conceded Marcellus.' -+ 1 1+ b
,$Perkiaps #19f -course;o] ami-right!”| The Senator walked: mithn
door, closed it softly, and resumed his seat. ‘And that:is‘notall, he
. wenton. ‘Let/meirefresh your/mind about the petuliar-relation in
the imperial family which explain why Gaius is a man‘toiibe
watclied ad feared. ‘There is old Tibetius, alternately ragirig dnd
rotting in his: fifty‘room villa..on Capri; - pathetic.and |
figure, moomng over his nécromancies and chattermg to his godsish
My.ison;’Gallio | mcctrhpzed Himself,‘there ris -always something
furidamentally wrorig iwith-a rich man of a king who pretends to be
religioss. -Lét! the poob and:helpless invoke the .gods.’ That-is! what
the gods are for — to distract:the jattention of the weak from thein
otherwise intolerablei miseries: \Wheén 'an emperar makes much ado
about rreligion;he - is -either. dracked -or i crooked.: Tibérius is: not
erookeds! If he is cracked, the cause is‘not-far to seek. For a scare
ofi years he has: nursed/ a bitter. grudge! against |his :mother fon
demanding that he divorce Vipsania -+~ the only creature heoever




