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FOREWORD

CLEOPATRA, that curiously perverse figure,
that incarnation of fatal passion, what was she
like? A combination of pride and frailty, adored
and despised. Plutarch said that *Her charm en-
tered into men's very souls,” and Horace thanked
the gods for delivering the earth from that “Fatale
Monstrum.”

It is not the gigantic outlines graven on the dusty
walls of the temple at Dendera that will reveal the
mystery of Cleopatra; nor yet those bronze medals
from Syracuse, with their curious hieratic profiles;
disguised by these gross images who would recog-
nize the intelligence, the passion, the daring, the
flame, the storm, the witchery, that were united in
that “serpent of old Nile"?

If only some masterpiece of Greek sculpture had
been preserved! If we possessed that statue made
at Casar’s orders by the sculptor, Timomachus! or
that cherished treasure which a rich citizen of Alex-
andria offered Casar Augustus two thousand talents
to leave untouched! But all these portraits have
disappeared.

Poor as we are in material we can only divine
what she really was in appearance and in character.
It is not certain that she was beautiful, at least not
of that sensuous type of beauty which has been gen-
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erally attributed to her. But, if tradition which
has come down the ages has any weight, with her
burning mouth, her radiant eyes, her slender body,
which her country’s fiery sun had polished till it
shone like gilded marble, what creature born of
woman was ever more fitted to inspire delight and
adoration?

*“The kings who crossed her threshold died from excess of love.”

But physical beauty alone could not have so en-
snared and deprived of reason such warriors as
Casar and Antony, brave, indefatigable, honourable
men, who fell at her feet, forgetting duty, honour,
the very memory of their country, for love of her.

We must look further. Her rare intellect, which
made her every word of interest; her incomparable,
magnetic charm, which banished enmui and held her
listeners enthralled; her ardent, passionate nature;
these have made her peecrless among the fascinators
of the world, Circe, Delilah, Heloise, Yseult, Car-
men, Sirens or Walkyrie—living women, or crea-
tures of the poets' fancy—all the enchantresses who
have driven men to madness have had the one gift
in common, that of arousing passton, stirring emo-
tion, fanning the flame of love.

Whether their eyes had the blue of the heavens,
or shone ltke stars at midnight, whether their noses
were long or short, their mouths delicate or volupt-
uous, all the world-heroines have had burning hearts
that touched their lovers’ hearts with kindred fire.

If Cleopatra stands above all others it is because
she possessed in a higher degree that sovereign gift
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that transforms the dullness of every-day life and
creates an atmosphere of rose and gold.

History shows her as crafty, diplomatic, frivolous,
generous; capable of horrible cruelties; coveting
the whole world; a prey to ambition, yet flinging
it all away for the sake of her lover’s kiss. But
history gives us only half the picture. Its frame is
too narrow to hold it all. It is to Imagination and
her wingéd daughters, Poetry and Legend, that we
have to look for the whole.

The asp with which Shakespeare encircled Cleo-
patra’s arm has made her more famous than her
own great plan to wipe out Rome and put Alex-
andria in its place. The noted sonnet, which shows
her in her silver trireme, on the waters of the
Cydnus,

Dont le sillage laisse un parfum dencensoir,
Avee les sons de futes 2t des frissons de soie.

shows us more vividly her manner of living, than do
all the erudite volumes concerning her life.

Notwithstanding all the splendid efforts to por-
tray her that have been already made, will the
Public pardon my attempt to add another taper to
light the mysterious ways of that wonderful woman,
who, with a lotus flower in her hand, still stands
with Antony, weaving the enchanting mists of ro-
mance and breathing the warm breath of passion
over the crumbling ruins of the world?
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THE LIFE AND DEATH
OF CLEOPATRA

I
Jurius Casar

T WAS about seven o'clock. On the crowded
docks of Alexandria the sailors were unloading
the last bales of merchandise. Swiftly, like belated
birds, the fishing boats dropped anchor at the old
wharves in Eunostves harbour. It was almost dark
when the last vessel slipped in stealthily. A man
stepped down, broad-shouldered, covered from head
to foot with a dark cloak, his traveller’s cap pulled
down to his ears, With the utmost care he helped
a woman to land, 2 woman so young, so light-footed,
that she seemed almost a child.

But, though barely seventeen years of age, would
any one have called Cleopatra a child? The wife
for two years of the brother, whom the dynastic
law had compelled her to marry on the death of her
father; cast off by her perfidious consort, sent into
exile and, coming back to-night under the care of
Apollodorus, she had undoubtedly a store of expe-
rience extraordinary for her age. One wonders how
her impressions would have compared with those of

L



2 LIFE AND DEATH OF CLEOPATRA

the average girl, for Cleopatra had grown up in a
shamelessly corrupt court and was the daughter of
Ptolemy Auletes, that remarkable dilettante king
who had met the uproar of revolution and foreign
invasion with the persistent playing of his flute.
Descendant of a race cultivated to the last de-
gree, proficient herself in literature and art, with a
thorough education, this young girl’s outlook on
life was one of unusual breadth. At the time when
other girls, just released from the women's quarters,
still revered virtue and dreamed of pleasure, she
had already the inclination to beguile and to rule.
With liberal views, she looked things sguarely in
the face; she fully recognized the value of men, and
whether in serving or in pleasing them, had a spirit
of rare understanding, keen and comprehensive.
Even in the depths of the Thebaid—whither she
had been exiled by the king on the advice of the
agitator Photinus—when she heard that C=sar had
arrived in Alexandria, she knew, by that curious
intuition of super-sensitive minds, that unexpected
good fortune was in store for her. But how could
she reach this great man? By what means could
she secure from his omnipotence that aid which
would transform her from a prisoner to a queen?
It was the Greek savant, Apollodorus, her pro-
fessor of rhetoric, and warmly attached to her, who
opened the negotiations. As Casar from the very
first interview had shown his interest in behalf of
the persecuted young girl rather than in Ptolemy
and his crafty minister, Cleopatra had no misgiv-
ings. Although she was closely watched and ig-
norant of the roads, which were infested by gangs
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of robbers and murderers, she managed to escape
with only two slaves for escort, and took passage
down the Nile to Canopus, where Apollodorus
awaited her. Trusting in his faithful devotion, she
was confident of gaining her end.

The voyage, however, was not without danger.
In order to escape notice, one of the smallest boats
had been seclected and the wretched little fishing
craft came very near being swallowed up by the
waves. Consequently it was with the joy and relief
of the rescued voyager that the young Lapida felt
the solid ground of her capital under her trembling
little feet; that dear Alexandria which by right of
birth she looked upon as her own.

The next thing was to gain admission to the
palace, and this was by no means easy. In spite
of the Roman occupation, soldiers, agents of the
Egyptran king, had watchful eyes for all that was
going on. If she were recognized Cleopatra would
be again in her brother's power.

Fortunately Apollodorus was both ingenious and
sturdy. With the exquisite care due such a pre-
cious object, he wrapped up the young fugitive and,
concealing her in a roll of rugs, hoisted the bundle
on his shoulders like an ordinary parcel. Who,
seeing this porter walking along the wharf, laden
like so many others, would have suspected the mys-
tery hidden in his burden? At the Bruchium he was
recognized, but on his declaring that, in response to
an order from Casar, he was bringing him carpets,
the palace guards allowed him to enter,

Julius Cesar was no longer a young man. All
that life could give of glory, power, and pleasure he
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had had, 'and at times his nerves showed the effects.
Prematurely bald, the deep lines in his face indi~
cated his weariness; but, at the least stimulus the
brilliant splendour of his glance shone out. No
one could come near the divine Czsar without im-
mediately recognizing his supremacy; without feel-
ing that magnetic quality of power and charm which
could only be explained by remembering his descent
by Aneas direct from Venus herself. When he
spoke, his gracious gesture, the resonance of his
voice, won, at least while he was talking, the sym-
pathy of his listeners. If he were silent, his very
silence was eloquent, for people recalled his ora-
tions, those memorable words which had made an
echo around the world.

Wherever he went, the fame of his astounding
deeds surrounded him. Not only was he pictured
at the head of his legions, guiding them from cne
end to the other of that Gaul which he had con-
quered; not only did the people actually see him,
descending on Italy through the terrible ravines of
the Alps, crossing at a bound the narrow Rubicon,
and sweeping down on Rome in the throes of revo-
lution, which, the instant the conqueror appeared,
crouched meckly at his feet; but legend glorified
him. The Germans, whom he had defeated, were
represented as a race of giants, whose mere glance
was death. Britain, where he had been the first
to dare set foot, was said to be in total darkness
three months of the year and inhabited by spirits.
All these fantastic tales added to his real victories
made them appear yet more marvellous.

In appealing to 2 man like this, in coming to him
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to seek counsel and help, Cleopatra relied to a cer-
tain extent on her natural rights; but she was not
so foolish as to believe that being in the right was
a woman’s surest appeal.

As she got out of the sack, where her charms had
been hidden for the past hour, she felt the thrill of
a young animal which has just been set free; then,
with typical feminine eagerness, she grasped the
burnished silver mirror which hung by a chain from
her belt. What appalling disorder she beheld!
Her dainty overdress was all rumpled; her dis-
hevelled hair fell on her neck in brown waves; of the
antimony around her eyes, or the rouge on her lips
and cheeks, not a trace was left. But thus simply
clad, adorned only with the beauty of youth, was she
any less blooming, less expressive, less distracting,
this fascinating plaintif who in a few moments
would appear before her judge?

She was anxious, however. She wondered how
she would be received by this man who was accus-
tomed to the guile of the Romans, this powerful
ruler to whom everyone, the most virtuous as well
as the most corrupt, was compelled to yield. For
Cazsar’s reputation was world-wide, and everyone
knew that the great captain, writer, jurist, and
orator was a libertine at heart, In addition to
those excesses common to all young men, in which
he had indulged amidst the gaicties of the world, it
was well known that his adventures had brought
grief to many houscholds, not excepting those of his
best friends; and it was in no kindly spirit that his
name was coupled with the phrase: omnium muk
ierum vir—the husbhand of all women.
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Cleopatra, however, was needlessly disturbed.
To a temperament craving novelty, originality,
fresh experience; to nerves tired as were those of
the Emperor, what vision could appeal so intensely
as that of this queenly young woman? From the
first moment, as he gazed on the rhythmic, harmon-
ious grace of her body; her low, straight brows, the
golden light in her eyes; her delicate nostrils, her
parted, sensuous lips, her radiant, amber-coloured
flesh, suggesting luscious sun-kissed fruit, Casar had
felt an indescribable thrill run through his veins.
Never, no, never before, had the West, or Rome it-
self, with her ardent virgins, her tempting, seductive
matrons, offered him anything so intoxicating.
Ready to grant everything that he might attain the
height of his desire, he asked: “What can I do for
you? What do you seek?”

With charming tact, Cleopatra replied in Latin,
which she spoke with the same ease that she did
Greek, Egyptian, Syrian, and several other lan-
guages. She described the tyranny of which she
had been the victim, the criminal injustice which had
made her a wanderer, and, with a confiding air which
was irresistible, she said that she trusted in the
omnipotence of Caesar to restore her crown.

Her voice was sweet and winning. The things
she said, her claims against her usurping brother,
became, the moment they left her lips, irrefutable
truths, Why should they not have seemed so to
the gallant judge, fascinated by the starry light in
her wonderful, dark eyes?

Cesar’s first impulse was to grant all her de-
mands. But there were grave difficulties in the
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way. He had gone to Egypt on a friendly visit and
had only a few troops stationed there. Those of
Ptolemy, on the other hand, were legion and well
prepared to defend their sovereign. Discretion
forbade rashness. This was no time to “let slip
the dogs of war.”

With enthusiasm, yet with a well-balanced judg-
ment surprising in so young a woman, Cleopatra
tried to touch Cmsar with her own fire. If he
could not start the invasion at once, let him summon
his armies as quickly as possible, and while awaiting
their arrival, proclaim her reigning queen.

While she was speaking the Emperor could not
take his eyes from her. He watched each rhythmic
gesture, each word as it fell from her exquisite
lips. *“What an adorable mistress she would bel”
he thought, as he breathed the perfume of her
hair.

And, feeling that she had conquered him, that he
was ready to do whatever she wished, Cleopatra
had a thrill of delicious assurance—‘"In a little
while I shall be queen!”

On hearing that his sister, whom he believed he
had got rid of, had arrived in Alexandria, and that
Casar had sworn to restore her to power, Ptolemy
XII had one of those fits of demented rage to which
this offspring of a degenerate race was subject.
“The traitress]” he cried, crushing with his foot
a2 murrhine vase of exquisite beauty. “She has
tricked me. This decision that she has had the
impudence to proclaim is nothing but damnable
treasonl” And placing Achillas in command of his
troops, he massacred the Roman guard.
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This was the beginning of a war which was to
last two years. With all the strength of the Re-
public behind him it was obvious that Cxsar would
win; but at the outset the insurrections and riots,
with which his soldiers were not in the habit of
dealing, were hard to handle.

Rather than continually encounter these street
brawls, where the odds were often against him,
Cleopatra’s champion decided it was wiser to shut
himself and his garrison up behind the walls of the
Bruchium; this could, in an emergency, be used as
a fort, where he could hold siege while awaiting
the arrival of his army.

To be imprisoned with the man whom she was
planning to captivate, so that he should have no
interests other than her own—what conditions could
have been more favourable to this young woman’s
dreams? The Bruchium, founded by Alexander,
and added to by each of his successors, who, like the
Pharaohs, but with a more refined taste, had a
passion for building, was not merely a palace, Sit-
uated on a height, at a point where the hills which
skirt the coast go down to the sea, its elaborate
structures made it a city in itself; a magnificent en-
closure of varied and unsurpassed splendour, where
examples of massive Egyptian architecture stood
side by side with graceful monuments of Greek art.
The part of the palace set aside for Cleopatra had
been specially arranged by Ptolemy Auletes, anxious
to provide suitable surroundings for his favourite
daughter. Lover of all that was rare and beauti-
ful, this musician, no less sensitive to purity of line
than to harmony of sound, had delighted in adorn-
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ing it with the most perfect creations of art. At
every turn were the exquisite works of Myron,
Praxiteles, and Phidias; finelly carved candelabra,
chairs of graceful outline, ivory coffers heavily en-
crusted with gold; jewelled tripods in which rare
incense burned, and a wealth of carpets of marvel-
lous and intricate design. There was no room in
the gorgeous domain which did not afford a feast
of form and colour to the eyes. All things seemed
planned to enhance the joy of living.

But the real wonder which surpassed all else, and
which could only have been found under Egyptian
skies, was the stretch of gardens. Fanned by the
sea breeze the air there was delicious. Terrace
after terrace, connected by great marble steps, were
dotted with fountains where crystal water flowed.
Under the benign influence of this water, brought
by aqueducts from the Nile, the vegetation was of
unusual luxuriance. The green plants from more
temperate climates, as well as the fig trees and
palms which flourish in the tropics, grew every-
where. Flowers bloomed in profusion; rose-
bushes from Persia in such abundance that even
the garden plots of Ecbatana seemed poor compared
with those whose fragrance mounted to the windows
of the Queen,

Was it strange that this son of Venus, whom the
needs of war had so often compelled to endure the
cold of barbarous countries, should have revelled to
the point of intoxication in the delights of such an
abiding-place? Everything united to bring about
perfect felicity, and the grace and youth of the
hostess crowned it all. From the very first he had
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Ioved her with one of those burning passions which
are like the glowing sunset skies of early autumn,
when summer is over and the trees are about to put
on brilliant robes to surpass in colour all that has
gone before.

Cleopatra gave herself unreservedly to the joys
of love. Privation, exile, the dread of further per-
secution, all these had made her eager for happi-
ness. ‘Without questioning for 2 moment the nature
of his affection, with no thought of the selfish motive
behind it, she was enchanted at her triumph. In-
deed, on second thoughts even, she had every reason
to be satisfied. She had sought only a protector;
she had found a most passionate and tender lover.
Safe on board the great ship which had anchored
near her coast, she had yielded to his powerful pro-
tection as to a force whose elements were not to be
analyzed. If his devotion aroused no kindred senti-
ment in her bosom, the love of this mighty conqueror
filled her with such pride, awakened such anticipa-
tions, that her heart felt no need of anything more
vital. With dreams of a glorious future, she had
a thrill of ecstasy at being borne along toward a
destiny which, though unknown, with Cesar for a
pilat, could not fail to be one of untold splendour.

Although frequently disturbed by the noise of the
catapults and the clamour of the engines, with which
the besiegers were riddling the approaches to the
Bruchium, the days that this pair of lovers spent
there as prisoners were filled with rare delight.
With no intruders to annoy them, with no other
care than a continuous effort to give each other
pleasure, their conversation broken only by renewed
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caresses, they fully realized that ideal of solitude
& deux which so many lovers have vainly sought.

And now the armies that Czs# had summoned
began to arrive, From Cilicia and Rhodes came
ships laden with provisions. This put the situation
in the control of the captives and everything was in
their power. Gaul sent bodies of infantry; Rome
supplied the ammunition; and the cavalry, under
the command of Calvinus, completed the effective
force. The siege, which had lasted for six months,
was now lifted and the war was carried into the
open country.

Achillas’s army, however, was more powerful
than they had thought, and owing to its skilful tac-
tics Cazsar was often forced into awkward posi-
tions, but with the strength and courage of Rome
behind him his final success was a thing of certainty,
and the beginning of the end was shown when he
marshalled his men on the field of the Delta. Here
the decisive battle was fought and, beaten, routed,
driven into the waters of the Nile, the troops of
Ptolemy were annihilated. That king met death
as, on an improvised dam, he sought to leap across
the flood. Cesar, more merciful than Fate, spared
the life of his opponent, Achillas, when he was
brought to him in chains. He was content to re-
ceive the required reprisals, and departed in hot
haste for Alexandria.

There, in the seventh story of her tower, Cleo-
patra was awaiting his return. When she caught
the flash of his Roman eagles, amidst a cloud of
dust, her heart began to throb fiercely. Unable to
restrain her eagerness to see him, she ordered her
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litter at once. “Run quickly,” she commanded her
carriers, twelve Ethiopians, whose bronze legs
shone as they sped swiftly over the road.

The golden hawk which soared above its roof,
the gorgeous purple curtains which hung at its sides,
made the royal litter visible at a great distance.
At the first signal of its approach, Cazsar leaped
from his horse and, with the delicate chivalry which
distinguished him, greeted his beloved. He had
been parted from her for several days and was long-
ing to embrace her,

“Egvpt is yours!” he exclaimed. “I have con-
quered it only to lay it at your feet. Accept it.”
And he handed her the keys of Alexandria which
Achillas, in surrendering, had given up to him.

From that hour the rebels recognized the strength
of the Roman power and realized the ruin that
Photinus had brought upon them. From the am-
bitious heights of yesterday they had fallen to the
desperate depths of to-day. They who had
counted on reprisals were to have only amnesties;
but who could have disputed the claims of the
Queen that such a magnanimous conqueror had
placed upon the throne? On her first appear-
ance in public Cleopatra was acclaimed with an
enthusiasm which would have been accorded her had
she been the universally-designed sovereign.

Thanks to this war, which had been gained be-
cause of Cesar’s adoration, she was once more in
possession of the crown of her ancestors. In order,
however, to secure the good will of the people, she
submitted once again to the old dynastic rule, which
required children of the same parents to share the
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throne, and agreed to wed her younger brother,
Ptolemy XIII.

All being arranged to his satisfaction, it was now
time for Caesar to leave Egypt and return to Rome
where his party was clamouring for him. But
Casar was no longer his own master. Given over
to that passion which, to the end of his life, was to
be the mainspring of all his actions, to come before
duty, ambition, self-interest, and lead to his final
downfall, he delayed his departure. Deaf to the
warning that each new messenger brought, he heeded
only the voice of the dear enchantress who, in addi-
tion to all the other spells with which she had held
him, now suggested the delight of a voyage to-
gether.

In those days, as in our own, sailing along the
borders of the Nile, with the monuments of the
Pharachs on either side, was a fascinating experi-
ence. Aristocrats of wealth, princes from the
Orient, artists from Asia Minor and Greece——after
exploring the treasures of Alexandria—alike found
rare pleasure in sailing in the luxurious Egyptian
barges under the smiling skies. These voyages
meant weeks of restful Ieisure and enjoyment.

The barge of Cleopatra was a floating palace.
The charming apartments of the Bruchium were re-
produced in miniature. The various vessels which
accompanied it accommodated a large staff, not of
secrvants alone, but bands of dancers, poets, musi-
clans, who were engaged to while away the time and
make life an enchanting dream.

Winter was at hand; that season of snow and
frost which, in less fortunate lands, plunges people
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in gloom; when all the fields are in mourning and
the shivering trees wave their naked branches in dis-
tress. But there was no depression along the sunny
route chosen by our travellers. Propelled by the
steady rowing of fifty Nubians pulling on oars of
cbony, they glided along, intoxicated with freedom,
happiness, space, as toward a Promised Land, and
at each stopping-place the golden sun seemed to
shine with a richer glow.

All at once, after the leagues of emerald foliage
of the first few days, the vegetation grew scanty, the
barge slipped along between barren shores, and the
country, as far as the distant horizon, was a vast
stretch of sand covered with arid hillocks, like
volutes of silver, which melted away in the mist.
Here and there groups of aloes waved their sharp,
blade-like branches, or clusters of date trees shook
their feathery plumes, like giant torches about to
burst into flame.

As the barge approached Memphis more build-
ings were seen: temples with broad columns, shining
palaces of glittering whiteness, giant gateways like
mighty mountains, all mirrored in the waters of the
sacred river.

The barge dropped anchor opposite the Pyra-
mids. Casar was filled with wondering admiration
at the mighty skill which had reared these colossal
tombs. He who, as a disciple of Plato, attached
so little importance to the needs of the body, and
who believed that immortality was attained only
by the beauty which came from the soul, asked him-
self what thoughts had stirred the mind of a Cheops
or aChephren concerning the mystery of Death?
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Had they regarded it as the true life, and the earthly
one merely as a passage leading to it? Had they
raised these temples in honour of Death, or, indig-
nant at its devastations, was it in defiance of it that
they had erected these formidable triangles?

Among the countless mysterious monuments on
the plains about Memphis, the great Sphinx of
Gizeh has always aroused the keenest wonder and
curiosity. Cleopatra had caught 2 glimpse of it in
the distance on her adventurous flight and now she
was overjoyed at letting Cesar compare her delicate
grace with its tremendous proportions. The sun
was setting behind the Libyan hills when they drew
near the Sphinx. Lying on her bed of sand, the
monster seemed about to emerge from a vast beach
beside a congealed ocean. Although looking toward
the East, her enigmatic smile already hidden in the
shadow, her tawny back was touched by the last rays
of the setting sun, which made her like a living
¢reature.

Recalling the question that (Edipus, anxious con-
cerning his future, had put to that other Sphinx
long ago, the Dictator, whose destiny also was un-
certain, was tempted to interrogate this one.
Would she reply? Mystery of mysteries! Quiv-
ering at the touch of the warm young body at his
side, looking at the reddish moon, breathing in the
strange soul of the night, even had some wise coun-
sel been whispered in his ear he was hardly in a state
to heed it. The voice of love was too overpower-
ing, he was deaf to all else.

On the thirtieth day of their voyage the lovers
reached Phile, that pearl in its double setting of
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blue sky and blue water, both so pure, so trans.
parent, that it was difficult to tell which was the
reflection of the other, which has inspired the poets
of every age. Those who once entered there went
no further to seek an earthly paradise. To tarry,
pitch their tent, and forget in the worship of its
beauty all that had fretted and distracted them
elsewhere, was the ardent desire of every artist who
landed there. Only a few, however, were allowed
to carry it out,

From remote ages the island had been in posses.
sion of the priests of Isis, who did not tolerate the
intrusion of profane outsiders. Guardians of a
temple which the religious fervour of its worship-
pers had made the richest in all Egypt, these priests
of the holy goddess allowed no interference with
their rights; no one else was permitted to share the
revenue, which was the largest in the land.

In many of the sanctuaries, however, the religious
rites were in no way disturbed by the addition of
worldly goods; consequently the arrival of the royal
visitors was regarded as a godsend. Barges, filled
with musicians, were sent down the river to welcome
them, and along the banks a procession of priests
greeted them with sacred songs. They were forced
to attend the services in the temple, listen to ora-
tions, and receive committees bearing gifts. To
celebrate their coming, goats were sacrificed and the
bloed of doves ran red.

The official reception over, Cleopatra requested
that she and Casar be left alone, quite undisturbed
by any formalities, since that was their chief desire.
During the heat of the day they remained indoors,
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where the spray from numerous fountains made the
air comparatively cool. They amused themselves
watching the blue, white, and pink lotus buds open
their delicate petals, both lost in a delicious languor
in which cares, plans, ambitions, were all forgotten.

The young Queen, however, never for a moment
forgot the secret object of this voyage, which was
to bind her great protector to her by indelible memo-
ries and make Egypt's interests his own. In the
evenings they loitered along the garden paths,
breathing the honey-scented fragrance of the tropi-
cal violets, or lingered in the shadowy groves whose
branches sent showers of gold dust on their heads.
Here, in response to her lover’s tender speeches, she
would reply, in a tone of almost childish terror:
“Oh! yes, of course my country is the most beautiful
in all the world, but it is so difficult to govern it.”
And Cesar, moved by the frailty of the slender arm
about his neck, would with deep earnestness pledge
her the perpetual and all-powerful support of his
own country.

Although this absence from public life could not
be prolonged indefinitely, these lovers wished at
least to commemorate the happy memory of these
days together. A plan for a temple was drawn up,
and, before leaving the 1sland, in 2 space surrounded
by oleander trees, where birds of brilliant plumage
flitted in and out, they laid the corner-stone. Two
thousand years have gone by, and the pilgrims who
in each succeeding age have visited the paradise of
Phile have gazed in admiration on the exquisite
marble colonnade of pure Corinthian design which
stands there in delicate beauty. The name of no
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goddess is carved upon its stone, but each pilgrim
knows to whom it is dedicated.

At Alexandria a delegation awaited Cesar.
When Rome heard that the conqueror of the Pha-
raohs, the hero on whom his country’s hopes relied,
was dallying with a new Circe, there was general
consternation. Did he think that he could defy
Fate? What his good fortune and his genius had
built, his neglect could destroy. What would hap-
pen if the allies of Pompey, knowing that Casar
was distracted by a love affair, should mobilize new
troops? The more daring among these were al-
ready on the alert and threats were in the air.

However sweet a pillow a woman’s breast may
be, a man of Cesar’s stamp is roused by the call of
his friends: “Your honour is at stake.” At the
sound of the voice of those who had come to seek
him, the lover started from his sleep. He knew
that all his mighty deeds would count for nothing
if he did not respond to the appeal of the hour, He
must go at once. He would go, but he must have
time to break the tidings to the woman who had put
her trust in him. With all possible tenderness he
told Cleopatra of the coming separation.

“Ahl” she cried, “you wish to unwind my arms
from about your neck?” and with a passionate ges-
ture she held him closer, and Casar, strong against
the world, was weak against his loved one. He
hesitated; then, happily remembering the maxim
which had guided him through life: “The first,
always, and everywhere,” his courage came again.
He was not an ordinary voluptuary whose instinct
was his master. His noble temperament demanded
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action and the strain of public life was essential to
him. *“Shall I, he muttered, **who have locked on
mankind as a vile herd, become by cowardly inertia
like unto those I scorn?”

Cleopatra was overcome with grief at the thought
of losing him. How would she fare with Caesar
far away? Who would protect and defend her?
Who would help her to govern her capricious and
deceitful people? She was about to become a
mother and, relying on this new tie which would
bind her lover to her, she made him promise not to
leave her before the birth of her child.

And Czsar was much interested in the expected
birth; what he had said to her regarding the coming
child had given Cleopatra ground for the most ex-
alted hopes. It had been a source of keen regret
to him that none of his three wives had given him an
heir. He had been particularly anxious since the
death of his daughter Julia, and the consequent
loss of her fortune. To whom should he leave his
boundless wealth, that vast estate that he owned in
Umbria? Who would carry on the divine race of
the Cesars?

To be sure, his sister Atia had a son, Octavius,
but this nephew was in delicate health, of a weak,
undecided character, which did not promise a bril-
Hant future. Who could tell whether the coming
bastard would not be a more worthy heir to the glo-
rious fortunes of the Emperor?

The baby was born on the very eve of the day
that the friends of Cesar, worn out with waiting,
had made him agree to set sail. It was a boy! By
wonderful chance the scarcely-formed features of
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the tiny creature showed an undeniable resemblance
to those of his father. The hearts of those who are
beginning to grow old are naturally easily moved,
and the Emperor’s joy in his new-born son was very
evident. He decided to call him Cwmsarion and
promised to adopt him. In a touching farewell
scene, filled with reproaches and protestations, Cleo-
patra expressed the cherished desire of her heart:
“Make me your wife, O Cesar!” Her dainty head,
adorned with her restored crown, was filled with
new aspirations. She was no longer content with
ruling the country of her ancestors. It had lost
prestige and was now scarcely more than a commer-
cial power, Her secret dream was to link her
destiny with that of the master of the Roman Em-
pire,

At first Czsar was alarmed at this suggestion.
In the royal palace on the Aventine, Calpurnia, his
lawful wife, awaited his return. Cleopatra herself
was married, bound by the tradition of her line,
But what were such obstacles to the youthful
iieroine who had mecasured the world and found it
none too large for her ambitions? She laid stress
on what it would mean to them both, this contract
which, uniting the vast riches of the one with the
warlike genius of the other, would make all things
possible for them.

The prospect was magnificent and Czsar was
tempted. He understood how well it fitted in with
his own passion for his royal mistress. But would
Rome allow him to carry it out? One of the strict.
est Jlaws of the Roman Senate forbade the marriage
of Patricians with foreigners. “But are you not
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above the law?” said the loved voice of the temp-
tress. What man could resist being placed in the
ranks of the gods?

It was the moment of farewell. Overcome, Ce-
sar took Cleopatra in a final embrace. There was
no formal engagement but, with the departure of
her lover, she felt the solemnity of a betrothal.

Left alone, her imagination ran riot; and she was
lost in fantastic dreams. She had visions of a
Rome humiliated, submissive to the will of Alex-
andria. Vassals crouched at her feet, coming to
lay down their arms and present the keys of their
different capitals. Multitudes passed before her,
and she fancied she heard her name coupled with
that of Casar, amidst general acclamation, Happy
in such dreams, her solitude was transformed, it was
no longer a desolate, arid plain; the stage changed
and the coveted goal seemed more real than the dull
present.

Once free from the sorcery which the dark, velvet
eyes of the Egyptian had thrown over him, Cesar
was himself again; shrewd, clear-minded, quick at
wise decisions. His eagle eye took in things at a
glance. The conditions were far from being what
they had been at Pharsalus. No longer dreading
him, the army of Pompey had had time to reorgan-
ize, It was threatening him on every side. The
danger seemed more imminent in the Orient; so,
before returning to Italy, the Emperor set sail for
Asta Minor and began by destroying the enemy's
fleet which was blocking the entrance to the Cydnus;
then, with an army of tried veterans, from whom he
could demand miracles, he attacked Caius Cassius
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at Ephesus, Pharnaces at Zela, returned to Africa
and there won the battle of Thapsus. After having
gained vast sums from the terrified rulers, in ex-
change for certain territories which he granted the
enemy, he reéntered Rome, laden with spoils, to
calm the malcontents.

Triumph awaited Casar, such a triumph as the
Via Sacra had never seen before. Beholding him
crowned with laurels, followed by a procession of
captive kings, and greater than them all, by the
illustrious Vercingetorix, who represented the op-
posing armies of Gaul, the Roman people forgot
their grievances. Around his chariot, on which was
inscribed in letters of gold the famous phrase, Veni,
vidi, wici, the crowd flocked with the enthusiasm of
children welcoming a long-lost father. The Aris-
tocracy was more reserved; it was to the People
that the Dictator looked for support; it was to im-
prove their conditions that his first reforms were
brought about. But he understood this unstable
mass, and the sudden changes that their whims
effected, too thoroughly to confine his reforms to
serious benefits alone. To amuse the populace has
always been the surest means of holding it. Conse-
quently Casar ordered festivals and banguets. In
every quarter of the city wheat was distributed, and
oil and wine were provided in abundance. There
was acting of plays; the circuses were filled with
crowds, eager to watch the slaughter of gladiators
and look on as the blood flowed from the wounded
beasts. The orgy lasted forty days and during ali
that time there was but one opinion. Czsar was
the Illustrious, the Invincible, the beloved Father of
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his Country. Every title and every honour was
bestowed upon him. He was Consul, Dictator for
Ten Years. He received the insignia of the great
Pontiff. His chair of state was placed above all the
other chairs, and on the statue erected to him in
the temple of Jupiter the word “God”" was chiselled.

At Alexandria, however, things were not going so
smoothly. In spite of the troops which Cesar had
left, under the command of Calvinus, to maintain
order, seditious outbreaks occurred. More or less
openly the Queen was accused of having decoyed
the alien, of having become the mistress of a
Roman, and of compromising the honour of the
kingdom by declaring him to be the father of her
child. Did she mean to put as future king over
the Egyptians one who was not of their own race?
Such accusations would have had no weight with
any one strong enough to ignore them. But Cleo-
patra was not yet the dauntless ruler who later on
was to defy public opinion and lead her own armies
to battle. At twenty years of age she was sensitive;
she shuddered at these whispers of revolution. The
protector who had restored her throne and made
her respected thereon was no longer at her side;
she was uneasy. Could she always withstand these
snares, these threats, these uprisings? Until now
C=sar's influence, even in his absence, had been
strong enough to shield her. But if these insurrec-
tionists should think her deserted, dependent only
on her own resources, of what attempt would they
not be capable? Besides, foul rumours were
abroad. It was said that during the expedition in
Africa the Emperor had amused himself with the
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Queen Eunonia. Was it possible? So soon after
leaving her bosom where he had sworn to be faithful
to her forever? Ah, how powerless is woman when
her lover is no longer within reach of her encircling
arms|

But the distance between them was not impassa-
ble. If it were true, as his letters declared, that
Casar loved her still and was desolate at being so
far away from her, why should she not go to him?
The desire to strengthen, lest it become too lax, the
bond which united them was mixed with a certain
curiosity in regard to Rome itself. Rome, her
hereditary foe; that rival against whom perpetual
vigilance was needed. Seen at close quarters a rival
is less deadly, for one can find ways of opposing her.
Cleopatra decided to suggest the visit to Casar,

After a year's absence from her, his letters de-
clared that he cared for her as deeply as ever. If
he had been attracted by the Queen of Numidia, it
had been but a passing fancy, or rather the need,
through some diversion, to escape the memories
which were taking too much of his time. Burdened
with grave responsibilities, did he have any right to
be so absorbed in his love affairs? Indeed he was
always going back, sometimes with a degree of in-
tensity over which he had no control, to the affecting
scenes at the Bruchium, or recalling the hours when
he had been lulled to slumber by the soothing waters
of the Nile.

Caesar did not agree immediately, however, to
the proposed visit. To have the Queen of Egypt
come to Rome was a serious undertaking. He
would not wish to run the risk until everything had
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been made smooth for the trip. The gravest diffis
culty lay in the natural antipathy of the Romans to
everyone who wore a crown. It might almost be
said that this sentiment was so deeply rooted that
the mere approach of royalty seemed to endanger
the monarchy. Now Cleopatra was an especial ob-
ject of distrust. She was known to be ambitious,
and no one had forgotten the spell she had cast over
Casar. The discontent that had been felt momen-
tarily toward him was now directed against her.
In order to clear the one they accused the other,
and the blame fell upon her. A woman must have
had strange powers to have kept the Emperor away
from his own country for such a long time; to have
detained him at such a great distance from those
who had the strongest claims upon him!

How far was it wise to bring his mistress amongst
such adverse opinions? Csar put the question to
himself. He did not dare to expose her to a hostile
reception; still less could he afford to disregard the
enemies who were ready to resent his shortest ab.
sence in order to go to her.

And so the days went by and Cleopatra was filled
with grief and indignation.

It was from her that the final decision came which
solved the vexed question. Pretending that the con-
ditions of her treaty with Rome had never been set-
tled, she offered to come in person to discuss several
disputable clauses. In order to obtain the title of
socius republice (ally of the Republic) it was not
in the least necessary for the Queen to go herself;
the different ambassadors could have attended to
the matter; but the Roman Senate, flattered by her
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preferring to deal directly with it, extended her an
invitation. The trick had succeeded. There was
nothing more to do but to start on the journey.

The June sun was shining brilliantly, With her
Forum alive, her windows crowded, the multitudes
ranged along the principal thoroughfares, Rome
seemed to be holding a festival. Defiance, however,
rather than sympathy, was the spirit of the crowd.
Many strange stories were afloat concerning the
coming visitor, To some, she was a courtesan, glit-
tering with pearls and gold; to others, she was a
sorceress, whose evil influence drove to distraction
all those who came near her. For the majority,
Cleopatra was simply the alien, the woman from the
East, that is to say, the thing that the Roman peo-
ple despised more than anything on earth. The
procession was composed of black slaves wearing
gold ear-rings; of eunuchs clothed in long robes, like
those worn by women; of ministers with their heavy
wigs; of half-naked soldiers (whose heads, adorned
with antennaz, resembled huge insects). When it
began to file past, there were shouts of laughter.
Derision greeted the appearance of the astronomers,
whose pointed caps seemed reaching toward the
sky, and the priests muffled in panther skins. The
jeering grew louder at the sight of the standards on
which sacred images were painted. What, those
jackals, those hawks, those cows! They were meant
for gods? And the Latin commonsense rebelled
against a religion debased by such emblems.

But in the midst of the flashing splendour of
spears and shields, the royal litter was seen. Silence
reigned and zll eyes were fixed on Cleopatra with



JULIUS CAESAR a7

her baby in her arms. This child, a cause of embar-
rassment to her at Alexandria, it was on his winning
smile, on his astonishing likeness to Cesar, that she
had relied to gain 2 warm welcome from the
Romans. And she was not mistaken. At this time
Cesar was the idol of Rome. Everything he did
was approved, and if there were covert sneers and
occasionally harsh criticisms, no one would have
dared openly to attack his invited guests.

However beautiful she might be, the Queen of
Egypt could not hope to please a people so infat-
uated with themselves as were the Romans, who
locked on their own race as superior to all others.
With her golden complexion, her eyes so painted
with antimony that they seemed to touch her
temples, her vivid red lips, her curious headdress,
from which a snake of gold peered forth; her trans-
parent tunic, which left her bosom bare, Cleopatra
shocked and scandalized the Roman people. But,
as Cesar's orders made graciousness obligatory,
they pretended to be absorbed in the tiny Cesarion,
whose fair skin and quick, intelligent expression in-
dicated his divine ancestry.

Moreover, in osder that there should be no mis-
take in regard to the respect due Cleopatra and her
son, Casar had installed them in the palace which
he had just had built on the left side of the Tiber,
overlooking the magnificent gardens along the edge
of the hill of Janiculum; those gardens which were
left to the populace in his will, which generous gift
the day after his death brought the people to their
knees, in tears, to look upon his blood-stained toga.

On finding herself, at last, the honoured guest of
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Rome, Cleopatra felt that keen pleasure of achieve-
ment which follows a hard struggle for success. In
spite of all obstacles she had, to her entire satis-
faction, accomplished the first part of her under-
taking.

But the essential thing, the real triumph, was yet
to be carried out. She must bind her lover by that
long-desired marriage which would make her twice
a Queen. Yor a woman of her talent, accustomed to
using her varied powers of fascination to gain her
ends, the present situation was ideal. Rome, from
the very moment that she had entered its gates, had
ceased to be the austere stronghold, where each and
every citizen, faithful to his Lares and Penates, was
steadfast in revering ancient traditions. These tra-
ditions, which had made the strength and greatness
of the Republic as well as its formidable power,
were already losing their hold. The old religion
was passing; although still acknowledged by the
State, unbelievers were many, especially among the
Aristocracy. If the people had still a certain fear
of the gods, this did not prevent them from break-
ing the laws of their deities, or from desecrating
their temples in moments of passion. The story of
the cynical soldier who boasted of having stolen the
statue of Diana and of having made a fortune by
this godless act was a common tale. The inviolabil-
ity of the marriage law was a thing of the past. On
every hand, Senators, Consuls, high dignitaries, put
away their wives on the slightest pretext. Cicero
himself, the best, the gentlest of men, said to
Terentia, his wife for thirty years, the cruel words
of divorcement: “Go hence and take with you what-
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ever belongs to you,” in order to put a younger,
more beautiful woman in her place.

This disregard of the morals and manners of the
old régime was a general canker, pervading all
classes of Roman society, Shocking scandals marked
the closing days of the circus, when it was a common
occurrence for the nobles to descend into the arena
and measure arms with the gladiators. The im-
mense fortunes, accumulated during the war, had
wiped out the simple habits of former days. Gold
was the god that reigned supreme. Originally used
for the decoration of the temples only, it was now
displayed in private houses, where furniture, ceil
ings, walls, everything, was gilded. As a protest
against the wanton luxury of his contemporaries
Cato made a practice of walking about bare-footed,
in a torn toga; but no one followed his example!
He was merely ridiculed, while the procession of
gorgeous chariots rolled on. No longer restrained
by the Oppian law, the women's extravagance in
dress knew no limit. Encircling their arms, twisted
in their hair, clasping their ankles, golden ornaments
of Etruscan workmanship glittered over them from
head to foot; about their necks fell jewelled chains,
which had been brought, at fabulous cost, from the
rich caverns of India.

The banguets that were served at the tables of
the wealthy Patricians rivalled those of Lucullus.
The dishes of silver, the richly carved goblets, the
heavy purple draperies of the couches, equalled in
magnificence those of oriental sovereigns. Dignity,
along with the once-revered virtues of economy,
sobriety, endurance, all that Rome had stood for in
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the old days, was becoming a mere legend of the
past.

But if the old society was changing, giving place
to a new era which lacked the dignity of its prede-
cessor, it is certain that the actual joy of living was
materially increased. The culture of letters, the
pursuit of art, had never been so widely spread.
The philosophy, the sculpture, the language even,
of Greece—which cultivated people prided them-
selves on speaking perfectlty—had been born anew
in the Rome of that day. There was no aristo-
cratic youth who did not as a2 matter of course finish
his education at Rhodes, Apollonia, or, best of all,
at Athens. The theories that they learned there
were universally accepted, A knowledge of liter-
ature was general in the higher ranks of society,
where formerly it had been the exclusive privilege
of the so-called intellectuals. It became the fashion
to be learned. Many patrician homes aspired to
the honour of entertaining a savant or a philosopher.
It was considered a particular distinction to have
the youthful Virgil, recently arrived from Mantua,
as a guest, and to hear him recite his gracious pas-
torals at evening entertainments; or to listen to the
verses of that poem, forged on the ringing anvil
which was to resound down the ages, sung by
Horace, then a youth of twenty years. In fact,
everywhere, from whatever source it sprang, talent
was held in high esteem.

Cleopatra understood at once the tremendous
part that her personal charm could play in a society
cager for everything that was new, original, and
interesting. Probably she alone, among all the
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women there, was in a position to attract to her
apartments learned men from all countries, and to
furnish them with liberal, amusing recreation. En-
dowed with the rare and fascinating advantage of
an understanding and spirit unequalled either by
the Roman matrons, absorbed in their houschold
affairs, or by the famous courtesans, whose conver-
sation was often both frivolous and ribald, she had
every reason to be confident of success.

In the sumptuous hall, which her artistic taste
had adorned with luxurious divans, rich rugs, splen-
did draperies, she entertained the friends of Casar,
who, happy in having his latest inamorata restored
to him, came every evening to forget at her side
the political cares of the day. He enjoyed meeting
his friends there informally, though all the while
looking forward to the hour when he would clasp
her lissome, perfumed body, and feel her heart
beat against his own.

Trebonius, Lepidus, Sulpicius Rufus, Curion, and
other Senators of congenial tastes were always to
be found there. They discussed the leading ques-
tions of the hour; the means for carrying out
promises made to the troops; the abolition of debts,
reduction of rents. In all these debates they were
surprised to hear this young woman, who apparently
was there only to illuminate the room with her shin-
ing eyes, or to charm the hearers by the tinkling of
her bracelets, give grave advice on these important
matters and show in all things a wise judgment.
Their astonishment grew greater on overhearing her
Fonversation with the historian Sallust, whose writ-
ing and psychology she had studied and appreciated.
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Her comments were trenchant and convincing. The
orator Asinius Pollion delighted in bringing his seri-
ous speeches to her for criticism, as well as those
little ironical poems in which, speaking through the
mouth of a shepherd, he ridiculed the absurdities of
his fellow-citizens. Her arguments and criticism
were marvels of intelligent thought., Her discus-
sions with the archzologist, Atticus, in whose dis-
coveries she was much interested, when he unrolled
the delicately illuminated Persian scrolls, pointed
out a bit of ivory polished by the patient skill of a
Chinese workman, or showed her a fragment of
bas-relief from the temple of Ephesus, all these in-
dicated an unusual mind, alive to wide-reaching in-
terests. Who would not have been moved at
seeing this young girl poring over that chart of the
heavens, on which a congress of savants was engaged
in their alteration of the calendar; or watching her
follow the evolution of the Great Bear, of Cassi.
opeia, of Orion, around the North Star? Truly in
all things she was an exceptional creature, one of
those chosen by the deities to represent them on
earth.

It was at this time that Mark Antony, young,
handsome, renowned, was presented to her. He
had just arrived from Spain, covered with laurels
won at Munda and laden with spoils. The fame
of incomparable valour had given him a crown of
glory. With his athletic body, the Bacchus-like
smile which lighted up his face, his generous extrava-
gance, he made a heroic figure, recalling the mythical
Hercules, from whom he claimed descent. Al-
though for the moment enamoured of the courtesan
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Cytheris, the young soldier was deeply impressed by
the bewildering beauty of Cleopatra and it was only
his sincere devotion to Czsar which prevented him
from expressing his admiration openly. He could
not forget any single detail of their first meeting:
the queenly grace with which the enchantress
stretched out her tiny hand for him to kiss, the dress
she wore that first evening, or the sudden anguish
that thrilled him at the sound of her voice.

However enthusiastic was the adoration of this
new Aspasia within that sanctuary of art and lit-
erature which her villa had become, 2 pack of wolves
was snarling just outside. It was made up of virtu-
ous, or pretendedly virtuous, men, indignant at the
generally accepted and avowed liaison of the Dic-
tator with this foreign woman. All the women of
position in Rome were with them. The majority
of them had endured humiliation at the hands of
their husbands, and these embittered wives were
leagued together in jealous persecution of this
oriental sorceress of loose morals, whose dwelling
was thronged with the men who had deserted their
own firesides to seek her.

But Cleopatra’s worst enemies were her political
foes. Bound by ancient traditions, the Conserva-
tives were uneasy at these new proceedings, which
tended more and more to encroach on old customs.
For some time it had been well known that Caesar’s
ambition and personal desire were goading him to
seck sovereign power; but, however evident had
been the pomp with which he loved to surround him-
self, it was on his royal mistress that the chief
blame fell. Was he giving up pious ways, did he
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disregard the laws, was he careless of all that Rome
held most sacred? It was the accursed Egyptian
who was responsible for all,

Whether or not it was the fault of the fair for-
eigner, it was evident that each day Cesar strayed
further and further from republican forms. Since
the wars were over, there was no excuse for his
prolonging his dictatorship. He was now absolute
arbitrator and controlled zall the affairs of the State.
He chose the officers and divided the confiscated
territories as he pleased. Where would his power
stop? The title of King itself could not increase
this power, but the feeling prevailed that he coveted
that title and would seize the first opportunity to
assume it. So far from consulting his colleagues
as to ways and means, according to the established
usage among Senators, Consuls, and Pontifs, he
seemed to delight in defying them, and showing the
public that he looked on their opinions as antiquated,
if not obsolete. With an insolence reeking of the
grand seigneur, a lord who had flung off the tradi-
tions of his caste, he deliberately ridiculed the ethics
of Cato, and was skeptical of everything, includ-
ing the gods themselves. Had he not declared in
the open Senate, among other imprudent sayings
which had been noised abroad and exaggerated,
that “The Republic from now on is a word without
meaning ?”’

Cicero was leader of the party most genuinely
alarmed by this state of things. The great orator
was, after C=zsar, the first citizen of Rome. At all
events he was the most honest and among those
most respected. His liberal views had formerly
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associated him with Pompey's party and, since the
latter's defeat, he had lived in retirement in his
villa at Tusculum, given over to meditation. It
had been a keen regret to Casar to lose the friend-
ship of this warm-hearted man whose distinguished
ability was so widely known and who would have
been an invaluable adviser. The withdrawal of so
important a figure had also been a blow to Cleo-
patra’s pride. To entice him to her home, to
number him among her courtiers, to make him an
ally against the day when it might be necessary to
break the law to gain her ends; with all her bound.
less ambition, this idea became a veritable obsession,

She unbosomed herself to Atticus, who was an
intimate friend of Cicero. Attached as he was to
the Queen whose hospitality had afforded him so
many agreeable hours, he promised to use his in.
fluence with Cicero. No one was better fitted for
the duties of ambassador. To bring together, to
reconcile, to persuade, were intrinsic qualities of his
serene nature. He was undoubtedly helped in his
mission by the insufferable ennui which was consum-
ing Cicero. For a man who had known the intoxi-
cation of power, who had been applauded in tones
to shake the columns of the temples, there was no
worse punishment than to be forced into seclusion.
In order to hear again the praises of the crowd
which was eager for him, to accept the homage
which awaited him, and, above all, to enjoy the
splendour of Clecopatra’s library, where he would
be free to read to his heart’s content, the man of
letters yielded to temptation and appeared at her
portals, wrapped in the toga which no one knew so
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well as he how to drape about the shoulders. Cazsar
was there to welcome him.

Cleopatra, radiant as always when one of her
caprices had triumphed, received her distinguished
guest with every honour. To please his connots-
seur’s taste, that first evening she drew his atten-
tion to the interesting things in her luxurious
dwelling. One table was covered with antique
parchments, embellished with curious drawings,
depicting the history of the Pharachs. The orator
with his delicate hands would unroll these time-
yellowed pages, and, while he was admiring the
singular figures of the Egyptian hieroglyphics, the
Queen would translate the meaning of the script in
her cultivated, sweet-toned voice. Seeing his keen
interest she thought him already won, but to make
sure she promised that the precious writings should
be sent to him at Tusculum the very next day.

A man of Cicero’s character, however, was not
so easily beguiled., If, after the various pledges
made to the Conservative party, he had for the mo-
ment believed that Caesar would return to his old
liberal views, the recent outbreaks, the arbitrary
proceedings, left him no shadow of illusion. With-
out a doubt the fall of the Republic was close at
hand, and nowhere did the patriotic old man find an
atmosphere more repugnant to his cherished ideals
than in the court of the Transtevera. Gradually
he stopped attending the sessions there. He felt
freer to express his opinions outside its doors, and,
alluding probably to the mixed crowd, enthusiastic
but vulgar, which Cesar’s popularity had attracted,
he replied to Atticus’s query as to the cause of his
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absence : “I cannot be content in 2 place so devoid of
civility.”

This criticism, as well as other comments on his
attitude, made no impression on Czsar. He saw
no need of concessions, especially if they were de-
manded by minds less daring than his own. The
one thing necessary to establish his authority was
the carrying out of some yet more brilliant project.
To attain the height of his dream the old weapons
were out of date. New expeditions, new wars even,
must be planned; something that would surpass in
splendour all his other achievements.

The country that attracted his adventurous spirit,
tempted him with the most entrancing visions, was
Persia; that Persia which had been the scene of the
world-famous exploits of Alexander. Its boundless
territory, its high plateaus, which pastured peaceful
herds; its valleys, watered by the abundant streams
of the Tigris and the Euphrates; its hanging gar-
dens, its palaces of porphyry, its temples with their
crowned columns; its incomparable rugs, its roses,
its porcelains—all the fascinating possibilities of
this kingdom called him, and the appeal was irre-
sistible.

How different it was from poor, bare, barbarous
Gaul! If he could perch his eagles in Persia, he
would gain not only glory, a glory equal to that of
the victorious Macedonian, but the inexhaustible
riches of the country.

Cleopatra was even more enthusiastic than Czsar
in the pursuit of this wonderful vision. With no
illusions as to the hatred which surrounded her, she
fully realized that the only way to make the stern
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Roman aristocracy accept her presence was through
the mighty power of Cmsar. To augment this
power, to extend it from the borders of the Orient
to her own country, to build a pedestal so high that
from it she could sce the whole world, was the
ambition of the young Queen. So, although it was
hard to leave the palace where she had so calmly
and persistently played her part as a great lady of
Rome, harder still to go back to Egypt and rejoin
the clown whom she had accepted for her husband,
she began to make ready for the journey.

It was generally known that when the Dictator
came back from the campaign in Persia he would
celebrate their wedding and adopt the son that she
had given him. Certain malcontents declared that
to the supreme power, which now equalled that of
any king, Cesar would then add the royal %&eptre,
and that he was planning to found a far-reaching
empire, whose capital would be Alexandria. These
rumours disturbed the people; they wounded them
in their tenderest spot, their desire for the suprem-
acy of their beloved Rome. To threaten it with
diviston, with possible downfall, aroused the fiercest
passions of the multitude.

As usual, the responsibility for these evil schemes
fell on Cleopatra. The hatred of her was re-
doubled. Her enemies invented fantastic tales and
circulated the dreadful accusation that she sealed
her oaths with the avowal: “As surely as that one
day I shall rule Rome.” When they heard this the
wrath of the multitude overflowed. When her lit-
ter appeared in the street, there was a riot. On
every hand there were threats of compelling this
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Egyptian interloper to leave the country, of forcing
her to return to her own land of crocodiles!

These disrespectful speeches naturally came to
Cazsar's ears. They angered him more than the
criticisms of his own conduct. To dare to desecrate
the sacred one whom he had chosen! To approach
her with lack of reverence! It was not to be toler-
ated!  Alluding to a special group which had
oftended him, he exclaimed: *“You shall see the pen-
alty that I will inflict on those greasy, curly-pated
slanderers!”

He immediately summoned Timomachus, who for
the past month had been working on a statue of the
Queen, made of ivory overlaid with gold.

“How long will it take to finish that piece of
sculpture ?” he demanded.

The sculptor reflected, estimated the time needed
for the required incrustations of gold, which were
not even begun, and answered, awkwardly,

“Twenty years, at least.”

“I will give you three days,” declared the Dicta-
tor. “In three days I desire that statue to be placed
on its pillar in the temple of Venus.Genitrix.”

The autocratic temper of Casar, which frequently
hrought on violent crises owing to his delicate, over-
wrought nerves, was too well known for any one to
dare to oppose his wishes. The dedication of the
statue took place with great ceremony on the day
specified, and with rage in their hearts, priests,
noblemen, officers of all ranks were compelled to
bow before this new goddess who had invaded their
temple.

A little later, in order to see how far he could

B
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brave public opinion, Casar devised a new experi-
ment. It was at the festival of Lupercalia, a car-
nival lasting several days, during which the young
Patricians ran half naked through the streets, strik-
ing in jest the passers-by with leather thongs, under
pretext of bringing them good luck. In his posi-
tion of grand Pontiff, Czsar presided at the festival.
Seated in the Tribune, in a chair of gold and ivory,
he had Cleopatra by his side. After the earth had
been sprinkled with the blood of goats and dogs,
according to the customary rites, he was about to
withdraw, when Mark Antony, pushing his way
through the crowd, boldly offered him a diadem. At
this movement a murmur arose, like the sound of
the sea before a coming storm. Cesar felt that it
was not the moment for such a display and he turned
away. But, urged on by the Queen, who perhaps
was the original instigator of the comedy, Mark
Antony insisted on profiering the glittering crown.
The angry murmur increased; it sounded now as
though the wind were rushing through the waves.
Decidedly this was not an auspicious hour. With
a sterner gesture than before, a gesture which left
no room for doubt, Czsar threw back his head and
thrust aside the tempting jewel. All the world was
witness, he had refused to be crowned as King!

Many of the spectators, deceived by the scene
which had just taken place, applauded furiously.
Others, keenersighted, detected signs of a plot, and
said to each other: “Oh, no doubt he refuses to-day,
but only to accept more graciously when he shall
come back, bearing the standards of victory!” And
in dark corners conspirators began to gather.
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Spring was drawing near. It was about the
middle of the month consecrated to the god of War,
Blown by strong winds the tiny clouds scudded
across the faint blue sky. The quivering trees be-
gan to swell and the crests of the seven hills around
Rome were touched with vivid green. At their base
lay the city, shrouded in the dim evening light.
The clamour of the streets slowly died out and
silence reigned. It was the hour when, the day’s
work done, each was going to his own home. This
was the time when Casar, absorbed all day by his
preparations for war, was hastening toward the
dwelling of his beloved and beautiful mistress.

Seated near the window, from which she could
see him coming, Cleopatra was lost in dreams. A
few more days and they must part. While Cesar
was seeking fresh conquests through the Caspian
gates she would be once more on the borders of the
Nile. The coming separation made her anxious,
suggested painful isolation and unknown difficulties.
She was resigned, however, for she knew it was in-
evitable. 'Was not glory as necessary to rulers as
bread to the common people? Master of Persia,
Cwmsar would be lord of all. No human power
could then prevent them from carrying out their
plans. He would place her on the thrones of
Nineveh and Babylon, and proclaim her as his
lawful wife. Together they would build their
capital and this same Rome, which she had heard
roaring like an infuriated she-wolf whenever she
passed, would be compelled to receive her with ac-
clamation.

It was on these mighty visions, on this dream of



42 LIFE AND DEATH OF CLEOPATRA

Semiramis, that the dreadful thunderbolt of the Ides
of March was about to fall.

Morning had just come. Casar had left her
scarcely an hour before, and in leaving had crushed
her to his heart as though he would never let her
go. By one of those mysterious forebodings which
sometimes come in moments of decisive action and
which should never be ignored, she had tried to
detain him. “Why are you going so early? You
said you were tired. Stay here and rest.” But, no,
he was expected. For fear lest he be late Brutus
had sent Cassius to meet him, and, with no flinch-
ing of his traitor face, the latter had told him he
must make haste, that there were matters of grave
importance awaiting him in the Senate.

And it was there that the blow fell. A sudden
noise was heard. *‘Hark, what was that?' The
passers-by halted to ask what had happened. Sud-
denly the portico was filled with blanched faces.
There was a terrifying cry: “Caesar is assassinated!”
Wailing was heard on every side, but it was drowned
by the yells of the murderers, who, swords in hand,
surged around, shrieking: “We have avenged the
honour of the Republic!”

Horrified, not knowing what to believe, the peo-
ple scattered, like a river that had burst its dam, and
spread all over the city. In a moment the fright-
ful news reached all quarters of Rome. Disorder
and consternation reigned. ‘The shops were quickly
closed; each man hid his terror behind the shutters
of his house. All knew that an overwhelming dis-
aster had fallen on Rome and that others, many
others, were treading closely on its heels.
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To Cleopatra it meant the end of all her hopes.
A great black gulf seemed to open at her feet,
swallowing in its hungry depths her whole future.
The world was a desert.

Gangs of armed men ran along the shores of the
Tiber, waving batons surmounted by skull-caps, the
Roman symbol of liberty. They paused under the
windows of the royal palace. Fierce cries rang out
on the air of that fair spring morning.

“Down with the Egyptian woman! Put her to
death! Put her to death!” They were the same
voices that spring up the world over, in every age,
at the sign of revolution. Some attendants gathered
around the Queen, eager to defend her; but they
were too distracted to afford any certainty of pro-
tection.

Apollodorus, alone, whose stern commonsense
never deserted him in the most critical moments,
spoke quickly, and with authority:

“Your Majesty must quit this bloody town with-
out delay!”

But it was not in Cleopatra’s nature to yield to
threats, and she rebelled. Her instinct was to re-
sist this mob. Perhaps all was not yet lost. Casar
would surely have avengers. A party had already
formed, with Antony at its head. He had loved the
dead Cmsar, and would be likely to respect his
wishes, to recognize the young Ceasarion as his law-
ful son, the proper heir to.

This was only an illusion; an illusion which, if
persisted in, would be disastrous. In the prevail-
ing tumults neither the child nor his mother would
be safe. The cries grew louder. There was noth-
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ing to do but heed the counsel of Apollodorus. With
his ingenuity and affection he had already made all
necessary preparations for flight.

Through the same gardens, along dangerous
paths, surrounded by spies, the scene of four years
ago—when she had come, a2 persecuted girl, to
Cazsar for protection—was repeated, and Cleopatra,
heavily veiled, slipped out of the hostile city of
Rome.

As she journeyed on she felt sometimes almost
overwhelmed by the racking anguish of her heart.
It seemed as though the earth were giving way under
her feet. Horrer! Desolation! To be alone,
when so short a while before she had had the
Master of the World for her companion! The
thought made her dizzy. But at her breast was
the tiny head bearing the features of that master.
She pressed the child closer and kissed his smiling
mouth. No!l All was not lost. Hope was born
anew and courage came to bear her company.



I
ALEXANDRIA

TWO years had passed. From her capital,
whither she had returned crushed by the disaster
of the Ides of March, Cleopatra was still watching
the civil war which was destroying the Roman
world. That violent struggle, which was led alter-
nately by the murderers and the avengers of Cesar,
was 4 setles of brutal reverses. The feeling that
it Toused in her was not merely one of sentiment,
Grief for the great man who had loved her so
passionately, the desire to see his vile assassins pun-
ished, were mixed with grave political anxiety.

For nearly a century Egypt had been impossible
to govern. Restless, corrupt, sanguinary, it had
become a prey to the various pretenders to the
throne. To hold it together in any way, to utilize
the magnificent resources of its rich soil, to get rid
of the bands of pirates, deserters, and outlaws which
made up the larger part of its army, required a
stronger power than the Lagide possessed. Too
indolent to make any exertion, these dilettante sov-
ereigns had formed the habit of appealing to Rome
for ald whenever a new insurrection broke out.
Ptolemy the Piper, Cleopatra's father, had only
been able to secure his crown by bribing the Roman
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Senators; and as to Cleopatra, we know what means
she had used to regain her sceptre!

If the peace that she had restored seemed desir-
able, if she had been given credit fr: the temporary
prosperity of the country, there was also much dis-
content that these things had been accomplished at
the price of a scandal, and by an alliance which, at
any time, might change the ruling power and put
it in foreign hands.

Feeling herself deserted, surrounded by opposi-
tion, by plots, deprived of the troops, which, owing
to military reasons, had been removed to other
parts, the Queen had days of deep depression. She
was overwhelmed by her responsibilities, especially
when her ministers came with various accounts:
of a pest so terrible that the embalmers were unable
to care for the bodies of the dead; with sickening
tales of the corpses which lined the public highways:
again of famine, which for two successive seasons
had ravished the land; of the wasteful extravagance
of dishonest officials in charge of government affairs;
of the difficulties of administration which each and
every day brought forth. She was weary and often
went back in imagination to the days when the pas-
sion of a mighty conqueror had taken all care away,
and she had only to wave her ivory sceptre to have
any desire fulfilled.

What remained to-day of that ancient alliance?
It was Rome now that stood in need of aid. More-
over, she was invoking it, and in the present state of
discord each faction was, in turn, begging the sup-
port of Egypt’s fleet. If Cleopatra did not respond
to this appeal it was because she was uncertain which
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side would win. To which party would the Repub-
lic belong to-morrow? If the conspirators who had
murdered Cazsar were victorious, it was probable
that, shorn of power as it was, the kingdom of
Egypt, together with those of Greece, Syria, Gaul,
and Spain, as well as Mauritania, would become
merely colonies of Rome. If the other party, that
was loyal to Casar’s memory, were the winner, then
she could look for the consideration due her. Was
it not likely that the friends of Cesar, desirous of
carrying on the work that he had planned, would
guard the interests of the woman whom he had
named as his wife? Would they not protect the
child who bore his image? But who would be the
conquerors? Cleopatra was tormented with the
perpetual question; and the report of Cassius’ suc-
cess in Macedonia filled her with apprehension.

That was in the early autumn. Then came winter,
with its fogs and storms; navigation was suspended
and there was no further news from the battle-
fields.

The sight of Alexandria, filled as that city was
for her with memories and with forebodings,
plunged her into endless reveries. There the brim.
ming cup of joy had been handed her and she had
drunk her fill. Often at sunset, when the magic
purple light bathed the landscape, she would climb
to one of the terraces looking toward the Bruchium
and gaze upon the facades of shimmering gold.
How lovely it was, stretched under the fiery sky, at
the edge of the tawny beach; or lighted at night by
the giant torches of its watch-towers! How much
more beautiful it had grown in the decades since its
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founder had drawn the first plans and shaped its
boundaries, which lay around it like the folds of a
military cloak. The Queen of such a city might
well be proud. In whichever direction she looked
were many-coloured marbles, enamelied domes of
porcelain, triumphal arches, facades exquisitely
carved. On the crest of a small hill stood the
Pantheon, called in jest the Cage of the Muses. It
was here, according to ancient tradition which the
Lagide held in deepest reverence, that poets, sculp-
tors, musicians, and artists of all nations were ac.
corded a warm welcome, always provided they had
excelled in their art and were faithful worshippers
of Apollo.

Here, in the middle of the colonnade, stood the
famous Library—rich, even after the terrible fire,
in the possession of seven hundred thousand vol-
umes, and which held, among other precious treas.
urcs, the Septimus, that first translation of the
Bible into Greek, made by seventy-two learned
Egyptian Jews, under Ptolemy Philadelphus. Not
far distant, as though to scek the fountain of spirit-
ual nourishment, clustered the group of temples of
Serapis. This centre of learning, home of history,
philosophy, medicine, and mathematics, as well as
guardian of previous manuscripts, was in very truth
the light of the world, To-day, after two thousand
years, we are indebted to it for the preservation of
the life of Greek literature.

The instruction given there, the names of the
savants who taught, the methods employed, the ac-
curacy of the instruments, the very quality of the
papyrus furnished the students, all these were so



ALEXANDRIA 49

justly famous that wealthy people of all countries,
Rome, Athens, even distant Asiz, who had some
especially gifted son desired to send him there, that
he might bear the illustrious seal of having been 2
student at Alexandria.

Across the distance, to the wide avenues where
chariots, litters, cavalcades were thronging the broad
streets, Cleopatra was still gazing. She saw the
circuses, the theatres; the gymnasium, with the
crowd at its doors, reading the announcements; the
stadium, with its circling race-course; she looked at
the gigantic hippodrome, which twenty thousand
spectators could barely fill; at the widely scattered
temples which over-topped the houses, dominating
‘the other buildings by their mysterious grandeur,
and farther on, she saw, with a thrill of awe, the
Soma, that mausoleum where, in a crystal sarcoph-
agus, rested the repatriated body of her heroic an-
cestor,

Of these precious stones, of all this magnificence,
the Queen reckoned the worth, and with a fearful
pride asked herself: “Will all this be mine to-
morrow?’ Her mind revelled in the vastness of
her heritage; she regarded the inexhaustible valley,
watered by the divine river; she thought of the
thirty thousand towns which from north to south
reared their noble ramparts; of Bubastos, where the
goddess of love reigned; of Memphis, sleeping at
the base of her pyramids; of Thebes, the Holy City;
of Hermonthis, called the glory of two heavens; of
Edfu, rich in antique treasures. Farther on, she
saw, in imagination, those southern regions which
produce granite and spices; the legendary vineyards,
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where each cluster of grapes was so heavy that two
men were needed to carry it to the wine-press. She
went back to that enchanted island whose perfumed
paths bore the traces of her footsteps, near to those
of her lover. Her old-time confidence returned
and she cried: “No, my Egypt! sacred land of Osiris
and of Ra, you who fill the granaries of the earth
and reverently protect your dead! Garden of palms
and of vines! Shore where the holy ibis seeks
cooling drink, never shall you be a slave!”

And Cleopatra was right. Success was in sight.
A decisive victory had just been gained by Casar's
avengers, Pirates, escaped from Naxos, had
brought the good tidings. Brutus, then Casstus,
had been defeated in the plains of Philippi, and
each had taken his life with the blade which their
treacherous hands had plunged in the blood of their
benefactor; thus was justice done.

Cleopatra took fresh courage. New light came
into her life, overshadowed since that fatal morn-
ing in March. Although still wrapped in mist, the
future was no longer an opaque and indistinguish-
able mass of blackness. A certain harmony pre-
vailed between it and the past. Rome emerged
from the gloom. Freed from the conspirators, she
might once more become a valuable ally.

Meanwhile, the Queen, faithful to the tradition
of her ancestors, who had squandered fortunes in
amusing the populace, ordered elaborate entertain-
ments, beginning with religious ceremonies, accom-
panied by sacrifices. Was it not fitting to give
thank-offerings to the gods who had just punished
the hateful perpetrators of that deadly crime?
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The people of Alexandria welcomed every oppor-
tunity for a festival. If their city was famous for
its university, for the learned men who came there
daily to give lectures, it was also a centre of dissi-
pation; rich in every variety of entertainment, vi-
brating with the sheer joy of living. The enormous
fortunes which were made there had produced un-
limited luxury. For gaiety of all kinds, banquets,
dances, races, theatres, orgies of love and wine,
it was without a rival.

The fame of the Alexandrian festivals was far-
spread. Wherever they were announced, at Bu-
bastos, or at Pelusium, along the Syrian or Cilician
coasts, eager throngs came to mingle with the popu-
lace, From day-break, along the broad promenades
of the modern quarters, as well as in the overgrown
alleys of the old Rhakotis, there were swarms of
noisy people.

The many-coloured costumes, the variety of com-
plexions, dark and fair, olive and amber, indicated
the hurly-burly of the cosmopolitan town. The ac-
tive life of its harbour, filled with all sorts of beauty
and splendour, from the Pillars of Hercules to the
entrance of the Indus; the varlous spectacles, the
museums, the fabulous Nile, where flower-laden
barges went up and down day and night; the prim-
itive debauchery, to which Greek culture had added
every possible refinement, all these whetted curiosity
and made the diversions of the metropolis inex-
haustible.

On one hand a high-shouldered native, his loins
girded with bright-coloured cloths, led an ass laden
with leathern bottles; another was driving a wheat-
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cart; there, a sunburned, withered sailor dragged
his net; yonder soldiers marched, whose imposing
appearance attracted the crowd. Men from all
countries and of all races were gathered together
there.

Greeks predominated, recognizable, under their
palliums, by their athletic suppleness; there were
Romans with their bronze masks, and Gauls, whose
blue eyes and close-fitting woollen tunics contrasted
strangely with the heavy lidded Asiatics, whose
flowing, embroidered robes swept the dust.

The different nationalities of the women were
even more conspicuous, owing to their curious coif-
fures; some wore the hair loose, others made it into
curls on either side of their cheeks: and still others,
as the girls from Ephesus, fastened it with golden
pins, intertwined with flowers and leaves.

Vast numbers of nomads, usually restricted to the
suburbs, added to the throngs in the streets, for the
police were ordered to be tolerant on the féte days.
Save on the Royal Way, which was reserved ex-
clusively for the official cortéges, Arabs were al-
lowed to wander at will, leading, by a cord passed
through a nose.ring, one or more camels, whose
air of indescribable dignity dominated the crowd.
There were Jews, who carried bags of money hid-
den in their shabby, black caftans; Ethiopians and
Kaffirs, with baskets of figs and citrons balanced on
their crimped heads.

Mingling in this mob, strolling about in couples,
were lazy little working-girls, attracted by the clap-
trap inducements of fortune-tellers, watching the
acrobats who, standing on their heads, swallowed
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swords; or pausing to gaze at the light and wiry
jugglers leaping in and out of the encircling flames.
There were loafers everywhere, seeking amusement;
children in danger of being crushed by the crowd;
even ladies of rank, who, diverted by the street-
shows, had left their litters, and were closely fol-
lowed by their slaves to protect them from being
jostled.

But everyone had to contend with the general dis-
order and each was in danger of being hustled or
even beaten down. Theocritus has left us a vivid
sketch describing a scene at one of these popular
festivals between two young women from Syracuse.
One of them, Gorga, is visiting her friend. She
arrives all out of breath.

" Praxinoa! give me a chair, quick! Put a cushion in it
How my heart is thumping! T thought I never should find
you. You live so far away, and what a crowd there is to
get through!”

Praxinoa listened while she finished dressing, Her maid,
Eunce, brought her water, soap, and the key of her big chest.
She took out a hat and dress and added the last touches to her
costume,

Gorga: “How becoming the long, plaited effect of that dress
is! Was it very expensive?”

Praxinoa: “Ah! don't speak of it! It cost more than two
mines of pure silver, to say nothing of the time it took to make
it up.”

After some grumbling about their husbands, and instructions
to the Phrygian attendant to look after the baby and to keep
the dog shut up, the two women leave the house, As soon as
the door is closed Praxinoa cried: *Ye gods, what a rabble!
What shall we do? How can we walk? And here come the
soldiers! Look at the cavalry! Nothing frightens me so
much as horses. Gorga! Look at that chestnut mare kickingl”
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Gorga: “Never mind, it’s going back in line now!"

They push ahead through the surging crowd. But the sensi-
tive Praxinoa 1s all confused. “Give me your hand,” she calls
to Gorga. “And Eunoe, you hold on to Eutyclus. Let us keep
close together lest we lose each other.”

In spite of these precautions they were soon forced apart by
the mob. “How unlucky I am!” exclaimed Praxinca; her
pretty plaited dress had been trodden under foot by a passing
man, She called angrily aftcr him: “By Jupiter, be careful if
vou don't want me to. .

But the offender was a gallant man. Instead of being rude
he apologized and helped Praxinoa to arrange her disordered
gown. ‘““Take courage, lady, you are out of danger now!”
Praxinoa thanked him, with the gratitude of a person who has
just been rescued: “Kindly stranger, how can I express my
appreciation of your help and protection?” Just here she
caught sight of Gorga, and the two friends fell into each
other’s arms.

“I have been looking everywhere for you, Gorgal”

“And 1 for you, Praxinoal!” they proceeded to discuss their
mishaps.

Praxinoa: “See, my dress is all torn!”

Gorga: “So is my cloak. What will my husband say?”

Arm in arm they walked along the road to the edge of the
Bruchium where the banquet is being prepared.

“Is it much farther?” they demanded of an old womar.

“Alas, yes, my children!”

“At least it will be an easy matter to get in?”

The old woman, who knew her Homer, teased them: ' "With
strenuous cfforts the Greeks entered Troy.” 1f you take encugh
trouble, my fair maids, you may reach your goal!”

There was a sudden flourish of trumpets. It was
the signal for the procession to start. It filed by,
solemn, unending, with the musicians at its head,
half-naked cymbal players clanging their shining
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disks; cithern players, who sounded rings strung on
metal threads; men, striking with sycamore sticks
the wild asses’ skins stretched over round drums
hanging from their necks.

At a certain distance, intended to indicate the
difference between them and what was merely hu-
man, the cortége of priests appeared. The trumpet
players had already commanded silence and with
reverent interest the spectators gazed at the horo-
scope casters, who could reveal the future; the
hieroglyphic readers; prophets with long beards,
who burned incense in little brass boxes; priests,
whose duty 1t was to offer to faithful worshippers
the images of the gods. Raising their gilded staffs,
some would balance the standards by their painted
ends; others, accompanied them in chariots; amid
the general exultation, and before the staring eyes
of the crowd, filed the mysterious figures of Apis,
Hathor, the Bull; of the grimacing Toth, of Horus,
in his sparrow-hawk mask, of Anubis, the god of
Death, all expressing unknown power. There were
great shoutings and cries as these images passed, for
all believed in the might of this blind matter, all
believed in its power of conferring an infinite de-
gree of strength on the suppliant.

Between two rows of soldiers the High Priest at
last was seen advancing. He was a very old man
and leaned on a cane. A long, hyacinth-coloured
veil covered his hands and his face, which no pro-
fane glance was allowed to desecrate. He alone
was admitted to private conference with the god,
who presently, through his mouth, would reveal the
oracle. After him came the priestesses, young,
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pure, dressed entirely in white, their pointed fingers
balancing the stems of lotus-lowers. Then followed
the conjurers, with their quivering torches; the bell
ringers; the bird catchers, who, on their batons
daubed with glue, held the sacred fowls. Then
came the beggars, exposing their infirmities; the
vendors of sacred images, of scarabs, of amulets;
the inevitable commercial tail that always drags
behind wherever man raises up a god to be adored.
And 2l this tide of incongruous beings, this turbu-
lent collection of races, of passions, of divers in-
terests, advanced in order, marching with even step
toward the fascinating goal, which yonder against
the azure sky, resplendent and sacred, called to
them all alike to come: the temple of Serapis.

Built on the model of the old temples of the gods,
this sanctuary, uniting all forms of worship, was the
most noted in Egypt. The princely sums with
which it was endowed served continually to augment
its power, and only the most famous monuments
of the Roman Capitol could compare with its mighty
structure. One hundred steps led up to the entrance.
Its portal was guarded by a line of sphinxes of im-
posing majesty; and along its sides, from arches of
yellow and vermilion, light streamers floated in the
wind.

As they approached the entrance the students of
the different colleges took their places along the
portico, according to their rank. Some stood in the
empty spaces between the rows of columns and, thus,
little by little, the building was filled, peopled with
human forms which, in their immobility, resembled
groups of statues.
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Suddenly there was a commotion. Everyone
turned toward a light which shone above the crowd.
A herald announced “The Queen!” Magnificent,
surrounded by a glittering guard, on her way, one
would have said, to a heavenly kingdom, Cleopatra
appeared, borne on a shield. Seeing her thus, so
innocent, in a sheath of silver which encircled her as
though she were a graven image, with her knees
bent, her elbows close to her sides, her eyes raised
to the sky, it was not possible to believe the evil
tales about her. She was no longer the woman, but
the august daughter of kings; a priestess, who, in
another moment, would be in the presence of a god.
Four slaves waved immense fans of peacocks’
feathers above her head, and at her feet, like a
cushion, a panther lay.

While the temple slaves attended to the slaughter
of the victims, whose warm entrails were smoking
on the slope, a young poet-singer, his zither hanging
from his shoulder, advanced and, after bowing to
the multitude, began chanting the praises of the
Queen. “Thy hair is like a sweet-smelling plant.
Thy hands are the palms of love. Thy brow is like
a moon coming out from behind a cloud. Thine
eyes, with their shining lashes, are two summer bui-
terflies. Thy teeth have the brilliancy of a siream,
running between two banks bordered with roses and
peonies.” And after each verse, a chorus of virgins
would take up the refrain: “Hail to thee, O resplen-
dent daughter of Amoun-Ral”

The moment for the burnt.offerings had come.
Erect now, her shoulders covered with the mantle
of Isis, white as wheat, followed by the priests and
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the chief dignitaries, Cleopatra stepped over the sill
of the temple, and the enormous door, behind which
crouched the terrifying watch-dog of granite, with
his triple head of wolf, jackal, and lion, was closed.
In the farthest corner, behind great columns, cov-
ered with hieroglyphics explaining the destiny of
the human soul, stood a Serapis of marble and of
gold. Ruling deity in whom was combined the an-
tique Kronos, together with the Zeus of the Greeks
and the Jupiter of the Latins, Serapis was the na-
tional god. He was believed to be omnipotent. It
was to him that the Egyptians looked for glory,
health, and riches; from him came their faith in
the mighty powers of the waters of the Nile. His
figure was three times the height of man and serene
majesty was written on his features. His beard
spread over his knees, abundant and shining; the
seal of kings was on his forehead; his hands were
extended with 2 gesture that seemed to embrace the
whole world. By a skilful arrangement the light,
coming in from above, fell on his enamelled lips,
and this single ray produced the effect of a kiss from
heaven, and gave his worshippers the illusion that
he was speaking.

Before this colossal statue the sacrificial table was
spread. The signs of the Zodiac were engraved on
its huge circumference. In the centre was burning
oil, and side by side with the blood of the victims
were precious vases holding wine and wheat, the
water of the Nile, and the seven perfumes most
agreeable to the god. While the High Priest in-
clined toward the flame, pouring out the offerings
that the fire might devour them, the Queen pros-
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trated herself before the altar. She pleaded, she
implored: “Q mighty god, all-powerful god, whom
the winds obey, be favourable to my prayers. Lib-
erate thy healing waters, let their abundance flow
over Egypt and make her fertile. Let no sedition
breed in her cities, nor alien enemy come to destroy
her troops. May her people be loyal to her and
protect her with foot-soldiers armed with arrows,
and with horsemen in shining armour."

Absorbed in the mysterious rites in the temple, all
hearts were beating furiously. It was the moment
when the omens would become wvisible; and, as
though a single soul, a single voice, the multitude
united in the prayer of its sovereign. Moved by
an unconquerable faith she repeated the words of
supplication: “O mighty god, god whom the winds
obey, liberate the still waters!”

The smoke cleared away, the cedar doors of the
temple reopened, and the Queen reappeared. She
was very pale. Under her sparkling necklaces her
bosom was heaving. Her large eyes were gazing
far off, beyond earthly things, into that region of
prophecy whither her prayer had ascended. What
had she seen there? What had she heard? What
communication from the oracle did the High Priest
have to bring? Three blasts of the trumpet an-
nounced that the Queen was about to speak. She
came to the edge of the first step, and her voice,
sweet as a flute, pronounced these words:

“May the name of Serapis be praised! His mercy
is upon us. He promises glory and prosperity to
Egypt. On your seed the Nile will spread her
blessed waters and will make your wheat to swell!”
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A tremendous clamour arose. From the thou-
sands of throats it swelled like the roar of a hurri-
cane. With enthusiasm, with an almost insane
gratitude, as though the miracle had already taken
place, thanks began to pour forth.

With a gesture like that of Neptune when he bids
the floods be still, the Queen commanded silence.
She had not yet finished speaking.

“The goodness of Serapis,” she said, “surpasses
our hopes. He loves Egypt; he wishes for it great-
ness and prosperity. From him will come a war-
rior whose sword cannot know defeat.”

A new burst of enthusiasm arose, which this time
nothing could suppress. It was a general delirium,
a reaching out toward joy, toward that great un-
known happiness which the mass as well as the in-
dividual expects from the future.

The shield was again lowered. The Queen
climbed up lightly, barely touching the three ivory
steps of the wooden stool, then, with the fans wav-
ing above her head, the panther crouching at her
feet, she took again the road leading to the palace.
Shouts, flowers, and palms greeted her on every
side, but she did not seem to see any of these things.

Lost in a world of thought, she was dreaming her
own dreams. However skeptical she might have
felt, she had been impressed by the words of the
High Priest. Would a warrior really come? And
if he did, who would he be? A name came to her
mind. With curious persistence, past memories be-
gan to fill her fancy. Some details, almost forgot-
ten, came back to her. One evening, neatly three
years before, in the villa on the banks of the Tiber;
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the conversation between Casar and Trebonius had
grown dull. The question had come up as to
whether the committees would meet again or be
abolished from the concourse. Suddenly the door
was flung open and Mark Antony entered. It was
2 new life that came in. He was laughing; his hair
fell over his forehead; his shoulders, cut like those
of his ancestor, Hercules, were strong enough to
carry the Nemean lion. His presence impregnated
the atmosphere of the room with youth, with warm,
glowing exuberance, and straightway Cleopatra had
felt his covetous eyes fall on her, with that look
which a woman always understands. How often
since that first evening she had felt that same look,
that frank admission on the part of the man that
he was no longer master of himself. And another
evening, when they had been left alone for 2 mo-
ment, she had felt the warm touch of his lips on
her shoulder. Her surprise and embarrassment
had been so great that, wishing to conceal them, she
had sought refuge in flight. Since then he had been
more reserved; but if he did not speak, if his man-
ner were constrained, it was because his loyalty to
Cesar had put a seal upon his lips. How would
he have dared do otherwise? And Cleopatra,
though fully aware of his feeling, how would she
have received an avowal of his love? Undoubtedly
Cazsar's exalted position restrained his inferior
officer, who owed everything to him, from trespass-
ing on forbidden ground; just as it prevented Cleo-
patra from yielding to any passing fancy. How-
ever tempting the athletic beauty of Mark Antony,
glory was her chief ambition. She would let noth-
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ing stand in the way of that. But to-day death had
changed everything. Mark Antony stood in Cesar’s
place; he had no master for a rival. Could it be
that?he was the saviour whom the god had prom-
ised? :

Weary of her widowhood, a flood of hope, at
this thought, swept over her heart. She wanted to
be alone to give herself up to these dreams.

The sun had just set, and a crescent of silver was
visible in the evening sky. One by one the high
lamps, planted like trees along the avenues, shone
out. Delicate, rose-coloured illuminations began
to sparkle along the edges of the houses, where they
hung like fruit among the thin branches of the plane
trees, If the festivals of the daylight had been
rich and attractive, the evening decorations satis-
fied the sensuous taste. The Queen had given
orders that no expense be spared to give gen-
eral pleasure. The fountains at the palace doors
ran red with wine, and on the long tables in the
inner courts, which led from the stables to the
kitchen, meats, pastries, and cheese were served to
the public. Order was carcfully preserved and,
after getting their portions, the people were com-
pelled to move on. Many went to the theatres,
where free performances were given; others pre-
ferred to linger by the street-shows, watching the
farces; others wound up the evening’s entertainment
in some of the notorious resorts of the Rhakotis.

While the common people amused themselves
thus, herded together in an atmosphere of dust
and sweat, the rich people, to whom every day was
a holiday, entertained themselves in a less vulgar
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manner. Many, at the hour of supper, left the
crowded part of the city to linger along the aristo-
eratic avenues on the west side of the great capital,
which seemed half asleep among their silent gardens.

A group of perfumed dandies stopped before a
dwelling, small, but of charming proportions, sur-
rounded by pine trees. A slave came out to open
the gate. Crossing the vestibule, where a fountain
was playing, they were introduced into a hall lined
from floor to ceiling by thousands of rolls of
papyrus. It was the library where Polydemus, who
had made a fortune in perfumes, delighted to re-
ceive his guests. Those whom he had invited this
evening belonged to various circles of society; for
it was his pleasure that in his home all subjects
should be discussed and all the topics of the day
be passed upon freely. Exceptin art, where he had
a preference for the Greek style, he was liberal-
minded, and so unprejudiced that he did not hesi-
tate to bring together men of opposing views.
Consequently he numbered among his guests Apol-
lodorus, the secretary of the Queen, whose devotion
to her was well known; Demetrius, the lieutenant,
who had fought him under Achillas; Sati, a Theban
of ancient family, who was wedded to the old tradi-
tions and objected to all foreign influence; rhetori-
cians, noted for their Athenian culture; financiers
and artists; philosophers, as little likely to hold the
same views on any one subject as are men of political
bent,

Behind drawn curtaing the hall was brilliantly
lighted. Between the delicate columns, busts of
Homer, Pindar, Zeno, and Epicurus rested on
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bronze pedestals; and, alternating with them, as
though to thank these great men for their indul-
gence, stood graceful statues of women.

The guests reclined on couches, placed around
a table which was adorned with silver and painted
pottery. In the middle stood an alabaster bowl,
surrounded by branches of rose-bushes, some of
which, as though too heavy to bear their own weight,
fell in garlands on the snow-white table-cover. As
soon as the banqueters were comfortably settled the
first course was served. Eels from Lake Mareotis,
just outside Alexandria, covered with a sauce fla-
voured with caraway seed; congers, fried in butter;
roe, in tiny casseroles.

Then began the genera! conversation, trivial at
first, turning on the happenings of the day. One
guest commented on the passing processions, which
had never been better managed; another on the
sumptuous banquets which were being served at the
Bruchium; this one praised the marvellous circus,
where two hundred beasts and twenty gladiators had
been slaughtered; that one called the attention of
the guests to the wonderful illuminations which, seen
through the open windows, were reddening the skies
above the city.

Apollodorus took advantage of these various
comments to dwell upon the gracious generosity of
the Queen, who was always eager to afford happi-
ness to her people.

“Hail to Cleopatral” responded the artists, who
were being entertained in the halls of the Paneum.

*Hail to the beloved of the gods!”

“Glory to her who is 2 delight to our eyes!”
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“Drink to her who brings light to our minds!”

But, as always, this very praise aroused contro-
versy. Lf the young Queen had passionate admirers,
especially among the younger men who, impressed
by her beauty and intelligence, were led to expect
great things, there were others, grave and sedate
men, who were shocked by her audacity. From the
time of her liaison with Casar they had criticized
her lack of dignity. There were even suspicions in
regard to the recent death of her young brother, and
hostile queries as to what part she might have had
in 1it.

This evening the wanton extravagance of the pres-
ent fétes came under discussion, and the air was full
of unfriendly criticism. It was no time to spend
money recklessly when a severe famine was devas-
tating the land. Some, who had noticed certain
affectations of taste and manner, which Cleopatra
had shown since her return from Italy, were fierce
in their condemnation of her.

That very day, disdainful of the old ceremony
with the Pschent, surmounted by the sacred Urzus,
a ceremony at which kings and queens from time im-
memorial had covered their hair with the ancient
headdress, Cleopatra had substituted a diademl
And on that ornament, which concealed her temples
and forehead, the respecters of the old Egyptian
tradition had been horrified to see the itmage of
Minerva instead of that of Isis, worn by her who
was supposed to be the priestess of ILsis.

Sati deplored these conditions. “It is the first
time that a sovereign of ours has treated an ancient
custom with contempt!”
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When the sculptor Nicias remarked that this
diadem, which revealed the nape of her neck, was
most becoming to her delicate profile, the venerable
Theban rebuked him:

“So far from favouring them the Queen should
be the first to discourage these foreign fashions.”

This objection was not surprising from a man
who still wore the old national tunie, held in place
by a belt with floating ends, and whose curled beard
reached nearly to his waist.

Apollodorus observed smilingly that it seemed
scarcely worth while to lay so much stress on the
matter of a coiffure.

The subject, unluckily, was not so trivial as the
devoted secretary wished to represent. He was not
unaware of the state of things, and in these criti-
cisms he saw plainly the attitude of those who, hav-
ing suffered from the effects of the Roman invasion,
were all too ready to reproach the Queen for having
brought it about. He desired in every way to lay
stress on her loyalty to her people.

Unfortunately, the former lieutenant of Achillas
chose that moment to recall all that the invasion had
cost Egypt: two years of war, the destruction of
the fleet, a great part of their priceless library
wiped out by fire. .

The latter memory was particularly painful to
the thoughtful men, for they loved books and nat-
urally deplored the irreparable loss of their coun-
try’s treasures. Was this splendid banquet to turn
to vinegar in their mouths?

As though pricked by a spur Polydemus turned
the talk to other subjects. Pointing to the satin.
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wood shelves, where lay thousands of rolls of
papyrus, he announced that he was leaving them in
his will to the city of Alexandria, and that therc
were many rare copies among them of which he was
the sole possessor, and that these would replace the
specimens which had been so unfortunately de-
stroyed by fire.

This generous gift was warmly appreciated. The
friends of this good citizen congratulated him on his
public spirit, and unanimously expressed the hope
that the promised legacy would not come to them
for many years.

The second course of the banquet was now served.
A huge copper basin was brought in, containing a
whole sheep, whose flesh was still crackling; then
come a platter, embellished with various dressings,
on which was a giant goose still decked in his coat of
feathers, whose stomach was stuffed with snipe.
These delicacies were carved in the twinkling of an
eye, the guests who were nearest the host being
served first. They used silver spatula and chiselled
spoons. The light from the flaring torches made the
table shine like gold. The perfume of the roses was
so strong that the food seemed flavoured with it.
For a few moments the guests were absorbed in the
consumption of the epicurean delicacies and silence
reigned. There was no sound save the flitting steps
of the slaves as they passed to and fro.

Suddenly one of the slaves announced that a vessel
had just entered the harbour, with an important
messenger on board. Just what his errand was no
one as yet knew, in fact, nothing would be known
until the next day. There were, however, grave
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rumours, and serious happenings were said to be
going on at Rome. A shiver ran around the table.
The Egyptians, always suspicious concerning Rome
and her schemes, already felt the entangling meshes
of the net which perhaps in another twenty-four
hours would hold them captives. What might this
news be? What horrors, what scandals, were yet
in store? For the past two years the Forum had
been nothing more than a nest of bandits, and the
echo of its evil brawls was constantly in their ears.

Polydemus, anxious that there should be no sec-
ond disturbance at his supper, expressed the hope
that with the triumph of the Casarian party an era
of peace and order would be established. But there
was an outcry from his guests. What order, what
justice could be expected from people who, although
fighting for the same cause, had never ceased to
destroy each other? No one referred to Lepidus;
his very mediocrity protected him from criticism.
But what of Antony? Of Octavius? Which of
these was the greater villain? In the hubbub of
noisy speeches each gave himself up to reciting the
various sensational acts which witnesses, or writers,
had handed on to him.

“While performing his sacred daties a priest was
told he was to be banished and sought refuge,” said
Eudoxos. “Too late! Before he could cross the
sill of the Tribunal, a centurion stabbed him.”

Lycon declared that mothers, to save themselves,
shut their doors against their own sons who were
suspected of treason; that daughters did not hesi-
tate to tell where their fathers were concealed.

Even little children, according to another, were
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no longer safe. One child, on its way to school,
had been seized by an executioner and slaughtered
before the eyes of its parents.

“Remember, above all else, the brutal assassina-
tion of Cicero,” cried the rhetorician, Antipus, who
had made a journey to Rome expressly to hear the
voice of that great orator.

“That was an unpardonable crime,” agreed one
of his colleagues, “and it will leave a lasting stain
on the name of Mark Antony!”

Apollodorus, who the moment before had been
praising the latter, in order to protect the Queen,
now tried to throw the odium of this assassination
on Octavius, He was chiefly to blame; the friend
of Cicero, he, like a white-livered coward, and with-
out a single qualm, had given Cicero into the hands
of the murderers. He whom, only a few days be-
fore, Cicero had pressed to his heart and called his
son !

A shiver of disgust ran around the table as though
a serpent had appeared in the room. Again the
talk turned on Mark Antony. In spite of his mis-
doings, he at least, with the coarse tunic that he put
on when he went to drink with the soldiers and the
women of the town, with his sword slung over his
shoulder and his chariot drawn by lions, accom-
panied by the courtesan Cytheris, was amusing. A
voice was even heard praising him, for a brave man
will always find someone to stand up for him.

The philosopher, Lycon, though a professed cynic,
recalled that at the moment when the conspirators
were still waving their swords, when Octavius was
in hiding, and when terror prevailed throughout
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Rome, Mark Antony had had the courage to insist
on a proper funeral for Cesar and had stood before
the body of his benefactor and fearlessly proclaimed
his virtues.

But this praise aroused little enthusiasm. The
group of distinguished men of letters had no in-
terest in a boor like Antony whose valour was simply
that of the battle-field,

The diatribe that the sculptor Nicias hurled
against the Romans met the popular sentiment. If
the invasion of these barbarians continued, what
would become of the present civilization? He had
just come from Corinth and knew that many of the
splendid buildings had already been destroyed.
Greece was a mass of ruins,. What was to be ex-
pected if these things continued?

The supper was over at last. The creams and
pastries gave forth a delicious odour of wild honey.
The citrons were all the more refreshing after the
highly spiced dishes of the repast. The rare wines
had increased in exquisite bouquet with each course.
After the cider and mead, the delicate, violet-
flavoured wines of Pheenicia were served, then the
warm liqueurs of Spain. There were also the cele-
brated Gallic wines, clear and sparkling, well cal-
culated to drive away all manner of depression.

The conversation turned on women. It was not
usual for them to be absent from the banquets at
Polydemus’s house; but this evening, thosc that he
had invited, chiefly celebrated courtesans, for he
was unmarried, had had engagements elsewhere.
The younger men, who were devoted to horse-
racing, had taken Faustina and Leah to the stadium
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to see their horses run. Chloris could not leave
Naudres, that noted actor, on the evening when,
shod with buskins and with trumpet-like voice, he
played his famous réle of Orestes; a banquet at
Gauthene’s had attracted Moussaria and Trophena,
for they knew that the two sons of the banker Rupin
would be there as well as the heir of the richest
ship-owner of Ephesus. A number had preferred
to keep their evening free that they might stroll
along the Heptastadium, for a night such as this
afforded every chance of meeting open-handed gal-
lants.

The older men agreed that a supper was fully as
agreeable without women, and Satl declared that
their presence was often a drawback to interesting
conversation.

“Is that on account of their modesty?"” inquired
Lycias, who loved his joke.

“They cannot talk of anything but love,” sighed
the banker in a bored tone.

The poet, Melanis, who up to then had said noth-
ing, raised his voice in protest. “‘Even though the
hour and place were not especially consecrated to
love, was it not permissible to evoke its charming
images 7"’ he demanded.

“For my part,” declared the leutenant, “I don’t
think there’s any sense in discussing such things.”

Just at that moment, the cup-bearer appeared,
bringing, with great care, an amphora. It contained
a marvellous Cyprian wine, one of those rare vin-
tages which the lips approach with reverence., Many
of the men declared that nothing so delicious had
ever tickled their palates.
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“Q wine! Golden fountain that reflects the sun!
Flagon that the generous gods have spilled on the
carth to rejoice the hearts of menl!” exclaimed the
young Melanis, in a burst of improvisation,

Taking advantage of the general good humour
that the wine had created, Apollodorus reminded
the company that if Cyprus were once more a2 prov-
ince of Egypt, and if its wines came into Alexandria
free of duty, it was to Cleopatra that they owed the
credit.

“That s very true,” said Polydemus. ‘“The res-
toration of this province was really a gift from
Cazsar to the Queen.”

This reference to the wine produced a spirit of
good-will, and those who had been criticizing Cleo-
patra most scverely now raised their glasses in her
honour, and the master of the house was pleased
to see the supper, which angry arguments had sev-
eral times threatened to spoil, end in good humour.

About eleven o'clock the slaves withdrew and the
dancers, with attendant musicians, appeared under
the peristyle. They were twelve young girls of
pure Egyptian descent, whose type is still preserved
and known to us to-day as the Gypsy.

At the sound of the five-stringed lyre their lithe
bodies began to sway. The figures that they
formed, first approaching, then retreating, turning
to join hands and then withdraw again, were not
so much a dance, as a game between nymphs and
their pursuing satyrs. This first movement was
soon succeeded by livelier frolics, Tambourines
and castanets resounded. The legs of the dancers,
which until then had only bent and moved grace-
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fully, had an irresistible impetus. At the same
moment black eyes shot lightning glances from un«
der blue-white lids; there was a wave of sound, heels
clicked, and rings clanged together. A whirl of
bare flesh was visible through the slit tunics, bent-
over backs straightened wy., trms, interlaced like
branches, unwound themselves abruptly.

Now delightfully voluptuous, now urged on by
the wild music, the dancing continued far into the
night. The older men, stupefied by the heavy meal
and the abundant flow of wine, soon grew drowsy;
but the younger ones, who had been somewhat bored
during the long-drawn-out repast, were now waked
to feverish excitement. With 2 kind of intoxica-
tion they followed the women's gestures, which
seemed to parody love before their eyes, making it
waver, come forward, then, in a flash, rise and tri-
umph in an ecstatic embrace.

The roses were fading in the alabaster vases.
The torches, one by one, flickered and went out.
The pale dawn was creeping through the parted
curtaing, as the banqueters took leave of their
gracious host, expressing appreciation of his kindly
hospitality.

Apollodorus, whose duties at the Bruchium began
very carly, had no time to return to his own home,
which was far out on the road toward Sais. There
was a chance, however, for him to walk off the last
fumes of the Cyprian wine.

The city was deserted. Silence reigned, but the
flagstones seemed still vibrating from the tread of
countless feet. Here and there lay withered gar-
lands, side by side with various lost objects, bite of
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draggled silk and other débris, which had been part
of the evening's vanities. The abandoned halls,
these cast-off trifles, brought a certain sadness to
Apollodorus as he recallcd the discussions at Poly-
demus’s table. They were rebellious, dissatisfied.
hard to control, these subjects of Cleopatra, and
how evident was the feeling of enmity against her.
There were parties ready at any moment to band
together and bring about one of those revolutions
which her ancestors had ceaselessly combated; and
what countless traps had already been set for her!
He remembered the day when he sailed in 2 fishing
boat to seek her on the beach at Canopus. But
then a mighty power sheltered her, worked for her.
To-day, alone, criticized on every side, opposed,
would she have sufficient strcngth'\’ .

His mind filled with these mlsglvmgs, Apollo-
dorus found himself at the door of the palace. In
the misty morning light, the delicate architecture,
with its multitude of supporting columns, seemed
almost aérial. He was astounded to see the Queen
standing on one of the terraces. Her hair was
loosened and her scarf was waving in the breeze.
He learned that just as her women were preparing
her for bed a courier had arrived and she had had
a long conference with him. At its close she had
shown keen delight. ‘“There are times when life is
too beautiful to lose any moment of it in sleep,”
she had said when her attendants had begged her to
rest for a while. Left alone, she had unrolled the
script which confirmed the message that had just
come to her.

The tidings recorded were so many and so unex-
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pected that she was compelled to go over them two
or three times, and then to repeat them to herself.
This much, at least, was true: reconciled by their
victory, the avengers of Cesar had formed a new
Triumvirate. The world was in their hands.
They had divided it, or rather, Mark Antony, the
only champion to fight and conquer Octavius (who,
ill and quaking in his tent, had awaited him with
chattering teeth) had divided it, according to his
own liking. He gave the control of barbarous Gaul
and a part of Italy, ruined and still racked by
threats of revolution, to his wretched associate;
Lepidus, who had not even taken any part in the
war, had Spain (which was always on the eve of in-
surrection) and the African provinces assigned to
him; and Mark Antony, supreme arbitrator and the
worshipped leader of thirty-two legions, the hero
before whom all knees were bent, claimed for his
share of the spoils the mighty Orient, always de-
sired, always coveted on account of its riches.

So, the words of the god had not been in vain.
The sacred promise had been fully carried out. She,
Cleopatra, would have an ally as powerful as Cesar,
and one whom she would have chosen above all
others.

As things now stood all lay within her grasp.
The past had taught her that a woman like herself
could make of such a man, of such a great man,
whatever she desired. 'Was not this the moment to
put her experience to the test, to try with another
that fortune which before had played her false?
The flood of hope rose quickly. It came from the
depths of her being, like a magic stream, washing
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away her grief in a single wave. The future, full
of beautiful vistas, spread out before her. The
walls of her room seemed to eramp her vision and
she went out on the terrace. Night was almost
gone. A mist of silver floated between the sea and
sky. A sudden light gleamed through the haze, the
horizon was transfused with rose-coloured clouds,
and through the limpid light shot the gold and scar.
let rays of the rising sun.
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MARK ANTONY

IN THE accounts written by the admirers of

Casar Augustus, Mark Antony is depicted as a
combination of all the vices. His adversaries un-
doubtedly had good grounds for denouncing a man
whose name reeked of scandals and whose passions
had driven him to fight against his own country. It is
easy to see how conservative men would have taken
exception to his free ways, his bragging, his notori-
ous wine-drinking, his extravagant habits; his gold
plates carried, along with his mistresses, his mimes,
and buffoons, into his very camps during the wars;
the lions that were harnessed to his chariot, all the
eccentricities which had caused him to be described
as “an overgrown child who might have conquered
the world and who did not know how to deny him-
self the least pleasure.”

On the other hand, what charming characteristics
he had, which they ignored! Without these de-
lightful qualities, this foundation, so to say, which
shone through the deceptive masquerade, how can
we understand the continuous, irresistible attraction
which he possessed for everyone who came in con-
tact with him? People attract, not by the virtues
that they strive for, but by their own natural charm.

n
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Mark Antony was blessed with this magnetism.
Superb in face and figure, a nobleman full of en-
thusiasm, whose gay spirits were contagious, brutal
perhaps, at times, but never malicious, he possessed
all the gifts to make life a thing of joy for himself
and for those about him. He was noted for his
generosity and his friends knew that they could ap-
peal to it and did not hesitate to do so. On one
occasion, Curion, 2 man of gay life like himself,
being in sudden need of money to pay a gambling
debt, came to him early one morning before he had
finished dressing. Antony was in exactly the same
predicament, having lost his last penny at the gam-
ing table the night before. The two friends were
dismayed. What could be done? They were out
in the country at some distance from Rome and the
need was pressing. How could they procure the
necessary funds? Antony looked about him. The
furnishings, the weapons, the skins of wild beasts,
nothing had any money value. Suddenly his eyes
lighted on 2 gold basin filled with water for his
morning toilet. With a quick movement he emp-
tied it. “There,” he said, “take that. The gold-
smith will certainly give you two talents for it.”'*

Though he spent money recklessly, he never used
evil means to get it. Even Cicero, his mortal ene.
my, who brought many charges against him, did him
the justice to say: “No one can accuse Mark Antony
of dishonesty in money matters, of selfishness, or of
any meanness of that kind.”

In spite of his lax morals and of his deplorable

' LNo‘rx:: In Plutarch's “Life of Antony” a like incidenr in related of Antony’s
ather.



MARK ANTONY 79

habit of hard drinking, Antony was not lacking in
nobility. It was his enemy, Seneca, who recognized
this and described him: Magnum virum ingenii no-
bilis. And what finer keynote to his character as a
man could be found than his loyal submission to his
chief, whose glory he never coveted? As long as
Casar lived, his young comrade-in-arms recogmzed
that his own place was in the second rank. He
never had any idea of usurping Cesar's power, and
aspired to his place only when he had Octavius for
a rival.

It was chiefly on the battle-field that his real
character was shown. Patient, steady, imperturba-
ble, 2 model both of endurance and of submission
to discipline, Antony won universal admiration.
His soldiers, who had seen him in dangerous crises,
would have followed him to the ends of the earth.
They looked on him as a god. A man of Antony’s
temperament naturally had violent reactions. The
more he had been restrained, the more he demanded
when he was free. During the heroic retreat from
Modena he slept on the hard ground, drank stag-
nant water, lived on roots and herbs; but when it
was over, and peace was declared, the high.liver
demanded his rights, and the orgies he held were
not exceeded by Silenus himself. Just as modera-
tion is the safe rule for most men, Antony thrived
on excess, From every fatigue, from every indul-
gence, he came forth stronger, more keenly alive,
imvigorated.

Nature, with all her generous gifts to this grand.
son of Jupiter and Semele, had, however, denied
him the one thing needful, without which the others
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were practically useless: Mark Antony had no coms
monsense. How could he have made great deci-
sions? His passions were so compelling that he
was carried away by them before he had time to
reflect. They were irresistible, bearing him on with
the force of a hurricane which is appeased only after
having devastated all that lies in its path. Two
elements fought for mastery in his ardent yet weak
spirit: ambition and sensuality. FEach, in turn su-
preme, carried him to extremes. Ambition, pre-
eminent in his youth, had inspired those valorous
deeds which had made him a leader in the invasions
of Gaul and Sicily, and at the death of Casar had
rendered him all-powerful in subduing the conspira-
tors; between two campaigns it had led him to
follow in Alexander’s path and undertake the con.
quest of Persia, But sensuality was the stronger
and conquered him at last. Little by little it took
possession of its noble prey, binding him, engrossing
all his faculties, stifling them, one by one, and at
the end throwing him into the abyss of despair.

The morning after the battle of Philippi, before
he had set foot on the soil of that Orient which was
to be his triumph and his undoing, Antony was well
balanced. Though his senses were cxultant, his
mind was filled with mighty projects. As he left
that wild Macedonian country, where victory had
been gained only after cruel sacrifices, the memory
of whose bitter cold still made him shiver, he
dreamed of those sunny southern lands, with their
warmth and abundance, which his valour had won.
Which one should he visit first? Each had its own
attraction, each shore held some new charm, On the
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other side of Ossa and Pelion, whose snow-capped
summits shut him in, lay the fascination and cul-
ture of Greece; beyond that, the coast of Asia,
crowded with cities, each richer and more famous
than the other: Smyrna, Ephesus, Pergamus; then
Syria, with her palm trees, her gardens filled with
luscious fruits; Lebanon, the stopping-place of the
caravans from the Far East, laden with silks and
precious stones. Then Palestine, arid beneath her
gray olive trees, but crowned by holy Jerusalem,
that sacred shrine calling a perpetual pilgrimage of
Jews from the four corners of the earth; and above
all, Egypt, Egypt fragrant with incense and violets,
the kingdom of the incomparable Cleopatral

Ever since the catastrophe of the Ides of March
had so abruptly separated them, Antony had
dreamed of the beautiful Queen, Often, in the heat
of battle, or during the dreary watches in his tent
at night, he had conjured up her fair image. Some-
times he saw again that indefinable look with which,
when quite sure that she was unobserved, the mis-
tress of Cesar had returned his passionate regard.
Tender and enticing, her glance, which stole toward
him from between her long, dark lashes, scemed
to demand his adoration. So vivid had been his
sensations that at moments he was thrilled by the
memory. The unspoken words of those evenings at
the Transtevera would come back to him and, with
the hunger of unsatisfied desire, he went over those
scenes again and again. Unceasingly he repeated
to himsclf the comforting thought that what had
been impossible to him in the lifetime of Casar, he
was no longer barred from taking. Cleopatra was
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free, and he, in his turn, had become one of the pil-
lars of the world, a man whom any woman, even
were she a queen, would be proud to call her lord.
Above all, he had that magic gift of youth, to which
all things are possible, and that ever-buoyant hope
which, dreaming of the fairest fortune that the fu-
ture may hold, whispers: “Why should not this be
mine "

But Antony was tormented by one ever-recurring
doubt: what did Cleopatra really feel in regard to
him? She had always been most gracious in her
manner, but discreet at all times, careful not to give
Casar the least ground for jealousy. What had
she thought of him that day when, alone together
for a moment, he had not been able to resist kissing
her exquisite bare shoulder? She seemed like a
beautiful sphinx, as, without remonstrance, without
a smile, she had turned away and silently left the
room. Was it love of the great Casar that made
her so prudent, or the fear of losing his powerful
protection? He had never understood her complex
personality; he could not forget her feline grace,
and those eyes which had stirred his innermost
depths and had left him wondering, as does the
mysterious beauty of a night in spring. What had
she been doing for the past two years? He was
utterly ignorant of her life, of her interests, and he
longed to see her once more.

Antony, however, was not yet entirely in the
power of these desires. The duties and responsi-
bilities of his position were the chief factors in his
life. He was fully alive to the necessity of visiting
the new provinces that had come under his care, of
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giving them the protection which they had a right to
expect from him. What excuse did he have for
going first to Egypt? It was not, strictly speaking,
a Roman province and could well afford to wait.
Besides, it was not a good season for crossing.

So Antony sailed for Greece. It was not his first
visit to that noble country. He had already trod
the fields of Thessaly when, as a young commander,
he had opposed Pompey. He had scen the wonder-
ful temples of Delphi, Corinth, Olympia, with their
wealth of sculpture and incomparable jewels. He
had lingered in the forest of Eleusis, and in the
theatre of Epidaurus he had been transported in
spirit to the prophetic realms of the art of Aschy-
lus. How thrilling it would be to revisit all these
scenes! To come to them, clothed in majesty and
with unlimited power!

The Greeks had become accustomed to foreign
rule and no longer hated their conquerors. Indeed
they had a certain regard for this Roman soldier
who was said to be as handsome as Alcibiades and
comparable to Themistocles in his warlike virtues.
Among a people who counted physical strength and
beauty as the highest gifts the gods could bestow,
this son of Hercules had every chance of winning
all hearts. He was welcomed graciously according
to the custom of the country. The villages sent
groups of men, bearing branches by day and torches
by night, to escort his litter. As he entered the
cities young girls greeted him with showers of roses,
and a chorus of young men sang and danced to the
music of lyres.

These acclamations were accompanied by alter.
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nate petitions and songs of praise. Wishing to prove
how worthy he was of the latter, he showed his
characteristic generosity in granting the requests.
Ten thousand talents were donated to restore the
theatre at Megara; at Thebes and Larissa he re-
built the dwellings which Pompey's hordes had
burned; and at Corinth he restored the ancient tem-
ple devoted to the worship of Venus Pandenus.
While thus scattering gold broadcast he quickened
his march over the slopes of Hymettus, for beyond
them lay Athens, and he was eager to hear her
honey-sweet praises.

Although badly damaged by Sulla’s troops, pil-
laged by the greedy government which had suc-
ceeded him, poverty-stricken as she now was, and
inconvenient as her narrow streets, small houses, and
irregular squares had always made her, the city of
Pericles kept her old charm. The magic light,
which at sunrise and sunset illuminated the rose-
coloured sides of the Pentelicus, would alone have
made her worthy of adoration; and the birthplace
of Phidias still possessed nearly all his wonderful
creations. The monuments of the Acropolis were
undisturbed; no profane hand had touched the pure
glory of the Parthenon; the Poecile still held her
brilliantly coloured decorations, fresh as the day
they were completed, and the five doors of the
Propylea were yet open to the blue sky.

Antony was not artistic by nature, and his career
as a soldier had, naturally, not developed any love
of art; yet he was not insensible to the charm of
beautiful things. Rome had many rich sculptures,
and he had grown up among them; and the Greek
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education which, in common with most Patrician
youths, he had received had made him familiar with
the works of Homer and the wisdom of Plato. He
therefore approached the bridge of Ilisos in a spirit
of reverence.

Athens was not only a venerated sanctuary with
the glory of four centuries behind her, who had
given the world a radiance of wisdom and culture
which had never been equalled; she was still a centre
of life and prosperity. Her colleges, though fewer
and not so richly endowed as the schools of Alex-
andria, kept their ancient standards of excellence.
Although not the equals of those of the old days,
philosophers, poets, and artists still gathered there,
together with fencers, horsemen, athletes, disk and
javelin throwers; all youths who were faithful to
the tradition of keeping a sound mind in a healthy
body. Educated in the ideals of that republican
past which had made their country great, these
young men were full of fire and enthusiasm. A gen.
erous instinct gave them a natural sympathy for
high aims, for all that recalled the heroes of their
native land. On hearing of the death of Cato, they
covered their heads with ashes; at the call of Brutus
the élite of the country had perished at Philippi; and
to-day Mark Antony, as opposed to Octavius, repre-
sented to them the old liberal spirit of Rome.

The Triumvir was careful not to check this flat-
tering popularity. Knowing how these sons of
Themistocles respected military pomp, he entered
Athens on horseback, clad in cuirass and helmet,
with clashing arms; then, in accordance with the
simplicity of the civilian customs, he partook of the
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unpretentious hospitality that was offered him in
the ancient palace of the Archons. His customary
gold plate, silken togas, and couches were banished;
he had a frugal meal prepared and, recalling the
example set by Ceasar, he put on a woollen cloak
and, preceded by a solitary lictor, went on foot up
the hill of the Acropolis.

During his stay at Athens he never deviated from
this simple manner of living; whether his unlimited
power had wrought a sudden change in his views, or
breathing the air of Greece had made him feel the
beauty of moderation, his attitude astonished all
those who had known him. His conduct was that
of a real chief, and the sentences that he was called
upon to pronounce all bore the stamp of balanced
judgment. Not content with merely edifying the
Athenians, it was soon apparent that he wished to
win them. It was the season for the festival of
Adonis. He consented to celebrate this with them
and ingenuously joined in the rite of the quickly
blooming, quickly fading flowers which symbolized
the premature death of the son of Myrrha. He
graciously listened to the elegies recited by the
mourning women, who wept for the young god; and
to the hymns with which these same women, now
crowned with roses, filled the air the following day,
in token of his resurrection. He presided over the
different competitions held on the Pnyx, and, sur-
rounded by a group of distinguished Athenians,
awarded prizes to those who had won distinction in
either athletics or oratorv.

Had Antony become a convert to the virtuous
life? Could such a sudden transformation be
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genuine? Was the former worshipper of Venus
given over to gaining the affections of the masses?
Some people who were interested in his future great-
ness believed this and rejoiced in it. But the real
reason for this abrupt change lay in his craving for
new sensations. Did he want to amuse? Did he
hope to mystify? Not exactly; but the blood which
bubhled in his veins was too strong and active to be
satisfied with living one life only. By playing many
parts this sturdy actor sought the illusion of crowd-
ing more into his life.

But his real character quickly came out. He sud-
denly grew weary of these simple pleasures and dull
duties. The shores of Asia with its gracious fields
were within easy reach, and its cities offered every
luxury and entertainment. So one fine morning he
shook the sacred dust of the Acropolis from his
buskins, and taking ship, set sail for Antioch.

This metropolis, at that time the third in im-
portance in the world, scemed, at a distance, to hang
from the sides of the Coryphean mountains. Long
before entering the harbour of Seleucia, voyagers
were astonished to see the gigantic military forts
which scaled the rocky slopes and crowned the sum-
mit with their crenelated walls. The city itself was
on the banks of the Orontes, a white mass gleaming
through the cypress trees. In addition to the thea-
tres, gymnasiums, aqueducts, circuses, and race-
courses, common to all large capitals, that of Syria
had a Corso, a wide avenue, bordered from one end
to the other by quadruple lines of columns. This
splendid boulevard was a rendezvous for the world
of fashion, and a constant stream of people passed
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up and down it day and night; on certain days the
life and animation surpassed even that of the Roman
Forum. The innumerable attractions of Antioch,
especially since the decline of Athens, had brought
many people to settle there, and it had, as well, a
large floating population: Persians, Jews, Orientals
of every country, to say nothing of the courtesans
who flocked there from Susa, Ecbatana, often from
the banks of the Ganges. Under the influence of
these transient dwellers and of its tremendous com-
mercial power, equalled only by that of Alexandria,
manners and morals had gradually become corrupt.
It was declared to be the most depraved city be-
tween Paphlagonia and Palmyra, a region noted for
its scandalous living. As an example of the loose
customs of the day, when the feast of Maia was
celebrated, groups of naked girls ran through the
streets, waving torches, while others, in like state,
swam in the clear waters of the fishing pools, in full
sight of the crowds.

This corrupt atmosphere had an immediate effect
upon Mark Antony. The instant he breathed it
his spirits rose; he was exhilarated, cheerful, full of
his old keen desire for the pleasure of living. But
did not everything in the palace of the Seleucides—
a restoration of the one which had made Sar-
danapalus famous—tend to increase this feeling?
As he strolled along the Corso, watching the beauti-
ful and fascinating women file past, their look
seemed to say: “Every hour cheated of its joy is
empty as the grave!” How far he was from those
austere assemblies of the Pnyx, or the house of the
Archons!  With impetuous vehemence, he stripped
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off his disguise of Athenian simplicity and was
once more his natural self. The grave demeanour
and governmental cares with which he had been
occupied since the Macedonian days were succeeded
by a period of license proportionate to his tedious
term of self-restraint. No longer influenced by any
fear of criticism, as everyone about him was of the
same mind, yielding to the flattering libertines who
surrounded him he put aside all dignity and, oblivi-
ous of his rank, joined in their orgies of debauchery.
Every evening a group of perfumed courtesans,
brought in by Anaxanor, the flute-player, swayed in
rhythmic movement on the rich carpets, displaying
the grace of their bodies, accompanied by languor-
ous melodies upon the flute. The dancer, Xantos,
directed the performances of the mimes and buf-
foons, and Medrador, whose father had grown rich
by means of the wine-cellars of King Tissaphernus,
had charge of the table which, in extravagant abun-
dance and delicacy, had never been surpassed, even
in the most famous Asiatic courts,

Such an establishment necessarily entailed great
expense, How could the money for this be sup-
plied save by the usual methods of the conqueror in
a vanquished country—an increase of taxation?
Antony did not fail to follow the example of his
predecessors. He claimed that, as Brutus and Cas-
sius had drawn heavily upon the resources of these
provinces, he was entitled to get even more. Cer-
tain towns that had already been severely taxed
were called upon for new contributions, “That will
teach them the folly of upholding a bad cause,”
said Antonv. with his genial smile.
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These hardships, however, were not accepted
everywhere with equal submission. Hybreas, the
champion of Cappadocia, made bold to say, when
the master appeared: “If Mark Antony demands a
double, a triple tribute from us, will he provide a
double, a triple crop each year?”

So far from annoying him, this remark pleased
the Triumvir, for he had a sense of humour, and
appreciated it in others, even though the joke was
at his own expense. He replied with a jest and let
the province of Cappadocia go free of extra taxes.

The good faith which he usuaily showed in his
dealings gained him indulgence, and his generosity
was an antidote to his plundering. He often re-
stored with one hand what he had taken with the
other, The day before he left Antioch, wishing to
reward the chef who had prepared the feasts which
he and his friends had enjoyed, he gave him a palace
which had served as a ransom for a wealthy citizen
of Magnesia.

His stay at Ephesus brought about the undoing
of Mark Antony. Though not less dissolute than
Antioch, this celebrated city was in a way different.
Entirely under the influence of the priests, since
the temple of Diana had been erected with its mar-
ble columns, it had impressed on everything, even
the most objectionable, the stamp of her worship.
Magnificent festivals attracted not only pilgrims,
but hordes of suspicious characters, to whom the
sanctuary afforded a safe refuge. All this mass of
men, this mixture of charlatans, mountebanks, ma-
gicians, jugglers, and sorcerers, skilful in exploit-
ing vice as well as superstition, helped to transform
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these fétes into wild revels. And these horrors,
these infamous liberties, took place at the shrine of
Diana and under the guise of her worship. In leav-
ing Delos and approaching the Syrian coast, where
all things became tainted and corrupt, the character
of the chaste goddess was changed. She who on
the other side of the water breathed forth strength
and modesty had become a coarse idol of the flesh.
It seemed as though in changing her dwelling-place
the very essence of her being was altered; the divine
huntress had abandoned her bow and arrow, and the
decadent imagination of some unknown sculptor had
coarsened and distorted the lines of her virginal
body. Oh, nymph of the woods, in what profane
regions have your flying feet strayed!

When the Ephesians heard that the Triumvir was
on his way to visit their city they determined, with
their passion for deifying everything, to welcome
him as they would Dionysos. Chariots preceded
him, filled with girls representing Bacchantes; a
group of Pans and Satyrs surrounded him, dancing
to the accompaniment of the flute. They saluted
him with the names given to the god himself, greet-
ing him with the verses sacred to his worship : “Hail
to thee, Heracles, giver of all joys! Oh, Bacchus,
to whom we owe the juicy fruit of the vinesl!
Omestes, sweet as tender figs, thou art welcome!”
The whole town, wherever Antony’s chariot passed,
was decorated with ivy and garlands of flowers.
Music resounded and blue clouds of incense mounted
heavenward.

If Antony did not actually believe himself to be
the son of Jupiter, he was drunk with flattery and
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claimed some of the privileges of divine ancestry,
chiefly that of being beyond the control of human
laws. His caprices were limitless. He attired
himself in silk and cloth of gold, had a chorus of
dancers in continual attendance, and held his court
with Olympian bearing.

But with all this ke did not, for 2 moment, forget
the selfish object of his journey. He was willing to
be adored, but not to make the least sacrifice. The
Ionians had put up a strong protest, but he did not
lessen by a farthing the tax of two hundred thou-
sand talents which he had levied upon them. All
that they gained was an cxtension of the time of
payment, and that only because the request came to
him through the beautiful Corelia, who was, for the
time being, in high favour.

Antony soon tired of travelling from one city to
another and decided that it was more in keeping
with his dignity to summon the kings, his vassals, to
him, than to go to them. He chose Tarsus for his
residence and announced that henceforth the sover-
eigns should scek him, and he made it quite clear
that the continuance of their sovereignty depended
on his pleasure.

None dared disobey his orders. Along the dusty
roads, under the placid skies, cavalcades and litters,
chariots drawn by oxen, by elephants with majestic
tread, moved steadily on, followed by a long file of
dromedaries, bearing the baggage with oriental
pomp. As the caravans drew near lances flashed,
armour gleamed, the standards bore curious devices,
the swar:a of men and beasts presented a motley
appearance. On arriving at the city gates 2 herald
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went forward and, through a silver trumpet, an-
nounced the name of the august visitor. The kings
of Antioch and Sysima, the satrap, Palemon, Herod,
who reigned in Judea, and Adallas of Sidonia, were
all duly announced, also the tetrarchs of Lycaonia
and Pontus, the governor of Commagene, as well
as the rulers of Thrace and Arabia.

T'anned by the hot sun of the East, many of them
seemed sad and very weary. One and all they
hated this conqueror, but as soon as they were in his
presence they were animated by the hope of some
reward to be obtained, some honour or promotion
to be secured.

Luxuriously installed in a tent, which served as a
tribunal, Antony received the various suppliants
with great ceremony and dealt out his favours. The
report got abroad that the personal attractiveness
of the claimant influenced his decisions, and the
princesses hastened to seek an audience. He re.
ceived a visit from the noted beauty, Glaphyra, and
her gracious charms secured the throne of Phrygia
for her son; the young widow of Aristobulus was
assured of the permanence of her crown; Herod's
devoted wife, Mariamne, in spite of her reserve,
succeeded in winning what she desired for her hus-
band.

But the one whom, above all others, he desired
and expected, the Queen of Egypt, had not come.
Why was she solate? The command had been sent
to her as to the others; perhaps the wish to see her
had inspired the general edict. Cleopatra’s failure
to appear was all the more remarkable as she had
certain affairs to settle with him. As an ally of
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Rome, her attitude during the late war had given
grounds for criticism. When the avengers of
Cesar had asked the aid of her fleet she had urged
the pretext of a tempest which prevented her from
sending it. But this prudence could be interpreted
as a desire to keep on good terms with both
parties. So she had much to explain and should
lose no time. Antony had written to her several
times. ‘The first letters had been official notes from
a ruler to a queen, desiring her presence according
to the prescribed form then in use. Her replies had
been vague. He then wrote more urgently. Get-
ting no satisfactory result from his efforts, his an-
ger was aroused. Was this daughter of the
Lagide trifling with him? Had she forgotten that
her father owed the restoration of his throne to the
gracious power of Rome? And her own position?
To-morrow, if he so decreed .

One day he decided to send her a letter of com
mand. But what could he sayr After all he was
only a2 man, tormented by his passions, who, unac-
customed to any resistance, felt his desire turning
to exasperation. Like Jupiter with his thunder-
bolts, he imagined that the elements would obey him
and that this coveted woman would come submis-
sively if he frightened her sufficiently. When he
found that his commands were disregarded, just as
his advances had been ignored, he tried to forget
her. He was rich in resources and had many mis-
tresses. One succeeded the other with incredible
speed, as though a constant change could give to
each the power to efface the memory of Cleopatra.
Each time that he clasped a new love to his breast
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he would, for the moment, feel free from the desire
for her presence, would think that he had efectually
rid himself of the craving for her. But these periods
of oblivion passed quickly and the longing for the
absent one returned, stronger than ever, Although
there had never been any definite bond between
them, he unconsciously nourished toward Cleopatra
the kind of rancour that he would have felt toward a
mistress who had betrayed and deserted him. He
was beginning to hate her; and yet, he still longed
for her coming.

Tarsus, like Antioch and Ephesus, was one of
the principal cities of Asia Minor. Situated almost
at the mouth of the Cydnus, that ice-cold river
which, to the young Alexander, had felt like the
first touch of death—it had the animated life of a
port, while the neighbouring forests of myrtles lent
it the glamour of romance. The temple of Apollo
made it 2 shrine for men of letters, and it showed a
tendency toward idealism which prepared the way
for that apostle who was soon to be born there, and
who was destined to preach the gospel of Christ
within its walls. In the meantime it was the sanc-
tuary of Aphrodite, and innumerable voluptuous
statues, always laden with abundant offerings, bore
witness to the fervent worship of this goddess.
Thus associated with divinity and screened by the
range of the Taurus mountains, watered by bub.
bling springs and swept by fragrant breezes, Tarsus
was an ideal resting-place.

If satisfed ambition could content the human
heart, Antony should have been perfectly happy, for
each day brought him new homage and more com-
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plete submission. In his innermost being, however,
uneasiness and discontent reigned. He was not
altogether sensual and was, at times, overcome by
a noble sadness. He craved an object for his am-
bition, an aim for the exuberance which carried him
away. On the days when this discontent tormented
him beyond endurance he sought 2 counter-irritant,
not in commonplace pleasures—they no longer
amused him—but in healthy physical exercise, which.
while it lasted, drove away all irritating thought.
He would fling himself on one of his Syrian steeds,
under whose delicate skin the veins were clearly visi-
ble, whose nostrils seemed to breathe fire, and with
bridle-rein hanging loose would ride headlong
through torrents and down valleys. This exhilarat-
ing exercise restored at once that witality and
enthusiasm which his temporary depression had ap-
parently crushed for ever. He seemed born again,
full of fierce energy and joyousness, as though he
had just gained a new victory, more glorious than
any he had yet won.

These rides often took Antony to the ZAgean
shore. Perhaps unconsciously he felt the need of
looking out upon the sea, of questioning its depths.
It was full of peace and beauty, covered with the
shining gold of the setting sun. Its rippling bosom
seemed to breathe. Gazing steadily at it, hearing
its murmur on the beach, feeling its soft breath, it
became at last a living creature to him, the woman
of his dreams. In his imagination he saw two
women, each aiding the other against him, both se-
ductive, both perfidious, each having the same sover-
eign power to make him the happiest of men, yet
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taking pleasure in leaving him on this shore, solitary
and forlorn.

But the days went by and although he scanned the
horizon to its uttermost limits, although the winds
were favourable and the sea was covered with ships,
he could never see that world-renowned galley with
its purple sails, which travellers returning from
Alexandria had so often described to him. At last
his patience gave out. He was tired of hoping
apainst hope; all his powers availed him nothing
against that far-away indifference, whose cause
bafled him. Impelled by that mysterious force
which controls human destinies, he finally des.
patched an ambassador with orders to use all pos-
sible persuasions to induce Cleopatra to come to
him.



iv

CLEOPATRA

DAY was just breaking. Within its inlaid walis
the bed-chamber was cool and shadowy. The
rose-covered trellis outside the windows made a
soft, dim light. At the farther end stood an ivory
bed, its four feet fashioned like a leopard’s paws.
Cleopatra lay quiet on her pillow, her arms above
her head, her eyves closed, but she was not sleeping.
Still drowsy, she followed, waking, the happy
dreams that had come to her in sleep. Ever since
that first letter from Antony when, with her unfail-
ing feminine instinct, she had read between the lines
an appeal that was more than 2 request from the
Triumvir of Rome to a subject, her thoughts had
been full of him. He had not forgotten her, then!
This mighty adventurer, this conqueror who was
welcomed everywhere as a god, was willing to pay
any price for the privilege of seeing her again. Not
only was her pride flattered by this homage, but she
felt that her position as a sovereign, which had been
disturbed by continued tumults and uprisings, would
be strengthened.

It must be remembered that Cleopatra was still
in the restlessness of youth and her blood had all the
heat of the tropics. Ardent passions bring pro-

=1
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found depressions in their train. How could she
suppress this tempest within her? She hungered
after tender embraces, the warmth of declared love;
the fierce delight of that passion which wounds and
transports at the same time—and she had only her
present empty existence, with its succession of lonely
days, in which life seemed to slip away, vanishing
drop by drop, like water falling from a fountain.
If she had followed the natural impulse of her im-
petuous nature she would have accepted eagerly
Antony’s first invitation. Reflection, however,
counselled her to wait. The more her coming was
desired, the greater would be the stimulus of a de-
lay. This scheme was well devised, but it nearly
brought fatal disaster by arousing Antony's anger
and his desire to show his authority, and submission
was the last virtue of which Cleopatra was capable.
The mere suggestion of restraint woke all her in-
stinct of rebellion. This conqueror of the Orient
should not imagine that because he had made vas-
sals of a set of corrupt princes, he could compel
her to appear before his tribunal, subdued and
trembling. She would never come into his presence
in that manner.

A step on the cirpet interrupted her reveries, It
was Charmian, her lady-in-waiting, her confidante
and friend, who was privileged to approach the
Queen at any time. She had been associated with
Cleopatra from the latter’s early childhood, when
Ptolemy Auletes had chosen her from all the no-
bility of Athens, that his adored daughter might
have always near her an agreeable and cultured
companion: one who would speak to her in the
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language of the gods. Charmian, in addition, had
the task of teaching the young princess the art of
walking with ease, of dressing in taste, and of drap-
ing her form with those graceful linen folds which
the women of Tanagra have immortalized. The
pupil soon surpassed her instructor, but the changed
relations in no way lessened their friendship. It
resulted on the one side in a deep admiration and
blind devotion lasting until death, and on the other,
in a confidence without reserve.

If Charmian came earlier than usual this morning
and seemed hurried, it was because she had im-
portant news. At dawn a Roman galley had en-
tered the port, bringing Quintus Dellius, the
ambassador of Mark Antony.

Cleopatra was much stirred by this announce-
ment. If Antony had sent an ambassador it was
because he had something in mind which letters
were inadequate to explain. What could this be?
Perhaps only a reiteration of his former invitation.
But in what form would it come? Reproaches were
inevitable. Her apparent indifference to his re-
quests had merited them. The idea, however,
brought a smile to her scornful lips. She knew how
to manage her excuses. But there might be another
explanation of this messenger, and the thought made
her uneasy. What if the ambassador were a Roman
magistrate? What if he brought papers giving him
the power to question her and demand a reckoning?
As a subject of Rome she must be cautious. How
could she explain her failure to send assistance dur.
ing the recent war, and that in the face of repeated
and urgent demands?
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But Charmian assured her that it was useless to
torment herself with these questions. Let her go
to Antony, as she had gone to Casar, and all would
be well. Did she not possess the divine gift of fas-
cination which stole men's reason and made them
see everything through her eyes?

In her heart Cleopatra was of the same opinion,
especially in regard to Antony. She understood
how strongly he was influenced by the magnetism of
a beautiful woman. But who was his messenger
and what course should she take with him? For a
moment she was perplexed, but only for 2 moment.
She decided to treat this messenger in the same man-
ner that she would have treated Antony, had he
come in person. The first thing to do was to make
herself beautiful, very beautiful; to select the ap-
parel which would show her charms to the greatest
advantage and make her irresistible, The other
matters would adjust themselves in the course of
conversation.

She rapped three times upon a brass plague to
summon her attendants. The blinds were raised
and the fresh morning light poured into the room,
while the servants, like a swarm of bees, set about
their daily tasks. Cleopatra arose from her bed
and passed on to the pool where a warm bath had
been prepared. She went down the six steps into
the marble basin, which was just deep enough for
the water to cover her as she lay in its gentle em-
brace. A Nubian slave was always in readiness to
give her a vigorous rubbing when she came out of
her bath. This massage made her transparent skin
glow, and then she was again rubbed softly with
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nard brought from Sidon. Other women came in
their turn to contribute to the care of her precious
body. One blanched her dainty hands with a lotion
made of hyssop; another polished her rosy nails;
still another, squatting on her heels, touched with
carmine the extremities of her tiny feet, then put on
the soft-lined sandals.

The hair-dresser stood in especially high favour.
Her profession enjoyed various privileges, not the
least being her right to have long and intimate audi-
ences with the Queen, to be consulted, and, above
all, to be zllowed to place a flower, a feather, or the
diadem, in the Queen’s hair, thus having her chance
to win royal approval. Iras, the Persian, had filled
this office for the past three years, The fairy-
lightness of her touch and her sweet breath were
celebrated. Hearing them spoken of when the
young girl was an attendant of Mariamne, Herod’s
wife, whose auburn hair reached to her knees, Cleo-
patra had elected to have her for her own service.
This served the double purpose of securing a tal-
ented artist for herself, and of depriving a woman
whom she detested of a cherished attendant.

Iras had been brought to the Egyptian court by a
merchant of perfumes, who, under pretext of giving
her a new essence to inhale, had put her to sleep
and carried her off without resistance. Although
the new court was far grander than that of Judea,
even as the sun surpasses the moon, Iras wept floods
of tears at the change. Her companions, who en-
vied her good fortune, exclaimed: ‘‘What, you
weep, when your hands have the distinguished hon-
our of adorning the divine Cleopatra!” But Iras
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had a loving heart and the splendour of her new
surroundings could not reconcile her to the separa-
tion from Queen Mariamne, to whom she was
warmly attached. This, at least, was her feeling
for the first few days when, still a2 novice, she as-
sisted at the ceremony of the royal toilet.

One day, Cleopatra, noticing the pallor of her
serving-woman, spoke to her. In her incomparably
musical voice she inquired why the young girl was
so sad. “Are you homesick? Is it regret at leav-
ing your family, or your lover?” Iras replied that
her mother was dead and that she had left no lover
behind on the shores of the Aracus. She could not,
however, cease to grieve for Jerusalem and Herod’s
palace, where the Queen had been so unfailingly
kind to her.

However insignificant the feelings of a slave
might be in the eyes of this world-famous beauty,
Cleopatra was touched by the ardent sincerity of
Iras. It was just at the time when she had returned
from Rome, alone and full of grief. She had a sud-
den wish to make this young girl, who was practi-
cally in exile, grow fond of her. Nothing could be
easier. A few kind words, some presents offered
with tact, quickly warmed the poor little heart that
distress had chilled. Giving her her freedom later
completed the conquest and aroused in Iras as fer-
vent an adoration as any divinity had ever been
offered; a flame willing to consume itself at any mo-
ment for the Queen, and ready, too, to burn itself
out the day that this adored mistress ceased to
illuminate the world.

“Quick, Iras,” Cleopatra said that morning, when

H
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she wished to be especially beautiful. “Take off
my fillet and try to surpass yourself.”” She sat
down before her dressing-table, which was covered
with combs of different sizes, iridescent glass bot-
tles, tiny jars filled with unguents, dainty pufls in
boxes of powdered orris-root and other cosmetics;
gold turtles, whose pierced shells held long hairpins.
Cleopatra bent her head, and while the negro
women, immobile as bronze statues, held a silver
mirror that she might see her reflection, Iras passed
a comb of amber tortoise.shell through the Queen's
hair.

No one was more skilful than the young Persian
girl in handling the Queen’s flowing tresses. It was
like play for her to spread them out, then turn and
twist them, lift them up and arrange them in a dif-
ferent fashion each day. These changes of coiffure
made an inexhaustible subject of conversation be-
tween the Qpeen and her attendant. They dis-
cussed them, pronounced them more or less
becoming, tried new ornaments fit for varying occa-
sions. Which was most suitable for to-day? There
was no time to lose in experiments. They must
decide without delay how Cleopatra would receive
the messenger from Mark Antony. After a mo-
ment's thought she decided against the crown, the
ancestral head-dress, the diadem; they were all too
pretentious, too formal. It was as a woman, a
beautiful woman, that she would appear before this
ambassador. She chose the Athenian style: a sim-
ple cord attached by a ribbon above the nape of her
neck, and, confining the thick waves of her hair,
three bands outlined her delicate head.
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Iras was no less expert in the use of rouge and
perfumes. In Pheenicia she had become familiar with
salves and ointments compounded from roses and
lilies and the blossoms of the privet. Prepared by
her these unguents had a marvellous eftect in making
limbs supple, and she alone knew how to make flesh
shine like polished marble by rubbing it with 2 pow-
der made of crushed mother-of-pearl. Cleopatra
never allowed any one but her dear Iras to put the
roses in her cheeks, to accentuate the arch of her
splendid eyebrows, and to darken the natural sha-
dows under her eyes by the skilful use of a swan’s
feather touched with sibium.

When Cleopatra was thus shod, coifed, and redo-
lent from head to foot with sweet perfumes, the
ladies in charge of the robes came in. They
brought in great chests in which the robes lay with-
out a crease to spoil their freshness. Raising the
covers they laid out two, three, four, until the Queen
had made her choice. She chose a saffron-coloured
stlk tunic, embroidered with narcissus blossoms.
Fastened to her shoulders by two amber clasps the
tunic left her arms and bosom bare. Above this a
transparent drapery hung, woven by the women of
Cos and made, so the legend went, of the condensed
vapours of the morning mists of springtime, the tis-
sue that is known to-day as “the Virgin's threads.”

Cleopatra urged her attendants to make haste.
She was impatient at their delay in fastening a fold,
or arranging her girdle, those innumerable details
of her toilet which usually entertained her. She
was anxious to be ready, eager to meet this unknown
man with whom she was planning such an exciting



106 LIFE AND DEATH OF CLEOPATRA

battle. When her string of pearls had been clasped
around her neck, her arms and fingers adorned with
bracelets and rings, she gave z final glance at her
exquisite reflection in the mirrors and left the room.

Mark Antony had chosen for his ambassador
Quintus Dellius, famous in the Odes of Horace,
one of the most charming and well informed men of
his day. A wit, a learned historian, as well as a
poet from time to time, he had the adaptable dispo-
sition which real intelligence gives, and though quick
at epigrams he could be, when it was to his ad-
vantage, considerate and gracious. The consistent
policy which he had successfully followed through
life had been to make friends with the man in com-
mand, to devote himself exclusively to forwarding
his patron’s interests, and invariably to quit his
service on the instant that his star set, and to attach
himself to the next one in power. Thus before
the battle of Philippi he had been the friend of Cas.
sius, after the battle of Actium he became the in-
separable companion of Octavius, At present he
thought that all the odds were in favour of Antony,
and, deciding that the latter was likely to hold his
own, his devotion to him was unmistakable. No
one could have been better qualified for the delicate
mission which led him to Alexandria than this prac-
tised go-between, who thoroughly understood the
ways of women.

As the Queen, surrounded by her guard, mounted
the throne, which stood before a tapestry of birds
and flowers, the guest was summoned. He was a
Roman, short of stature, with refined features, an
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alert, gracious expression, whose distinguished bear-
ing marked him as an Aristocrat. He saluted her
at the threshold with sword-point lowered and his
left hand touching his shoulder. Instead of coming
forward at once he remained motionless for a mo-
ment looking steadily at Cleopatra as though his
amazement at her beauty had taken away his senses.
Then he spoke:

“Before all else, O mighty Queen, my master,
Mark Antony, whose mouthpiece 1 am, salutes you;
he wishes you glory, happiness, and lasting pros-
perity.”

“You will take him my good wishes in return,”
she replied, smiling; and added: “But his hopes
have already been fulfilled in his victories.”

The ambassador replied: *You are mistaken, O
divine sovereign; Mark Antony's happiness will
never be complete, he will never feel that he is truly
great, until you honour him with your gracious pres-
ence.”

This was surely an auspicious beginning; but how
could Cleopatra be certain that these were not
merely preliminary formulas. She must find out
whether this envoy had not some other communica-
tion to make, some personal message which would
indicate the real discontent of Mark Antony.

At her command the attendants withdrew, and
their departure seemed to lighten the atmosphere,
free it from all suggestion of restraint. The two
now felt at ease, each eager to be agreeable to the
other.

“Why have you come to see me?”’ asked the Queen
in a tone of playful frankness, as though inviting his
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confidence. “Tell me zll; keep nothing back. 1
must know the real reason for the Triumvir's de-
siring my presence; what intentions has he in regard
to me?”’ and the expression of her eyes seemed to
add: “If you do as I ask, if you speak sincerely, you
shall have no cause to regret it.”

When she had been assured that Antony had
despatched his ambassador only because of his im-
patience to see her and renew their former friendly
relations, her anxiety vanished. She had the sensa-
tion of breathing more freely, as though a window
had been opened. Her calculations had not be-
trayed her. In deferring her visit to Antony she
had whetted his desire to see her. But would he
not make her pay for her coquetry? Was he not,
perhaps, planning some revenge?

She made various excuses for ber delay, which in
no way deceived Dellius. He was still more skepti-
cal when, under pretence of timidity, she said that
she had put off her departure on account of current
reports concerning the reception accorded to certain
princesses on their arrival at Tarsus.

Judging it wise to reassure her he protested:
“What! Glaphyra! Eutrope! Beggars already
dethroned, or fearing to bel Vassals who threw
themselves at the conqueror's feet with the most
doubtful intentions! What comparison can there
be between them and your gracious self?” Then,
adopting the tone of a priest addressing an idol, he
went on:

“O thou, the well-beloved of Osiris! August
sovereign whose sceptre covers land and seal
Woman above 21l other women! Understand that
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your presence is expected with reverence as well as
eagerness. From the moment that you set foot on
Roman territory, gracious deeds will follow you and
the whole people will pay you homage.”

But this was not what interested Cleopatra. One
word as to Antony’s personal sentiments would have
given her more satisfaction. How could she learn
what these were? How was she to find out whether
he was summoning her as a sovereign, with whom
he wished to renew an alliance, or as a vassal who
was already in his debt? Or simply because in his
heart of hearts old memories of her still lingered?

As he watched her and talked with her, Dellius
began to understand what an exceptional creature
she was and why his master thought her worth the
price he was paying. It was not alone her beauty
which made her so wonderful. In gazing at her a
vague uneasiness, an indefinable fear took possession
of him. If her animation sometimes caused an
uncontrollable tremor, her sensuous languor, at
others, gave promise of untold delights. His keen
insight told him the influence such a2 woman would
have in the life of Antony, who was now nearly
forty years old, that dangerous age in sensual na-
tures. The gallant adventures of his youth no
longer sufficed; he was now experiencing an actual
sentimental hunger which comes to men who, with-
out genuine passion, have lived a life of excess.
An overwhelming love at this time would be his
salvation. He would give himself up to it without
reservation, and however unworthy the woman who
inspired it might be, she would not fail to acquire a
power whose limit it was impossible to foresee.
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Dellius felt that Cleopatra would be this ruler over
Antony's destiny; so he decided that he would not
only carry out his master’s mission and persuade her
to go to Tarsus, but that he would also make her
his patron and friend. Later, when she had be-
come the Egeria of Antony, perhaps she would re-
call the service he had rendered her and would help
him to attain his own end, which was a consulship.

From that moment the shrewd man set to work
to interpret the sentiments of his master. He de.
scribed him as deeply in love, which Antony cer-
tainly was not as yet, though he was ready to be;
pretended that he was obsessed by the memory of
Cleopatra; that for days at a time he did nothing
but wait for her coming. He was often seen stand-
ing at the mouth of the Cydnus, beaten by the winds,
watching the incoming ships. It would be inhuman
to prolong his misery. One word from her would
set his mind at rest. If she would only send him
that word of promise Antony would be happier than
if he had conquered fresh kingdoms.

“Is it possible,” added Dellius, as though talking
to himself, “is it possible to have been near the di-
vine Cleopatra without experiencing on leaving her
a regret which nothing but seeing her again can
cure?"

An indescribable dread disturbed the Queen’s
mind. She felt that this was the decisive moment
of her life, and a thrill went through her. She had
a burning desire for the joys that the future might
hold, and wanted to hurry on to them. She had the
impulse to cry out: “I am going! I shall start to-
morrow!” The attitude, however, which she had
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adopted from the beginning still held her captive.
Even to the end she must play her part, seem to
hesitate, to be dificult to win, and above all, let no
one suspect the longing she had to be forced to go.

“Since it is necessary, since the Triumvir demands
it, I will go to bear him my homage,” she said.

But this did not satisfy Dellius. He had too lit-
tle faith in women to trust to a vague promise made
from a sense of duty. He wanted a definite state-
ment, with no reservations. So he began to protest
again. It was not as a sovereign that Antony would
receive the Queen of Egypt. He longed for her
coming and would welcome her with the reverence
due a goddess.

Such words could not fail to win the consent
which was already in her heart. Cleopatra’s pride
was safe, she had been sufficiently implored ; so, with
a smile, she promised to set out for Tarsus before
the days began to shorten.

Although eager to announce the good tidings,
Dellius accepted her invitation to stay a few days
in Alexandria. It would not be a waste of time
because, although his master’s mission had been
successfully accomplished, his own was not fulfilled.
In bringing Cleopatra to Tarsus, where she would
become the mistress of Antony, he had the secret
hope that he would thereby win their double grati-
tude.

Each had his own end to gain and the two held
long conversations, usually with Antony for the sub-
ject. Dellius made a point of dwelling on the
Triumvir's various characteristics; his tastes, his
qualities, for her information when opportunity
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offered. Undoubtedly Antony had always cared
for display, but the incense which Asia had burned
at his feet had so intoxicated him that he had be-
come almost obsessed by the love of ostentation.
Nothing was gorgeous enough, no banguet suffi-
ciently resplendent, to satisfy him.

“How severe and gloomy Rome to-day would
seem to him; on the other hand how enchanted he
would be with the magnificence that reigns here,”
said Dellius.

Further persuasion was needless; Cleopatra un.
derstood. A plan was already forming in her mind.
She saw in imagination the glorious vision she would
present to Antony's astonished eyes.

The next day she began to make ready for the
journey. Although she commanded all possible
haste, for she was now really eager to go, the prepa.
rations took nearly a month. It would not have
been possible to complete in less time the marvellous
equipment for the voyage of this new Queen of
Sheba.

The rising sun cast the soft light of one of those
ideal summer days when zll outlines are blurred and
blend in the mysterious charm of woods and sky.
Under a cluster of sycamore trees, which shaded the
public square of Tarsus, Antony was holding court
as Proconsul, assisted by petty rulers, magi, and
prztors, and, governed by his somewhat rudi-
mentary conscience, deciding the various cases ac-
cording to the Roman law. He was besieged by a
crowd, each having his own special petition, and
each in turn being granted a hearing. The court
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was following the speech of one of the advocates in
respectful silence when excited murmurs began to
be heard. Men came running up from the shores
of the Cydnus with strange tales. The agitation
spread rapidly and Aphrodite’s name was on all lips.
The people had been carefully trained by the priests,
and their religion had accustomed them to believe
in the proximity of the gods and in their possible
intervention. But this strange tale surpassed the
most wonderful fables. It was reported that the
daughter of Zeus was sailing up the river on a gold-
en galley resounding with music, She had been
recognized, not only by her supernatural beauty,
but by those symbols with which painters and sculp-
tors had always represented her. Reclining in an
enormous shell, this goddess seemed to be rising
from the sea. Purple sails adorned the galley and a
troop of neretds hung in the rigging, waving fans,
while tiny cupids scattered rose leaves at her feet.
Every moment new messengers arrived with fresh
details that surpassed all the preceding ones. The
galley's sails were of silk; purple draperies covered
the decks; fifty black men from Koursch rowed
rhythmically, with oars tipped with silver; light
smoke from the galley wafted the sweet perfume of
cinnamon and of incense.

The public square was gradually deserted as
curiosity overcame the people, Those who, the in-
stant before, had been struggling for a place near
the Tribunal, had suddenly vanished. The ever.
growing crowd was now jostling each other on the
banks of the Cydnus. Shouts and cries of admira-
tion went up. The whole city of Tarsus was soon
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on the quais, and, in an ecstasy of enthusiasm,
welcomed the approaching goddess and thanked
Zeus for sending her,

On hearing these astounding reports Antony was
as one distracted. He put his hand to his head; he
struggled for breath. Beyond 2ll doubt it was shel
That goddess whom his impatient heart had so long
craved! She had taken him by surprise!

As he could not permit himself to join the crowd
and rush to meet her, he called Dellius.

“Go,” he said, “receive Cleopatra with all hon-
our. Put at her disposal all that she wishes, and
ask her to sup with me at the palace this evening.”

Antony was too much agitated to resume the in-
terrupted hearings. Of what importance were in-
dividual interests, or even those of the Republic, in
comparison with this overwhelming event? Asses-
sors, registrars, witnesses were all dismissed, and
in his ecstasy, wishing to share his joy with others,
he granted all the petitions laid before him.

Dellius returned with the message that Cleopatra
warmly appreciated the invitation from the Trium-
vir, but that this first evening she wished to have
him as her guest. She would expect him on board
her galley at the time appointed for supper.

Then it was really true! It was she! She had
crossed the seas to come to him!  In a few moments
he would see her, be at the same table with her!
How should he approach her; what words of greet-
ing should he use? He was perplexed, for proper
words never come in the moment of excitement.
He tried to imagine the scene. His attitude would
be courtcous, certainly; how otherwise? But he
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must have a certain majesty of bearing. His title
of Triumvir placed him above all other sovereigns.
In the eyes of his colleagues it was important that
he should maintain his prestige. Cleopatra had
failed in her duty as an ally of Rome and it would
be necessary to inquire the reasons. With all pos-
sible consideration, yet with firmness, he would ask:
“What part did you take in the war? Why did
you fail us?”

Full of these thoughts, he began his preparations.
He chose his most beautiful silver breast-plate, the
one by an Atheman artist representing Achilles be-
ing dipped in the Styx by his mother. He put per-
fume on his face, rubbed it in his hair, and, a superb
martial figure, his head erect, every nerve alert, as
though he were going into battle, set out on the
avenue leading to the river. The plane trees cast
darker shadows in the evening light. Between the
trunks of the trees the setting sun was like burnished
copper. When he reached the river banks the bril
liant sunset light had faded, but before him shone
the marvellous galley. From the tips of the masts
to the water’s edge it was a mass of draperies il-
luminated by torches. It was not possible to count
them, but the shining whole was like a fire mounting
almost to the sky.

That famous supper at Tarsus, that evening meet-
ing between those two beings who were to stir the
world and leave a path of fire across the centuries,
is assuredly one of the enthralling moments of his-
tory. Putting aside the magnificence of the enter-
tainment, the prodigal abundance of the feast which
this daughter of the Lagide had planned to dazzle
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the most powerful of the Romans, to let him see
that the luxury in which he lived was provincial com-
pared with the customs and manners of her court,
it was the force of the dramatic situation which ap-
pealed as these two approached each other. It was
the climax of her long-planned design, the result of
all her grace and wit, this taking possession of An-
tony’s very soul, so to seduce and imprison him that
he could find no escape from the binding circle of
her charm. She brought to this plan all the skill
of the experienced woman of the world and a heart
as yet untouched by real passion.

In this meeting it was Antony who felt embar-
rassed and ill at ease. Although he was familiar
with women’s ways and accustomed to speaking
freely with them, yet this charmer, with her seduc-
tive guile, the elaborate beauty of her costume, and
her mysterious smile, which now mocked, now
tempted him to kneel at her feet, daunted him.

“Youl—at last!” . . . he exclaimed as he
approached her, and that was all he dared say by
way of reproach.

« This heart-felt cry was so filled with satisfied
longing, showed such real joy, that Cleopatra knew
that she had won him. She began to make excuses
for not having come before. She had been bound
by so many obligations. Egypt was the source of
so much anxiety. For the past two years the wheat
crop had failed and there was growing discontent
among her people. It was highly important to
attend to the needs of her country. For a long
time she had doubted the possibility of being able
tn leave,



CLEOPATRA 11}

But Anteny's eyes were fixed on Cleopatra. He
ignored the flimsy excuses, which would not have
stood ir. her way had she desired to overcome them.
He could only whisper:

“You are more beautiful than ever!”

“Do you think so?"” she answered, and her smile
was that of a simple girl.

Then, taking her guest by the hand, she led him
to the stern of the vessel, which had been converted
into a grove. They took their places on the two
purple couches beside the table; and enjoying the
rare delicacies, drinking old wines from golden cups,
they talked of many things, while the stringed in.
struments made sweet music. Memories of other
days came back to them, days when, reclining around
a sumptuous table in brilliantly lighted rooms, An-
tony had gazed on Cleopatra, eager to declare his
love, yet held back by conditions which so often
restrain the natural inclinations. He was baulked
again this evening, not by the presence of others, as
in former days, but by their mutual relations. A
definite explanation was necessary to clear away the
political clouds which enveloped them. '

Cleopatra took the initiative. To run the risk
of being accused, of having to defend herself was
contrary to all her instincts. Besides, what was the
danger? However much at fault she might be she
was confident of having a lenient judge. What-
ever stand she might take, of attack or defence, she
felt that her tiny hand had the power to conquer.
She preferred to attack, however, and began an
account of the indignities which, to uphold a just
course, she had suffered at the hands of Cassius.
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Three different times he had demanded recruits
from her, and at each refusal she had been over.
whelmed by a deluge of threats.

““The scoundrell” muttered Antony.

She went on hurriedly: *But you, too, Antony,
you counted on me, you expected my fleet to come to
your aid and you had a right to expect it! You
could never have doubted my good intentions; I
was your surest ally. All my prayers were with
you, you, the avenger of Cesarl”

The atmosphere was changed. The discussion
was taking an entirely different turn from what
Antony had expected. He was completely dis-
armed. He who had planned to question her
sternly, to obtain a justification, or at least some ex-
cuse for her attitude, found himself quietly listening
to the voice of an enchantress.

“You have been annoyed with me?” she said, in a
caressing tone.

“I have never been angry with you,” he answered.

“Yes, you have. I know very well. It was at
Iacedemon. You were put out at having waited
for me in vain.”

But here, too, Cleopatra was ready with an ex-
planation. She related how the gods, whose de-
signs are impenetrably concealed from men, had
seemed determined to thwart her plans. Her
squadron had scarcely set sail when it had been scat-
tered by a tempest. Several of the ships had been
sunk. She, herself, ill and exhausted, had been
saved only by a fortunate chance, She had re-
turned to Alexandria at grave peril in a boat which
was leaking. And when the squadron had been put
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in condition again it was too late; the allies had just
won the battle of Philippi.

Presented in this light her conduct as an ally of
Rome was not only above reproach but worthy of
all praise; and Antony was not sparing in his com-
mendation. He was deeply moved at the thought
of the dangers she had passed through. He called
her sublime, heroic. He was almost at the point
of making excuses on his own account. Had he not
been a fool in so obstinately expecting her arrival?
But, on the other hand, had he not suffered torment
all the days since Fate had separated them? Every-
where, at every moment, he had sought her, had
hoped to see her appear. Without her he knew
only unhappiness. He loved her, he had always
loved her. To be content without her was impos-
sible. And now that she was with him his passion
was too strong for him. It was a burning fire that
would never be quenched.

Cleopatra listened to all this gravely, making no
comment. His words stirred her innermost being,
and she was thrilled at the thought: “The master of
the world belongs to me!” Undoubtedly she un-
derstood the passionate tone of this hero, shared
his intoxication. She felt how sweet it would be to
vield, to let herself be carried away by this over-
whelming emotion. But the time had gone by when
she was ready to give herself up at the first asking,
as when she had yielded to the desire of Casar.
The innocent young girl of those days had grown
rich in experience. The years, the events, the stay
at Rome had taught her many things. She recog-
nized the value of her favours. Although fully

I
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determined to grant them, that she might bind An-
tony to her, unite their destinies in order to begin
once more with him the game that she had lost the
first time, she intended to choose her own hour,

The supper was over. Leaning back on her cash-
ions she seemed the very image of sensual delight.
She regarded Antony.

“I love you,” he whispered.

“Hush,” she said in the gentlest way, as though
correcting a cherished child; ‘*you must not say
such things.”

With a sudden frenzy and before she had time to
draw back Antony pressed his passionate lips to
hers. He would not be silent. He had already
waited too long, had suffered too much from her
delay. All hope of happiness seemed to have
shpped away and he had been on the verge of de.
spair. And now that she was really with him, she
the adored idol of his heart, she told him not to
speak, not to tell her of this love which meant life
itself to him!

The young Queen stood up. The dying light of
the candles and torches transformed her into a
statuette of gold, one of those deities who are wor-
shipped surrounded by a flashing circle of fire. She
looked at Antony. A little dismayed by his ardour
she asked herself whether, in spite of her ambition,
she really could endure such a passionate lover.

“Wait,” she said, ‘‘it grows late. I am very
tired. Let me have this evening to rest.”

But Antony did not stir. ILeaning on the couch,
his elbows on his knees and his chin in his hands, he
stared distractedly at this exquisite creature, He
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could have remained there for ever, under those
shining stars which, hour by hour increasing in bril-
liancy as the light of the torches faded, seemed to
draw nearer, as though to share his happiness.

“Let us go,” she murmured, “it is time to say
good-night.”

His longing eyes implored her: “Do not send me
from you without a promise.”

With her maddening smile, she replied, “To-
morrow 1 will come to have supper with you.”

“Until to-morrow, then,” sighed Antony. Then,
disappointed and baffled, his whole being tortured
by visions of a joy which had seemed within his
grasp and which for the moment had escaped him,
he left the barge and went back to the shore.

For the next few days Cleopatra and Antony
were inseparable. It was the beginning of that pas-
sion which was gradually to absorb their whole be-
ing and consume them like a fire.

If Antony had from that first evening completely
lost his reason, Cleopatra had kept hers. Her mind
was stronger than her emotions. Shrewd and clear.
sighted, she looked into the future. With her
mind’s eye she saw the old dreams come back, her
cherished plans of long ago. If Antony, as ruler of
Rome, lacked the strength of Czsar, his power was
as far-reaching; and, if his character lacked the
force, his mind the breadth of the other, she would
have all the more chance of supremacy, all the
greater opportunity of controlling the government.

She was seized with the desire to try the experi-
ment without delay. A great bitterness, an cver-
growing rancour was in her heart against her sister
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who had disputed her right to the throne and who
had failed in the contest. Fleeing from her ven-
geance, this sister, Arsino€, had taken refuge in the
temple of Diana, at Ephesus, and, under the pro-
tection of the high priest, Megabyzus, had assumed
the role of a sovereign. This insult to Cleopatra
fell directly within the jurisdiction of the Triumvir.
He alone could put a stop to it. She asked that
the Princess be put to death, and also the minister,
Serapion, who had upheld her in the rebellion and
flight to Ephesus.

Such severities were not at 2ll to Antony's taste,
The happy hours spent at Ephesus were still fresh
in his memory. Should he forfeit those for 2 wom-
an’s caprice? Should he thus discredit his reputa.
tion as a genial Proconsul? Besides, in violating
the religious privileges he would incur the risk of
making many enemies. He tried to argue, not in
favour of the guilty ones, but to save his own stand-
ing. How would it look if, having shown mercy
to the vanquished of his own country, he should
prove pitiless to people who were subjects of Rome,
and against whom he had no just complaint ?

The plea had no effect. There was something
in Cleopatra’s character, not so much of cruelty as
of a desire for domination, which would not endure
resistance. Arsinoé had attacked her authority;
consequently, as long as Arsinoé lived Cleopatra
would not be happy. Was not she constantly in
danger of some new attempt against her crown on
the part of this rebel?

Antony suggested imprisonment. But no, it was
Arsinoé’s head that she demanded from him, He
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finally succeeded in rescuing the priest Megabyzus,
thanks to the intervention of the Ephesians, who
threatened to put the town in a state of siege rather
than allow any indignity to their revered High
Priest.

This was the beginning of a succession of trivial
discussions. Cleopatra always succeeded in having
her own way, gradually substituting her own wishes
for the authority of Antony. His will was com-
pletely dominated by her, for she held him by the
magic force of love. What did she give him in ex-
change for her first victory? Her method of evasion
had succeeded too well for her to renounce it readily.
Before giving herself to Antony, her instinct, a curi-
ous compound of ambition and coquetry, told her
to lead him by slow degrees to the point where a
whole lifetime of delight would be needed to quench
his burning thirst to possess her. Prudence whis-
pered also that, while granting him certain priv-
ileges, it would be wise to reserve the fulfilment of
his happiness until they had arrived in Alexandria.
Would not this be the surest means of attracting
him to that city where she needed him to stabilize
her power? And as to keeping him there, was not
the enchanted court of the Bruchium, the prestige
of her palace, its festivals, the bed of roses where
Casar had lingered, the place where she would have
the greatest chance of playing the part of the be-
witching sorceress, from whose spell he would never
escape?
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HEN Antonv and Cleopatra separated they

planned to be together again for the winter.
Antony applied himself to his affairs in Asia Minor
with an unexpected industry. From early morning
until Iate in the evening he was busy, often receiving
delegates and signing papers after his supper had
been served. At this rate he quickly settled the
disputes between Herod and the adjoining rulers
concerning frontiers, assigned to each legion the
territory belonging to it, chose the governors, and,
in a word, put everything in such order that he
could absent himself with safety. He decided to
set sail the latter part of November. The heavens
were ominously dark, the sea was gray and rough,
but what matter? The wind blew from the north
and would drive him straight to Alexandria,

In Alexandria the presence of the Triumvir was
expected with varied feelings, Those who had
faith in Egypt’s power and her ability for self-gov-
ernment deplored the arrival of the Roman ruler,
To them he meant merely a new lover for the Queen,
a master less gracious and perhaps more covetous
than Cesar. Others, recalling the promise of the
god, regarded the hero of Philippi as a possible

124
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ally, who would restore the ancient grandeur of the
kingdom. When it was announced that Antony
would disembark unpretentiously, unescorted by
either troops or squadron, simply as a nobleman re-
turning the visit of a great lady, these dissensions
ceased. All agreed that, as this was merely a visit
of courtesy, it was necessary to welcome him
warmly. Besides, the Queen’s orders were explicit.
She had not forgotten the lessons that Dellius had
taught her. The insignificant specimen of splen-
dour that she had displayed at Tarsus had been so
much appreciated that she wanted now to show the
whole wealth of her resources. She had made up
her mind that Antony's reception here should en-
tircly efface the memory of those accorded him at
Ephesus and at Tarsus. She spent gold lavishly
and offered prizes to those who should invent some
new decoration, some spectacle which would be
sure to win universal admiration.

However brilliantly decked with flags the fort,
with its banners blazing from one end to the other
like bonfires, however magnificent the pageants, and
numerous the gateways, carpets, triumphal arches,
which lined the streets where the procession passed,
they made little impression on Antony; or rather,
these external trappings seemed but the natural set-
ting for his own happiness. Even the shouts of wel-
come were but echoes of his own exaltation. One
thought alone absorbed his mind. In a moment
now he would see hes, would hold her in his arms.
Her image obliterated everything else. His desire
to possess her was the rhythm to which the whole
world moved,
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Four galloping horses were speeding him along
the Royal Way. The pink facade of the Bruchium
rose above its terraces. Ie was getting nearer,
nearer; in another instant he would be face to face
with Cleopatra.

“Will she be mine at last?’ he asked himself,
breathlessly. She had sworn it and it was on this
understanding that they had parted. But with
women, with this woman especially, with her subtle,
sinuous ways, one could never tell. The uncer-
tainty made his heart beat fast. The horses gal-
lIoped steadily on, made the last slope, and Antony
was at the door of the palace.

Above, on the first step, surrounded by white-
mitred priests swinging censers, and by officers in
rich array, Cleopatra was awaiting him, She evi-
dently wished to remind him of the days at Tarsus,
for she was draped in a sea-green robe which made
her look like a nereid. Necklaces of pale green
chalcedony fell over her bosom like ocean spray,
and on the turquoise clasp of her belt mysterious
symbols were engraved.

As Antony approached she cast a laurel branch
toward him and came down to greet him. On
bended knees, with outstretched arms, he saluted
her with a gesture of adoration. They grasped
each other’s hands and spoke for a moment in low
tones. Then they went up the steps of the grand
stairway together in silence. They were smiling,
and their expression was that of perfect, exquisite
understanding.

From that day serene happiness encompassed
them. The calculations, the coquetry, vanished.
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There was no further anxtety save that which comes
to those accustomed to a life of pleasure, when they
ask themselves: “Will it last, shall I still be happy
to-morrow?” This was real, absolute, supreme
love. Many people, resenting the glamour of ro-
mance, have not seen, have not wished to see in
this famous adventure anything but a selfish scheme,
and in Cleopatra an ambitious courtesan. It is
true that the persecutions of her youth had caused
her to look on love as a means, had made her re-
gard Cesar as a protector from whom she could
expect, primarily, the restoration of her kingdom,
and later, if death had not come so suddenly, the
crown of an empress. But with Antony it was dif-
ferent. At the outset, perhaps, in her dreary soli-
tude she had certain plans in mind by which she
could use him to carry out her ambitious schemes.
Bereft of the great ruler by whose power she had
built up her fortune, she probably dreamed of re-
placing him with Antony and continuing with him
those bonds that the fatal poignard of Brutus had
severed. But she had not reckoned on the hot
blood of youth. If that voyage to Tarsus had been
a snare Cleopatra was caught in her own trap. She
had set out as a conqueror, sure of enforcing her
will, and she had found love awaiting her to lead
her captive. However attractive Antony’s posses-
sions might be, his personal charm outweighed them
all. He had in a rare degree those gifts which win
affection, and, in spite of all her premeditated
schemes and plots, in spite of the endless intrigues
which may have been combined with her feeling for
him, Cleopatra undoubtedly gave him her whole
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heart. What is more convincing than the final
tragedy? When a love affair ends with the volun-
tary death of the lovers, when they both kill them-
selves rather than live on alone, any preceding faults
or failings are of small account. That last hour is
the only one to be marked on the dial of history.

But at this time there was no thought of death.
Day followed day, wholly given over to the joy of
living. FEvery moment spent together created new
dreams to be carried out; each desire gratified gave
birth to a new desire. They seemed to have within
them an inexhaustible spring from which they drank
without ever quenching their thirst. The only per-
fect love is that where flesh and spirit are satisfied
in turn, where heart and soul share in the ecstasy.
To Cleopatra, who had never loved before, this
feeling was a new experience. To Antony it was
a surprise which plunged him in unspeakable delight.
After his life of excess it would have seemed im-
possible for him to be thrilled by this new joy. But
all other experiences were wiped out, and in this
love he was born again. Like to the fire which
rises, impervious to corruption, his passion for Cleo-
patra had burned away all stains of the past.

Their mutual happiness seemed to affect all their
environment. The Queen took an exquisite pleas-
ure in pointing out the charms of the Bruchium, that
incomparable museum of art and nature. She
wanted to share all its wonders with her lover.
Even if she picked a rose she wanted him ta inhale
its fragrance as though it were an ethereal frag-
ment of herself, and its perfume were her own
breath. In showing him a marble statue from the



THE INIMITABLES 129

chisel of Praxiteles, the bronze Hercules that
Ptolemy VII had brought from Corinth, a bas-relief
covered with figures from the Iliad; in music, or
some page from a Greek drama, she sought that
close contact of mind and spirit which should make
them one being.

But if Antony yielded at times to the refining in-
fluence of the daughter of the Lagid=, at other
moments his own virile nature had the mastery and
controlled them both.

The orgies of the Bruchium are matters of his-
tory. The moderation of modern life, with its
democratic views, its lesser fortunes, its law-
restricted vices, gives no hint of the extravagant
living of the ancients. The scale is entirely differ-
ent. There is no comparison between the provincial
fétes of to-day and the saturnalian revelries of the
Romans. OQur hygienic repasts offer no idea of the
gluttonous feasts of Balthazar. Modern monu-
ments, modern buildings, how pitifully poor they
are compared with those colossal structures that
Rameses or Darius employed thirty years of their
reign in completing, and which have survived them
for as many centuries] What a contrast between
our richest palaces and those massive retreats of
anctent kings, with their stupendous ramparts,
their avenues of obelisks, the forest of columns
which surrounded them! The most magnificent
court of Furope would seem paltry set by the side
of one of any satrap or Roman proconsul.

The world in those days belonged to the priv-
ileged few who had the entire control. The lower
classes were content to look on at their revels.



130 LIFE AND DEATH OF CLEOPATRA

There were giants in those days compared with the
less virile physique of modern men. The suns
which shone on their joys have set. A certain sad-
ness depresses the modern mind, inoculated with the
virus of the ideal.

Antony and Cleopatra lived at a time when they
could watch life roll by like a mighty torrent. The
vigour of the young world boiled in their veins with
no thought of sin. To be happy was the only wis-
dom. They were like the followers of Epicurus,
whose sole aim was to enjoy to the full the passing
hour. In that wonderful city, where everything
scemed planned for their delight, they spent inde-
scribable days, days in which nothing seemed too
high or too low to add to their enjoyment. As
fearless in planning pleasures as in carryipg them
out, they were truly imimitable.

Cleopatra wished to shower every possible luxury
on her guest, and she commanded that the habitual
magnificence of the court life be increased in every
way. A story is told by Philotas, who had come
from Amphissus to finish his studies at the Serapium,
of having made the acquaintance of a steward of
the royal kitchens. There he saw eight wild boars
waiting to be roasted before a huge brazier. *“Is
the Queen having a banquet this evening ?”’ ke asked.
He was much astonished to learn that only the usual
court was to be present, not more than a dozen
guests at the outside.

“What,” he cried, “eight wild boars for twelve
stomachs ?”

“DNon’t you know,” answered the steward, “that
only at a certain stage is a roast fit to eat? Now
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it is not possible to know at what moment the food
must be served here, for the Triumvir may dally
over a game of chess, or take a sudden fancy for a
gallop to Canopus. Then there is nothing to do
but to put out the fires and wait. At other times
he says he is famished and must be served before
the regular time. So one boar, one quarter of
beef, a few geese or guinea fowls are not enough;
there must be an unlimited supply[”

This is one anecdote among many which shows
not only the wastefulness but the happy carelessness
which surrounded this great spoiled child, Antony.
Everything gave way to his capricious fancy.
Cleopatra lived but to please him. Leaning on the
breast of her hero, she saw life only through his
eyes. At times their caresses made a paradise for
both; at others she was occupied in inventing some
new form of amusement to divert her lover and
herself.

This constant effort was a drain on her physically
and mentally and led to all kinds of follies. One of
these, which happened at a banquet, is famous.

The vast hall where the guests were assembled
was proportioned to conceal its height. It was
encircled by arcades. In each of these 2 great-
pawed sphinx of porphyry bore the image of a
woman in Egyptian head-dress. Light poured out
from torches supported by brass arms, from high
candelabra spread out like sheaves, from silver
tripods, these latter spouting great flames.

A hundred guests stood expectantly around the
table looking at the marvellous display of golden
platters, cups, and bowls. They were awaiting the
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arrival of Antony and Cleopatra. Presently, to the
sound of music, the royal couple appeared, he,
superb, god-like, in his star-covered tunic, she, ad-
justing her floating scarf and playing with the
bracelets on her arms.

At the head of the table stood a couch supported
by four crouching grifins, The royal hosts reclined
there, side by side, and motioned to the guests to
take their places around the table. This evening
the special feature was a dance, or rather, a series
of emblematic figures invented by Clitias, the cele-
brated Sicilian comedian, A group of twenty-four
dancing girls appeared, each representing an hour;
some black as night, some rosy as the dawn, others,
again, the colour of broad daylight, and the differ-
ent shades of dusk. These, slowly or quickly, called
up in turn the image of earthly joys which come with
the passing day. As each Hour gave place to the
succeeding one she came to kiss the feet of the
Queen.

Although this charming spectacle roused great
enthusiasm and so delighted Antony that it was
repeated several times, Cleopatra scemed absent-
minded. She was wondering what novelty she
could provide for the next evening. It was essen-
tial to set before her beloved guest something which
he had never before seen. A sudden light came
into her eyes; again she had found it.

“I invite you to come to-morrow to a feast which
will surpass all that your eyes have ever beheld!”

And as Antony, with his generous smile, said
that such a thing could not be possible, she replied,
briefly:
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“The supper alone will cost ten million sesterces.”

Antony continued incredulous. This was not the
first time that his beloved one had made extravagant
statements,

“Let us lay a wager,” she cried.

He agreed. “If I lose what shall [ give you?’

She needed no time to consider. The word came
to her lips as though she had often used it:

“A kingdom.”

Had the wine gone to his head? Did he repgard
the Roman provinces merely as stakes to gamble
with? He suggested Pheenicia.

Pheenicia, on whose coast lay Tyre, Gebel, Sidon,
Berytus, all manufacturing towns, with their dyes,
their carpets, their valuable carved furniture made
from the cedars of Lebanon; and all sorts of other
rich possessions! For the moment Cleopatra did
not believe her ears. She thought he was jesting.
But Antony’s expression was serious. She saw that
the ofter was made in good faith. They touched
their fingertips in token of agreement.

The report of the wager soon spread. Nothing
was talked of in the city but the mysterious plan
for the coming night when the Bruchium would see
all its former splendours surpassed. Reasonable
men shrugged their shoulders, Ten million sesterces
for a single repast! It was not possible! Others
crowded together to discuss among themselves what
new extravagance the Queen was concocting to shake
the finances of the kingdom.

The next evening the same guests assembled in
the vast hall of the arcades. They were alive with
curiosity. What werc they gathered together to
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witness? What spectacle could justify the enor.
mous expense that had been announced? But on
entering the hall they saw nothing out of the ordi-
nary. There were the same brilliant illuminations,
the same gorgeous display of flowers and gold
plate; all the exquisite details were just the same.

With their customary ceremony the sovereigns
entered. The Queen was so simply dressed that only
her jewels attracted attention. Her passion for
them was well known and she had continually added
to the countless treasures of the Lagide. Wher-
ever she went she had acquired the rarest stones.
While at Rome the Etruscan workers had given
their entire time to making jewellery of her
own designing. Her preference had always been
for pearls. She had collected them from the Per-
sian gulf, from Ceylon, from Malaysia, and when-
ever a ship-owner went to India he had orders to
bring back any exceptional pearls that he found
there, regardless of their cost. She wore them
everywhere, around her neck, about her arms, fas-
tened in her belt, of every shape and tint.

This evening, however, she wore only two. But
such pearls! Their size, their beauty of outline,
were beyond all estimate. Suspended by an invis-
ible thread of gold, they gleamed in her ears like
drops of dew on the petals of a rose. The marvel
was that nature had twice produced such perfect
pearls, identical in form and sheen, and that twice
they had been found by man, although centuries
apart. The first had been sent to Olympias from
Ophir, by her son Alexander, and the second had
only recently been discovered near the coast of
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Malay after exhaustive searching. Did they re-
flect her shining eyes, were they tinted with the
roses on her young cheeks; or were they, as legend
says, living creatures who are affected when their
fate is in the balance?

The banquet went on, lavish, but a little dull, as
when an expected diversion fails. Dessert was
served, and still nothing had happened. There was
a general air of disappointment. Antony alone was
in high spirits. He looked on himself as the winner
of the wager and was amusing himself by imagining
the prize he could demand. His joking became
flippant:

“By Bacchus, your supper is not worth the ten
million sesterces that you promised,” he cried, im-
patiently, as he leaned toward Cleopatra.

“Don’t be so certain,” she replied: *‘you have not
won yet,"”

She called the cup-bearer, who stood always near,
and signalled to him to re-fill her cup. This golden
cup, a marvel of workmanship, was supposed to
have belonged to Pericles. In any case it had been
carved by one of the best artists of his epoch. A
troop of archers adorned it, and the handle was in
the form of a beautiful woman.

All eyes were fixed on Cleopatra., What was
she about to do? What miracle was to happen?
For astonishing things were always expected of her.

Turning toward Antony she raised the cup to
her lips, and with an expression half humorous,
half solemn, said:

“Look carefully,. When 1 have drunk this, my
wager will be won.” At the same time she un-
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fastened one of the pearls and let it fall to the bot.
tom of the foaming cup, where it was quickly dis-
solved.

Cries of horror went up, as in the face of an ir.
reparable disaster.

Having emptied the cup, Cleopatra made ready
for a second sacrifice.

Antony scized her wrist.

“Spare your jewels,” he cried; “I acknowledge my
defeat.”

The Queen hesitated; and he added, “Phwmnicia
is vours!”

YWhat was the use of doubling the sacrifice? It
was said that in memory of that evening Cleopatra
always wore the odd pearl in her bosom.  Octavius
found it there after her death. It was in the shape
of a tear, an enormous tear, as though all the tears
that those beautiful, closed eyes had shed were
gathered together in it. Thinking that no woman,
not even Livia, was worthy of such a jewel, or fear-
ing that it would bring him misfortune, the con-
queror of Actium carried it off as an offering to
Venus. ‘““Thus,” says Pliny, in melancholy vein, as
he was dreaming one day in the temple, “the half
of one of those suppers at Alexandria is to-day the
ornament of a goddess.”

Had Antony forgotten that he was Triumvir?
Did he not remember that the life of all men, espe-
cially that of a ruler, is a2 hard and continuous strug-
gle? Not altogether; but, without questioning
whether the moment was propitious, unmindful of
the disturbhing news of troubles in Italy, and of the
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incursions of the Parthians into Asia Minor, led by
the traitor Labismus, he still dallied. He knew that
some day he would be forced to take command of
his troops, but the life of a conqueror slips by very
quickly when he is in the arms of a beautiful woman.
While waiting, enmeshed, entangled, like a prey, he
was verily a captive; but the bands that held him
were too delightful for him to make the slightest
effort to break them. When stung by conscience he
comforted himself with the reflection that he would
know how to get away when it was actually neces-
sary.

In order to have a pretext that would justify his
prolonged stay in Alexandria he took up some gov-
ernmental work, chiefly the revision of the treaty of
alliance between the Roman Republic and Cleo-
patra. All its clauses were arranged in accordance
with her wishes and, at her instigation, he sealed it
by recognizing Caesarion as the legitimate son of
Casar, the heir-presumptive to the throne of Egypt.

The understanding between the two countries be.
ing arranged, he summoned the best equipped divi-
sions of his army and had them placed along the
borders of the Nile. This military display restored
order generally. It was universally recognized that
the Queen had a powerful support, and that obedi-
ence to her was necessary. Finally, to confirm her
authority over these troops, and to show that they
were hers to command, the hawk-crest of the
Lagid= was engraved on their shields by the side of
the Roman eagle. Armed with helmet and cuirass
Cleopatra, riding at Antony's side, reviewed them
on the parade ground.
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As she was now convinced of the solidity of her
throne, and had no longer any uneasiness save the
dread of seeing her lover take leave, Cleopatra put
her wits to work to keep all disquieting outside cares
away from him.  Constantly with him, seeing
everyone who came near him, she arranged their
daily programmes in such fashion that there was
no chance for idleness. Their life was a veritable
whirlwind. They went for long rides along the
sandy roads, taking such unreasonable routes that
they returned with their horses foundered. They
sought recreation in hunting deer and gazelles, and
risked life and limb in pursuit of the wild faun.
Danger exhilarated them, and it, in turn, gave them
keener appreciation of the hours spent in the privacy
of their apartment,

Gradually, however, their sense of enjoyment lost
its flavour. The need for perpetual novelty, the
desire for sharper sensations, made them seck ex-
periences which were inevitably degrading. In their
quest of these new adventures they went, at first
secretly, then without disguise, to mix with the dis-
orderly pleasure seekers who nightly frequented the
gardens of the Ceramicus.

Many goddesses had temples at Alexandria but
none was worshipped more persistently and fer-
vently than Venus. Under the different names of
Urania, Astarte, Acidalia, Callypige, and Cypris,
each inhabitant, each young girl, recognized her
power, and brought her offerings.

In a sycamore grove, opposite the celebrated wall,
more than fifteen hundred courtesans trafficked
openly in their wares, unhampered by the hypocrisy



THE INIMITABLES 139

which restrains modern civilization. Here, also,
was the school where expert matrons instructed a
hundred young girls in the intricate art of pleasing
the goddess of Love. Taken from their parents,
either with their consent, or for money, these girls
came sometimes from the most remote countries,
for the variety of types found at the Ceramicus
formed one of its chief attractions. Some were
fair, with light eyes and hair like silk; others were
of olive complexion, and others again had dark
skins. They were not all equally beautiful, that
is, according to the Greek ideal, but they all had
plump arms and firm breasts, all understood the art
of smiling, and of perfuming their bodies.

What did these royal lovers, who had all possible
means of gratifying every kind of caprice without
leaving their palace walls, what did these mis-
guided beings seek in the dim shade of those trees,
among a crowd of loose women?

Unluckily, these expeditions could not be con-
cealed indefinitely. Although Antony wore a mask,
and Cleopatra was draped from head to foot in a
sombre veil, more than one passer-by, because of the
presence of Eros, a devoted satellite of Antony who
went everywhere with them, suspected the presence
of these sovereigns in places where they had no
right to be. The final dénouement came as the re-
sult of a brawl in which they were hopelessly cn-
tangled.

It happened in the Rhakotis quarter, one of the
most disreputable parts of the town, where de-
bauchery ran riot. It was filled with houses of ill-
repute; the alleys rang with barbarous music ac-
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companying revolting scenes in the fetid taverns.
And here the ruler of Rome and the descendant of
Egyptian kings loved to spend their nights. Antony
was becoming brutalized, and Cleopatra, also, was
affected by this life. They quarrelled, passed cynical
jests, and, taking colour from their surroundings,
nothing pleased Antony so much as to watch the
Queen of Egvpt seated till morning before these
dirty booths, and to hear her ravishing voice, meant
to make music for the gods, singing vulgar songs, re-
citing obscene verses, or using the phrases that he
had formerly heard only between low soldiers and
women of the town,

One night there was a squabble between one of
these women and some sailors. Instantly a tumult
of cries and blows began. Violent fighting followed
and knives glittered. Cleopatra was about to faint.
Her throat was parched, a cold sweat broke out on
her forehead. She had hardly strength enough to
reach the exit. Eros seized her just in time and
carried her into the open air. She revived, but
unfortunately her veil had been pushed aside, and
pale and frightened appeared the young face that
at other times was secn crowned by the head-dress
of the Egyptian kings.

What is more significant than the degradation of
these lovers, overtaken by Fate? From the crest
of Fortune’s hill they could have looked down on
the ugliness of the world at their feet and have
satd: “We are safel” But they were insatiable.
Possessing all the best, they coveted the worst as
well. They wanted their wheel of sensations to go
on turning, turning. At the Jeast sign of its stop-
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ping they set it going again, and it dragged them
into the depths from which they came up irreme-
diably stained.

This scandal of the street brawl had no imme-
diate consequence, however, The hour of Nemesis
had not yet come. The people of Alexandria were
content with their reéstablished government, their
increased revenue, and attached but little importance
to what they called these frivolous pranks. Their
own standards were low and there was no actual
laws that condemned Cleopatra’s conduct. On the
contrary, it established a certain sympathy between
the Queen and her subjects. Since she, who had
seemed so far above them, had descended to the
ranks of the street women, what concession might
not be expected from her, or what good fortune?
Men who had long worshipped her at a distance
drew near to regard her with longing eyes. One of
these admirers wrote: “Any other woman would
grow stale, but not Cleopatra, The more you see
her the greater her fascination. She can transform
even vice, cruelty, debauchery by her unspeakable
charm. In the midst of her excesses the very priests
themselves can only bless her!”

Antony also had been adopted by the Alexan-
drians. Cesar's aristocratic bearing, his stern ex-
pression, his austere habit of mind, had overawed
them; while their naturally frivolous temperament
was thoroughly at ease in the presence of the jovial
Triumvir. Whereas the one always kept them at
a distance, whether on horseback or in his litter,
never mixing with the populace, the other enjoyed
the street shows, went about everywhere, stopped
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before the stalls, sometimes buying a trifle for
which he paid double price, and taking it to Cleo-
patra. He talked with the men in the street, was
not afraid of passing jokes with them, or even of
emptying an amphora of wine in their company.
He had discarded his military dress when appear-
ing in public, as it recalled the hated Roman rule.
He replaced the Roman officers by Egyptian guards,
and the coats of mail and helmets, surmounted by
silver crests, were exchanged for silk robes with
oriental head-dresses.

This delicate flattery of the populace provoked
much jesting criticism. “He reserves his tragtc role
for the Romans; for us he has always a smile,” many
said, recalling the part he had played at the time of
the proscriptions,

His intimate associates, who shared this lawless
life, had even less cause than the Alexandrians to
find fault with him. Like Antony, they were under
the bewitching charm of Cleopatra. They loved
her, admired her, and to win her favour bore with
good humour the sarcastic thrusts of her jesting
moods. To please and amuse her some of them
sacrificed all sense of dignity. Paterculus has left
the story of Munatius Plancus, former consul, and
several members of Antony's staft who, one evening
during a féte, crowned themselves with reeds, tied
fish tails to their naked backs, and mimicked the
dance of Glaucus. It seemed as though the masters
of the world, those proud Romans who had form-
erly scorned the Queen of Egypt, had now become
her slaves.
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AnTonyY’s WIVES

I T WAS no time for play, for masquerading, or

for parades. Threats were in the air. The
Parthian invasions were daily becoming bolder und
there were many uprisings in Italy. It was one of
those feverish crises of that malady which had
stricken Italy for more than a century and whose
periodic return endangered her foundations. On
one hand the landowners were trying to regain their
confiscated property; on the other, the war veterans,
to whom these estates had been promised, were ex-
acting the fulhlment of the promise. These latter,
reinforced by the standing army, which no longer
received its pay regularly, were the larger and
stronger party. In fact, they were the only re-
maining organized force of the Republic.

The man who could meet their just demands and
enforce his own will would have been master of the
situation. With his countless legions and his con-
trol over them Antony seemed to be the man. In
his absence, Octavius was next in line. But his puny
personality and his reputed cowardice and cruelty
were grave handicaps. He made sundry efforts to
reconcile the opposing parties. On one occasion, at
Gabies, he had a meeting of the landowners and
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representatives of the soldiers to discuss before a
jury the relative interests of the opponents, Some
decision might have been reached, as both sides de-
sired it, had a hearing been possible; but two peo-
ple purposely absented themselves; two who were
determined on war and had effective means of bring-
ing it about. These two were Fulvia, Antony's
wife, and his brother, Lucius.

For Antony was married, very much married.
The day after the battle of Pharsalus he had wedded
Fulvia, who had already been twice married; the
first time to the demagogue Clodius, and, after
his tragic death, to Curion, Tribune of the people.
In her association with these violent men she had
acquired the habit of meddling in politics. Under
their influence her mind had become emancipated
and masculine; she had lost the sweetness of her
own sex without gaining any qualities to make up for
it. Inspite of this, and although she had no beauty,
Fulvia had succeeded in laying hold of the Imper-
ator, perhaps even in making him love her. She
had doubtless succeeded, because it was the destiny
of this great agitator to upset the hearts of women
and yet be subject to their will. Far.seeing and
masterful, she had discerned what could be drawn
from the powerful instrument that Antony was,
provided a firm hand controlled him. The power
Fulvia had over him was such that at times he
seemed to be nothing more than a sword hung at
her girdle,

Her detestable influence was responsible for most
of the bloody deeds which have sullied the name of
Antony. The three hundred descrters from Brin-
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disi were exccuted at the instigation of this terma-
gant; their punishment afforded her such keen joy
that she desired to be present at the death, that her
robe might be spattered with their blood. It was
she also who stirred up in her husband's heart his
hatred of Cicero.

It is well known with what vehemence Cicero, in
his Philippics, denounced the man who, though a
Republican, stood for despotism. He designated
Antony as “a soldier lacking political genius, with-
out loftiness of soul, destitute of real distinction,
lost by debauchery.” Divining whose influence im-
pelled Antony to act, he fearlessly accused her: “'Is
this man free,” he demanded of the citizens whom
he was urging to quit the demagogic party, “is he
free, when controlled by a woman who imposes her
laws upon him, prescribes, commands, forbids, as
she sees fit?”

Fulvia could never forgive. At the hour of reck-
oning she found in her venomous heart the arrow
that Cicero had planted there, and sent it back with
fatal effect. To have her assailant assassinated was
not sufficient, she desired to dishonour his remains.
When the head of the great orator was brought
to Antony, she drew a long gold pin from her hair
and pierced the tongue which had defended justice
from one end of the world to the other.

Naturally such a woman would not let herself be
robbed without protest. When she heard what
skilful hands were detaining her husband, rage
gnawed at her heart. How should she get him
back? Supplications and threats were sent in turn
to the Bruchium. But Antony was dwelling in para-
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dise, oblivious to all that did not concern his beauti-
ful mistress. He was determined to remain igno-
rant of any reason for leaving her and often did not
even unroll the scripts which the courier had brought
him from his wife.

Fulvia, however, was capable of dire vengeance.
To stir up civil war appealed to her as an expedient
worthy of consideration. In consultation with her
brother-in-law, Luciug, an intriguer who had the
dream of crushing Octavius and putting his own
family in power, she said: “When thousands of men
are dying for his cause Antony will be compelled to
leave Cleopatra'’s arms.”

At the instigation of the two conspirators several
landowners roused the rural population. There
were skirmishes and combats. A large number of
towns declared themselves as opposed to Octavius.
'The cries of death resounded as far as Rome. The
statues of the Triumvirs were broken. Lucius took
advantage of these uprisings to declare himself, in
his brother’s name, the defender of Republican
ideals. Antony himself, he afirmed, thought that
the Triumvirate had lasted long enough. He was
ready to cancel his power and content himself with
being Consul.

These assertions gained many partisans for him
among the men who wished law and order restored.
With things at such a pass it was incredible that
Antony would not come to assume the leadership.
Delegates sent to Alexandria to induce him to re-
turn were refused admission to his presence. Cleo-
patra bade them depart without delay on pain of
imprisonment.
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Hearing of this outrage, Fulvia, whom no crime
appalled, conceived the idea of combining with
Antony’s enemies. She made a proposal to Octavius,
and, as a proof of sincerity, suggested his marrying
Clodia, her daughter by Clodius. She was a charm-
ing young girl, not yet seventeen years of age, and
had already attracted Octavius’s fancy. But he
was not to be ensnared; at no price would this prac-
tical man have encumbered his career by having
Fulvia for a mother-in-law!

So the war went on.

Despite Antony's contempt for his adversary—
“that beardless blackguard,” as he scornfully called
him—he knew very well what the ultimate issue
would be, although Cleopatra took all possible
means to conceal the actual danger; but he persisted
in his indifference, His exasperated wife was in
despair and, seeing the peril increase from day to
day, began to re-open negotiations. However diffi-
cult these might be with such an elusive husband,
still they offered the only possible chance of rousing
Antony to action. The chief thing was to find an
ambassador who could gain an audience.

She and Lucius finally selected Ahenobarbus, the
Triumvir's old comrade-in-arms, one of his bravest
generals, who during all their campaigns together
had rendered most valuable aid, yet at the hour of
victory had always effaced himself before his chief.
He, at least, would be given a hearing,

When this Roman of the old school, fresh from
the battlefield, whose cuirass seemed to stick to his
body as his flesh to his bones, entered the luxurious
perfumed quarters of the Bruchium, and saw Antony
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in a flowing, embroidered robe, a scimitar in his
girdle, his head wrapped in a turban adorned with
a shining carbuncle, he was overcome. Was this
the conqueror of Philippi, his comrade that he had
not seen since, clad in wild beasts’ skins, he had en-
dured without complaint the bitter hardships of a
Macedonian winter?

“Mark Antony!" he exclaimed, and that name
alone expressed all the astonishment and dismay that
filled his soul.

Antony was far from callous to this appeal.
When he understood what his wife and brother had
undertaken, his face reddened. He knew well that
personal interest and profit formed part of their
zeal in serving him; but the fact remained that
Fulvia furnished a rare example of wifely devotion,
and Lucius was an intelligent man. For the mo-
ment he had a sincere desn'e to join them. "

“If you feel that way,” said Ahenobarbus with
the simplicity of a heart accustomed to match deeds
with words, “why hesitate? The men who are
fighting for your cause are imprisoned in the fort
at Perugia; they are in danger of starving to death.
Take command of your legions and go to their aid.”

But things were not so simple as this brave soldier
imagined. Cleopatra undertook to enlighten him.
Little versed as he was in the ways of sentiment,
he comprehended at the first sight of her, at the
sound of her charming voice, that Antony was no
longer his own master, that he belonged body and
soul to this siren. And then he tried to make her
see reason,

He explained the situation without reserve. If
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Lucius and Fulviz were dependent on their own re-
sources, Octavius would probably have the advan-
tage, and Antony would lose the chance of overcom-
ing an enemy who, though cowardly now, might one
day be formidable.

Cleopatra was too wise not to realize the justice
of these arguments. No one was more anxious than
she for Antony's advancement, no one had greater
reason to dread the triumph of that legitimate
nephew, who disputed with Czsarion the heritage
of Cesar. Undoubtedly if Lucius had been alone
in his struggle, she would have said: “For our mu-
tual glory, for the extension of our power, go to
the front.”” But giving Antony his liberty, per-
mitting her cherished lover to set foot on Italian
soil, meant giving him up to Fulvia. Ugly, coarse,
and antipathetic though she was, better fitted to
harangue troops than to inspire passion, neverthe-
less this Bellona caused her a certain uneasiness.
She knew her ambitions and was perfectly conscious
of her despotic control of Antony. Under these
conditions was it prudent, even for a few days, to
deliver this precious hostage into her hands?
Weighing all considerations, Love, that tyrant who
knows no will save his own, gained his end. Pe-
rugia, Rome, the whole of Italy might be burning,
Cleopatra would not give up her lover.

The day before Ahenobarbus, disappointed and
disgusted, was to return to Italy, a trifling incident
changed the course of things. Antony was de-
pressed. His conscience troubled him; that con-
science which he had ignored so long, but which, at
certain memories, disturbed his peace. His old war
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comrade said nothing more, but his looks were full
of reproach.

“How shall I divert him?” thought Cleopatra.
“What amusement can I devise to protect him dur-
ing this last day from the appeals of Ahenobarbus?”

She proposed a fishing party.

Both men accepted and the boats across the canal
which led to the harbour of Eunostus, carried them
to Lake Mareotis, The reeds were rustling in the
breeze, above the quiet water stretched a heaven of
radiant blue. The buildings along the shore made
red reflections in the lake as though they were on
fire. The vessels anchored at the further end of the
lake where, remote from noise and excitement,
the carp had taken refuge in the quiet lapping of
the waves.

Antony threw his line half a dozen times and
caught nothing. This bad luck, especially before
Ahenobarbus, who was watching him with folded
arms, increased his ill-humour. Irritated and de-
termined to catch the fish, or at least to seem to
catch them, he whispered a word to Eros. What
he told him was to fasten to his own hook one of the
largest fish that had been caught and to slip it
skilfully under the water so that no one would
suspect the trick.

The Queen, however, was not long fooled. She,
too, knew how to play that game. She guickly con-
cocted a plan that, unknown to Eros, another at.
tendant carried out.

Antony was again in high spirits. Every time he
drew in his line 2 large carp hung from his hook.
He was overwhelmed with compliments on his
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astounding skill. All at once, just as he drew out
a huge prize, there was a burst of laughter. The
fish, this time, proved to be one that had been kept
in brine to serve as bait. Ordinarily Antony would
have been the first to join in the ridicule against
himself, but in the presence of the dignified Roman
general he was annoyed and mortified. The party
went home in silence.

Thinking this a good chance for a final effort,
Ahencbarbus waited unti! everyone had gone to his
own apartment and then sought Antony.

“Do you not realize that this is no place for
you?” he demanded. ““This child's play is fit only
for women and eunuchs; but you, warrior, chief of
the State, one of the three heads of the Republic,
when there are towns and continents waiting for
your taking. . . .

With the gesture habitual to him in moments of
perplexity, Antony put his elbow on his knee, his
chin resting in his right hand, and stared at his
friend. What was there to say? That fire that
still burned in his veins flamed up, showing him the
glorious goal toward which they had marched to-
gether.

“T wish I might follow you!” he cried.

“What is there to hinder you?”

“How can you ask!”

“Is love so mighty then,” gasped the old soldier,
“that once in its thrall a man has no more power
over himself?"”

They continued to talk. Antony was ready to
be persuaded. The light wound to his vanity made
him sensitive to appeals to his honour. The future
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spread out before him. Where would the life of
a love-sick satrap lead him?

Suddenly he cried, grasping his friend's haad:
“You are right; to-morrow 1 will go with you.”
And with a firm step he turned toward Cleopatra’s
bedchamber.

She was lying on a low couch, awaiting her lover,
but she was more than usually eager for his com-
ing this evening. He had been morose at supper.
What had been the trouble? Was he annoyed at
the joke she had played on him?

Charmian was beside her, trying to comfort her.
Surely Antony understood a joke!

The soothing sound of the sea came in through
the windows. Just outside the curtain of her room
Antony heard the question: “Do you believe he will
always love me?”

His heart was softened and he thought: “How
can I hurt the most tender of women?” Going
in, he looked at her without speaking, and she
asked:

“What is it? Of what are you thinking?"

He hesitated. Then, suddenly, like one who takes
his courage in both hands, he cried:

‘“Beyond all question I must go away.”

She looked at him, incredulous. This was worse
than all her fears.

“Go away! You are saying it to frighten me,
because I teased you.”

“Child,” he ejaculated, “as though such a thing
coun’tc_d! I owe it to those who are fighting for
me.’

Cleopatra’s ncart sank.
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“You wish to be with your wife!”

In spite of the gravity of the occasion Antony
could not help laughing.

“You! Jealous of Fulvial”

After all, why should she not be jealous? The
cause which this deserted wife was heading was not
led by an ordinary woman. Beautiful or hideous,
with their storms, their upheavals, their tears, these
passionate souls are the most dangerous rivals.
Cleopatra understood; she knew, better than any
other woman, of what the heart is capable to pro-
tect or regain its loved one. And Antony’s temper-
ament did not reassure her. At a distance from
her, he would surely find in that other woman, that
Amazon, the very support that his wavering will
unconsciously sought in all his relations with women,

All these soul-torturing thoughts she put in her
next demand:

“You want me to die, then?” And, as though
she were already nearing death, she fell back on her
pillows, pale and sobbing.

That was enough to shake his new-born resolu-
tion. Antony was already wavering. Bending over
that dear face, which he had so often seen flushed
with happiness, his only thought was to repair
the damage his words had wrought. He would
not leave her at once. He would get Ahenobarbus
to take his place and later, should it be neces-
sary ..
Cleopatra recovered immediately!

“If it were necessary,” she whispered, still trem-
bling, and pressing his head against her bosom, “I
should be the first to urge you to go. I desire your
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well-being, your glory far more than you do. But,
believe me, your wife and your brother are fools.
They are working only for their own interest. Let
them get out of this embarrassment, which they have
brought about themselves, without any aid from
you.”

Antony was more than content to believe her.
And that night there was no further question of
their parting.

Other happy nights followed. The lovers were
reunited, and behind those protecting ramparts that
love builds they were oblivious of war, threats,
everything. What matter if the world fell, so long
as they were together?

The gods, however, who favoured Antony, com-
bined this time to save him. At the moment when
Perugia, exhausted, was on the point of surrender-
ing; when the army, headed by his brother and his
wife, seeing no chance of the Triumvir's coming,
began to lose courage, Fulvia suddenly fell ill and
died. She had been the soul of the resisting army.
With this support gone Lucius was not strong
enough to continue the fight against such heavy
odds, and he sheathed his sword. Thus, by unfore-
seen events, Antony’s absence, which had seemed
so fatal, brought most excellent results. He had
taken no part in the war and so could not be held
responsible for it. Consequently there would be no
difficulty in making peace with Octavius. He had
only to disavow any political designs of his own.
But he must at least go to negotiate this affair in
person,

With Fulvia dead there was no further reason for
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Cleopatra to oppose Antony’s temporary absence,
or to feel any alarm in regard to it. She had borne
him one child and another was coming. They had
decided to celebrate their wedding in the spring and
to legitimatize the children, as Cesar had done in
the case of Cmsarion. As though, however, the
growlings of the crafty beast that lurks near per-
fect happiness were heard from afar, Cleopatra still
had certain apprehensions. What did she dread?
She could not have defined it. The idea of consult-
ing the oracles came to her. Perhaps they would
explain that mysterious danger against which her
whole being rebelled.

Here, as at Rome, the long-bearded augurs sought
to unravel the secrets of the future by studying the
sacred books, observing the flight of birds and ex-
amining the entrails of the victims. As Claros,
Cumes, and Tibur had their sybils, Delphi her
Pythian priestess, so Alexandria had a college of
celebrated astrologers. These famous men not only
gave their nights to the study of the heavens (they
knew the laws that governed the stars and they
gave the constellations the names that they bear to-
day) but their science pretended to be able to ques-
tion these stars and to obtain information from
them, Each celestial body represented a divinity
who influenced the birth and life of mortals, and its
vivid brilliancy in the height of happiness was
dimmed by the approach of disaster.

After nightfall, when it was entirely dark, Cleo-
patra, accompanied by a slave, climbed the one hun-
dred and twenty steps which led to the highest ter-
race.
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Sisogenus, the great compiler of horoscopes, wha
had been advised of her visit, was awaiting her.
With outstretched arms and his forehead in the
dust he saluted her three times.

“What does the daughter of Amoun-Ra seek of
an insignificant being?”

She explained her wish to know the destiny of
Mark Antony. In 2 few days the Triumvir would
be in Latin territory once more. What fate awaited
him there? Was there anything to fear in regard
to him?

Before replving, the sage, draped in yellow, his
sleeves and high cap adorned with a row of bells
which rang as he moved, traced some signs on the
sand of the terrace; then, in an attitude of ecstasy,
his body bent back, his palms outspread, he searched
the starry vault. Myriads of golden points pricked
the sombre blue, and their reflections in the sea
were like a shower of diamends.

Sisogenus suddenly seized his wand and pointed
to a star. He had recognized the planet under
which Antony was born.

“There!” he cried, “clear and brilliant it is ap-
proaching its zenith.”

But presently the star grew dim. It drew near
another star, A moment later the latter seemed to
fade away and the first shone again in its original,
magnificent splendour.

Cleopatra was much impressed by this plienom-
enon, the more so on hearing that it was Octavius’s
star which had made Antony's pale. This experi-
ence was conclusive. It was undeniably true that
by their natures these two men were opposed to each
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other, and that Antony should, in all matters, dis-
trust his colleague and avoid him.

When she brought him the horoscope Antony was
the more impressed by it because of a vision which
had disturbed his slumber. In his dream he had
been walking in a field of flowers. All at once he
had a sensation of resistance, as though a barrier
had been placed in his path. After a hard struggle
he waked suddenly, covered with sweat, a3 though
he had just escaped some grave peril.

Antony would not have been of his age and coun-
try if he had ignored such a warning. No Latin
was indifferent to these things. A sneeze, a burn-
ing of the ears, had their meaning. A fall, the
swelling of the little finger, were regarded as evil
omens. If he saw a flight of crows on leaving the
house, the prudent man returned home and carried
out no business that day. If, on the contrary, a
swarm of bees welcomed him as he stepped out into
the golden sunshine, he was safe in any undertaking,
for they brought good luck!

Naturally, when such importance was attached to
insignificant things, the signs of the heavens were
pregnant with meaning. If Antony had deferred
his going it would have brought only anhappiness
to Cleopatra and himself, for stronger than all
dreams was a voice which warned them that the
better part of their romance was over. Would
they ever again find time to give themselves up en-
tirely to the joys of love? That careless rapture
which passionate youth brings was ended. Differs
ent obligations would separate them, perhaps in.
definitely. Antony’s position called him back to his
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duty. That peace with Octavius, if it wcre ac-
complished, would solve only one of the new diffi-
culties which had arisen, The Parthians had to be
subdued, order must be established in Asia Minor;
many things demanded his attention. Already, with
the putting on of his armour, the Imperator felt
like his old self; he heard the clarion call with
pleasure and his gay, child-like smile had vanished.
He left his cup half filled with wine,

Cleopatra was unhappy; she had more to dread
from the coming separation. A sorrowful ex-
pression came into her eyes when she looked at her
lover, and, in spite of herself, in spite of his re-
peated promises that he would return before the
end of the year, bitter grief wrung her heart.

When the day came, although she was faint from
weeping, she insisted on going down to the ship with
him. A fresh wind was coming up from the east.
The ruffled sea was covered with long white wings,
wings which would carry off her happiness. If she
could only keep him with her! But poor human de-
sires have never for a single moment deferred the
coming disaster. The ship’s sails were set; the three
ranks of rowers had taken their places, and fifty
ebony arms were about to strike the water. Leaning
over the edge of the rampart, which ran along the
side of the Heptastadium, Cleopatra was repeating
softly the tender farewells which her hand waved to
Antony. Just as the ship left the quay she cried:

“Remember the stars!”

If Antony had been torn at this time by the
revengeful passion which inflamed him the day after
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the Ides of March, or by the hate which possessed
him later-—too late~—and which was to set him,
weakened, against an enemy who had grown power-
ful, he would undoubtedly have gained the mastery
of Octavius, and the fate of the world would have
been changed. But the time that he had spent at
Alexandria had sapped his primitive instincts, and
the fighting power that was one of the savage beau-
ties of his nature had lost its freshness. Instead
of returning to Italy with the fierce enthusiasm
essential to victory, his mind was absorbed in
Egyptian magic; his chief idea was to bring about
peace as quickly as possible so that he might be free
to go back.

Octavius, also, wanted an amicable adjustment of
the disturbances which the family Antonius had
brought about, but from totally different motives.
He was occupied with more serious things. Pompey
was in command of several legions who were bound
to him through loyalty to the glorious memory of
his father. He had taken these to Sardinia and was
superintending the piracy of a flect whose object
was to starve out the Latin coasts. If Antony, with
the sixteen legions which he had in Macedonia, and
the fast fleet which the Rhodians had built for him,
were to form an alliance with this new antagonist,
Octavius would inevitably be defeated.

It is a truism that fear makes men both cruel and
cowardly. In the present instance it caused Octa-
vius to take outrageous reprisals from the van-
quished Perugians and made him a lamb in the
presence of Antony. He had never been really at
ease with his herculean colleague. All that Antony
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stood for in beauty, pride, and happiness was secret
gall and bitterness to him. Though quite as well
versed in debauchery, his weakness made him de-
spair of ever attaining the graceful, easy bearing
which made Antony so attractive. He felt, too,
the indifference of his soldiers toward him, com-
pared with the feeling that his opponent mspired
among his men; their devotion was such that they
preferred serving under him without pay to being
well paid for marching against him. Feeling the
scantiness of his ammunition, compared with An.
tony’'s abundant resources, he had concluded at the
outset that it would be wiser to have Antony for
a friend than an enemy, and to-day again he said
to himself: “Though it cost me the one hundred
million sesterces that he has stolen from the heritage
of Casar, yet I will make this man my ally.”

Both sides then were ready to come to terms.
Their followers were as eager for it as the chief
combatants themselves, for after so much grief,
agitation, and bloodshed, all the world thirsted for
peace.

Antony’s friends were awaiting him at Brindist.
They had no difhiculty in persuading him to repulse
the revolutionary proposals of Pompey and to come
to an understanding with Octavius. This latter
offered Cyrenaica, which had been included in Lepi-
dus’s share, in exchange for Gaul, which originally
had been allotted to Antony in the division of terri-
tory.

Anxious to go to Asia, where his most important
interests lay, Antony selected Asinius Pollion to
look after his affairs in Italy. The latter’s tact and
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knowledge qualified him to deal with Mwmcenas,
Octavius’s delegate, and Antony gave him full
power. It would be time to sign the papers when
he returned from Asia.

Antony’s haste to plant his eagles in the Orient
was because Cleopatra had persuaded him to re.
gard these provinces as their common property, the
rich area that was destined to supplant ancient,
impoverished Europe and to become that world-
empire which they had planned to establish together.
To drive out the Parthians and procure the gold
necessary to content his soldiers, who were his chief
support, was of infinitely greater importance than
to dispute fragments of territory with Octavius and
Lepidus. Antony, as always when impelled by his
strong instinct as a leader, showed his usual mas¢er-
ful decision, quickness, and courage. He immedi-
ately took Palestine from Pacoros and reéstablished
Herod there; punished the towns which had mas-
sacred their garrisons, put Labienus to flight, de-
stroyedthegates of Lamanos, and took possession of
Syria. These victories recalled the days of his un-
trammelled youth, and roused that enthusiastic en-
ergy which o often followed his periods of inertia.

His {riends, knowing this complete metamor-
phosis, had reckoned accordingly. They persuaded
him to put on his Imperator's cuirass while they
were laying the cornerstone of a new Triumvirate,
saying among themselves: “We shall gain time in
this way"; for they had their own plans. They
thought that a marriage would serve the double
purpose of making the desired treaty binding and
also would keep him fromn going back to his mistress;
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so they had arranged to bring about a union be-
tween him and the sister of QOctavius. They knew
that although death had fortunately taken away
Fulvia, the main obstacle had not gone with her.
They understood perfectly that “the courtesan of
the Nile,” as in their hate and scorn they designated
Cleopatra, was still there, beguiling, regal, clothed
with her indescribable charm. But absence, for the
time being, lessened her power, and by this absence
they were determined to profit.

Antony’s return was the propitious moment to
bring about the union of the two Triumvirs by means
of the most pleasing of women. The important
thing was to arrange this skilfully and without
undue haste. The sun on that day shone over Rome
not with the metallic brilliance which cut hard out-
lines in the Levantine landscape, but gently, deli-
cately, with fleece-like clouds that softened the light.
Among its flowery hills the ancient city lay in quiet
dignity; its low houses clustered around its temples
seemed like a family group.

From the first moment that Antony trod the
streets, filled with sacred memories; when, on the
border of the river, he looked again at the place
where he had gathered the ashes of Czsar from the
funeral pyre; when he heard the great voices of the
Forum welcoming him—nhis heart quivered with an
emotion that he had not felt for a long time.
Whatever joys might thrill him elsewhere, no other
place in the world could give him the inexpressible
happiness of feeling that he was at home. Rome, it
was the birthplace of his fathers; the air that he
breathed there stirred and exhilarated him like that
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on a mountain top. The blood ran through his
veins richer, fuller, as though all that of his fore-
bears had joined the flood.

In this frame of mind Octavia's attractions were
naturally very powerful. Although not radiantly
beautiful, her modest, winning carriage represented
all that to the Latin mind signified the guardian of
the home. Her face was oval, rather long, the type
which the artists of the Renaissance chose in paint.
ing their Madonnas. Her dreamy eyes were shaded
by long lashes, and her masses of hair, whose reg-
ular braids encircled her forehead, rested there like
a crown.

No more striking contrast could have been found
than that between this sweet, gracious woman and
the implacable Fulvia; unless in comparing the
warm seductions of Cleopatra with the diaphanous
delicacy, the sensitive shadows, which enveloped the
sister of Octavius.

The young woman had been married once. The
short time that she had lived with Marcellus, for
whom she still wore 2 widow's veil, had been filled
with love, peace, and fruitfulness, and was indica-
tive of what life would be at her side. It was on
her discretion and deep-seated kindliness that the
friends of Antony and Octavius alike had relied,
hoping to make of her arms an arch of peace which
would unite the two columns of the world. Her
domestic virtues alone would have insured its
solidity. At a time when baseness was rampant,
when selfish fear engendered cowardice, when trea-
son entered even into the heart of family life, she
had many times shown her intrinsic qualities, her
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generous, human, kindly soul. Her gentle influence
over her brother had frequently saved the victims
of his wrath, Her friend, Tullia, owed the life of
Thoranius, her idolized husband, to her interven-
tion. He had been sentenced to death more than a
month and was awaiting the hour of his execution.
All Tullia’s prayers had been in vain and the time
was at hand. What could be done to save the
unfortunate man? Public opinion was not in
favour of his condemnation, but, debased as it was,
what means could it take to express its disapproval?
Octavia was fearless. One evening when the Im-
perator was expected at the theatre, she prepared
a device. At the moment when he entered his box,
dressed in purple and surrounded by lictors, a cur-
tain rose and by the side of a young woman weeping
there appeared a phantom loaded with chains. Cries
of “‘Mercy, mercy,” resounded on every side. What
each individual would have feared to ask, the crowd
demanded. The future Augustus was too weak
to go counter to the veice of the people. He raised
his right hand. The cause was won!

Octavia's presence had the effect on Antony of
grateful shade, Never since childhood had he been
associated with such a wholesome, comforting per-
sonality. The idea of making his home with her
gave him a qualm of conscience. If only he had
met her earlier he would undeubtedly have been a
different man. His way of living would not have
become so debased. But, as he was to-day, how
could he change his habits? How reach her level?
Deluded by an apparently newly gained liberty, he
said to himself: *“Who knows, it may not be too
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late!” The next moment the image of the Egyp-
tian sorceress came to him, forbidding any happiness
save with her in the alternate fever and ecstasy
which her love created.

Octavia was thoroughly familiar with Mark An-
tony’s past life. Desirous, as he was, of combin-
ing their political interests, her brother, who was
devoted to her, had not concealed from her the
risks involved in a marriage with Cleopatra’s lover,
He could not bring himself to praise a man so en-
tirely opposite in character to himself. Funda-
mentally honest and careful of her future as
Octavia was, she might, by these warnings, have
been spared such a perilous adventure; but she had
a brave heart under her outward shyness. Her
youth longed to taste the sweets of passion as well
as the quiet joys of life. From their very first
interview she had been irresistibly drawn toward the
tyrant that Antony was to be in her life. It would
not be possible, she thought while admiring his
splendid contour and his bright smile, for such a
man to be false. If he had yielded to temptations
it was because those near him had failed to bind
him with that cord of tenderness which can restrain
the lion. This was the pathetic mistake of virtue,
confident of its own power; that fatal attraction
which makes gentle hearts the prey of strong, full-
blooded men, and impels them to 