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CICERO.

CHAPTERI.

EARLY LIFE AND EDUCATION.

When we speak, in the language of our title-page, of the ‘Ancient
Classics, we must remember that the word 'ancient’ isto be taken with
aconsderable difference, in one sense. Ancient al the Greek and Roman
authors are, as dated comparatively with our modern era. But asto the
antique character of their writings, thereis often adifference which

isnot merely one of date. The poetry of Homer and Hesiod isancient, as
having been sung and written when the society in which the authors lived,
and to which they addressed themselves, wasin its comparative infancy.
The chronicles of Herodotus are ancient, partly from their subject-matter
and partly from their primitive style. But in this sense there are ancient
authors belonging to every nation which has aliterature of its own.
Viewed in thislight, the history of Thucydides, the letters and orations

of Cicero, are not ancient at al. Bede, and Chaucer, and Matthew of
Paris, and Froissart, are far more redolent of antiquity. The severd

books which make up what we cal the Bible are dl ancient, no doubt; but
even between the Chronicles of the Kings of Israel and the Epistlesof S.
Paul thereisafar wider red interval than the mere lgpse of centuries.

In one respect, the times of Cicero, in spite of their complicated

politics, should have more interest for amodern reader than most of what
iscaled Ancient History. Forget the date but for amoment, and there
isscarcely anything ancient about them. The scenesand actorsare
modern--terribly modern; far more so than the middle ages of Christendom.
Between the times of our own Plantagenets and Georges, for instance, there
isafar wider gap, in al but years, than between the consul ships of

Caesar and Napoleon. The habits of life, the ways of thinking, the family
affections, the tastes of the Romans of Cicero's day, werein many

respects wonderfully like our own; the political jealousiesand rivaries

have repeated themselves again and again in the last two or three
centuries of Europe: their code of palitical honour and mordity, debased
asit was, was not much lower than that which was held by some great
statesmen ageneration or two before us. Let us be thankful if the most
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frightful of their viceswere the exclusive shame of paganism.

It wasin an old but humble country-house, neet the town of Arpinum, under
the Volscian hills, that Marcus Tullius Cicero was born, one hundred

and six years before the Chrigtian era. The family was of ancient
‘equestrian’1] dignity, but as none of its members had hitherto borne

any office of date, it did not rank as'nobl€e. His grandfather and his
father had borne the same three names--the last an inheritance from some
forgotten ancestor, who had ether been successful in the cultivation of
vetches (_cicer ), or, asless complimentary traditions said, had a

wart of that shape upon hisnose. The grandfather was till living when
thelittle Cicero was born; astout old conservative, who had successfully
resisted the attempt to introduce vote by balot into his native town, and
hated the Greeks (who were just then coming into fashion) as heartily as
his English representative, fifty years ago, might have hated a Frenchman.
"The more Greek aman knew", he protested, "the greater rasca he turned
out". Thefather was aman of quiet habits, taking no part evenin loca
politics, given to books, and to the enlargement and improvement of the
old family house, which, up to histime, ssems not to have been more than
amodest grange. The Stuation (on asmal idand formed by thelittle

river Fibrenug 2]) was beautiful and romantic; and thelovefor it, which
grew up with the young Cicero asachild, he never lost in the busy days
of hismanhood. It wasin hiseyes, he said, what Ithacawas to Ulysses,

"A rough, wild nurse-land, but whose crops are men”.

[Footnote 1: The _Equites_were origindly those who served in the
Roman cavalry; but latterly al citizens came to be reckoned in the class
who had a certain property qualification, and who could prove free
descent up to their grandfather.]

[Footnote 2: Now known as Il Fiume della Posta. Fragments of Cicero's
villaare thought to have been discovered built into the walls of the

deserted convent of San Dominico. The ruin known as'Cicero's Tower' has
probably no connection with him.]

There was an aptnessin the quotation; for at Arpinum, afew years before,
was born that Caius Marius, seven times consul of Rome, who had at least
the virtue of manhood in him, if he had few besides.

But the quiet country gentleman was ambitiousfor hisson. Cicero's

father, like Horace's, determined to give him the best education in his
power; and of course the best education was to be found in Rome, and the
best teachers there were Greeks. So to Rome young Marcus was taken in
duetime, with hisyounger brother Quintus. They lodged with their
uncle-in-law, Aculeo, alawyer of some digtinction, who had ahousein
rather afashionable quarter of the city, and moved in good society; and
the two boys attended the Greek lectures with their town cousins. Greek
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was as necessary apart of a Roman gentleman'’s education in those days as
Latin and French are with us now; like Létin, it wasthekey to literature
(for the Romans had as yt, it must be remembered, nothing worth caling
literature of their own); and, like French, it was the language of
refinement and the play of polished society. Let us hopethat by thistime
the good old grandfather was gathered peacefully into hisurn; it might
have broken his heart to have seen how enthusiastically his grandson
Marcusthrew himsdf into this newfangled study; and one of those letters
of hisriper years, stuffed full of Greek termsand phraseseven to
affectation, would have drawn anything but blessings from the old
gentleman if he had lived to hear them reed.

Y oung Cicero went through the regular curriculum--grammar, rhetoric, and
the Greek poets and historians. Like many other youthful geniuses, he
wrote agood dedl of poetry of hisown, which hisfriends, aswas naturd,
thought very highly of at thetime, and of which he himsdlf retained the
same good opinion to the end of hislife, aswould have been naturd to
few men except Cicero. But his more important studies began after he had
assumed the ‘white gown’ which marked the emergence of the young Roman
from boyhood into more responsible life--at Sixteen years of age. He then
entered on a specia education for the bar. It could scarcely be called a
profession, for an advocate's practice at Rome was gratuitous; but it was
the best training for public life--it was the ready means, to an able and
eloquent man, of gaining that popular influence which would secure

his election in due course to the grest magistracies which formed the
successive stepsto political power. The mode of studying law a Rome bore
avery consderable resemblance to the preparation for the English bar.
Our modern law-student purchases his admission to the chambers of some
special pleader or conveyancer, where heis supposed to learn hisfuture
business by copying precedents and answering cases, and he adso attends
the public lectures a the Inns of Court. So at Rome the young aspirant
wasto be found (but at a much earlier hour than would suit the Temple or
Lincoln'sInn) inthe open hall of some great jurist's House, listening

to hisopinions given to the throng of clientswho crowded there every
morning; while his more zed ous pupils would accompany himin hisstroll

in the Forum, and attend his pleadingsin the courts or his speeches on

the Rostra, either taking down upon their tablets, or storing in thelr
memories, his_dicta_upon legd questions[1] In such wise Cicero
became the pupil of Mucius Scaevola, whose house was called "the oracle
of Rome'--scarcely ever leaving hisside, as he himsdlf expressesit; and
after that great lawyer's death, attaching himself in much the sameway to
ayounger cousin of the same name and scarcely less reputation. Besides
this, to arm himsdlf at dl pointsfor his proposed career, heread logic

with Diodotus the Stoic, studied the action of Esop and Roscius--then the
gars of the Roman stage--declaimed doud like Demosthenesin private,
made copious notes, practised trandation in order to form awritten

style, and read hard day and night. He trained severdly as an intellectua
athlete; and if none of his contemporaries attained such splendid success,
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perhaps none worked so hard for it. He made use, too, of certain specia
advantages which were open to him--little appreciated, or at least sldom
acknowledged, by the men of his day--the society and conversation of
elegant and accomplished women. In Scaevolas domestic circle, where the
mother, the daughters, and the grand-daughters successively seem to have
been such charming talkers that language found new graces from their lips,
the young advocate learnt some of hisnot least vauable lessons. "It

makes no little difference’, said hein hisriper years, "what style of
expression one becomes familiar with in the associations of daily life'.

It was another point of resemblance between the age of Cicero and the
timesin which we live--the influence of the "queens of society”, whether
for good or evil.

[Footnote 1: These _dicta , or 'opinions, of the great jurists,
acquired asort of legd vdidity in the Roman law-courts, like 'cases
with us]

But no man could be completely educated for apublic career a Rome until
he had been asoldier. By what must seem to us a mistake in the Republican
system--a mistake which we have seen made more than once in the late
American war--high political offices were necessarily combined with
military command. The highest minister of state, consul or praetor,

however hopelesdy civilian in tastes and antecedents, might be sent to
conduct acampaign in Italy or abroad at afew hours notice. If aman was
aheaven-born generd, al went well; if not, he had usudly a chance of
learning in the school of defedt. It was desirable, at dl events, that he
should have seen what war wasin hisyouth. Y oung Cicero served hisfirg
campaign, a the age of elghteen, under the father of aman whom hewasto
know only too well in after life--Pompey the Greet--and in the division of
the army which was commanded by Sylla aslieutenant-genera. He bore arms
only for ayear or two, and probably saw no very arduous service, or we
should certainly have beard of it from himself; and he never wasin camp
again until hetook the chief command, thirty-seven years afterwards,
aspro-consul in Cilicia. He was at Rome, leading aquiet
student-life--happily for himself, too young to be forced or tempted into

an active part--during the bloody feuds between Sylla and the younger
Marius.

He seemsto have made hisfirst appearance as an advocate when he was
about twenty-five, in some suit of which we know nothing. Two years
afterwards he undertook hisfirst defence of aprisoner on acapita

charge, and secured by his eoquence the acquittal of Sextus Rosciuson an
accusation of having murdered hisfather. The charge appearsto have been
amere conspiracy, wholly unsupported by evidence; but the accuser wasa
favourite with Sylla, whose power was al but absolute; and the innocence
of the accused was avery insufficient protection before a Roman jury of
those days. What kind of considerations, besides the merits of the case

and therhetoric of counsd, did usudly sway these tribunds, we shall
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see heregfter. In consequence of this decided success, briefs camein upon
the young pleader dmost too quickly. Like many other successful orators,
he had to combat some naturd deficiencies; he had inherited from his

father asomewhat ddlicate congtitution; hislungs were not powerful,

and hisvoice required careful management; and the loud declamation and
vehement action which he had adopted from his models--and which were
necessary conditions of successin the large arenain which aRoman
advocate had to plead--he found very hard work. He left Rome for awhile,
and retired for rest and change to Athens.

The six months which he spent there, though busy and studious, must have
been very pleasant ones. To one like Cicero, Athenswas at once classic
and holy ground. It combined all those associations and attractions which
we might now expect to find in avist to the capitals of Greece and

of Italy, and a pilgrimage to Jerusalem. Poetry, rhetoric, philosophy,
religion--all, to hiseyes, had their cradle there. It was the home of

al that waslliterature to him; and there, too, were the great Eleusinian
mysteries—-which are mysteries till, but which contained under their

vell whatever faith in the Invisble and Eternd rested in the mind of an
enlightened pagan. There can belittle doubt but that Cicero took this
opportunity of initiation. His brother Quintus and one of his cousnswere
with him at Athens; and in that city he aso renewed his acquaintance with
an old school-fellow, Titus Pomponius, who lived so long in the city, and
became so thoroughly Athenian in histastes and habits, that heis better
known to us, as hewasto his contemporaries, by the surname of Atticus,
which was given him half in jest, than by his more sonorous Roman name. It
istothe accidental circumstance of Atticus remaining so long avoluntary
exilefrom Rome, and to the correspondence which was maintained
between the two friends, with occasiond intervas, for something like
four-and-twenty years, that we are indebted for amore thorough insight
into the character of Cicero than we have asto any other of the great
minds of antiquity; nearly four hundred of hislettersto Atticus, written
indl thefamiliar confidence of private friendship by aman by no

means reticent asto his persond fedings, having been preserved to us.
Atticussrepliesarelogt; it is said that he was prudent enough, after

his friend's unhappy desth, to reclaim and destroy them. They would
perhaps havetold us, in his case, not very much that we care to know
beyond what we know aready. Rich, luxurious, with eegant tastes and
easy moraity--atrue Epicurean, as he boasted himself to be--Atticus had
nevertheless akind heart and an open hand. He has generally been called
sdfish, somewhat unfairly; at least his salfishness never took the form

of indifference or unkindnessto others. In one sense he was a truer
philosopher than Cicero: for he seemsto have acted through life on that
maxim of Socrates which hisfriend professed to approve, but certainly
never followed,--that "awise man kept out of public business'. His
voceation was certainly not patriotism; but the worldly wisdom which

kept well with men of dl political colours, and eschewed the wretched
intrigues and bloody feuds of Rome, stands out in no unfavourable contrast
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with the conduct of many of her _soi-disant_ patriots. If he declined

to take aside himsdlf, men of dl partiesresorted to himin their
adversty; and the man who befriended the younger Mariusin hisexile,
protected the widow of Antony, gave shelter on his estatesto the victims
of the triumvirate's proscription, and was dways reedy to offer his
friend Cicero both hishouse and his purse whenever the palitica horizon
clouded round him,--this man was surely as good a citizen asthe noisest
clamourer for "liberty” in the Forum, or the readiest hand with the
dagger. He kept hislife and his property safe through all those years of
peril and proscription, with less sacrifice of principle than many who

had made louder professions, and died--by asingular act of voluntary
gtarvation, to make short work with an incurable disease--at aripe old
age; agodless Epicurean, no doubt, but not the worst of them.

We must return to Cicero, and ded somewhat briefly with the next few
years of hislife. He extended hisforeign tour for two years, visting

the chief cities of AsaMinor, remaining for ashort time at Rhodes

to take lessons once more from his old tutor Molo the rhetorician, and
everywhere availing himsdlf of the lectures of the most renowned Greek
professors, to correct and improve his own style of composition and
delivery. Soon after hisreturn to Rome, he married. Of the character of
hiswife Terentia very different views have been taken. She gppearsto
have written to him very kindly during hislong forced absences. Her
letters have not reached us; but in dl her husband'srepliessheis
mentioned in terms of apparently the most sincere affection. He calls

her repestedly his"darling”--"the ddight of his eyes’--"the best of
mothers;" yet he procured a divorce from her, for no distinctly assigned
reason, after amarried life of thirty years, during which wefind no

trace of any serious domestic unhappiness. The imputations on her honour
made by Plutarch, and repeated by others, seem utterly without foundation;
and Cicero'sown share in the transaction is not improved by the fact of
his taking another wife as soon as possible--award of his own, an dmost
girl, with whom he did not live a year before a second divorce released
him. Terentiais said also to have had an imperious temper; but the

only ground for this assertion seemsto have been that she quarrelled
occasiondly with her sster-in-law Pomponia, sster of Atticus and wife

of Quintus Cicero; and since Pomponia, by her own brother's account,
showed her temper very disagreeably to her husband, the feud between the
ladies was more likely to have been her fault than Terentias. But the

very low notion of the marriage reations entertained by both the later
Greeks and Romans hel psto throw some light upon a proceeding which would
otherwise seem very mysterious. Terentia, asis pretty plain fromthe
hintsin her husband's | etters, was not agood manager in money matters,
thereisroom for suspicion that she was not even an honest onein his
absence, and was "making apurse” for hersdlf; she had thusfailed in

one of the only two qudifications which, according to Demosthenes--an
authority who ranked very high in Cicero's eyes--were essentid in awife,
to be"afaithful house-guardian” and "afruitful mother". Shedid not die
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of abroken heart; shelived to be 104, and, according to Dio Cassius, to
have three more husbands. Divorces were easy enough at Rome, and had the
lady been arich widow, there might be nothing so improbablein this

latter part of the gory, though she wasfifty yearsold at the date of

thisfirst divorce[1]

[Footnote 1: Cato, who isthe favourite impersonation of al the mora
virtues of hisage, divorced hiswife--to oblige afriend!]

CHAPTERII.

PUBLIC CAREER.--IMPEACHMENT OF VERRES.

Increasing reputation as abrilliant and successful pleader, and the

socid influence which this brought with it, secured the rapid succession

of Cicero to the highest public offices. Soon after his marriage he was
elected Quaestor--the first step on the official ladder--which, as he
already possessed the necessary property qudification, gavehimasedt in
the Senate for life. The Aedileship and Praetorship followed subsequently,
each asearly, in point of age, asit could legdly be held.[1] His

practice as an advocate suffered no interruption, except that his
Quaestorship involved his spending ayear in Scily. The Pragtor who
was gppointed to the government of that province[ 2] had under him two
quaestors, who were akind of comptrollers of the exchequer; and Cicero
was gppointed to the western digtrict, having his headquarters at
Lilybaeum. In the administration of his office there he showed himsdlf a
thorough man of business. There was a dearth of corn at Rome that year,
and Sicily wasthe great granary of the empire. The energetic measures
which the new Quaestor took fully met the emergency. Hewasliberd to
the tenants of the State, courteous and accessibleto al, upright in his
adminigtration, and, above dl, he kept his hands clean from bribes and
peculation. The provincids were as much astonished as ddighted: for Rome
was not in the habit of sending them such officers. They invented honours
for him such as had never been bestowed on any minister before.

[Footnote 1. The Quaestors (of whom there were at this time twenty) acted
under the Senate as State treasurers. The Consul or other officer who
commanded in chief during acampaign would be accompanied by one of them
as paymaster-generd.

The Aediles, who werefour in number, had the care of al public
buildings, markets, roads, and the State property generdly. They had dso
the superintendence of the nationd festivals and public games.



The duties of the Pragtors, of whom there were eight, were principally
judicid. Thetwo seniors, caled the 'City' and 'Foreign’ respectively,
corresponded roughly to our Home and Foreign Secretaries. These were dl
gradua stepsto the office of Consul ]

[Footnote 2: The provinces of Rome, in their relation to the mother-state
of Italy, may be best compared with our own government of India, or such
of our crown colonies as have no representative assembly. They had each
their governor or lieutenant-governor, who must have been an ex-minister
of Rome: aman who had been Consul went out with the rank of
"pro-consul”,--one who had been Pragtor with the rank of "pro-praetor”.
These held office for one or two years, and had the power of life and
death within their respective jurisdictions. They had under them one or
more officerswho bore thetitle of Quaestor, who collected the taxes and
had the general management of the revenues of the province. The provinces
at thistimewere Sicily, Sardiniawith Corsica, Spain and Gaul (eachin
two divisions); Greece, divided into Macedoniaand Achaia (the Moreq);
Adga, Syrig, Cilicig, Bithynia, Cyprus, and Africain four divisons.

Others were added afterwards, under the Empire]

No wonder the young officid's head (he was not much over thirty)

was somewhat turned. " thought", he said, in one of his speeches
afterwards--introducing with a quiet humour, and with al apractised
orator's kill, one of those persond anecdotes which relieve along
gpeech--"1 thought in my heart, at the time, that the people at Rome must
be talking of nothing but my quaestorship”. And he goesonto tell his
audience how he was undeceived.

"The people of Sicily had devised for me unprecedented honours. So | eft
theidand in agtate of gresat dation, thinking that the Roman people

would a once offer me everything without my seeking. But when | was
leaving my province, and on my road home, | happened to land at Puteoli
just at the time when agood many of our most fashionable people are
accustomed to resort to that neighbourhood. | very nearly collapsed,
gentlemen, when aman asked mewhat day | had left Rome, and whether there
was any news gtirring? When | made answer that | was returning from my
province--'Oh! yes, to be sure, said he; 'Africa, | believe? 'No', said

| to him, consderably annoyed and disgusted; ‘from Sicily'. Then somebody
else, with the air of aman who knew al about it, said to him--'What!

don't you know that he was Quaestor at _ Syracuse ? [It was at
Lilybaeum--quite adifferent district.] No need to make along story of

it; | swalowed my indignation, and made asthough |, like the rest, had
come there for the waters. But | am not sure, gentlemen, whether that
scene did not do me more good than if everybody then and there had
publicly congratulated me. For after | had thus found out that the people

of Rome have somewhat deaf ears, but very keen and sharp eyes, | left off
cogitating what people would hear about me; | took care that thenceforth
they should see me before them every day: | lived inther sight, | stuck
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close to the Forum; the porter at my gate refused no man admittance--my
very deep was never dlowed to be a pleaagainst an audience”.[1]

[Footnote 1: Defence of Plancius, c. 26, 27.]

Did we not say that Cicero was modern, not ancient? Have we not here the
origina of that Cambridge senior wrangler, who, happening to enter a
London thesatre a the same moment with the king, bowed al round with a
gratified embarrassment, thinking that the audience rose and cheered at

him ?

It was while he held the office of Aedile that he made hisfirst

appearance as public prosecutor, and brought to justice the most important
crimind of the day. Verres, late Pragtor in Sicily, was charged with

high crimes and misdemeanoursin his government. The grand scae of his
offences, and the absorbing interest of thetrid, haveled to his case

being quoted as an obvious parald to that of Warren Hastings, though
with much injusticeto the latter, so far asit may seemto imply any
comparison of moral character. ThisVerres, the corrupt son of acorrupt
father, had during histhree years rule heaped on the unhappy province
every evil which tyranny and rgpacity could inflict. He had found it
prosperous and contented: he left it exhausted and smarting under its
wrongs. He met hisimpeachment now with consderable confidence. The gains
of hisfirg year of office were sufficient, he sad, for himsdlf; the

second had been for hisfriends; the third produced more than enough to
bribeajury.

Thetridsa Rometook place in the Forum--the open space, of nearly five
acres, lying between the Capitoline and Palatine hills. It wasthe city
market-place, but it was a so the place where the population assembled for
any public meseting, politica or other--where theidle citizen strolled

to meet hisfriends and hear the gossip of the day, and where the man

of business made his gppointments. Courts for the administration of
justice--magnificent hdls, caled _basilicae --had by thistime been

erected on the north and south sides, and in these the ordinary trias

took place; but for state trids the open Forum was itsdlf the court. One
end of thewide areawas raised on asomewhat higher level--akind of dais
on alarge scae--and was separated from the rest by the Rostra, a sort of
stage from which the orators spoke. It was here that the trilswere held.

A temporary tribund for the presiding officer, with accommodetion for
counsdl, witnesses, and jury, was erected in the open air; and the scene
may perhaps best be pictured by imagining the principa squarein

some large town fitted up with open hustings on alarge scde for an
old-fashioned county eection, by no means omitting the intense popular
excitement and mob violence appropriate to such occasions. Temples of the
gods and other public buildings overlooked the area, and the steps of

these, on any occasion of great excitement, would be crowded by those who
were anxiousto see at leadt, if they could not hear.
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Veres, asadate crimind, would be tried before aspeciad commission,
and by ajury composed at thistime entirely from the senatoria order,
chosen by lot (with alimited right of challenge reserved to both parties)
from apanel made out every year by the pragtor. This magistrate, who
was akind of minister of justice, usually presided on such occasions,
occupying the curule chair, which was one of the well-known privileges of
high office a Rome. But his office was rather that of the modern chairman
who keeps order at a public meeting than that of ajudge. Judge, in our
sense of the word, there was none; the jury were the judges both of law
and fact. They were, in short, the recognised assessors of the pragtor, in
whose hands the administration of justice was supposed tolie. Thelaw,
too, was of ahighly flexible character, and the apped s of the advocates
wererather to the passions and feglings of thejurors than to the legd
points of the case. Cicero himsdf attached comparatively little weight

to thisbranch of his profession;--"Busy as| am", he saysin one of his
gpeeches, "I could make myself lawyer enough in three days'. Thejurors
gave each their vote by ballot,--'guilty’, 'not guilty’, or (asinthe

Scotch courts) 'not proven',--and the mgjority carried the verdict.

But such trids asthat of Verres were much more like an impeachment
before the House of Commonsthan acam judicia inquiry. The men who
would haveto try adefendant of hisclasswould be, in very few cases,
honest and impartial weighers of the evidence. Their large number (varying
from fifty to seventy) weakened the sense of individua responghility,

and laid them more open to the apped of the advocatesto their politica
passions. Most of them would come into court prejudiced in some degree
by theinterests of party; many would be hot partisans. Cicero, in his
treatise on 'Oratory’, explains clearly for the pleader's guidance the

nature of the tribunalsto which he had to apped. "Men areinfluenced
intheir verdicts much more by prejudice or favour, or greed of gain,

or anger, or indignation, or pleasure, or hope or fear, or by
misgpprehension, or by some excitement of their fedlings, than ether by
the facts of the case, or by established precedents, or by any rules or
principleswhatever either of law or equity™.

Verres was supported by some of the most powerful families at Rome.
Peculation on the part of governors of provinces had become amost a
recognised principle: many of those who held offices of state either had
done, or were waiting their turn to do, much the same as the present
defendant; and every effort had been made by hisfriends either to

put off thetria indefinitely, or to turn it into asham by procuring

the gppointment of a private friend and creature of hisown as public
prosecutor. On the other hand, the Sicilian families, whom he had wronged
and outraged, had their share of influence dso a Rome, and there was
agrowing impatience of the insolence and rapacity of the old governing
houses, of whose worst qudities the ex-governor of Sicily wasafair

type. There were many reasons which would lead Cicero to take up such a
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cause energeticaly. It wasagreat opening for him in what we may call
his profession: hisformer connection with the government of Sicily gave
him a persond interest in the cause of the province; and, above al, the
prosecution of a state offender of such importance was alift at onceinto
the foremost ranks of political life. He spared no painsto get up his
case thoroughly. He went dl over theidand collecting evidence; and his
old popularity there did him good service in thework.

There was, indeed, evidence enough againgt the late governor. The reckless
gratification of hisavarice and his passons had seldom satisfied him,
without the addition of some bitter insult to the sufferers. But therewas
even amore atrocious feature in the case, of which Cicero did not fail to
make good usein his appeal to aRoman jury. Many of the unhappy victims
had the Roman franchise. Thetorture of an unfortunate Sicilian might be
turned into ajest by aclever advocate for the defence, and regarded by a
philosophic jury with less than the cold compassion with which we regard
the sufferings of the lower animals; but “to scourge aman that wasa
Roman and uncondemned", even in the far-off province of Judea, wasa
thought which, a century later, made the officers of the great Empire,

at its pitch of power, tremble before awandering teacher who bore the
despised name of Christian. No one can possibly tell thetae sowell as
Cicero himsdlf; and the passage from his speech for the prosecutionisan
admirable specimen both of his power of pathetic narrative and scathing
denunciation, "How shal | speak of Publius Gavius, acitizen of Consa?
With what powers of voice, with what force of language, with what
sufficient indignation of soul, can | tell thetae? Indignation, at

least, will not fail me: themore must | gtrivethat in thismy pleading

the other requisites may be made to meet the gravity of the subject, the
intensity of my feding. For the accusation is such that, when it was

first laid before me, | did not think to make use of it; though | knew it

to be perfectly true, | did not think it would be credible.--How shall |

now proceed?--when | have aready been speaking for so many hours on one
subject--his atrocious cruelty; when | have exhausted upon other points
well-nigh dl the powers of language such asaoneis suited to that man's
crimes;--when | have taken no precaution to secure your attention by any
variety in my charges againgt him,--in what fashion can | now spesk on a
charge of thisimportance? | think there is one way--one course, and only
one, left for meto take. | will place the facts before you; and they have

in themsalves such weight, that no e oquence--1 will not say of mine, for

| have none--but of any man's, is needed to excite your fedings.

"This Gavius of Consa, of whom | speak, had been among the crowds of Roman
citizenswho had been thrown into prison under that man. Somehow he had
made his escape out of the Quarries,[1] and had got to Messana; and when

he saw Italy and the towers of Rhegium now so closeto him, and out of

the horror and shadow of desth felt himself breathe with anew life ashe

scented once more the fresh air of liberty and the laws, he began to talk

at Messana, and to complain that he, a Roman citizen, had been put in
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irons--that he was going straight to Rome--that he would be ready there
for Verreson hisarrivd.

[Footnote 1: Thiswas one of the state prisons at Syracuse, so called,

said to have been congtructed by the tyrant Dionysius. They werethe
quarries from which the stone was dug for building the city, and had been
converted to their present purpose. Cicero, who no doubt had seen the one
in question, describes it as sunk to an immense depth in the solid rock.
There was no roof; and the unhappy prisoners were exposed there "to the
sun by day and to therain and frosts by night”. In these placesthe
survivors of the unfortunate Athenian expedition against Syracuse were
confined, and died in great numbers]

"The wretched man little knew that he might aswell havetaked in this
fashion in the governor's palace before hisvery face, asa Messana.

For, as| told you before, this city he had selected for himsdlf asthe
accomplicein his crimes, the receiver of his stolen goods, the confidant

of al hiswickedness. So Gaviusis brought at once before the city
magigtrates; and, asit so chanced, on that very day Verreshimsdf came
to Messana. The caseis reported to him; that there is a certain Roman
citizen who complained of having been put into the Quarries at Syracuse,
that as he was just going on board ship, and was uttering threats--redly
too atrocious--againg Verres, they had detained him, and kept himin
custody, that the governor himsaf might decide about him as should seem
to him good. Verres thanks the gentlemen, and extols their goodwill and
zed for hisinterests. He himsdlf, burning with rage and mdice, comes
down to the court. His eyesflashed fire; cruelty was written on every

line of hisface. All present watched anxioudy to seeto what lengths he
meant to go, or what steps he would take; when suddenly he ordered the
prisoner to be dragged forth, and to be stripped and bound in the open
forum, and the rods to be got ready at once. The unhappy man cried out
that he was a Roman citizen--that he had the municipa franchise

of Consa--that he had served in acampaign with Lucius Pretius, a
digtinguished Roman knight, now engaged in business a Panormus, from whom
Verres might ascertain the truth of his statement. Then that man replies
that he has discovered that he, Gavius, has been sent into Sicily asa

spy by the ringleaders of the runaway daves; of which charge there was
neither witness nor trace of any kind, or even suspicion in any man's
mind. Then he ordered the man to be scourged severely al over hisbody.
Y es--a Roman citizen was cut to pieces with rods in the open forum at
Messana, gentlemen; and as the punishment went on, no word, no groan of
the wretched man, in dl his anguish, was heard amid the sound of the
lashes, but this cry,--'I am aRoman citizen!' By such protest of
citizenship he thought he could at least save himsdlf from anything like
blows--could escape the indignity of persond torture. But not only did he
fall in thus deprecating the insult of the lash, but when he redoubled

his entreaties and his appedl to the name of Rome, across--yes, | say, a
cross--was ordered for that most unfortunate and ill-fated man, who had
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never yet beheld such an abuse of agovernor's power.

"O name of liberty, sweet to our eard! O rights of citizenship, in which
weglory! O laws of Porcius and Sempronius! O privilege of the tribune,
long and sorely regretted, and at last restored to the people of Rome!
Hasit dl cometo this, that a Roman citizen in aprovince of the Roman
people--in afedera town--isto be bound and beaten with rodsin the
forum by aman who only holds those rods and axes--those awful emblems--by
grace of that same people of Rome? What shdll | say of thefact that fire,
and red-hot plates, and other tortures were applied? Even if his agonised
entreaties and pitiable cries did not check you, were you not moved by the
tears and groans which burst from the Roman citizens who were present at
the scene? Did you dare to drag to the cross any man who claimed to bea
citizen of Rome?--1 did not intend, gentlemen, in my former pleading, to
pressthis case so strongly--1 did not indeed; for you saw yourselves

how the public feding was aready embittered against the defendant by
indignation, and hate, and dread of acommon peril”.

He then proceeds to prove by witnesses the facts of the case and the
fadsehood of the charge againgt Gavius of having been aspy. "However”, he
goeson to say, addressing himself now to Verres, "we will grant, if

you please, that your suspicions on this point, if fase, were honestly
entertained”.

"Y ou did not know who the man was; you suspected him of being aspy. | do
not ask the grounds of your suspicion. | impeach you on your own evidence.
He said he was a Roman citizen. Had you yoursdlf, Verres, been seized and
led out to execution, in Perda, say, or in the farthest Indies, what

other cry or protest could you raise but that you were a Roman citizen?

And if you, astranger there among strangers, in the hands of barbarians,
amongst men who dwell in the farthest and remotest regions of the earth,
would have found protection in the name of your city, known and renowned
in every nation under heaven, could the victim whom you were dragging to
the cross, be he who he might--and you did not know who he was--when he
declared he was acitizen of Rome, could he obtain from you, aRoman
magisrate, by the mere mention and claim of citizenship, not only no
reprieve, but not even a brief respite from death?

"Men of neither rank nor wedlth, of humble birth and gation, sail the

sess, they touch at some spot they never saw before, where they are
neither personaly known to those whom they visit, nor can dwaysfind
any to vouch for their nationdity. But inthissingle fact of their

citizenship they fed they shdl be safe, not only with our own governors,
who are held in check by the terror of the laws and of public opinion--not
only among those who share that citizenship of Rome, and who are
united with them by community of language, of laws, and of many things
bes des--but go where they may, this, they think, will betheir safe

guard. Take away this confidence, destroy this safeguard for our Roman
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citizens-once establish the principle that thereisno protection in the

words, 'l am acitizen of Rome--that praetor or other magistrate may with
impunity sentence to what punishment he will aman who saysheisaRoman
citizen, merely because somebody does not know it for afact; and at

once, by admitting such a defence, you are shutting up against our

Romean citizensdl our provinces, dl foreign states, despotic or
independent--all the whole world, in short, which has ever lain opento

our national enterprise beyond al”.

Heturnsagainto Verres.

"But why talk of Gavius? asthough it were Gavius on whom you were
wreaking a private vengeance, instead of rather waging war againgt the
very name and rights of Roman citizenship. Y ou showed yoursdf an enemy,
| say, not to the individual man, but to the common cause of liberty. For
what meant it that, when the authorities of Messana, according to their
usual custom, would have erected the cross behind their city on the
Pompeian road, you ordered it to be set up on the side that |ooked toward
the Strait? Nay, and added this--which you cannot deny, which you said
openly in the hearing of al--that you chose that spot for thisreason,

that as he had called himsdf a Roman citizen, he might be able, from his
cross of punishment, to seein the distance his country and hishome! And
S0, gentlemen, that cross was the only one, Since Messanawas a city, that
was ever erected on that spot. A point which commanded aview of Italy was
chosen by the defendant for the express reason that the dying sufferer, in
his last agony and torment, might see how therights of the dave and the
freeman were separated by that narrow stresk of sea; that Italy might

look upon ason of hers suffering the capital penalty reserved for daves
done.

"Itisacrimeto put acitizen of Romein bonds; it isan atrocity to

scourge him; to put him to deeth iswell-nigh parricide; what shall | say
itisto crucify him?--Language has no word by which | may designate such
an enormity. Y et with al this yon man was not content. 'Let him look’,

sad he, ‘towards his country; let him diein full sght of freedom and
thelaws. It was not Gavius,; it was not asingle victim, unknown to fame,
amereindividua Roman citizen; it was the common cause of liberty,

the common rights of citizenship, which you there outraged and put to a
shameful death".

But in order to judge of the thrilling effect of such passages upon a

Roman jury, they must be read in the grand periods of the oration itself,

to which no trandation into alanguage so different in idiom and rhythm

as Englishisfrom Latin can possibly do justice. The fruitless gpped

made by the unhappy citizen to the outraged mgesty of Rome, and the
indignant demand for vengeance which the great orator founds upon
it--proclaiming the recognised principle that, in every quarter of the

world, the humblest wanderer who could say he was a Roman citizen should
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find protection in the name--will be dways remembered as having supplied
Lord PAmerston with one of hismost telling illustrations. But this grest
gpeech of Cicero's--perhaps the most magnificent piece of declamationin
any language--though written and preserved to us was never spoken. The
whole of the pleadingsin the case, which extend to some length, were
composed for the occasion, no doubt, in substance, and we have to thank
Cicero for publishing them afterwardsin full. But Verres only waited

to hear the brief opening speech of his prosecutor; he did not dare to
chdlenge averdict, but alowing judgment to go by default, withdrew to
Marsailles soon after thetriad opened. He lived there, undisturbed in the
enjoyment of his plunder, long enough to seethefal and nation

of hisgreat accuser, but only (asit issaid) to share hisfate soon
afterwards as one of the victims of Antony's proscription. Of hisguilt
there can be no question; hisfear to face acourt in which he had many
friendsis sufficient presumptive evidence of it; but we must hesitatein
assuming the deepness of its dye from the terrible invectives of Cicero.

No sensible person will form an opinion upon the real merits of acase,
evenin an English court of justice now, entirely from the speech of the
counsd for the prosecution. And if we were to go back a century or two,
to the sate trias of those days, we know that to form our estimate of a
prisoner's guilt from such data only would be doing him agrossinjustice.
We have only to remember the exclamation of Warren Hastings himsalf, whose
trial, as has been said, has so many points of resemblance with that of
Verres, when Burke sat down after the torrent of e ogquence which he had
hurled against the accused in his opening speech for the prosecution;--"|
thought mysdlf for the moment”, said Hastings, "the guiltiest manin
England”.

The result of thistria wasto raise Cicero a onceto the leadership--if

S0 modern an expression may be used--of the Roman bar. Up to thistimethe
position had been held by Hortensius, the counsdl for Verres, whom Cicero
himsdf cdls"the king of the courts'. He was eight years the senior of
Ciceroin age, and many more professiondly, for heis said to have made
hisfirst public speech at nineteen. He had the advantage of the most
extraordinary memory, amusica voice, and arich flow of language: but
Cicero more than impliesthat he was not above bribing ajury. It was not
more disgraceful in those days than bribing avoter in our own. Thetwo

men were very unlike in one respect; Hortensus was afop and an exquisite
(heissaid to have brought an action against a colleague for disarranging
thefolds of hisgown), while Cicero's vanity was quite of another kind.

After Verresstrid, the two advocates were frequently engaged together

in the same cause and on the same Side: but Hortensius seems quietly to
have abdicated hisforensc sovereignty beforetherising fame of his

younger riva. They became, ostensibly at least, persond friends. What
jealousy there was between them, strange to say, seems always to have been
on the sde of Cicero, who could not be convinced of thefriendly feding
which, on Hortensius's part, there seems no reason to doubt. After his

riva's deeth, however, Cicero did full justice to hismeritsand his
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eloquence, and even inscribed to his memory atrestise on 'Glory', which
has been logt.

CHAPTERIII.

THE CONSULSHIP AND CATILINE.

There was no check asyet in Cicero's career. It had been a steady course
of fame and success, honestly earned and well deserved; and it was soon to
culminatein that greet civil triumph which earned for him the proud title

of Peater Patriae_--the Father of his Country. It was a phrase which

the orator himself had invented; and it is possible that, with dl his

natural saf-complacency, he might have fdt alittle uncomfortable under

the compliment, when he remembered on whom he had origindly bestowed
it--upon that Caius Marius, whose death in hisbed at agood old age,

after being seven times consul, he afterwards uses as an argument, in the
mouth of one of hisimaginary disputants, againg the existence of an
overruling Providence. In the prime of his manhood he reached the great
object of aRoman's amhition--he became virtudly Prime Minister of the
republic: for he was elected, by acclamation rather than by vote, the

firg of thetwo consulsfor the year, and his colleague, Caius Antonius

(who had beaten the third candidate, the notorious Catiline, by afew

votes only) was aman who vaued his office chiefly for its opportunities

of peculation, and whom Cicero knew how to manage. It istruethat this
high dignity--so jeal ous were the old republican principles of individua
power--would last only for ayear; but that year was to be amost eventful
one, both for Cicero and for Rome. Theterrible days of Mariusand Sylla
had passed, only to leave behind ataste for blood and licence amongst

the corrupt aristocracy and turbulent commons. There were men amongst
the younger nobles quite ready to risk their livesin the struggle for

absol ute power; and the mob was ready to follow whatever leader was bold
enough to bid highest for their support.

It isimpossible here to do much more than glance a the well-known story
of Catiline's conspiracy. It wasthe attempt of an able and desperate man
to make himsdlf and his partisans masters of Rome by a bloody revolution.
Catiline was amember of anoble but impoverished family, who had borne
arms under Sylla, and had served an early apprenticeship in bloodshed
under that unscrupulous leader. Cicero has described his character in
termswhich probably are not unfair, because the portrait was drawn by
him, in the course of his defence of ayoung friend who had been too much
connected with Catiline, for the distinct purpose of showing the popular
quditieswhich had dazzled and attracted so many of the youth of Rome.
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"He had about him very many of, | can hardly say the visible tokens, but

the adumbrations of the highest qualities. Therewasin his character

that which tempted him to indulge the worst passions, but aso that which
spurred him to energy and hard work. Licentious appetites burnt fiercely
within him, but there was aso astrong love of active military service.

| believe that there never lived on earth such amongter of

inconsi stency,--such a compound of opposite tastes and passions brought
into conflict with each other. Who at one time was a greater favourite

with our most illustrious men? Who was a closer intimate with our very
basest? Who could be more greedy of money than he was? Who could lavish it
more profusely? There were these marvellous qualities in the man,--he made
friends so universdly, he retained them by his obliging ways, he was

ready to share what he had with them dl, to help them at their need with
hismoney, hisinfluence, his persond exertions--not sopping short of

the mogt audacious crime, if there was need of it. He could change his

very naure, and rule himsdf by circumstances, and turn and bend in any
direction. He lived soberly with the serious, he was aboon companion with
the gay; grave with the elders, merry with the young; reckless among the
desperate, profligate with the depraved. With anature so complex

and many-sided, he not only collected round him wicked and desperate
charactersfrom al quarters of the world, but he also attracted many

brave and good men by hissmulation of virtue. It would have been
impossible for him to have organised that atrocious attack upon the
Commonwedlth, unlessthat fierce outgrowth of depraved passions had rested
on some under-stratum of agreesble qualities and powers of endurance’.

Born in the same year with Cicero, hisunsuccesstul riva for the
consulship, and hating him with the implacable hatred with which abad,
ambitious, and able man hates an opponent who is his superior in ability
and popularity aswell as character, Catiline seemsto havefdt, ashis
revolutionary plot ripened, that between the new consul and himsdlf the
fates of Rome must choose. He had gathered round him aband of profligate
young nobles, deep in debt like himsalf, and of needy and unscrupulous
adventurers of dl classes. He had partisans who were collecting and
drilling troopsfor himin severa parts of Italy. The programme was
assassination, abolition of debts, confiscation of property: so little of
novelty istherein revolutionary principles. Thefirst plan had been to
murder the consuls of the year before, and seize the government. It had
failed through his own impatience. He now hired nsagaing Cicero,
choosing the opportunity of the eection of theincoming consuls, which
awaystook place sometime before their entrance on office. But the plot
was discovered, and the éection was put off. When it did take place,
Cicero appeared in the meeting, wearing somewhat ostentatioudy a cordet
of bright sted, to show that he knew his danger; and Catiling's partisans
found the place of meseting aready occupied by astrong force of the
younger citizens of the middle class, who had armed themsdvesfor the
consul's protection. The election passed off quietly, and Catilinewas
again rgected. A second time hetried assassination, and it failed--so
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watchful and well informed was the intended victim. And now Cicero,
perhaps, was roused to a consciousness that one or other must fdl; for in
the unusudly determined measures which he took in the suppression of the
congpiracy, the mixture of persond darm with patriotic indignation

isvery perceptible. By afortunate chance, the whole plan of the
conspirators was betrayed. Rebel camps had been formed not only in Italy,
but in Spain and Mauritania Rome was to be set onfire, the davesto be
armed, criminas et loose, the friends of order to be put out of the way.
The consul called ameeting of the senate in the temple of Jupiter Stator,
astrong position on the Paatine Hill, and denounced the plot in dl
itsdetails, naming even the very day fixed for the outbresk. The
arch-conspirator had the audacity to be present, and Cicero addressed him
persondly in the € oquent invective which has cometo usas his"First
Oration againg Catiline". His object wasto drive his enemy from the

city to the camp of his partisans, and thusto bring matters at onceto a
crigsfor which he now felt himself prepared. Thisdaily state of public
insecurity and persona danger had lasted too long, he said:

"Therefore, let these conspirators at once take their Sde; let them

separate themselves from honest citizens, and gather themsalves together
somewhere elsg; let them put awall between us, as| have often said. Let
us have them no longer thus plotting the nation of aconsul inhis
own house, overawing our courts of justice with armed bands, besieging the
senate-house with drawn swords, collecting their incendiary storesto burn
our city. Let usat last be ableto read plainly in every Roman'sface
whether he beloyd to his country or no. | may promiseyou this,
gentlemen of the Senate--there shall be no lack of diligence on the part

of your consuls; therewill be, | trust, no lack of dignity and firmness

on your own, of spirit amongst the Roman knights, of unanimity amongst all
honest men, but that when Catiline has once gone from us, everything

will be not only discovered and brought into the light of day, but also
crushed,--ay, and punished. Under such auspices, | bid you, Catiline. go
forth to wage your impious and unhalowed war.--go, to the salvation of
the State, to your own overthrow and destruction, to the ruin of al who
havejoined you in your great wickedness and treason. And thou, great
Jupiter, whose worship Romulus founded here coeva with our city;--whomwe
cal truly the'Stay'[1] of our capital and our empire; thou wilt protect

thine own dtars and the temples of thy kindred gods, thewallsand
roof-trees of our homes, the lives and fortunes of our citizens, from yon
man and his accomplices. These enemies of al good men, invaders of their
country, plunderers of Itay, linked together in amutua bond of crime

and an dliance of villany, thou wilt surdly, visit with an everlagting
punishment, living and dead™.

[Footnote 1: 'Stator'.]

Catiline's courage did not fail him. He had been stting done--for, all
the other senators had shrunk away from the bench of which he had taken
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possession. Herose, and in reply to Cicero, in aforced tone of humility
protested hisinnocence. He tried aso another point. Was he,--aman of
ancient and noble family;--to be hastily condemned by his fellow-nobles
on theword of this ‘foreigner’, as he contemptuoudy called Cicero--this
_parvenu_from Arpinum? But the appedl failed; his voice was drowned
inthe cries of ‘traitor’ which arose on dl sides, and with threats and
curses, vowing that since he was driven to desperation he would involve
al Romein hisruin, he rushed out of the Senate-house. At dead of night
he |eft the city, and joined the insurgent camp at Faesulae.

When the thunders of Cicero's e oquence had driven Catiline from the
Senate-house, and forced him to join hisfellow-traitors, and so put

himsdlf in the position of levying open war againg the date, it remained

to dedl with those influential conspirators who had been detected and
seized within the city walls. In three subsequent speeches in the Senate

he justified the course he had taken in dlowing Catiline to escape,

exposed further particulars of the conspiracy, and urged the adoption

of strong measuresto crush it out within the city. Even now, not all
Cicero'seoquence, nor dl the efforts of our imagination to redlise, as

men redised it then, the imminence of the public danger, can reconcile

the summary process adopted by the consul with our English notions of cam
and deliberate justice. Of the guilt of the men there was no doubt; most

of them even admitted it. But there was no formal trial; and afew hours
after avote of death had been passed upon them in a hesitating Senate,
Lentulus and Cethegus, two members of that august body, with three of
their companionsin guilt, were brought from their separate places of
confinement, with some degree of secrecy (as appears from different
writers), carried down into the gloomy prison-vaults of the Tullianum,[1]
and there quietly strangled, by the sole authority of the consul.
Unquestionably they deserved deseth, if ever political criminals deserved

it: thelivesand liberties of good citizenswere in danger; it was

necessary to strike deep and strike swiftly at a conspiracy which extended
no man knew how widdy, and in which men like Julius Caesar and Crassus
were strongly suspected of being engaged. The consuls had been armed with
extra-congtitutional powers, conveyed by specia resolution of the Senate
in the comprehensive formulathat they "wereto look to it that the state
suffered no damage”. Still, without going so far asto cdl this

unexampled proceeding, as the German critic Mommsen does, "an act of the
most brutal tyranny”, it is easy to understand how Mr. Forsyth, bringing
acam and dispassionate legal judgment to bear upon the case, findsit
impossibleto reconcileit with our ideas of dignified and even-handed
justice[2] It was the hasty instinct of self-preservation, the act of

awesk government uncertain of its very friends, under the influence of
terror--aterror for which, no doubt, there were abundant grounds. When
Cicero stood on the prison steps, where he had waited to receive the
report of those who were making sure work with the prisoners within, and
announced their fate to the assembled crowd below in the single word

" Vixerunt_" (aeuphemism which we can only weskly trandate into
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"They havelived therr life"), no doubt hefdt that he and the republic
held theirs from that moment by afirmer tenure; no doubt very many of
those who heard him felt that they could bresthe again, now that the
grasp of Cetiline's assassinswas, for the moment at al events, off

their throats, and the crowd who followed the consul home were sincere
enough when they hailed such avigorous avenger asthe 'Father of his
Country'. But none the lessit was that which paliticians have cdled
worse than acrime--it was a political blunder; and Cicero cameto find
it S0 in after years, though--partly from hisimmense sdf-appreciation,
and partly from an honest determination to stand by hisact and deed in
all its consequences--he never suffered the shadow of such aconfession
to appear in hismost intimate correspondence. He clamed for himsdlf
ever afterwards the sole glory of having saved the state by such

prompt and decided action; and in this he was fully borne out by the
facts: judtifiable or unjudtifiable, the act was his;, and there were

burning hearts at Rome which dared not speak out againgt the popular
consul, but set it down to his sole account against the day of

retribution.

[Footnote 1. A state dungeon, said to have been built in the reign of
Servius Tullius. It was twelve feet under ground. Executions often took
place there, and the bodies of the criminas were afterwards thrown down
the Gemonian steps (which were close at hand) into the Forum, for the

peopleto see|

[Footnote 2: Life of Cicero, p. 119.]

For the present, however, al went successfully. The boldness of the
consul's measures cowed the disaffected, and confirmed the timid and
wavering. His colleague Antonius--himsaf by no meansto be depended on at
thiscrigs, having but lately formed a codition with Cetiline as againgt
Ciceroin the dection for consuls--had, by judicious management, been got
away from Rometo take the command againgt therebdl army in Etruria. He
did not, indeed, engage in the campaign actively in person, having

just now afit of the gout, either real or pretended; but his

lieutenant-genera was an old soldier who cared chiefly for hisduty, and
Catiline's band--reckless and desperate men who had gathered to his camp
from al motives and from dl quarters-—-were at length brought to bay, and
died fighting hard to the last. Scarcely aman of them, except the daves

and robbers who had swelled their ranks, either escaped or was made
prisoner. Catiline's body--easily recognised by his remarkable height--was
found, sill breathing, lying far in advance of hisfollowers, surrounded

by the dead bodies of the Roman legionaries--for the loss on the side of

the Republic had been very severe. Thelast that remained to him of the
many noble qualities which had marked his earlier years was a desperate
persond courage.

For the month that yet remained of his consulship, Cicero was the foremost
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man in Rome--and, as a consequence, in the whole world. Nobles and commons
vied in doing honour to the saviour of the state. Catulus and Cato--men
from whose lips words of honour came with a double weight--saluted him
publicly by that memorabletitle of _Pater Petriae_; and not only the
capita, but most of the provincid towns of Italy, voted him some

public testimony of hisunrivalled services. No man had amore profound
gppreciation of those servicesthan the great orator himsdlf. Itis

possible that other men have fdt quite asvain of their own exploits, and
on far less grounds; but surely no man ever paraded his self-complacency
like Cicero. His vanity wasindeed athing to marve at rather than to
smile at, because it was the vanity of so able aman. Other great men have
been either too redly gresat to entertain the feeling, or have been wise
enough to keep it to themselves. But to Cicero it must have been one of
the enjoyments of hislife. He harped upon his consulship in season and
out of season, in hisletters, in hisjudicia pleadings, in hispublic

gpeeches (and we may be surein his conversation), until one would think
his friends must have hated the subject even more than his enemies. He
wrote accounts of it in prose and verse, in Latin and Greek--and, no
doubt, only limited them to those languages because they were the only
ones he knew. The well-known line which provoked theridicule of critics
like Juvend and Quintilian, because of the unlucky jingle peculiarly
unpleasant to aRoman ear:

"O fortunatam natam me consule Romam!*

expresses the sentiment which--rhyme or no rhyme, reason or no reason--he
was continually repeating in some form or other to himsdlf and to every
onewho would listen.

His consulship closed in glory; but on hisvery last day of office there

was awarning voice raised amidst the triumph, which might have opened his
eyes--perhapsit did--to the troubles which were to come. He stood up in
the Rostra to make the usua address to the people on laying down his
authority. Metelus Nepos had been newly dected one of the tribunes: it
was his office to guard jedloudy al the rights and privileges of the

Roman commons. Influenced, it issaid, by Caesar--possibly himsdlf an
undiscovered partisan of Catiline--he dedlt ablow at the retiring consul
under cover of adischarge of duty. As Cicero was about to speak, he
interposed atribune's 'veto'; no man should be heard, he said, who _had

put Roman citizensto death without atria_. There was consternation

in the Forum. Cicero could not dispute what was a perfectly lega exercise
of the tribune's power; only, in afew emphatic words which he seized the
opportunity of adding to the usua forma oath on quitting office, he
protested that his act had saved Rome. The people shouted in answer, "Thou
hast said true!" and Cicero went home a private citizen, but with that

hearty tribute from hisgrateful countrymen ringing pleasantly in his

ears. But the bitter words of Metellus were yet to be echoed by his

enemies again and again, until that fickle popular voice took them up, and
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howled them after the once popular consul.

Let usfollow him for awhileinto private life; a pleasanter

companionship for us, we confess, than the unstable glories of the

political arenaat Rome. In hisfamily and socid relations, the great

orator winsfrom us an amount of persona interest and sympathy which he
fals sometimesto command in his career as astatesman. At forty-five
years of age he has become avery wedthy man--has bought for something
like L30,000 anoble mansion on the Palatine Hill; and besidesthe
old-fashioned family seet near Arpinum--now become his own by hisfather's
death--he has built, or enlarged, or bought as they stood, villas at

Antium, a Formiae, a Pompeli, a Cumae, a Puteoli, and at half-a-dozen
other places, besidesthe one favourite spot of al, which wasto him

amost what Abbotsford was to Scott, the home which it was the delight

of hislifeto embellish--his country-house among the pleasant hills of
Tusculum.[1] It had once belonged to Sulla, and was about twelve miles
from Rome. In that beloved building and its arrangements he indulged, as
an ample purse dlowed him, not only a highly-cultivated taste, but in

some respects dmost awhimsica fancy. "A mere cottage”, he himself terms
it in one place; but thiswas when he was deprecating accusations of
extravagance which were brought againgt him, and we al understand
something of the pride which in such matters "apes humility”. Hewould
haveit on the plan of the Academiaat Athens, withits_paaestra

and open colonnade, where, as hetells us, he could walk and discuss
politics or philosophy with hisfriends. Greek taste and design were as
fashionable among the Romans of that day as the Louis Quatorze style was
with our grandfathers. But its grand festure was alibrary, and its most
valued furniture was books. Without books, he said, a house was but a body
without a soul. He entertained for these treasures not only the cam love

of areader, but the passion of abibliophile; he was particular about his
bindings, and admired the gay colours of the coversin which the precious
manuscripts were kept aswell asthe moreintellectua beautieswithin. He
had clever Greek daves employed from timeto time in making copies of al
such works as were not to be readily purchased. He could walk across, too,
ashetdlsus, to hisneighbour's, the young Lucullus, akind of ward

of his, and borrow from the library of that splendid mansion any book he
wanted. Hisfriend Atticus collected for him everywhere--manuscripts,
paintings, statuary; though for sculpture he professes not to care much,
except for such subjects as might form agppropriate decorations for his
_palaestra_and hislibrary. Very pleasant must have been the days

spent together by the two friends--so dikein their private tastes and

habits, so far gpart in their chosen course of life--when they met there
inthe brief holidays which Cicero stole from the law-courts and the

Forum, and sauntered in the shady walks, or lounged in the codl library,
inthat home of |ettered ease, where the busy lawyer and politician

declared that heforgot for awhile al thetoils and vexations of public

life
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[Footnote 1: Near the modern town of Frascati. But there is no certainty
astothedteof Cicero'svilla]

He had hislittle annoyances, however, even in these happy hours of
retirement. Morning calswere an infliction to which acountry gentleman
wasliablein ancient Italy asin modern England. A man like Cicero was
very good company, and somewhat of alion besides; and country neighbours,
wherever he set up hisrest, inssted on bestowing their tediousnesson
him. Hisvillaat Formiae, hisfavourite resdence next to Tusculum, was,
he protested, more like apublic hall. Most of hisvidgtors, indeed, had

the consideration not to trouble him after ten or eleven in the forenoon
(fashionable calsin those days began uncomfortably early); but there
were one or two, especidly his next-door neighbour, Arrius, and a
friend'sfriend, named Sebosus, who werein and out & al hours: the
former had an unfortunate taste for philosophical discussion, and was
postponing his return to Rome (he was good enough to say) from day to day
in order to enjoy theselong morningsin Cicero's conversation. Such are
the doleful complaintsin two or three of the lettersto Atticus; but,

likedl such complaints, they were probably only haf in earnest:
popularity, even at awatering-place, was not very unpleasant, and the
writer doubtless knew how to practise the socia philosophy which he
recommends to others, and took his place cheerfully and pleasantly in the
society which hefound about him--not despising his honest neighbours
because they had not al adorned a consulship or saved a State.

Therewere timeswhen Cicero fancied thet thisrurd life, with dl its
refinements of wedlth and taste and literary leisure, was better worth
living than the public life of the capitdl. Hisfriends and his books, he
sad, were the company most congenid to him; "politics might go to the
dogs;" to count the waves as they rolled on the beach was happiness, he
"hed rather be mayor of Antium than consul at Rome"; "rather Sitin
hisown library with Atticusin their favourite seat under the bust of
Arigtotle than in the curule chair”. It istrue that these longings for
retirement usually followed some political defeat or mortification; that

his natura sphere, the only lifein which he could be redlly happy, was

in the keen excitement of party warfare--the glorious battle-field of the
Senate and the Forum. The true key-note of hismind isto befound in
these wordsto hisfriend Codius. "Cling to the city, my friend, and
livein her light: dl employment abroad, as| havefet from my earliest
manhood, is obscure and petty for those who have abilities to make them
famousat Rome". Y et the other strain had nothing in it of affectation, or
hypocrisy: it was the schoolboy escaped from work, thoroughly enjoying
his holiday, and fancying that nothing would be so ddightful asto have
holidays dways. In this, again, there was asmilarity between Cicero's
taste and that of Horace. The poet loved his Sabinefarm and dl itsrural
delights--after hisfashion; and perhaps thought honestly that he loved it
morethan heredly did. Above dl, he loved to write about it. With that
fancy, haf-red, perhaps, and haf-affected, for pastora smplicity,
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which has dways marked a state of over-luxuriouscivilisation, he
proteststo himsdlf that thereis nothing like the country. But perhaps
Horace dischargesady jest at himsdlf, in asort of asdeto his

readers, in the person of Alphius, the rich city money-lender, who is made
to utter that pretty apostrophe to rural happiness.

"Happy the man, in busy schemes unskilled,
Who, living smply, likeour Sresof old,
Tillsthefew acreswhich hisfather tilled,
Vexed by no thoughts of usury or gold".
Martin's 'Horace

And who, after thus expatiating for some stanzas on the charms of the
country, cdlsin dl hismoney one week in order to ttle there, and
putsit al out again (no doubt at higher interest) the week after.” O
rus, quando to aspiciam_!"" has been the cry of public men before and
since Cicero'sday, to whom, asto the great Roman, banishment from
politica life, and condemnation to perpetud leisure, would have been a
sentence that would have crushed their very souls.

Hewas very happy at thistimein hisfamily. Hiswife and heloved one
another with an honest affection; anything more would have been out of the
natural course of thingsin Roman society at any date, and even so much as
this was become a notable exception in these later days. Itispaying a

high honour to the character of Cicero and his household--and from al
evidence that has come down to usit may be paid with truth--that evenin
those evil timesit might have presented the originad of what Virgil

drew asadmost afancy picture, or oneto be redlised only in some happy
retirement into which the civilised vices of the capita had never
penetrated--

"Whereloving children climb to reach akiss--
A home of chaste delights and wedded bliss.[1]"

Hislittle daughter, Tullia or Tulliola, which was her pet name (the

Roman diminutives being formed somewhat more e egantly than ours, by
adding asyllable instead of cutting short), wasthe delight of his

heart in hisearlier lettersto Atticus heis constantly making some
affectionate mention of her--sending her love, or some playful message
which hisfriend would understand. She had been happily married (though
she was then but thirteen at the most) the year before his consulship;

but the affectionate intercourse between father and daughter was never
interrupted until her early death. His only son, Marcus, born after a
congderableinterval, who succeeded to Tullias place as a household pet,
ismade aso occasionally to send some childish word of remembranceto his
father'sold friend:

"Cicero the Little sends his complimentsto Titus the Athenian"--"Cicero
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the Philosopher salutes Titusthe Palitician.[2]" These messages are

written in Greek at the end of the letters. Abeken thinksthat in the
originasthey might have been added in thelittle Cicero's own hand, "to
show that he had begun Greek;" "aconjecture’, says Mr. Merivae, "too
pleasant not to be readily admitted”. The boy gave hisfather sometrouble
in after life. He served with some credit as an officer of cavary under
Pompey in Greece, or at least got into no trouble there. Some years &fter,
he wished to take service in Spain, under Caesar, against the sons

of Pompey; but the father did not approve of this change of side. He
persuaded him to go to Athensto study instead, alowing him what both
Atticus and himself thought avery liberd income--not sufficient,

however, for him to keep a horse, which Cicero held to be an unnecessary
luxury. Probably the young cavary officer might not have been of the same
opinion; & any rate, he got into more trouble among the philosophersthan
he did in the army. He spent agreat deal more than his alowance, and one
of the professors, whose lectures he attended, had the credit of helping
him to spend it. The young man must have shared the kindly disposition

of hisfather. Hewrote aconfidentia letter to Tiro, the old family

servant, showing very good fedling, and promising reformation. It is
doubtful how far the promise was kept. He rose, however, subsequently to
place and power under Augustus, but died without issue; and, so far at
least as history knows them, the line of the Ciceros was extinct. It had
flashed into fame with the great orator, and died out with him.

[Footnote 1: "Interiadul ces pendent circum oscula nati; Casta pudicitiam
servat domus'.--Georg. ii. 524.]

[Footnote 2: See'Lettersto Atticus, ii. 9, 12; Meriva€strandation
of Abeken's'Cicero in Seinen Briefen', p. 114.]

All Cicero's biographers have found consderable difficulty intracing, at

al satisfactorily, the sources of the magnificent fortune which must have
been required to keep up, and to embellish in accordance with so luxurious
ataste, so many residencesin al parts of the country. True, these
expenses often led Cicero into debt and difficulties; but what he borrowed
from hisfriends he seems dwaysto have repaid, so that the money must
have come in from some quarter or other. His patrimony at Arpinum would
not appear to have been large; he got only some L3000 or L4000 dowry
with Terentia; and we find no hint of his making money by any commerciad
speculations, as some Roman gentlemen did. On the other hand, it isthe
barest justice to him to say that his hands were clean from those

ill-gotten gains which made the fortunes of many of the wedthiest public
men at Rome, who were criminasin only aless degree than
Verres--peculation, extortion, and downright robbery in the unfortunate
provinces which they were sent out to govern. Such opportunitieslay as
ready to his grasp asto other men's, but he steadily eschewed them. His
declining the tempting prize of aprovincia government, which washis

right on the expiration of his praetorship, may fairly be attributed to
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his having in view the higher object of the consulship, to securewhich,

by an early and persstent canvass, hefdt it necessary toremainin

Rome. But he again waived the right when his consulship was over; and
when, some years afterwards, he went unwillingly as pro-consul to

Cilicia, hisadminidration there, as beforein hislower officein

Sicily, was marked by aprobity and honesty quite exceptiond in aRoman
governor. His emoluments, confined gtrictly within the legal bounds,
would be only moderate, and, whatever they were, cametoo latein
hislifeto be any explanation of his earlier expenditure. He received

many vauable legacies, a different times, from persond friendsor

grateful clientswho died childless (be it remembered how the barrenness
of the marriage union had become then, at Rome, asitissadto bein
some countries now, the reproach of asensua and effete aristocracy); he
boasts himsdlf, in one of his 'Philippics, that he had received from this
source above L170,000. Mr. Forsyth a so notices the large presents that
were made by foreign kings and states to conciliate the support and
advocacy of the leading men at Rome--"we can hardly call them bribes, for
in many casesthe relation of patron and client was avowedly established
between aforeign state and some influentia Roman: and it became his
duty, asof courseit was hisinterest, to defend it in the Senate and

before the peopl€e’. In thisway, he thinks, Cicero held "retainers’ from
Dyrrachium; and, he might have added, from Sicily. The grest orator's own
boast was, that he never took anything for his services as an advocate;
and, indeed, such payments were forbidden by law.[1] But with al respect
for Cicero's materid honesty, onelearnsfrom hisletters, unfortunately,
not to put implicit confidence in him when heisin aboasting vein; and

he might not look upon voluntary gifts, after acause was decided, in the
light of payment. Paetus, one of hisclients, gave him avauablelibrary

of books; and one cannot believe that this was a solitary instance of

the quiet evasion of the Cincian law, or that there were not other
transactions of the same nature which never found their way into any

letter of Cicero'sthat waslikely to come down to us.

[Footnote 1. The principle passed, like so many others, from the old Roman
law into our own, so that to this very day, abarrister'sfees, being
consdered in the nature of an _honorarium_, or voluntary present

made to him for his services, are not recoverable by law.]

CHAPTERIV.

HISEXILE AND RETURN.

We must return to Rome. Cicero had never Ieft it but for his short
occasiond haoliday. Though no longer in office, the ex-consul was il
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one of theforemost public men, and hislate dignity gave him important
precedence in the Senate. He was soon to be brought into contact, and more
or lessinto opposition, with the two great chiefs of partiesin whose

feuds he became at length so fatdly involved. Pompey and Caesar were both
gradually becoming formidable, and both had ambitious plans of their own,
totaly incong stent with any remnant of republican liberty--planswhich
Cicero more or less suspected, and of that suspicion they were probably
both aware. Both, by their successful campaigns, had not only acquired

fame and honours, but afar more dangerous influence--an influence which
wasto overwhelm al others heregfter--in the affection of their legions.
Pompey was till absent in Spain, but soon to return from hislong war
agang Mithridates, to enjoy the most splendid triumph ever seen a Rome,
and to take the lead of the oligarchical party just solong and so far as

they would help him to the power he coveted. The enemies whom Cicero had
made by his strong measures in the matter of the Catilinarian conspiracy

now took advantage of Pompey's name and popularity to make an attack upon
him. The tribune Metdllus, congtant to hisold party watchword, moved in

the Senate that the successful genera, upon whom al expectations were
centred, should be recdled to Rome with hisarmy "to restore the violated
conditution”. All knew against whom the motion was aimed, and what the
violation of the condtitution meant; it was the putting citizensto deeth

without atrid. The measure was not passed, though Caesar, jeal ous of
Cicero even more than of Pompey, lent himsdlf to the attempt.

But the blow fell on Cicero at last from avery different quarter, and

from the mere private grudge of adetermined and unprincipled man. Publius
Clodius, ayoung man of noble family, once afriend and supporter of
Cicero againg Ctiline, but who had dready made himsdlf notorious for
the most abandoned profligacy, was detected, in awoman's dress, at the
celebration of therites of the Bona Dea--a kind of religious freemasonry
amongst the Roman ladies, the mysteries of which are very little known,
and probably would in any case be best |eft without explanation. But for a
man to have been present a them was a sacrilege hitherto unheard of, and
which was held to lay the whole city under the just wrath of the offended
goddess. The celebration had been held in the house of Caesar, as praetor,
under the presidency of hiswife Pompela; and it was said that the object
of the young profligate was an intrigue with that lady. The circumstances
are not favourable to the suspicion; but Caesar divorced her forthwith,
with the often-quoted remark that " Caesar's wife must not be even
suspected". For this crime--unpardonable even in that corrupt society,
when crimes of far deeper dye passed dmost unreproved--Clodiuswas,
after some delay, brought to public trial. The defence set up was an
_dibi_, and Cicero came forward as awitnessto disproveit: he had

met and spoken with Clodiusin Rome that very evening. The evidence was
clear enough, but the jury had been tampered with by Clodiusand his
friends; liberd bribery, and other corrupting influences of even amore
disgraceful kind, had been successfully brought to bear upon the mgjority
of them, and he escaped conviction by afew votes. But he never forgave
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the part which Cicero had taken againgt him; and from that time forth the
latter found a new, unscrupulous, indefatigable enemy, of whose services
his old opponents gladly availed themselves. Cicero himsdf for some

time underrated this new danger. He lost no opportunity of taunting

the unconvicted crimind in the bitterest termsin the Senate, and of
exchanging with him--very much to the detriment of his own character and
dignity, in our modern eyes--the coarsest jests when they met in the

Street. But the temptation to ajest, of whatever kind, was dways
irresigtibleto Cicero: it was aweakness for which he more than once paid
dearly, for they were remembered against him when be had forgotten them.
Meanwhile Clodius--a sort of milder Catiline, not without many popular
quaities-had got himsdlf eected tribune; degrading himsdlf formaly

from his own order of noblesfor that purpose, since the tribune must be
aman of the commons. The powers of the office were formidablefor dl
purposes of obstruction and attack; Clodius had taken painsto ingratiate
himsdaf with dl classes; and the consuls of the year were men of infamous
character, for whom he had, found a successful means of bribery by the
promise of getting a special law passed to secure them the choice of the
richest provincia governments--those coveted fields of plunder--of which
they would otherwise have had to take their chance by lot. When dl was
ripefor hisrevenge, he brought before the people in full assembly the
following bill of painsand pendties--"Beit enacted, that whoever has

put to death a Roman citizen uncondemned in due form of trid, shal be
interdicted from fire and water". Such wasthe legd form of wordswhich
implied banishment from Rome, outlawry, and socid excommunication. Every
man knew againgt whom the motion was leveled. It was carried--carried in
spite of theindignation of dl honest menin Rome, in spite of all

Cicero's humiliating effortsto obtain itsregjection.

It wasin vain that he put on mourning, as was the custom with those who

were impeached of public crimes, and went about the streets thus silently
imploring the pity of hisfellow-citizens. In vain thewhole of hisown

equedtrian order, and in fact, as he declares, "all honest men” (it was

his favourite term for men of hisown party); adopted the same dressto

show their sympathy, and twenty thousand youths of good family--dl in
mourning--accompanied him through the city. The Senate even met and passed
aresolution that their whole house should put on mourning too. But

Gabinius, one of the consuls, at once called a public meeting, and warned

the people not to make the mistake of thinking that the Senate was Rome.

Invain, aso, was any persond appea which Cicero could maketo the only
two men who might have had influence enough to sway the popular vote. He
was ostensibly on good terms both with Pompey and Caesar; in fact, he
made it hispolicy so to be. He foresaw that on their future course would
probably depend the fate of Rome, and he persuaded himsdlf, perhaps
honestly, that he could make them "better citizens'. But he trusted

neither; and both saw in him an obstacle to their own ambition. Caesar

now looked on coldly, not atogether sorry at the turn which affairs had
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taken, and faintly suggested that perhaps some "milder measure” might
serve to meet the case. From Pompey Cicero had aright to look for some
active support; indeed, such had been promised in case of need. He threw
himsdlf at hisfeet with prayers and tears, but even thislast humiliation
wasin vain; and he anticipated the execution of that disgraceful edict

by avoluntary withdrawa into exile. Fiso, one of the consuls, had
satirically suggested that thus he might "save Rome" a second time. His
property was a once confiscated; hisvillasa Tusculum and at Formiae
were plundered and laid waste, the consuls claiming the lion's share of

the spail; and Clodius, with hisarmed mob, set fire to the noble house

on the Palatine, razed it to the ground, and erected on the Ste atemple

to-_Liberty !

Cicero had friends who strongly urged him to defy the edict; to remain

at Rome, and call on dl good citizensto arm in his defence. Modern
historians very generdly have assumed that, if he could have made up his
mind to such a course, it would probably have been successful. Hewasto
rely, we suppose, upon those "twenty thousand Roman youths "--rather a
broken reed to trust to (remembering what those young gallants were), with
Caesar againgt him, now at the head of hislegionsjust outside the gates

of Rome. He himsdlf serioudy contemplated suicide, and consulted his
friends asto the propriety of such astep in the gravest and most

bus ness-like manner; though, with our modern notions on the subject, such
aconsultation has more of the ludicrous than the sublime. The sensible

and practica Atticus convinced him that such asolution of his
difficultieswould be the greatest possible mistake--amistake, moreover,
which could never berectified.

But dmost any course would have become him better than that which he
chose. Had he remained and faced Clodius and his bravos manfully--or had
he turned his back upon Romefor ever, and shaken the dust off hisfeet
againg the ungrateful city, and become anoble pensioner upon Atticus at
Buthrotum--he would have died a greater man. He wandered from place to
place shdltered by friends whose unsdlfish loydty markstheir names

with honour in that false and evil generation--Sica, and Haccus, and
Pancius--bemoaning himsdlf like awoman,--"too blinded with tearsto
write", "loathing thelight of day”. Atticusthought he was going mad. It
isnot pleasant to dwell upon this miserable weakness of agrest mind,
which Cicero's most eager eulogists admit, and which his detractors have
not failed to make the most of. Nor isit easy to find excuse for him, but
wewill give him dl the benefit of Mr. Forsyth's defence:

"Seldom has misfortune so crushed a noble spirit, and never, perhaps, has
the 'bitter bread of banishment' seemed more bitter to any one than to
him. We must remember that the love of country was a passion with the
ancientsto adegreewhich it isnow difficult to redlise, and exile

fromit evenfor atimewasfdt to be an intolerable evil. The nearest
approach to such afeding was perhaps that of some favourite under an
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European monarchy, when, frowned upon by his sovereign, he was hurled from
place and power, and banished from the court. The change to Cicero was
indeed tremendous. Not only was he an exile from Rome, the scene of dll

his hopes, hisglories, histriumphs, but he was under the ban of an

outlaw. If found within acertain distance from the capital, he must die,

and it was degth to any oneto give him food or shelter. His property

was destroyed, hisfamily was penniless, and the people whom he had so
fathfully served were the authors of hisruin. All thismay be urged

in hisbehdf, but ill it would have been only consstent with Roman

fortitude to have shown that he possessed something of the spirit of the

fdlen archangd.[1]
[Footnote 1. Forsyth's Life of Cicero, p. 190.]

Hisexilelasted nearly ayear and a hdf. Long before that time there had
come areaction in hisfavour. The new consulswere well disposed towards
him; Clodiussinsolence had dready disgusted Pompey; Caesar was absent
with hislegionsin Gaul; his own friends, who had dl dong been active

in hisfavour (though in his querulous mood he accused them of apathy)
took advantage of the change, his generousriva Hortensus being amongst
the most active; and dl the frantic violence of Clodiusand his party

served only to delay for awhile the return which they could not prevent.

A motion for hisrecall was carried at last by animmense mgority.

Cicero had one remarkable dly on that occasion. On one of the dayswhen
the Senate was known to be discussing hisrecal, the 'Andromache’ of
Enniuswas being played in the theatre. The popular actor Esop, whose name
has come down to usin conjunction with that of Roscius, was playing

the principa character. The great orator had been his pupil, and was
evidently regarded by him asapersona friend. With al theforce of his
consummate art, he threw into Andromache's lament for her absent father

his own fedingsfor Cicero. Thewordsin the part were strikingly
appropriate, and he did not hesitate to insert a phrase or two of hisown
when he came to speak of the man

"Who with a constant mind upheld the state,
Stood on the peoples sidein perilous times,
Ne€er reeked of hisown life, nor spared himsalf".

So sgnificant and empathetic were histone and gesture as he addressed
himsdlf pointedly to his Roman audience, that they recaled him, and,

amid astorm of plaudits, made him repest the passage. He added to it the
words--which were not set down for him--

"Best of dl friendsin direst grait of war!™

and the applause was redoubled. The actor drew courage from his success.
When, asthe play went on, he came to speak the words--
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"And you--you let him live a banished man--
See him driven forth and hunted from your gates!"

he pointed to the nobles, knights, and commons, asthey sat in their
respective seatsin the crowded rows before him, his own voice broke with
grief, and the tears even more than the gpplause of the whole audience
bore witness diketo their fedings towards the exile, and the dramatic
power of the actor. "He pleaded my cause before the Roman peopl€”, says
Cicero (for itishe that telsthe sory), "with far more weight of
eloquencethan | could have pleaded for myself".[1]

[Footnote 1. Defence of Sestius, ¢. 56, &cC.]

He had been visited with aremarkable dream, while staying with one of
hisfriendsin Itay, during the earlier days of hisexile, which he now
recalled with someinterest. Hetdls usthis story also himsdif,

though he putsit into the mouth of another spesker, in hisdiadogue on
"Divination". If few were so fond of introducing persona anecdotesinto
every place where he could find room for them, fewer ill could tell
them sowell.

"l had lain awake a great part of the night, and at last towards dawn had
begun to deep soundly and heavily. | had given ordersto my attendant

that, in this case, though we had to art that very morning, strict

slence should be kept, and that | was on no account to be disturbed;

when about seven o'clock | awoke, and told him my dream. | thought | was
wandering done in some solitary place, when Caius Marius gppeared to me,
with hisfasces bound with laurel, and asked why | was so sad? And when |
answered that | had been driven from my country, he caught my hand, bade
me be of good cheer, and put me under the guidance of hisown lictor to
lead me to his monument; there, he said, | should find my deliverance'.

So indeed it had turned out. The temple dedicated to Honour and Virtue, in
which the Senate sat when they passed thefirst resolution for Cicero's
recdl, was known as the "Monument of Marius'. Thereis no need to doubt
the perfect good faith of the story which hetells, and it may be set down
asone of the earliest authenticated instances of adream coming true.

But if dreams are fashioned out of our waking imaginations, it iseasy to
believe that the fortunes of his great townsman Marius, and the scenesin
the Senate at Rome, were continually present to the exil€'s thoughts.

Hisreturn was atriumphal progress. He landed at Brundusium on his
daughter's birthday. She had only just lost her husband Piso, who had

gdlantly maintained her father's cause throughout, but she wasthefirst

to welcome him with tears of joy which overmastered her sorrow. He was
careful to lose no chance of making his return impressive. He took hisway

to Rome with the dow march of a conqueror. Thejourney which Horace made
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eadly in twelve days, occupied Cicero twenty-four. But he chose not the
shortest but the most public route, through Naples, Capua, Minturnae,
Terracing, and Aricia

Let him tell the story of hisown reception. If hetdlsit (as he does

more than once) with an undisguised pride, it isapride with which it
isimpossible not to sympathise. He boasted afterwards that he had been
"carried back to Rome on the shoulders of Italy;" and Plutarch saysit was
aboast he had good right to make.

"Who does not know what my return home was like? How the people of
Brundusium held out to me, as| might say, the right hand of welcome on
behdf of dl my native land? From thence to Rome my progresswas like
amarch of dl Italy. There was no digtrict, no town, corporation, or

colony, from which a public deputation was not sent to congratul ate me.
Why need | spesk of my arrival at each place? how the people crowded the
sreetsin the towns; how they flocked in from the country--fathers of
families with wives and children? How can | describe those days, when dll
kept holiday, asthough it were some high festival of theimmortal gods,
injoy for my safereturn? That Sngle day wasto me likeimmortality;

when | returned to my own city, when | saw the Senate and the population
of al ranks come forth to greet me, when Rome hersalf looked as though
she had wrenched herself from her foundations to rush to embrace her
preserver. For she received mein such sort, that not only al sexes,

ages, and callings, men and women, of every rank and degree, but even the
very wals, the houses, the temples, seemed to share the universa joy".

The Senate in abody came out to receive him on the Appian road; agilded
chariot waited for him at the city gates; the lower class of citizens

crowded the steps of the temples to see him as he passed; and so he rode,
escorted by troops of friends, more than a conqueror, to the Capital.

His exultation was naturaly asintense as his despair had been. He

made two of hismost florid speeches (if indeed they be his, whichiis
doubtful), onein the Senate and another to the people assembled in the
Forum, in which he congratulated himself on hisreturn, and Rome on having
regained her mogt illustrious citizen. It isacurious note of the temper

and logical capacities of themob, in al ages of theworld dike,

that within afew hours of their gpplauding to the echo this speech

of Cicero's, Clodius succeeded in exciting them to a seriousriot by
appedling to the ruinous price of corn as one of the results of the
exilesreturn.

For nearly four years more, though unable to shake Cicero's recovered
position in the state--for he was now supported by Pompey--Clodius and his
partisans, backed by a strong force of trained gladiatorsin their pay,

kept Romein agtate of anarchy which isamost inexplicable. It was more
than suspected that Crassus, now utterly estranged from Pompey, supplied
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out of hisenormous wealth the means of keeping on foot thislawless
agitation. Elections were overawed, meetings of the Senate interrupted,
assass nations threatened and attempted. Already men began to look to
military rule, and to think agood cause none the worse for being backed
by "strong battalions'. Things were fast tending to the point where Pompey
and Caesar, trusty dliesasyet in profession and appearance, deadly

rivals at heart, hoped to step in with their veteran legions. Even Cicero,

the man of peace and condtitutiona statesman, felt comfort in the thought
that thisfina argument could be resorted to by his own party. But
Clodius's mob-government, at any rate, was to be put an end to somewhat
suddenly. Milo, now one of the candidates for the consulship, aman of
determined and unscrupulous character, had turned his own wespons
againg him, and maintained an opposition patrol of hired gladiatorsand
wild-beast fighters. The Senate quite approved, if they did not openly
sanction, thisirregular championship of their order. Thetwo parties
waked the streets of Rome like the Capulets and Montagues at VVerona; and
it was said that Milo had been heard to swear that he would rid the city

of Clodiusif he ever got the chance. It came at last, in acasua

meeting on the Appian road, near Bovillae. A scuffle began between their
retainers, and Clodius was killed--his friends said, murdered. The
excitement at Rome was intense: the dead body was carried and laid
publicly on the Rogtra. Riots ensued; Milo was obliged to fly, and
renounce his hopes of power; and the Senate, intimidated, named
Pompey--not indeed "Dictator”, for the name had become almost as hateful
asthat of King--but sole consul, for the safety of the state.

Cicero had resumed his practice as an advocate, and was now called upon to
defend Milo. But Pompey, either from some private grudge, or in order to
win favour with the populace, determined that Milo should be convicted.
Thejury were overawed by his presence in person at thetria, and by the
occupation by armed soldiers of al the avenues of the court under

colour of keeping order. It wasreally as great an outrage upon the free
adminigtration of justice asthe presence of aregiment of soldiersat the
entrance to Westmingter Hall would be at amodern trid for high treason
or sedition. Cicero affected to seein Pompey's legionaries nothing more
than the maintainers of the peace of the city. But he knew better; and the
fine passage in the opening of his speech for the defence, asit has come
down to us, is a once amagnificent piece of irony, and avindication of
the rights of counsdl.

"Although | am conscious, gentlemen, that it isadisgrace to meto

show fear when | stand hereto plead in behdf of one of the bravest of
men;--and especidly does such weaknessill become me, that when Milo
himself isfar more anxious about the safety of the state than about his
own, | should be unableto bring to his defence the like magnanimous
Spirit;--yet this strange scene and strangely constituted court does

terrify my eyes, for, turn them where I will, I look in vain for the

ancient customs of the Forum, and the old style of public trids. For your
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tribund to-day is girt with no such audience aswaswont; thisisno

ordinary crowd that hems usin. Y on guards whom you see on duty in front
of dl the temples, though set to prevent violence, yet ill do asort

of violence to the pleader; sincein the Forum and the count of justice,
though the military force which surrounds us be wholesome and needful, yet
we cannot even be thus freed from apprehension without looking with some
gpprehension on the means. And if | thought they were set therein hosgtile
array againg Milo, | would yield to circumstances, gentlemen, and fed
there was no room for the pleader amidst such a display of weapons. But

| am encouraged by the advice of aman of great wisdom and justice--of
Pompey, who surely would not think it compatible with that justice, after
committing a prisoner to the verdict of ajury, then to hand him over

to the swords of his soldiers; nor consonant with hiswisdom to arm the
violent passions of amaob with the authority of the state. Therefore those
weapons, those officers and men, proclaim to us not peril but protection;
they encourage usto be not only undisturbed but confident; they promise
me not only support in pleading for the defence, but silencefor it to be
listened to. Asto therest of the audience, so far asit is composed of
peaceful citizens, dl, | know, are on our side; nor isthere any single

man among dl those crowds whom you see occupying every point fromwhich a
glimpse of this court can be gained, looking on in anxious expectation

of theresult of thistrial, who, while he gpproves the boldness of the
defendant, does not adso fed that the fate of himsdlf, his children, and

his country, hangs upon the issue of to-day".

After an elaborate argument to prove that the daying of Clodius by Milo
wasin sdf-defence, or, at theworg, that it was afate which he well
deserved as a public enemy, he closes his speech with a peroration, the
pathos of which has aways been admired:

"I would it had been the will of heaven--if | may say sowith al
reverence for my country, for | fear lest my duty to my client may make me
say what isdidoya towards her--1 would that Publius Clodius were not
only dive, but that he were pragtor, consul, dictator even, before my

eyes had seen thissight! But what says Milo? He speaks like a brave man,
and aman whom it isyour duty to protect--'Not so--by no means, says he.
'Clodius has met the doom he well deserved: | am ready, if it must be so,
to meet that which | do not deserve. ... But | must stop; | can no longer
speak for tears; and tears are an argument which he would scorn for his
defence. | entreat you, | adjure you, yewho St herein judgment, that in
your verdict you dare to give utterance to what | know you fed™.

But the appea wasin vain, or rather, asfar aswe can ascertain, was

never made,--at least in such powerful terms as those in which we read

it. The great advocate was wholly unmanned by the scene before him, grew
nervous, and broke down utterly in his speech for the defence. This

presence of amilitary force under the orders of Pompey--the man in whom
he saw, as he hoped, the good genius of Rome--overawed and disturbed him.
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The speech which we read isamost certainly not that which he ddlivered,
but, asin the previous case of Verres, the finished and el aborate
composition of hiscalmer hours. Milo was convicted by alarge mgority;
infact, there can belittle doubt but that he waslegdly guilty, however
political expediency might, in the eyes of Cicero and his party, have
justified his deed. Cato sat on the jury, and did al he could to insure

an acquittal, showing openly his voting-paper to hisfelow jurors, with
that scorn of the "liberty of silence" which he shared with Cicero.

Milo escaped any worse pendty by a once going into voluntary banishment
at Marsdlles. But he showed more practica philosophy than his advocate;
for when he read the speech in hisexile, heis said to have declared that

"it was fortunate for him it was not spoken, or he should never have known
the flavour of thered mullet of Marsailles'.

Theremoval of Clodiuswas addiverance upon which Cicero never ceased to
congratulate himself. That "battle of Bovillag', ashetermsit, became an
erain hismenta records of only less significance than his consulship.

His own public life continued to be honourable and successful. Hewas
elected into the College of Augurs, an honour which he had long coveted;
and he was appointed to the government of Cilicia. Thislatter wasa
greatness literdly "thrust upon him", and which hewould gladly have
declined, for it took him away in these eventful daysfrom his beloved
Rome; and to these grand opportunities for enriching himsalf he was,

as has been said, honourably indifferent. The appointment to adistant
province was, in fact, to aman like Cicero, little better than an
honourable form of exile: it was like conferring on aman who had been,
and might hope one day to be again, Prime Minister of England, the
governor-generadship of Bombay.

One consolation he found on reaching his new government--that even in the
farthest wilds of Ciliciathere were people who had heard of "the consul
who saved Rome". And again the astonished provincias marvelled at a
governor who looked upon them as having rights of their own, and neither
robbed nor ill-used them. He made alittle war, too, upon some troublesome
hill-tribes (intrusting the command chiefly to his brother Quintus, who

had served with distinction under Caesar in Gaul), and gained avictory
which hislegionsthought of sufficient importance to sdute him with

the honoured title of "imperator". Such military honours are especialy
flattering to men who, like Cicero, are naturdly and essentidly

civilians, and to Cicero's vanity they were doubly ddightful. Unluckily

they led him to entertain hopes of the further glory of atriumph; and

this, but for the revolution which followed, he might possibly have

obtained. Asit was, the only result was his parading about with him
everywhere, from town to town, for months after hisreturn, the lictors

with laurelled fasces, which betokened that atriumph was claimed--a
pompous incumbrance, which became, as he confessed, a grand subject for
evil-disposed jesters, and a consderable inconvenience to himself.
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CHAPTERV.

CICERO AND CAESAR.

The future master of Rome was now coming home, after nearly ten years
absence, a the head of the victorious legions with which he had struck

terror into the Germans, overrun al Spain, left his mark upon Britain,

and "pacified” Gaul. But Cicero, in common with most of the senatoria
party, failed to seein Julius Caesar the great man that hewas. He

hesitated a little--Caesar would gladly have had his support, and made him
fair offers; but when the Rubicon was crossed, he threw in hislot with
Pompey. He was certainly influenced in part by persona attachment: Pompey
seemsto have exercised adegree of fascination over hisweakness. He knew
Pompey'sindecision of character, and confessed that Caesar was "a prodigy
of energy;" but though the former showed littleliking for him, he clung

to him nevertheless. He foreboded thet, let the contest end which way

it would, "the result would certainly be adespotism’. He foresaw that
Pompey'sreal designs were as dangerousto the liberties of Rome as any of
which Caesar could be suspected. " Sullaturit animus ", he says of
himinone of hisletters, coining averb to put hisideastrongly--"he

wantsto belike Sulla'. And it was no more than the truth. He found out
afterwards, as he tells Atticus, that proscription-lists of all Caesar's
adherents had been prepared by Pompey and his partisans, and that hisold
friend's name figured as one of the victims. Only thismakesit possible

to forgive him for thelittle feding that he showed when he heard of
Pompey's own miserable end.

Cicero's conduct and motives at this eventful crisis have been discussed
over and over again. It may be questioned whether at thisdate we arein
any position to pass more than avery cautious and general judgment upon
them. Wewant dl the "state papers’ and political correspondence of

the day--not Cicero's letters only, but those of Caesar and Pompey and
Lentulus, and much information besides that was never trusted to pen or
paper--in order to lay down with any accuracy the course which aredly
unsdlfish patriot could have taken. But there seemslittle reason to

accuse Cicero of double-dedling or trimming in the worst sense. His policy
was unquestionably, from first to last, a policy of expedients. But
expediency is, and must be more or less, the watchword of a statesman. If
he would practicaly serve his country, he must do to some extent what
Cicero professed to do--make friends with those in power. *_Sic
vivitur_"--"So goestheworld;" "_Tempori serviendum et "--"We

must bend to circumstances’--these are not the noblest mottoes, but they
are acted upon continually by the most respectable men in public and
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private life, who do not open their heartsto their friends so

unreservedly as Cicero doesto hisfriend Atticus. It seemedto hima

choice between Pompey and Caesar; and he probably hoped to be able so far
to influence the former, asto preserve some shadow of a congtitution for
Rome. What he saw in those "dregs of aRepublic”,[1] ashe himsdf cdls

it, that was worth preserving;--how any honest despotism could seem to

him more to be dreaded than that progtituted liberty,--thisis harder to
comprehend. The remark of Abeken seemsto go very near the truth--"His
devoation to the commonwealth was grounded not so much upon his conviction
of itsactud merits, as of itsfitnessfor the display of hisown

abilities'.

[Footnote 1: "Faex Romuli® ]

But that commonwed th was past saving even in name. Within two months of
his having been declared a public enemy, dl Itay was at Caesar'sfeset.
Before another year was past, the battle of Pharsalia had been fought, and
the great Pompey lay a headless corpse on the sea-shore in Egypt. It was
suggested to Cicero, who had hitherto remained constant to the fortunes of
his party, and was then in their camp at Dyrrachium, that he should take

the chief command, but he had the sense to decline; and though men called
him "traitor”, and drew their swords upon him, he withdrew from acause
which he saw waslogt, and returned to Itay, though not to Rome.

The meeting between him and Caesar, which came at last, set at rest any
personal apprehensions from that quarter. Cicero does not appear to have
made any dishonourable submission, and the conqueror's behaviour was nobly
forgetful of the past. They gradudly became on dmost friendly terms. The
orator paid the Dictator compliments in the Senate, and found that, in

private society, hisfavourite jokes were repested to the great man, and

were highly appreciated. With such little successes he was obliged now to

be content. He had again taken up hisresidence in Rome; but his palitical
occupation was gone, and his active mind had leisureto employ itsdlf in

some of hisliterary works.

It was at thistime that the blow fell upon him which prostrated him for
thetime, as his exile had done, and under which he clams our far more
natural sympathy. His dear daughter Tullia--again married, but unhappily,
and just divorced--died at his Tusculan villa. Ther loving intercourse

had undergone no change from her childhood, and hisgrief wasfor a

while inconsolable. He shut himself up for thirty days. The letters of
condolence from well-meaning friends were to him--as they so often are--as
the speeches of the three comfortersto Job. Heturned in vain, ashe
patheticdly says, to philosophy for consolation.

It was a thistime that he wrote two of his philosophica treatises,
known to usas The True Ends of Lif€,[1] and the Tusculan
Disputations, of which morewill be said heregfter. In thislatter, which
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he named from his favourite country-house, he addressed himsdlf to the
subjects which suited best with his own sorrowful mood under his recent
bereavement. How men might learn to shake off the terrors of death--nay,
to look upon it rather as arelease from pain and evil; how pain, mental
and bodily, may best be borne; how we may moderate our passions; and,
lastly, whether the practice of virtue be not al-sufficient for our

happiness.

[Footnote 1: 'De Finibus Bonorum et Malorum'--atitle hard to trandate.

A philosopher does not dwaysfind in himself aready pupil. It was hardly
s0in Cicero's case. His arguments were incontrovertible; but he found
them fail him sadly inthelr practica application to life. He never could
shake off from himself that dread of desth which hefelt in adegree
unusudly vivid for aRoman. He sought his own happiness afterwards, ashe
had done before, rather in the exciting struggle of public lifethanin

the specid cultivation of any form of virtue; and he did not even find

the remedy for his present domestic sorrow in any of those general moral
reflections which philosophy, Christian aswell as pagan, is so ready

to produce upon such occasions, which areal so undeniable, and al so
utterly unendurable to the mourner.

Cicero found his consolation, or that diversion of thought which so
mercifully servesthe purpose of consolation, where most men of active
mindslike his seek for it and find it--in hard work. The literary effort

of writing and completing the works which have been just mentioned
probably did more to soothe his mind than al the arguments which they
contained. He resumed his practice as an advocate so far asto plead a
cause before Caesar, now ruling as Dictator at Rome--the last cause, as
events happened, that he was ever to plead. It was a cause of no great
importance--a defence of Delotarus, titulary king of Armenia, who was
accused of having entertained designs againg the life of Caesar while
entertaining him asaguest in his paace. The Dictator reserved his
judgment until he should have made his campaign againgt the Parthians.
That more convenient season never came: for before the spring campaign
could open, thefatal "ldes of March" cut short Caesar's triumphs and
hislife

CHAPTERVI.

CICERO AND ANTONY.

It remained for Cicero yet to take apart in one more great national
struggle--the last for Rome and for himsalf. No doubt there was some
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grandeur in the cause which he once more so vigoroudy espoused--the
recovery of the liberties of Rome. But dl the thunders of Cicero's
eloquence, and dl the admiration of modern historians and poets, fail

to enlist our hearty sympathies with the assassins of Caesar. That
"consecration of the dagger” to the cause of liberty has been the fruitful
parent of too much evil ever Snce to make its use anything but hateful.
That Cicero was among the actua conspiratorsis probably not true, though
his enemies strongly asserted it. But at least he gloried in the deed when
done, and was eager to claim al the honours of atyrannicide. Nay, he
went farther than the actua conspirators, inwords at leest; it is
curiousto find him so careful to disclaim complicity inthe act. "Would
that you had invited meto that banquet on the Ides of March! therewould
then have been no leavings from the feast",--he writesto Cassius. He
would have had their daggersturned on Antony, at al events, aswell as
on Caesar. He wishesthat "the gods may damn Caesar after heis dead;”
professing on thisoccasion abelief in afuture retribution, on which at
other times he was scepticd. It isbut right to remember al this, when
the popular tide turned, and he himsalf came to be denounced to
palitica vengeance. The levity with which he continualy spesks of the
assassination of Caesar--aman who had never treated _him , at

any rate, with anything but a noble forbearance--isablot on Cicero's
character which hiswarmest gpologists admit.

The bloody deed in the Capitol was done--a deed which wasto turn out
amost what Goethe called it--"the most absurd that ever was committed”.
The gresat Dictator who lay there done, a"bleeding piece of earth”,
deserted by the very men who had sought of late to crown him, was perhaps
Rome'sfittest magter; certainly not the worst of the many with whom a
persona ambition took the place of principle. Three davestook up

the dead body of their master, and carried it home to his house. Poor
wretches! they knew nothing about liberty or the congtitution; they had
little to hope, and probably little to fear; they had only ahumble duty

to do, and did it. But when we read of them, and of that freedman who, not
long before, sat by the dead body of Pompey till he could scrape together
wreck from the shore to light some sort of poor funeral-pile, wereturn

with ashudder of disgust to those "noble Romans' who occupy at thistime
the foreground of history.

Caesar had been removed, but it is plain that Brutus and Cassius and their
party had neither the ability nor the energy to make any redl use of their
bloody triumph. Cicero soon lost dl hope of seeing in them the liberators
of hiscountry, or of being able to guide himsdf the revolution which he
hoped he had seen begun. "We have been freed”, he writesto Atticus,
"but we are not free". "We have struck down the tyrant, but the tyranny
survives'. Antony, in fact, had taken the place of Caesar as master of
Rome--a changein al respectsfor the worse. He had surrounded himsalf
with guards; had obtained authority from the Senate to carry out all
decrees and orders|eft by the late Dictator; and when he could not find,

41



amongst Caesar's memoranda, materias to serve his purpose, he did not
hesitate to forge them. Cicero had no power, and might be in persona
danger, for Antony knew his sentiments asto Sate matters generdly, and
more particularly towards himself. Rome was no longer any placefor him,
and he soon |eft it--thistime a voluntary exile. He wandered from

placeto place, and tried as before to find interest and consolation in
philosophy. It was now that he wrote his charming essays on 'Friendship'
and on'Old Age, and completed hiswork 'On the Nature of the Gods, and
that on 'Divination'. Histreatise 'De Officiis (akind of pagan "Whole

Duty of Man') isaso of thisdate, aswell as some smdler philosophical
works which have been lost. He professed himsdlf hopeless of his country's
future, and disgusted with politicd life, and spoke of going to end his
daysa Athens.

But, as before and always, his heart wasin the Forum a Rome. Political
lifewasredly the only amaospherein which hefdt himself bresthe
vigoroudy. Unquestionably he had aso an earnest patriotism, which would
have drawn him back to his country's side a any time when he believed
that she had need of hishelp. He wastold that he was needed there

now; that there was a prospect of matters going better for the cause of
liberty; that Antony was coming to terms of some kind with the party of
Brutus,--and he returned.

For ashort while these latter days brought with them agleam of triumph
amogt asbright as that which had marked the overthrow of Catiline's
congpiracy. Again, on hisarriva a Rome, crowds rushed to meet him with
compliments and congratulations, as they had done some thirteen years
before. And in so far as hislast days were spent in resisting to the

utmost the basest of al Rome's bad men, they were to him greeter than any
triumph. Thenceforth it was afight to the death between him and Antony;
solong as Antony lived, there could be no liberty for Rome. Cicero | eft

it to hisenemy to make the firgt attack. It soon came. Two days after his
return, Antony spoke vehemently in the Senate againgt him, on the occasion
of moving aresolution to the effect that divine honours should be paid

to Caesar. Cicero had purposely stayed away, pleading fatigue after his
journey; redlly, because such a proposition was odious to him. Antony
denounced him as a coward and atraitor, and threetened to send men to
pull down his house about his head--that house which had once before been
pulled down, and rebuilt for him by hisremorseful fellow-citizens.

Cicero went down to the Senate the following day, and there ddlivered a
well-prepared speech, the first of those fourteen which are known to us

as his'Philippics--aname which he seemsfirgt to have given to themin
jest, in remembrance of those which hisfavourite modd Demosthenes

had ddlivered at Athens againgt Philip of Macedon. He defended hisown
conduct, reviewed in strong but moderate terms the whole policy of Antony,
and warned him--gtill ostengibly as afriend--against the fate of Caesar.

The speaker was not unconscious what his own might possibly be.
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"I have dready, senators, regped fruit enough from my return home, in

that | have had the opportunity to speak words which, whatever may betide,
will remainin evidence of my constancy in my duty, and you have listened

to me with much kindness and attention. And this privilege | will use so
often as| may without peril to you and to myself; when | cannat, | will

be careful of mysdlf, not so much for my own sake asfor the sake of my
country. For me, thelifethat | have lived ssemsdready well-nighlong
enough, whether | look at my years or my honours; whet little span may yet
be added to it should be your gain and the state's far more than my own™.

Antony was not in the house when Cicero spoke; he had gone down to his
villaat Tibur. There he remained for afortnight, brooding over his
reply--taking lessons, it was said, from professorsin the art of

rhetorical salf-defence. At last he came to Rome and answered his
opponent. His speech has not reached us; but we know that it contained the
old charges of having put Roman citizens to death without trid in the

case of the abettors of Catiline, and of having ingigated Milo to the
assassnation of Clodias. Antony added anew charge--that of complicity
with the murderers of Caesar. Above dl, helaughed at Cicero'sold
attempts as a poet; amode of attack which, if not so darming, was at

least asirritating as the rest. Cicero was not present--he dreaded

persond violence; for Antony, like Pompey at thetrid of Milo, had

planted an armed guard of his own men outside and inside the Senate-house.
Before Cicero had nerved himsdlf to reply, Antony had left Rometo put
himsdlf a the head of hislegions, and the two never met again.

The reply, when it came, was the terrible second Philippic; never spoken,
however, but only handed about in manuscript to admiring friends. Thereis
little doubt, as Mr. Long observes, that Antony had aso some friend kind
enough to send him a copy; and if we may trust the Roman poet Juvend, who
isat least aslikely to have been well informed upon the subject asany
modern historian, this composition eventudly cost the orator hislife. It
isnot difficult to understand the bitter vindictiveness of Antony. Cicero

had been not merely a political opponent; he had attacked his private
character (which presented abundant grounds for such attack) with al

the venom of hiselogquence. He had said, indeed, in thefirst of these
powerful orations, that he had never taken thisline,

"If | have abused his private life and character, | have no right to
complanif heismy enemy: but if | have only followed my usud custom,
which | have ever maintained in public life--1 mean, if | have only
spoken my opinion on public questions fredly,--then, inthefirst place, |
protest againgt hisbeing angry with meat dl: or, if thisbe too much

to expect, | demand that he should be angry with me only aswith a
fdlow-citizen”.

If there had been any sort of reticence on this point hitherto on the part
of Cicero, he made up for it in this second speech. Nothing can equd its
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bitter personality, except perhapsits rhetorica power. He beginsthe

attack by declaring that he will not tdl al he knows--"in order that, if

we have to do battle again hereafter, | may come always fresh-armed to the
attack; an advantage which the multiplicity of that man's crimesand vices
givesmein large measure’. Then he proceeds.

"Would you like us, then, to examineinto your course of life from

boyhood? | conclude you would. Do you remember that before you put on the
robe of manhood, you were a bankrupt? That was my father's fault, you will
say. | grant it--it is a defence that speaks volumesfor your fedingsas

ason. It was your own shamel essness, however, that made you take your

seet in the stalls of honourable knights, whereas by law thereisafixed

place for bankrupts, even when they have become so by fortune's fault, and
not their own. Y ou put on the robe which was to mark your manhood,--on
your person it became the flaunting gear of aharlot”.

It isnot desirable to follow the orator through some of his accusations;
when he had to lash aman whom he held to be acrimind, he did not much
care where or how he struck. He even breaks off himsdlf--after saying a
good dedl.

"There are some things, which even a decent enemy hesitates to spesk
of.... Mark, then, his subsequent course of life, which | will trace as
rapidly as| can. For though these things are better known to you than
evento me, yet | ask you to hear me with attention--as indeed you do; for
itisright that in such cases men'sfedings should be roused not

merely by the knowledge of the facts, but by caling them back to their
remembrance; though we must dash at once, | believe, into the middle of
his history, lest we should be too long in getting to the end"”.

The peroration is noble and dignified, in the orator's best style. He

gtill supposes himself addressing his enemy. He has warned Antony that
Caesar'sfate may be his: and heis not unconscious of the peril inwhich
hisown life may stand.

"But do you look to yourself--1 will tel you how it standswith me. |
defended the Commonwed th when | was young--1 will not desert it now | am
old. | despised the swords of Catiline--1 am not likely to tremble before
yours. Nay, | shadl lay my lifedown gladly, if theliberty of Rome can be
secured by my desth, so that this suffering nation may at last bring to

the birth that which it hislong been breeding.[1] If, twenty years ago, |
declared in this house that death could never be said to have come before
itstime to aman who had been consul of Rome, with how much more truth,
a my age, may | say it now! To meindeed, gentlemen of the Senate, degth
may well be athing to be even desired, when | have donewhat | have done
and regped the honours | have regped. Only two wishes | have,--the one,
that at my death | may leave the Roman people free--the immortal gods can
give me no greater boon than this; the other, that every citizen may meet
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with such reward as his conduct towards the state may have deserved".
[Footnote 1: _|.e._, the making away with Antony.]

The publication of this unspoken speech raised for the time an enthusiasm
againgt Antony, whom Cicero now openly declared to be an enemy to the
gate. He hurled againgt him Philippic after Philippic. The apped at the
end of that which comesthe sixth in order is e oquent enough.

"Thetimeiscome at last, fellow-citizens, somewhat too late, indeed, for
the dignity of the people of Rome, but at least the crisisissoripe,

that it cannot now be deferred an instant longer. We have had one calamity
sent upon us, as | may say, by fate, which we bore with--in such sort as

it might be borne. If another befdls us now, it will be one of our own
choosing. That this Roman people should serve any master, when the gods
above have willed usto be the masters of theworld, isacrimein the

sght of heaven. The question hangsnow oniitslast issue. The Sruggleis
for our liberties. Y ou must either conquer, Romans,--and this, assuredly,
with such patriotism and such unanimity as| see here, you must do, or you
must endure anything and everything rather than be daves. Other nations
may endure the yoke of davery, but the birthright of the people of Rome

isliberty”.

Antony had left Rome, and thrown himsdlf, like Catiline, into the arms

of hissoldiers, in hisprovince of Cisdpine Gaul. There he maintained
himself in defiance of the Senate, who at last, urged by Cicero, declared
him apublic enemy. Caesar Octavianus (great-nephew of Julius) offered his
sarvicesto the state, and with some hesitation they were accepted. The

last struggle was begun. Intelligence soon arrived that Antony had been
defeated at Mutina by the two last consuls of the Republic, Hirtiusand
Pansa. The news was dashed, indeed, afterwards by the further announcement
that both consuls had died of their wounds. But it wasin the height of

the first exultation that Cicero addressed to the Senate hisfourteenth
Philippic--the last oration which he was ever to make. For the moment,

he found himself once more the foremost man at Rome. Crowds of roaring
patriots had surrounded his house that morning, escorted him in triumph up
to the Capitol, and back to his own house, asthey had done in the days of
hisearly glory. Y oung Caesar, who had paid him much persond deference,
was professing himsdlf a patriot; the Commonwedlth was safe again--and
Cicero amost thought that he again himself had saved it.

But Rome now bel onged to those who had the legions. It had come to that:
and when Antony succeeded in joining interests with Octavianus (afterwards
miscaled Augustus)--"the boy", as both Cicero and Antony caled him--a
boy inyears asyet, but premature in craft and fal sehood--who had come
"to clam hisinheritance’, and succeeded in rousing in the old veterans

of hisuncle the desire to take vengeance a on his murderers, the fate of

the Republic and of Cicero was sedled.
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It was on alittle eyot formed by the river Reno, near Bologna, that
Antony, young Caesar, and Lepidus (the nominal third in what isknown as
the Second Triumvirate) met to arrange among themsalves the divison of
power, and what they held to be necessary, to the securing it for the
future--the proscription of their severd enemies. No private affections
or interestswere to be allowed to interfere with this merciless
arrangement. If Lepiduswould give up his brother, Antony would
surrender an obnoxious uncle. Octavianus made a cheaper sacrificein
Cicero, whom Antony, we may be sure, with those terrible Philippics
ringing in his ears, demanded with an eager vengeance. All was soon
amicably settled; the proscription-lists were made out, and the
Triumvirate occupied Rome.

Cicero and his brother--whose name was known to be also on the fatal
roll--heard of it while they were together at the Tusculan villa. Both

took immediate measures to escape. But Quintus had to return to Rometo
get money for ther flight, and, as it would appear, to fetch hisson. The
emissaries of the Triumvirate were sent to search the house: the father

had hid himsdlf, but the son was saized, and refusing to give any
information, was put to the torture. Hisfather heard his cries of agony,
cameforth from his hiding-place, and asked only to be put to death first.
The son in histurn made the same request, and the nswere o far
merciful that they killed both at once.

Cicero himsdlf might yet have escaped, but for some thing of hisold
indecison. He had gone on board asmall vessd with the intention of

joining Brutus in Macedonia, when he suddenly changed hismind, and
ingsted on being put on shore again. He wandered about, half-resolving

(for the third) time on suicide. He would go to Rome, stab himself on

the atar-hearth in young Caesar's house, and call down the vengeance of
heaven upon the traitor. The accounts of these last hours of hislife are,
unfortunately, somewhat contradictory, and none of the authoritiesto be
entirely depended on; Abeken has made a careful attempt to harmonise them,
which it will be best hereto follow.

Urged by the prayers of hisdaves, the faithful adherents of akind

master, he once more embarked, and once more (Appian says, from
sea-sickness, which he never could endure) landed near Caieta, where be
had a seaside villa Either there, or, as other accounts say, at his house

at Formiae, helaid himsdf down to passthe night, and wait for death.
"Let medi€’, said he, "in my own country, which | have so often saved'.
But again thefaithful davesaroused him, forced himinto alitter, and
hurried him down through the woods to the sea-shore--for the assassns
werein hot pursuit of him. They found his house shut up; but sometraitor
showed them a short cut by which to overtake the fugitive. Ashelay
reading (it is said), even during these anxious moments, aplay of his
favourite Euripides, every line of whom he used to declare contained some
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maxim worth remembering, he heard their steps approaching, and ordered the
litter to be set down. He looked out, and recognised at the head of the
party an officer named L aenas, whom he had once successfully defended on
acapitd charge; but he saw no gratitude or mercy in the face, though

there were others of the band who covered their eyesfor pity, when they
saw the dishevelled grey hair and pale worn features of the great Roman
(he waswithin amonth of sixty-four). He turned from Laenasto the
centurion, one Herennius, and said, "' Strike, old soldier, if you

understand your trade!" At the third blow--by one or other of those
officers, for both claimed the evil honour--his head was severed. They
carried it sraight to Antony, where he sat on the seet of justicein the
Forum, and demanded the offered reward. Thetriumvir, in hisjoy, paid it
some ten times over. He sent the bloody trophy to hiswife; and the Roman
Jezebe spat in the dead face, and ran her bodkin through the tongue which
had spoken those bold and bitter truths againgt her false husband. The
great orator fulfilled, dmost in the very letter, the words which,

treating of the liberty of the pleader, he had put into the mouth of
Crassus-"Y ou must cut out thistongue, if you would check my free
gpeech: nay, even then, my very breathing should protest against your

lust for power". The head, by Antony's order, was then nailed upon the
Rostra, to spesak there, more eoquently than ever the living lips had
spoken, of the dead liberty of Rome.

CHAPTERVILI.

CHARACTER ASA POLITICIAN AND AN ORATOR.

Cicero shared very largely in the feding which iscommon to al men of
ambition and energy,--adesire to stland well not only with their own
generation, but with posterity. It isafeding natura to every man who
knows that his name and acts must necessarily become historical. If it
ismore than usudly patent in Cicero's case, it isonly becausein his
|ettersto Atticus we have more than usua accessto the inmost heart of
the writer; for surely such athoroughly confidentia correspondence has
never been published before or since. "What will history say of me six
hundred years hence?' he asks, unbosoming himsdlf in thissort to his
friend. More than thrice the six hundred years have passed, and, in
Cicero's case, history has hardly yet made up its mind. He has been
lauded and abused, from his own times down to the present, in terms as
extravagant as are to be found in the most passionate of his own orations;
both his accusers and his champions have caught thetrick of his
rhetorical exaggeration more eadly than his eloquence. Modern German
criticslike Drumann and Mommsen have attacked him with hardly less
bitterness, though with more decency, than the historian Dio Cassius, who
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lived s0 near his own times. Bishop Middleton, on the other hand, in those
pleasant and comprehensive volumes which are ill to thisday the grest
storehouse of materiasfor Cicero's biography, isasblind to hisfaults
asthough he were himsdlf delivering a panegyric in the Rostraat Rome.
Perhapsit isthe partidity of thelearned bishop's view which has

produced areaction in the minds of sceptical German scholars, and of some
modern writers of our own. It isimpossible not to sympathise in some
degree with that Athenian who wastired of dways hearing Aristides
extolled as "the Just;" and there was certainly a strong temptation to
criticsto pick holesin aman's character who was perpetualy, during
hislifetime and for eighteen centuries after his deeth, having atrumpet
sounded before him to announce him asthe prince of patriots aswell as
philosophers; worthy indeed, as Erasmus thought, to be canonised asa
saint of the Catholic Church, but for the single drawback of his not

having been aChridtian.

On one point some of his eulogists seem manifestly unfair. They say

that the circumstances under which we form our judgment of the man are
exceptiona in this--that we happen to possessin his case dl thismass

of private and confidentia |etters (there are nearly eight hundred of his

own which have come down to us), giving usan ingght into his private
motives, his secret jealousies, and hopes, and fears, and ambitions, of
which in the case of other men we have no such revelaion. It isquite

true; but his advocates forget that it isfrom the very same pageswhich
reved hisweaknesses, that they draw their real knowledge of many of
those characteristics which they most admire--hissincerelove for his
country, hiskindness of heart, hisamiability inal hisdomegtic

relations. It istrue that we cannot look into the private | etters of

Caesar, or Pompey, or Brutus, aswe can into Cicero's, but it is not

S0 certain that if we could, our estimate of their characterswould be
lowered. We might discover, in their casesasin his, many traces of what
seemsingneerity, timidity, adesreto sall with the stream; we might

find that the views which they expressed in public were not dwaysthose
which they entertained in private; but we might aso find an inner current

of kindness, and benevolence, and tenderness of heart, for which the world
givesthem little credit. One enthusiastic advocate, Wieland, goes so far
asto wish that thiskind of evidence could, in the case of such aman as
Cicero, have been "cooked", to use amodern phrase: that we could have had
only ajudicious selection from thistoo truthful mass, of correspondence;
that his secretary, Tiro, or somejudiciousfriend, had destroyed the

whole packet of lettersin which the great Roman bemoaned himself, during
hisexile from Rome, to hiswife, to hisbrother, and to Atticus. The
partisan method of writing history, though often practised, has seldom

been so boldly professed.

But it cannot be denied, that if we know too much of Cicero to judge him
merely by hispublic life, aswe are obliged to do with so many heroes of
history, we adso know far too little of those stormy timesin which he

48



lived, to pronounce too strongly upon his behaviour in such difficult
circumstances. The true relations between the various parties at Rome, as
we have tried to sketch them, are confessedly puzzling even to the careful
student. And without a thorough understanding of these, it isimpossible
to decide, with any hope of fairness, upon Cicero's conduct as a patriot
and apalitician. His character wasfull of conflicting eements, likethe
timesin which helived, and was necessarily in agreat degree moulded

by them. The egotism which showsitself so plainly dikein hispublic
gpeeches and in his private writings, more than once made him persona
enemies, and brought him into trouble, though it was combined with great
kindness of heart and consideration for others. He saw theright clearly,
and desired to follow it, but his good intentions were too often

frustrated by awant of firmness and decison. Hisdesireto keep well
with men of dl parties, solong asit seemed possble (and thisnot so
much from the desire of self-aggrandisement, as from a hope through their
ad to serve the commonwedlth) laid him open on more than one occasion to
the charge of ingncerity.

Thereis one comprehensive quaity which may be said to lave been wanting
in hisnature, which douded his many excdlences, led him continualy

into false positions, and evenin hisddightful letters excitesin the

reeder, from time to time, an impatient feeling of contempt. He wanted
manliness. It was aqudity which wasfast dying out, in hisday, anong

even the best of the luxurious and corrupt aristocracy of Rome. It was
perhaps but little missed in his character by those of his contemporaries
who knew and loved him best. But without that quaity, to an English mind,
itishard to recognisein any man, however brilliant and amigble, the

true philosopher or hero.

The viewswhich this great Roman politician held upon the vexed question

of the bdlot did not differ materidly from those of hisworthy

grandfather before-mentioned.[1] The balot was popular a Rome,--for many
reasons, some of them not the most creditable to the characters of the

voters, and because it was popular, Cicero spesks of it occasondly, in

his forensic speeches, with acautious praise; but of hisred estimate

of it there can be no kind of doubt. "1 am of the same opinion now", he
writesto hisbrother, "that ever | was; there is nothing like the open
auffrage of thelips'. Soin one of his speeches, he uses even stronger
language: "The bdlot", he says, "enables men to open their faces, and to

cover up their thoughts; it gives them licence to promise whatever they

are asked, and at the same time to do whatever they please’. Mr. Grote

once quoted a phrase of Cicera's, applied to the voting-papers of hisday,
asatestimony in favour of this mode of secret suffrage--grand words,

and whally untrand atable into anything like corresponding
English--"_Tabelavindex tacitee libertatis "--"the tablet which
securestheliberty of slence”. But knowing so well as Cicero did what

was the ordinary character of Roman jurors and Roman voters, and how often
this"liberty of slence’ wasaliberty to take abribe and to vote the
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other way, one can amost fancy that we see upon hislips, as he utters
the sounding phrase, that playful curve of irony whichissaid to have
been their characteristic expresson.[2] Mr. Grote forgot, too, aswas
well pointed out by awriter in the 'Quarterly Review',[3] that in the

very next sentence the orator is proud to boast that he himsalf was not so
elected to office, but "by theliving voices' of hisfdlow-citizens.

[Footnote 1: Seep. 3]

[Footnote 2: No bust, coin, or gem isknown which bears any genuine
likeness of Cicero. There are severa existing which purport to be such,
but al are more or less gpocryphal ]

[Footnote 3: Quart. Rev., Ixi. 522.]

The character of his e oquence may be understood in some degree by the
few extracts which have been given from his public speeches; dways
remembering how many of its charms are necessarily lost by losing the
actua language in which histhoughts were clothed. We have lost perhaps
nearly as much in another way, in that we can only read the greet orator
ingtead of ligtening to him. Yet itispossble, after dl, that thisloss

to usisnot so great asit might seem. Some of his best speeches, aswe
know--those, for instance, against Verres and in defence of Milo--were
written in the closet, and never spoken at dl; and most of the others

were reshaped and polished for publication. Nor isit certain that his
declamation, which some of his Roman rivasfound fault with as savouring
too much of theflorid Oriental type, would have been agreeable to our
colder English taste. He looked upon gesture and action as essential
elements of the orator's power, and had studied them carefully from the
artists of the thestre. There can be no doubt that we have his own

views on this point in the words which he has put into the mouth of his
"Brutus’, in the treatise on oratory which bearsthat name. He protests
againg the "Attic coldness' of style which, he says, would soon empty the
benches of their occupants. He would have the action and bearing of the
speaker to be such that even the distant spectator, too far off to hear,
should "know that there was a Roscius on the stage”. He would have found a
French audience in this respect more sympathetic than an English one[1]
His own highly nervous temperament would certainly tend to excited action.
The speaker, who, aswe aretold, "shuddered visibly over hiswhole body
when hefirst began to speak”, was dmost sure, as he warmed to hiswork,
to throw himsdlf into it with a passionate energy.

[Footnote 1: Our speakers certainly fal into the other extreme. The
British orator's style of gesticulation may il be recognised,

_mutatis mutandis _, in Addison’'s humorous sketch of a century ago:
"Y ou may see many asmart rhetorician turning his hat in his hands,
moulding it into severd different cocks, examining sometimesthelining
and sometimes the button, during the whole course of his harangue. A
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deaf man would think that he was cheagpening a beaver, when heistaking
perhaps of the fate of the British nation”.]

He has put on record his own ideas of the qualifications and the duties
of the public speaker, whether in the Senate or at the bar, in three
continuous treatises on the subject, entitled respectively, 'On Oratory’,
‘Brutus, and The Orator', aswell asin some other works of which we
have only fragments remaining. With the first of these works, which he
inscribed to his brother, he was himself exceedingly well satisfied, and
it perhaps remains il the ablest, asit wasthefirgt, attempt to

reduce €l oquence to ascience. The second isacritica sketch of the
great orators of Rome: and in the third we have Cicero's view of what the
perfect orator should be. Hisided isahigh one, and atrue one; that
he should not be the mere rhetorician, any more than the mere technica
lawyer or keen partisan, but the man of perfect education and perfect
taste, who can speak on dl subjects, out of the fulness of hismind,
"with variety and copiousness'.

Although, as has been dready said, he appearsto have attached but little
vaueto aknowledge of the technicalities of law, in other respectshis
preparation for hiswork was of the most careful kind; if we may assume,
aswe probably may, that it is his own experience which, in histreatise

on Oratory, he putsinto the mouth of Marcus Antonius, one of his greatest
predecessors at the Roman bar.

"It ismy habit to have every client explain to me personaly hisown
case; to alow no one else to be present, that so he may speak more
fredy. Then | take the opponent's side, while | make him plead hisown
cause, and bring forward whatever arguments he can think of. Then, when
heisgone, | take upon mysdlf, with as much impartidity as| can,

three different characters--my own, my opponent's, and that of the jury.
Whatever point seemslikely to help the caserather than injureit, this|
decide must be brought forward; when | seethat anythingislikely to do
more harm than good, | reject and throw it aside atogether. So | gain
this,--that | think over first what | mean to say, and speak afterwards;
while agood many pleaders, relying on their abilities, try to do both at
once'.[1]

[Footnote 1: De Oratore, 11. 24, 72.]

He reads a useful lesson to young and zedl ous advocatesin the same
treatise--that sometimes it may be wise not to touch at al in reply upon
apoint which makes againgt your client, and to which you have no red
answer; and that it is even more important to say nothing which may injure
your case, than to omit something which might possibly serveit. A maxim
which some modern barristers (and some preachers also) might do well to
bear inmind.
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Y et he did not scorn to use what may almost be called the tricks of his
art, if he thought they would help to secure him averdict. The outward
and visble apped to the fedings seemsto have been as effectivein the
Roman forum aswith a British jury. Cicero would have his client stand by
his sde dressed in mourning, with hair dishevelled, and in tears, when

he meant to make a pathetic apped to the compassion of thejurors; or a
family group would be arranged, as circumstances alowed,--the wife and
children, the mother and sisters, or the aged father, if presentable,

would be introduced in open court to create a sensation at the right
moment. He had tears apparently asready at his command as an € oquent
and well-known English Attorney-General. Nay, the tears seem to have been
marked down, asit were, upon his brief. "My fedlings prevent my saying
more"’, he declaresin his defence of Publius Sylla. "1 weep while | make
the gpped”--"1 cannot go on for tears'--he repeats towards the close of
that fine oration in behaf of Milo--the speech that never was spoken.
Such phrases remind us of the tory told of a French preacher, whose
manuscripts were found to have margind stage directions: "Here take out

legitimate adjuncts of Roman oratory, and it is quite possible to conceive

that the advocate, like more than one modern tragedian who could be named,
entered so thoroughly into the spirit of the part that the tears flowed

quite naturdly.

A far lesslegitimate wegpon of oratory--offensive and not defensive--was
the bitter and coarse persondity in which he so frequently indulged. Its
usewas hdd perfectly lawful in the Roman forum, whether in politica
debate or injudicia pleadings, and it was sureto be highly relished by
amixed audience. Thereis no reason to suppose that Cicero had
recourseto it in any unusua degree; but employ it he did, and most
unscrupuloudly. It was not only private character that he attacked, asin
the case of Antony and Clodius, but even persona defects or peculiarities
were made the subject of bitter ridicule. He did not hesitate to season

his harangue by a sarcasm on the cast in the prosecutor's eye, or the wen
on the defendant's neck, and to direct the attention of the court to these
points, as though they were corroborative evidence of amora deformity.
The most conspicuousingtance of thispractice of hisisintheinvective
which helaunched in the Senate against Piso, who had made a speech
reflecting upon him. Referring to Cicero's exile, he had made that sore
subject doubly sore by declaring that it was not Cicero's unpopularity, so
much as his unfortunate propensity to bad verse, which had been the cause
of it. A jingling line of histo the effect that

"The gown wins grander triumphs than the sword"[1]

had been thought to be pointed against the recent victories of Pompey, and
to have provoked him to use hisinfluence to get rid of the author. But

this annotation of Cicero's poetry had not been Piso's only offence. He
had been consul at the time of the exile, and had given vent, it may be
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remembered, to the witticism that the "saviour of Rome' might savethe
city asecond time by his absence. Cicero was not the man to forget it.

The beginning of hisattack on Fiso islogt, but thereis quite enough
remaining. Piso was of a swarthy complexion, gpproaching probably to the
negro type. "Beast"--is the term by which Cicero addresseshim. "Bead!!
there is no mistaking the evidence of that dave-like hue, those bristly
cheeks, those discoloured fangs. Y our eyes, your brows, your face, your
whole aspect, are the tacit index to your soul".[2]

[Footnote 1: "Cedant armatogee, concedat laurealinguag’.]

[Footnote 2: Such flowers of e oquence are not encouraged at the modern
bar. But they were common enough, even in the English law-courts, in
former times. Mr. Attorney-Generd Coke'slanguageto Raeigh at his
trial--"Thou viper!"--comes quite up to Cicero's. Perhaps the Irish House
of Parliament, while it existed, furnished the choicest modern specimens
of thisstyle of oratory. Mr. OFlanagan, in his'Lives of the Lord
Chancdllorsof Irdand!, tells us that a member for Galway, attacking

an opponent when he knew that his sister was present during the debate,
denounced the whole family--"from the toothless old hag that is now
grinning inthe gdlery, to thewhite-livered scoundrel that is shivering
onthefloor".]

It isnot possible, within the compass of these pages, to give even

the briefest account of more than afew of the many causes (they are
twenty-four in number) in which the speeches made by Cicero, ether for
the prosecution or the defence, have been preserved to us. Some of them
have more attraction for the English reader than others, either from the
facts of the case being more interesting or more easily understood, or
from their affording more opportunity for the display of the speaker's

powers.

Mr. Fox had an intense admiration for the speech in defence of Cadlius.
The opinion of one who was no mean orator himself, on hisgrest Roman
predecessor, may be worth quoting:

" Argumentative contention is not what he excelsin; and heisnever, |

think, so happy aswhen he has an opportunity of exhibiting amixture of
philosophy and pleasantry, and especialy when he can interpose anecdotes
and references to the authority of the eminent charactersin the history

of hisown country. No man appears, indeed, to have had such ared
respect for authority as he; and therefore when he speaks on that subject
heisaways naturd and earnest” [ 1]

[Footnote 1: Letter to G. Wakefield--Correspondence, p. 35.]

Thereisanecdote and pleasantry enough in this particular oration; but
the scandals of Roman society of that day, into which the defence of
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Cadiuswas obliged to enter, are not the most edifying subject for any
readers. Cadlius was ayoung man of "equestrian” rank, who had been akind
of ward of Cicero's, and must have given him agood deal of trouble by his
profligate habits, if the guardianship was anything more than nomind. But
inthis particular case the accusation brought againgt him--of trying to
murder an ambassador from Egypt by means of hired assassins, and then
to poison the lady who had lent him the money to bribe them with--was
probably untrue. Clodia, the lady in question, was the worthy sister of

the notorious Clodius, and bore as evil areputation asit was possible

for awoman to bear in the corrupt society of Rome--which issaying a
great dedl. Sheisthered mover in the case, though another enemy

of Cadlius, the son of aman whom he had himself brought to trid for
bribery, was the ostensible prosecutor. Cicero, therefore, throughout the
whole of his gpeech, amsthe bitter shafts of hiswit and eloquence

at Clodia Hisbrilliant invectives againg thislady, who was, ashe
pointedly said, "not only noble but notorious', are not desirableto

guote. But the opening of the speech isin the advocate's best style. The
trial, it seems, took place on a public holiday, when it was not usua to
take any cause unlessit were of pressing importance.

"If any spectator be here present, gentlemen, who knows nothing of our
laws, our courts of justice, or our nationa customs, he will not fall to
wonder what can be the atrocious nature of this case, that on aday of
nationd festival and public holiday likethis, when al other businessin

the Forum is sugpended, thissingletria should be going on; and he will
entertain no doubt but that the accused is charged with a crime of

such enormity, that if it were not at once taken cognisance of, the
condtitution itself would bein peril. And if he heard that therewas a

law which enjoined that in the case of seditiousand didoyd citizenswho
should take up arms to attack the Senate-house, or use violence against
the magigrates, or levy war againgt the commonwedth, inquigition into

the matter should be made a once, on the very day;--he would not find
fault with such alaw: hewould only ask the nature of the charge. But
when he heard that it was no such atrocious crime, no treasonable attempt,
no violent outrage, which formed the subject of thistrid, but that a

young man of brilliant abilities, hard-working in public life, and of

popular character, was here accused by the son of a man whom he had
himself once prosecuted, and was still prosecuting, and that dl abad
woman's wedlth and influence was being used againgt him,--he might take no
exception to thefilial zed of Atratinus, but he would surdly say theat
woman'sinfamous revenge should be baffled and punished.... | can excuse
Atratinus, asto the other parties, they deserve neither excuse nor
forbearance’.

It was astrange story, the case for the prosecution, especidly as

regarded the aleged attempt to poison Clodia. The poison wasgivento a
friend of Cadlius, hewasto giveit to some daves of Clodiawhom hewas
to meet at certain baths frequented by her, and they werein someway to
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administer it. But the daves betrayed the secret; and the lady employed
certain gay and profligate young men, who were hangers-on of her own,
to conced themselves somewhere in the baths, and pounce upon Caeliuss
emissary with the poison in his possesson. But this scheme was said

to havefailed. Clodias detectives had rushed from their place of

conced ment too soon, and the bearer of the poison escaped. The counsel
for the prisoner makes agreat point of this.

"Why, 'tisthe catastrophe of a stage-play--nay, of aburlesque; when no
more artistic solution of the plot can be invented, the hero escapes, the
bell rings, and--the curtain falls! For | ask why, when Licinius wasthere
trembling, hesitating, retreating, trying to escape--why that lady's
body-guard let him go out of their hands? Were they afraid lest, so

many againgt one, such stout champions againg asingle heplessman,
frightened as he was and fierce as they were, they could not master him? |
should like exceedingly to see them, those curled and scented youths, the
bosom-friends of thisrich and noble lady; those stout men-at-armswho
were posted by their she-captain in this ambuscade in the baths. And |
should like to ask them how they hid themsalves, and where? A bath?--why,
it must rather have been a Trojan horse, which bore within itswomb this
band of invincible heroeswho went to war for awoman! | would make them
answer this question,--why they, being so many and so brave, did not
ether seize thisdight stripling, whom you see before you, where he
stood, or overtake him when he fled? They will hardly be able to explain
themsalves, | fancy, if they get into that witness-box, however clever and
witty they may be at the banquet,--nay, even e oquent occasiondly, no
doubt, over their wine. But the air of acourt of justice is somewhat
different from that of the banquet-hdll; the benches of this court are

not like the couches of a supper-table; the array of thisjury presentsa
different spectacle from acompany of revellers; nay, the broad glare of
sunshineis harder to face than the glitter of the lamps. If they venture

into it, | shal haveto strip them of their pretty conceits and fools

gear. But, if they will be ruled by me, they will betake themselvesto
another trade, win favour in another quarter, flaunt themsalves el sewhere
than in this court. Let them carry their brave looksto their lady there;

let them lord it at her expensg, cling to her, lie at her feet, be her

daves, only let them make no attempt upon the life and honour of an
innocent man’.

The satdllites of Clodia could scarcedly have felt comfortable under this
withering fire of sarcasm. The speaker concluded with an apology--much
required--for his client'sfaults, asthose of ayoung man, and a promise

on his behdf--on the faith of an advocate--that he would behave better

for the future. He wound up the whole with apoint of sensationd rhetoric
which was common, as has been said, to the Roman bar asto our own--an
apped to the jurymen asfathers. He pointed to the aged father of the
defendant, leaning in the most approved attitude upon the shoulder of

his son. Either this, or the want of evidence, or the eloquence of the
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pleader, had its due effect. Caglius was triumphantly acquitted; and it
isaproof that the young man was not wholly graceless, that herose
afterwardsto high public office, and never forgot hisobligationsto his
eloquent counsd, to whom he continued a stanch friend. He must have had
good ahilities, for he was honoured with frequent letters from Cicero when
the latter was governor of Cilicia. He kept up some of his extravagant
tagtes; for when he was Aedile (which involved the taking upon him the
expense of certain gladiatorid and wild-beast exhibitions), he wrote to

beg hisfriend to send him out of his province some panthersfor his

show. Cicero complied with the request, and took the opportunity, so
characterigtic of him, of lauding hisown adminigtration of Cilicia, and
making akind of pun at the sametime. "I have given ordersto the hunters
to see about the panthers; but panthers are very scarce, and the few there
are complain, people say, that in the whole province there are no traps
laid for anybody but for them". Catching and skinning the unfortunate
provincids, which had been afavourite port with governorslike Verres,
had been quite done away with in Cilicia, we are to understand, under
Cicero'srule.

His defence of Ligarius, who was impeached of treason againgt the state
in the person of Caesar, as having borne arms againgt himin his African
campaign, has aso been deservedly admired. There was some couragein
Cicero's undertaking his defence; as aknown partisan of Pompey, he was
treading on dangerous and ddlicate ground. Caesar was dictator at the
time; and the case seemsto have been tried before him asthe sole
judicid authority, without pretence of the intervention of anything like
ajury. The defence--if defence it may be called--is aremarkable instance
of the common appedl, not to the merits of the case, but to the fedlings

of the court. After making out what case he could for hisclient, the
advocate as it were throws up hisbrief, and rests upon the clemency of
the judge. Caesar himsdlf, it must be remembered, had begun public life,
like Cicero, asapleader: and, in the opinion of some competent judges,
such as Tacitus and Quintilian, had bid fair to beacloserivd.

"I have pleaded many causes, Caesar--some, indeed, in association with
yoursdlf, while your public career spared you to the courts; but surdly |
never yet used language of this sort,--'Pardon him, Sirs, he has offended:
he has made afa se step: he did not think to do it; he never will again'.
Thisislanguage we useto afather. To the court it must be--"He did

not do it: he never contemplated it: the evidenceisfalse; the chargeis
fabricated'. If you tell meyou st but asthe judge of thefact inthis

case, Caesar,~-if you ask me where and when he served against you,--1 am
dlent; | will not now dwell on the extenuating circumstances, which even
beforeajudicid tribuna might have their weight. We take this course
before ajudge, but | am here pleading to afather. 'l have erred--1 have
donewrong, | am sorry: | take refuge in your clemency; | ask forgiveness
for my fault; | pray you, pardon me.... Thereis nothing so popular,
believe me, Sr, askindness; of dl your many virtues none wins men's
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admiration and their love like mercy. In nothing do men reach so near the
gods, aswhen they can givelife and safety to mankind. Fortune has given
you nothing more glorious than the power, your own nature can supply
nothing more noble than the will, to spare and pardon wherever you can.
The case perhaps demands alonger advocacy--your gracious disposition
fedsit too long dready. So | make an end, preferring for my cause that
you should argue with your own heart, than that | or any other should
argue with you. | will urge nothing more than this--the grace which you
shall extend to my client in his asence, will befdt asaboon by al

here present”.

The great conqueror was, it issaid, visibly affected by the appedl, and
Ligarius was pardoned.

CHAPTER VIII.

MINOR CHARACTERISTICS.

Not content with histriumphsin prose, Cicero had always an ambition--to
be apoet. Of hisattemptsin thisway we have only some imperfect
fragments, scattered here and there through his other works, too scanty

to form any judgment upon. His poeticd ability is gpt to be unfairly
measured by two lineswhich his opponents were very fond of quoting and
laughing at, and which for that reason have become the best known. But it
isobviousthat if Wordsworth or Tennyson wereto be judged solely by a
line or two picked out by an unfavourable reviewer--say from 'Peter Bell'
or from the early version of the 'Miller's Daughter'--posterity would have
avery mistaken appreciation of their merits. Plutarch and the younger
Pliny, who had seen more of Cicero's poetry than we have, thought highly
of it. So hedid himsdlf; but so it was his nature to think of most of his

own performances; and such an estimate is common to other authors besides
Cicero, though few announceit so openly. Montaigne takes him to task for
this, with more wit, perhaps, than fairness. "It isno greet fault to

write poor verses, but it isafault not to be able to see how unworthy

such poor verses were of hisreputation”. Voltaire, on the other hand, who
was perhaps as good ajudge, thought there was " nothing more beautiful”
than some of the fragments of his poem on'Marius, who wastheided hero
of hisyouth. Perhgpsthe very fact, however, of none of his poems having
been preserved, is some argument that such poetic gift as he had was
rather facility than genius. He wrote, besides this poem on 'Marius, a
"History of my Consulship’, and a'History of my Own Times, in verse, and
some trandations from Homer.

He had no notion of what other men called rd axation: he found his own

57



relaxation in achange of work. He excuses himsdlf in one of hisorations
for this strange taste, as it would seem to the indolent and luxurious
Roman nobles with whom he was so unequaly yoked.

"Who after dl shdl blame me, or who has any right to be angry with me,
if thetimewhichisnot grudged to othersfor managing their private
business, for attending public games and festivals, for pleasures of any
other kind,--nay, even for very rest of mind and body,--the time

which others giveto convivid meetings, to the gaming-table, to the
tennis-court,--this much | take for mysdlf, for the resumption of my
favourite Sudies?'

In thisindefatigable gppetite for work of al kinds, he reminds us of no

modern politician so much as of Sir George Cornewal Lewis, yet hewould
not have atogether agreed with himin thinking that life would be very
tolerableif it were not for its amusements. He was, as we have seen, of a
naturaly socid dispogtion. "I like adinner-party”, he saysin aletter

to one of hisfriends; "where | can say just what comes uppermost, and

turn my sighs and sorrows into a hearty laugh. | doubt whether you are

much better yoursdf, when you can laugh as you did even a a philosopher.
When the man asked--'Whether anybody wanted to know anything? you said
you had been wanting to know dl day when it would be dinner-time. The
fellow expected you to say you wanted to know how many worlds there were,
or something of that kind".[1]

[Footnote 1: These professional philosophers, at literary dinner-parties,
offered to discuss and answer any question propounded by the company.]

Heissaid to have been agreat laugher. Indeed, he confesses honestly

that the sense of humour was very powerful with him--"1 am wonderfully
taken by anything comic”, he writesto one of hisfriends. He reckons
humour aso asauseful aly to the orator. " A happy jest or facetious
turnisnot only pleasant, but aso highly useful occasonaly;” but he
addsthat thisis an accomplishment which must come naturdly, and cannot
be taught under any possible system.[1] Thereisat least sufficient
evidence that he was much given to making jokes, and some of them which
have come down to uswould imply that a Roman audience was not very
critical onthispoint. Thereisan air of gravity about dl courts of

justice which probably makes avery faint amount of jocularity hailed asa
relief. Evenin an English law-court, ajoke from the bar, much more from
the bench, does not need to be of any remarkable brilliancy in order to be
secure of raising alaugh; and we may fairly suppose that the same wasthe
case at Rome. Cicero's jokes were frequently nothing more than puns, which
it would beimpossible, evenif it were worth while, to reproduce to an
English ear. Perhapsthe best, or a dl eventsthe most inteligible, is
hisretort to Hortensius during thetria of Verres. The latter was said

to havefeed his counsd out of his Sicilian spoils-especidly, therewas
afigure of asphinx, of some artistic vaue, which had found itsway from
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the house of the ex-governor into that of Hortensius. Cicero was putting
awitness through a cross-examination of which his opponent could not see
the bearing. "I do not understand al this', said Hortensius; "'l am no

hand a solving riddles'. "That is strange, too", rgjoined Cicero, "when
you have asphinx at home'. In the sametria he condescended, in the
midst of that burning elogquence of which we have spoken, to make two puns
on the defendant'sname. Theword"_Verres ™ had two meaningsin
theold Latin tongue: it Sgnified a"boar-pig", and dso a"broom™ or
"sweeping-brush”. One of Verressfriends, who ether was or had the
reputation of being a Jew, had tried to get the management of the
prosecution out of Cicero's hands. "What has a Jew to do with

_pork_?" asked the orator. Speaking, in the course of the sametrid,

of theway in which the governor had made "requisitions’ of dl the most
vauable works of art throughout the idand, "the broom”, said he, " swept
clean”. He did not disdain the comic eement in poetry more than in prose;
for wefind in Quinitilian [2] aquotation from a punning epigram in some
collection of such trifleswhich in histime bore Cicero'sname. Tirois

said to have collected and published three volumes of his master's good
things after his death; but if they were not better than those which have
come down to us, as contained in his other writings, there has been no
great lossto literature in Tiro's 'Ciceroniana. He knew one secret at

least of asuccessful humourist in society: for it isto him that we

owe thefirgt authoritetive enunciaion of arulewhichisuniversdly
admitted--"that ajest never has so good an effect aswhen it is uttered
with a serious countenance’.

[Footnote 1: De Orat. 11. 54.]
[Footnote 2: "Libdlus Jocularis, Quint. viii. 6.]

Cicero had awonderful admiration for the Greeks. "I am not ashamed to
confess', hewritesto hisbrother, "especidly sncemy lifeand career

have been such that no suspicion of indolence or want of energy can rest

upon me, that all my own attainments are due to those studies and those
accomplishments which have been handed down to usin the literary

treasures and the philosophical systems of the Greeks'. It was no mere
rhetorica outburst, when in his defence of Va erius Flaccus, accused

like Verres, whether truly or falsely, of corrupt administrationin his

province, he thusintroduced the deputation from Athens and Lacedaemon who
appeared as witnesses to the character of hisclient.

"Athenians are here to-day, amongst whom civilisation, learning, religion,
agriculture, public law and justice, had their birth, and whence they have
been disseminated over al the world: for the possession of whose city,

on account of its exceeding beauty, even gods are said to have contended:
which isof such antiquity, that sheis said to have bred her citizens

within hersalf, and the same soil istermed at once their mother, their
nurse, and their country: whose importance and influence is such that the

59



name of Greece, though it haslost much of itsweight and power, il
holdsits place by virtue of the renown of thissinglecity”.

He had forgotten, perhaps, as an orator is alowed to forget, that in the

very same speech, when his object wasto discredit the accusers of his
client, he had said, what was very commonly said of the Greeks a Rome,
that they were anation of liars. There were excellent men among them, he
alowed--thinking a the moment of the counter-evidence which he had ready
for the defendant--but he goes on to make this sweeping declaration:

"I will say this of the whole race of the Greeks:. | grant them literary
genius, | grant them skill in various accomplishments, | do not deny them
elegance in conversation, acuteness of intellect, fluent oratory; to any
other high quditiesthey may claim | make no objection: but the sacred
obligation that lies upon awitness to spesk the truth iswhat that nation
has never regarded” [ 1]

[Footnote 1: Defence of Val. Flaccus, c. 4.]

There was a certain proverb, he went on to say, "Lend me your evidence',
implying--"and you shal have mine when you want it;" a Greek proverb, of
course, and men knew these three words of Greek who knew no Greek besides.
What heloved in the Greeks, then, was rather the grandeur of their
literature and the charm of their social qudities (adtrict regard for

truth is, unhappily, no indispensableingredient in thislast); he had no

respect whatever for their national character. The orator was influenced,
perhaps, most of al by hisintense reverence for the Athenian

Demosthenes, whom, asamagter in hisart, heimitated and well-nigh
worshipped. The appreciation of his own powerswhich every able man has,
and of which Cicero had at least his share, fadesinto humility when he
comesto speak of hisgreast modd. "Absolutely perfect”, hecalshimin

one place; and again in another, "What | have attempted, Demosthenes has
achieved'. Y et hefdt adso a times, when thefervour of geniuswas

gtrong within him, that there was an ided of doquence enshrined in his
owninmost mind, "which | can_fed ", he says, "but which | never

knew to exist in any man'".

He could not only write Greek as a scholar, but seemsto have spoken it
with considerable ease and fluency; for on one occasion he made a speech
in that language, a condescension which some of hisfriends thought
derogatory to the dignity of a Roman.

From the Greeks he learnt to appreciate art. How far histaste wasreally
cultivated in this respect is difficult for usto judge. Some passages

in hislettersto Atticus might lead usto suspect that, as Disradli
concludes, he was rather acollector than ared lover of art. His appeds
to hisfriend to buy up for him everything and anything, and his surrender
of himsdf entirely to Atticussjudgment in such purchases, do not

60



bespesk ahighly critica taste. In aletter to another friend, he seems

to say that he only bought statuary as"furniture’ for the gymnasium at

his country-seet; and he complainsthat four figures of Bacchands, which
thisfriend had just bought for him, had cost more than he would care to
givefor dl the statues that ever were made. On the other hand, when he
comesto ded with Verresswholesale plunder of paintings and statuesin
Sicily, hetaks about the several works with considerable enthusiasm.
Either heredlly understood his subject, or, like an able advocate, he

had thoroughly got up his brief. But the art-notices which are scattered
through his works show a considerable acquaintance with the artist-world
of hisday. Hetdlsus, in hisown admirable style, the Story of Zeuxis,
and the selection which he made from all the beauties of Crotona, in
order to combinetheir severd points of perfection in his portrait of
Heen; he refers more than once, and dwaysin language which impliesan
gppreciation of the artist, to the works of Phidias, especidly that

which issad to have cost him hislife--the shied of Minerva; and he
discusses, though it is but by way of illustration, the comparative

points of merit in the statues of Calamis, and Myron, and Polycletus,

and in the paintings of the earlier schools of Zeuxis, Polygnotus, and
Timanthes, with their four primitive colours, as compared with the more
finished schools of Protogenes and Apelles.

CHAPTERIX.

CICERO'S CORRESPONDENCE.

I. ATTICUS.

It ssemswonderful how, in the midst of al hiswork, Cicero found timeto
keep up such avoluminous correspondence. Something like eight hundred of
hisletters ill remain to us, and there were whole volumes of them long
preserved which are now logt,[1] to say nothing of the very many which may
never have been thought worth preserving. The secret lay in hiswonderful
energy and activity. We find him writing letters before day-break, during

the service of hismedls, on hisjourneys, and dictating them to an
amanuenss as he walked up and down to take needful exercise.

[Footnote 1: Collections of hislettersto Caesar, Brutus, Cornelius Nepos
the historian, Hirtius, Pansa, and to his son, are known to have existed.]

His correspondents were of amost all varieties of position and character,
from Caesar and Pompey, the great men of the day, down to his domestic
servant and secretary, Tiro. Amongst them were rich and ease-loving
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Epicureans like Atticus and Paetus, and even men of pleasure like Cadlius:
grave Stoicslike Cato, eager patriotslike Brutus and Cassus, authors
such as Cornelius Nepos and Luccelus the historians, Varro the grammarian,
and Metius the poet; men who dabbled with literature in a gentleman-like
way, like Hirtius and Appius, and the accomplished literary critic and
patron of the day--himsalf of no mean reputation as poet, orator, and
historian--Caius Asinius Pollio. Cicero's versatile powers found no
difficulty in suiting the contents of his own lettersto the various

tastes and interests of hisfriends. Sometimes he sendsto his
correspondent what wasin fact apolitical journa of the day--rather
one-sded, it must be confessed, asdl politica journasare, but

furnishing uswith items of intelligence which throw light, as nothing

€lse can, on the history of those latter days of the Republic. Sometimes
he jots down the mere gossip of hislast dinner-party; sometimes he
notices the speculations of the last new theorist in philosophy, or
discusses with aliterary friend some philologica question--the latter

being astudy in which hewas very fond of dabbling, though with little
success, for the science of language was as yet unknown.

His chief correspondent, as has been said, was his old school-fellow and
constant friend through life, Pomponius Atticus. The letters addressed to
him which till remain to us cover aperiod of twenty-four years, with

afew occasiond interruptions, and the correspondence only ceased with
Cicero's death. The Athenianised Roman, though he had deliberately
withdrawn himsdlf from the distracting factions of his native city, which

he seldom revisited, kept on the best terms with the leaders of dl

parties, and seemsto have taken avery lively interet, though merely in

the character of alooker-on, in the political events which crowded so

fast upon each other during thefifty years of hisvoluntary expatriation.
Cicero'sletterswere to him what an English newspaper would be now to an
English gentleman who for his own reasons preferred to resde in Paris,
without forswearing his nationd interests and sympathies. At times, when
Cicero was more at leisure, and when messengers were handy (for we have
to remember that there was nothing like our modern post), Cicero would
despatch one of theselettersto Atticus daily. We have nearly four

hundred of themin dl. They are continualy garnished, even to the point

of affectation, with Greek quotations and phrases, partly perhagpsin
compliment to hisfriend's Athenian tastes, and partly from the writer's

own passion for the language.

So much reference has been made to them throughout the previous
biographical sketch,--for they supply uswith some of the most important
materidsfor Cicero'slife and times--that it may be sufficient to give

in this place two or three of the shorter as specimens of the collection.
One which describes avisit which he received from Julius Caesar, dready
dictator, in his country-house near Puteoli, isinteresting, as affording
aglimpse behind the scenes in those momentous days when no one knew
exactly whether the great captain wasto turn out apatriot or a
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conspirator againg the liberties of Rome.

"To think that | should have had such atremendous visitor! But never
mind; for al went off very pleasantly. But when he arrived at Philippuss
housg] 1] on the evening of the second day of the Saturndia, the place was
so full of soldiersthat they could hardly find aspare table for Caesar
himsdf to dine a. There were two thousand men. Redly | wasin adate

of perplexity asto what was to be done next day: but Barba Cassus came
to my ad,--he supplied me with aguard. They pitched their tentsin the
grounds, and the house was protected. He stayed with Philippus until one
o'clock on thethird day of the Saturnalia, and would see no one. Going
over accounts, | suppose, with Balbus. Then he walked on the sea-shore.
After two he had abath: then he listened to some verses on Mamurra,
without moving a muscle of his countenance: then dressed,[ 2] and sat down
to dinner. He had taken a precautionary emetic, and therefore ate and
drank heartily and unrestrainedly. We had, | assure you, avery good
dinner, and well served; and not only that, but

"Thefeast of reason and the flow of soul'[3]

besides. His suite were abundantly supplied at three other tables: the
freedmen of lower rank, and even the daves, were well taken care of. The
higher class had really an eegant entertainment. Well, no need to makea
long story; we found we were both 'flesh and blood'. Still heisnot the
kind of guest to whom you would say--'Now do, pray, take usin your way on
your return’. Onceis enough. We had no conversation on business, but a
good dedl of literary talk. In short, he seemed to be much pleased, and to
enjoy himsdlf. He said he should stay one day at Puteoli, and another at
Baiae. So here you have an account of thisvist, or rather quartering of
troops upon me, which | didiked the thoughts of, but which redlly, as|
have said, gave me no annoyance. | shal say herealittle longer, then

go to my house a Tusculum. When Caesar passed Dolabellasvilla, all

the troops formed up on the right and left of hishorse, which they did
nowhere dse[4] | heard that from Nicias'.

[Footnote 1: Thiswas closeto Cicero's villa, on the coast.]

[Footnote 2: Literdly, "he got himsdlf oiled”. Theemeticwasa
disgusting practice of Roman _bon vivants who were afraid of

indigestion]

[Footnote 3: The verse which Cicero quotes from Luciliusisfairly
equivdent tothis]

[Footnote 4: Probably by way of saute; or possibly as a precaution.]

Inthefollowing, heisanticipating avist from hisfriend, and fromthe
lady to whom he is betrothed.
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"I had addightful vist from Cincius on the 30th of January, before
daylight. For hetold methat you werein Italy, and that he was going

to send off some messengersto you, and would not |et them go without a
letter from me. Not that | have much to write about (especidly when

you are dl but here), except to assure you that | am anticipating your
arriva with the greatest delight. Therefore fly to me, to show your own
affection, and to see what affection | bear you. Other matters when we
mest. | have written thisin ahurry. As soon as ever you arrive, bring

al your people to my house. Y ou will gratify me very much by coming. You
will see how wonderfully well Tyrrannio has arranged my books, the remains
of which are much better than | had thought. And | should be very glad if
you could send me a couple of your library clerkswhom Tyrrannio could
make use of asbinders, and to help him in other ways, and tell them to
bring some parchment to make indices--syllabuses, | believe you Greeks
cdl them. But thisonly if quite convenient to you. But, a any rate, be
sure you come yoursdlf, if you can make any stay in our parts, and bring
Riliawith you, for that isbut fair, and Tulliawishes it much. Upon my
word you have bought avery fine place. | hear that your gladiators fight
capitaly. If you had cared to hire them out, you might have cleared

your expenses at these two last public shows. But we can talk about this
hereafter. Be sure to come; and do your best about the clerks, if you love
me".

The Roman gentleman of eegant and accomplished tastes, keeping atroop of
private gladiators, and thinking of hiring them out, to our notions, isa

curious combination of character; but the taste was not essentialy more

brutal than the prize-ring and the cock-fights of the last century.

Il. PAETUS.

Another of Cicero's favourite correspondents was Papirius Paetus, who
seemsto havelived at home at ease, and taken little part in the

political tumults of hisday. Like Atticus, he was an Epicurean, and
thought more of the pleasures of life than of its caresand duties. Y et
Cicero evidently took great pleasure in his society, and hislettersto

him are written in the same familiar and genid tone asthoseto hisold
school-fellow. Some of them throw a pleasant light upon the socia

habits of the day. Cicero had had some friends staying with him & his
country-seat at Tusculum, to whom, he says, he had been giving lessonsin
oratory. Dolabdlla, his son-in-law, and Hirtius, the future consul, were
among them. "They are my scholarsin declamation, and | am theirsin
dinner-eating; for | conclude you have heard (you seem to hear everything)
that they come to meto declaim, and | go to them for dinners. Tisall

very well for you to swear that you cannot entertain mein such grand
fashion as| am used to, but it isof use.... Better be victimised by your
friend than by your debtors, as you have been. After dl, | don't require
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such abanquet as leaves agreat waste behind it; alittle will do, only
handsomely served and well cooked. | remember your telling me about a
dinner of Phameas--well, it need not be such alate affair asthat, nor

S0 grand in other respects; nay, if you persist in giving me one of your
mother's old family dinners, | can stand even that. My new reputation
for good living hasreached you, | find, before my arrival, and you are
aarmed at it; but, pray, put no trust in your ante-courses--I have given
up that atogether. | used to spoil my appetite, | remember, upon your ail
and diced sausages.... One expense| redly shdl put you to; | must have
my warm bath. My other habits, | assure you, are quite unatered; al the
rest isjoke".

Paetus seemsto answer him with the same good-humoured badinage. Babus,
the governor of Africa, had beento seehim, hesays, and _he had

been content with such humble fare as he feared Cicero might despise. So
much, at least, we may gather from Cicero's answer.

"Satirica asever, | see. Y ou say Balbuswas content with very modest

fare. Y ou seem to ingnuate that when grandees are so moderate, much more
ought a poor ex-consul like myself so to be. Y ou don't know that | fished
itdl out of your vistor himsdf, for he came straight to my house on
hislanding. The very first words| said to him were, 'How did you get on
with our friend Paetus? He swore he had never been better entertained.

If thisreferred to the charms of your conversation, remember, | shdl

be quite as appreciative alistener as Balbus; but if it meant the good

things on the table, | must beg you will not treat us men of eogquence
worsethan you do a'Lisper™.[1]

[Footnote 1: One of Cicero's puns. Balbus means'Lisper'.]

They carry on this banter through severd |etters. Cicero regretsthat he

has been unable as yet to pay histhreatened visit, when hisfriend would

have seen what advances he had made in gastronomic science. Hewas

able now to eat through the whole bill of fare--"from the eggsto the
roti_".

"| [Stoic that used to be] have gone over with my whole forcesinto the
camp of Epicurus. Y ou will have to do with aman who can eat, and who
knows what's what. Y ou know how conceited we late learners are, asthe
proverb says. Y ou will haveto unlearn thoselittle 'plain dinners and
makeshifts of yours. We have made such advancesin the art, that we
have been venturing to invite, more than once, your friends Verriusand
Camillus (what elegant and fastidious gentlemen they are!). But see how
audacious we are getting! | have even given Hirtius a dinner--but without
apeacock. My cook could imitate nothing in his entertainments except the
hot soup”.

Then he hearsthat hisfriend isin bed with the gout.
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"l am extremely sorry to hear it, asin duty bound; ill, | am quite
determined to come, that | may see you, and pay my visit,--yes, and have
my dinner: for | suppose your cook has not got the gout aswell™.

Such were the playful epistles of abusy man. But even in some of these
lightest effusions we see the cares of the statesman showing through. Here
isaportion of alater |etter to the same friend.

"I am very much concerned to hear you have given up going out to

dinner; for it isdepriving yoursdf of agreat source of enjoyment and
gratification. Then, again, | am afraid--for it isaswell to speak
honestly--lest you should unlearn certain old habits of yours, and forget

to give your own little dinners. For if formerly, when you had good
examplesto imitate, you were sill not much of aproficient in that way,
how can | suppose you will get on now? Spurina, indeed, when | mentioned
the thing to him, and explained your previous habits, proved to
demongtration that there would be danger to the highest interests of the
gateif you did not return to your old waysin the spring. But indeed, my
good Peetus, | advise you, joking apart, to associate with good fellows,
and pleasant fellows, and men who are fond of you. Thereis nothing better
worth having in life, nothing that makes life more happy.... Seehow |
employ philosophy to reconcile you to dinner-parties. Take care of your
hedlth; and that you will best do by going out to dinner.... But don't
imagine, asyou love me, that because | write jestingly | have thrown off

all anxiety about public affairs. Be assured, my dear Paetus, that | seek
nothing and care for nothing, night or day, but how my country may be kept
safe and free. | omit no opportunity of advising, planning, or acting. |

fed inmy heart that if in securing this| haveto lay down my life, |

shdl have ended it well and honourably".

1. HISBROTHER QUINTUS.

Between Marcus Cicero and his younger brother Quintusthere existed avery
sincere and cordial affection--somewhat warmer, perhaps, on the side of
the elder, inasmuch as hiswedth and position enabled him rather to

confer than to recelve kindnesses, the rule in such cases being (so

cynica philosopherstell us) that the affection islessened rather than
increased by the fedling of obligation. He dmost adopted the younger
Quintus, his nephew, and had him educated with his own son; and the two
cousinsreceived their earlier training together in one or other of Marcus
Cicero's country-houses under a clever Greek freedman of his, who wasan
excellent scholar, and--what was less usud amongst his countrymen, unless
Cicero's estimate of them does them great injustice--a very honest man,
but, as the two boys complained, terribly passonate. Cicero himsdlf,
however, was the head tutor--an office for which, as he modestly writes,
his Greek sudies fully qudified him. Quintus Cicero behavedill to his
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brother after the battle of Pharsalia, making what seem to have been very
unjust accusations againgt him in order to pay court to Caesar; but they
soon became friends again.

Twenty-nine of the elder Cicero's|ettersto hisbrother remain, written

in terms of remarkable kindness and affection, which go far to vindicate

the Roman character from a charge which has sometimes been brought against
it of coldnessin these family relationships. Few modern brothers,

probably, would write to each other in such terms as these:

"Afraid lest your letters bother me? 1 wish you would bother me, and
re-bother me, and talk to me and at me; for what can give me more
pleasure? | swear that no muse-stricken rhymester ever reads hisown last
poem with more ddlight than | do what you write to me about matters
public or private, town or country. Here now isaletter from you full of
pleasant matter, but with this dash of the disagreegbleinit, that you

have been afraid--nay, are even now afraid--of being troublesometo me.

| could quarrdl with you about it, if that were not asin. But if | have

reason to suspect anything of that sort again, | can only say that | shdl
aways be afraid lest, when we are together, | may be troublesometo you'.

Or take, again, the pathetic apology which he makes for having avoided an
interview with Quintusin thosefirgt days of hisexile when hewas so
thoroughly unmanned:

"My brother, my brother, my brother! Did you redly fear that | wasangry,
because | sent off the daves without any letter to you? And did you even
think that | was unwilling to see you? | angry with you? Could | possibly
be angry with you?... When | missyou, it isnot abrother only thet |

miss. To meyou have always been the pleasantest of companions, asonin
dutiful affection, afather in counsdl. What pleasure ever had | without

you, or you without me?'

Quintus had accompanied Caesar on his expedition into Britain asone
of hislieutenants, and seemsto have written home to his brother some
notices of the country; to which the latter, towards the end of hisreply,
mekesthisdluson:

"How delighted | wasto get your letter from Britain! | had been afraid of
the voyage across, afraid of the rock-bound coast of theidand. The other
dangers of such acampaign | do not mean to despise, but in thesethereis
more to hope than to fear, and | have been rather anxioudy expecting the
result than in any real darm about it. | see you have acapital subject

to write about. What novel scenery, what naturd curiositiesand
remarkable places, what strange tribes and strange customs, what a
campaign, and what acommander you haveto describe! 1 will willingly help
you in the points you request, and | will send you the versesyou ask
for--though it is sending 'an owl to Athens,[1] | know".
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[Footnote 1. A Greek proverb, equivalent to our ‘coalsto Newcastl€'.]

In another letter he says, "Only give me Britain to paint with your
coloursand my own pencil”. But ether the Britons of those days did not,
after dl, seemto afford sufficient interest for poem or history, or for

some other reason thisjoint literary undertaking, which seemsonceto
have been contemplated, was never carried out, and we have missed what
would beyond doubt have been ahighly interesting volume of Sketchesin
Britain by the brothers Cicero.

Quintus was a poet, aswell as his brother--nay, a better poet, in the
latter's estimation, or at least he was polite enough to say so more than
once. In quantity, at leadt, if not in qudity, the younger must have been
aformidablerival, for he wrote, as appears from one of these |etters,
four tragediesin fifteen days--possibly trandations only from the Greek.

One of the most remarkable of al Cicero'sletters, and perhaps that which
does him most credit both as aman and a statesman, is one which he wrote
to his brother, who was at the time governor of Asa Indeed, it ismuch
more than aletter; it israther agrave and carefully weighed paper

of ingructions on the duties of such apostion. It isfull of sound

practical sense, and lofty principles of statesmanship--very different

from the principles which too commonly ruled the conduct of Roman
governors abroad. The province which had falen to thelot of Quintus
Cicero was one of the richest belonging to the Empire, and which presented
the greatest temptations and the greatest facilities for the abuse of

power to selfish purposes. Though called Asia, it conssted only of the

late kingdom of Pergamus, and had come under the dominion of Rome, not by
conquest, as was the case with most of the provinces, but by way of legacy
from Attaus, the last of itskings, who, after murdering most of hisown
relations, had named the Roman people as hishers. The seat of government
was at Ephesus. The population was of avery mixed character, consisting
partly of true Agatics, and partly of Asatic Greeks, the descendants of

the old colonists, and containing aso alarge Roman e ement--merchants
who were there for purposes of trade, many of them bankersand
money-lenders, and speculators who farmed the imperia taxes, and were
by no means scrupulousin the matter of fleecing the provincials. These
|atter--the 'Publicani’, as they were termed--might prove very dangerous
enemiesto any too zedous reformer. If the Roman governor thereredlly
wished to do his duty, what with the combined servility and double-dedling
of the Orientds, the proverbia lying of the Greeks, and the grasping
injustice of the Roman officids, he had avery difficult part to play.

How Quintus had been playing it isnot quite clear. His brother, inthis
admirable letter, assumes that he had done al that was right, and urges

him to maintain the same course. But the advice would hardly have been
needed if al had gonewell hitherto.
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"Youwill find little trouble in holding your subordinatesin check, if

you can but keep a check upon yoursdlf. So long asyou resst gain, and
pleasure, and dl other temptations, as| am sure you do, | cannot fancy
there will be any danger of your not being able to check a dishonest
merchant or an extortionate collector. For even the Greeks, when they see
you living thus, will look upon you as some hero from their old annds, or
some supernatura being from heaven, come down into their province.

"I write thus, not to urge you o to act, but that you may congratul ate
yoursalf upon having so acted, now and heretofore. For it isaglorious
thing for aman to have held agovernment for three yearsin Asa, in such
sort that neither statue, nor painting, nor work of art of any kind,

nor any temptations of wedth or beauty (in dl which temptations your
province abounds) could draw you from the strictest integrity and
sef-control: that your official progresses should have been no cause

of dread to the inhabitants, that none should be impoverished by your
requisitions, noneterrified at the news of your approach;--but that

you should have brought with you, wherever you came, the most hearty
rgoicings, public and private, inasmuch as every town saw inyou a
protector and not atyrant--every family received you asaguest, not asa
plunderer.

"But in these points, as experience has by thistime taught you, it isnot
enough for you to have these virtues yoursdlf, but you must look to it
carefully, that in this guardianship of the province not you aone, but
every officer under you, discharges his duty to our subjects, to our
fellow-citizens, and to the state.... If any of your subordinates seem
grasping for hisown interest, you may venture to bear with him so long
as he merely neglects the rules by which he ought to be persondly bound;
never o far asto alow him to abuse for his own gain the power with
which you have intrusted him to maintain the dignity of hisoffice. For

| do not think it well, especidly sncethe cusomsof officid life

incline so much of lateto laxity and corrupt influence, that you should
scrutinise too closely every abuse, or criticise too gtrictly every one of
your officers, but rather place trust in each in proportion as you fedl
confidencein hisintegrity.

"For those whom the state has assigned you as companions and ass stants
in public business, you are answerable only within the limits | have just
laid down; but for those whom you have chosen to associate with yourself
as members of your private establishment and persona suite, you will be
held responsible not only for dl they do, but for dl they say....

"Y our ears should be supposed to hear only what you publicly listen to,

not to be open to every secret and false whisper for the sake of private
gan. Your official sed should be not as amere common tool, but as
though it were yoursdlf; not the instrument of other men'swills, but the
evidence of your own. Y our officers should be the agents of your clemency,
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not of their own caprice; and the rods and axes which they bear should be
the emblems of your dignity, not merely of your power. In short, thewhole
province should fed that the persons, the families, the reputation, and
thefortunes of al over whom you rule, are held by you very precious. L et
it bewell understood that you will hold that man as much your enemy who
givesabribe, if it comesto your knowledge, asthe man who receivesit.
But no onewill offer bribes, if this be once made clear, that those who
pretend to have influence of this kind with you have no power, after dl,

to gain any favour for othersat your hands.

* * * * *

"L et such, then, be the foundations of your dignity;--first, integrity and
self-control on your own part; abecoming behaviour on the part of dl
about you; avery careful and circumspect selection of your intimates,
whether Greeks or provincids; agrave and firm discipline maintained
throughout your household. For if such conduct befitsusin our private
and everyday relations, it becomes well-nigh godlike in agovernment of
such extent, in astate of morals so depraved, and in a province which
presents so many temptations. Such aline of conduct and such ruleswill
aone enable you to uphold that severity in your decisions and decrees
which you have employed in some cases, and by which we have incurred (and
| cannot regret it) the jealousy of certain interested parties.... Y ou may
safely use the utmogt gtrictnessin the adminigtration of justice, so long
asitisnot capricious or partid, but maintained at the same level for

al. Yetitwill beof little use that your own decisons be just and

carefully weighed, unless the same course be pursued by dl to whom you
ddlegate any portion of your judicid authority. Such firmness and dignity
must be employed as may not only be above partidity, but above the
suspicion of it. To thismust be added readinessto give audience,
cdmnessin deciding, carein weighing the merits of the caseand in
satisfying the clamsof the parties’.

Y et he advisesthat justice should be tempered with [eniency.

"If such moderation be popular a Rome, where thereis so much
sdf-assertion, such unbridled freedom, so much licence dlowed to dl
men;--where there are so many courts of appea open, SO many means

of help, where the people have so much power and the Senate so much
authority; how grateful beyond measure will moderation be in the governor
of Ada, aprovincewheredl that vast number of our fellow-citizens and
subjects, dl those numerous states and cities, hang upon one man's nod!
wherethereis no appeadl to the tribune, no remedy at law, no Senate, no
popular assembly. Wherefore it should be the am of agreat man, and one
noble by nature and trained by education and liberd studies, so to behave
himself in the exercise of that absolute power, asthat they over whom

he presides should never have cause to wish for any authority other than
his'.
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V. TIRO.

Of dl Cicero's correspondence, hislettersto Tiro supply the most
convincing evidence of his naturd kindness of heart. Tirowasadave;
but this must be taken with some explanation. The davesin ahousehold
like Cicero'swould vary in position from the lowest menid to the
important maor-domo and the confidentia secretary. Tiro was of this
higher class. He had probably been born and brought up in the service,
like Eliezer in the household of Abraham, and had become, like him, the
trusted agent of his master and the friend of the whole family. Hewas
evidently aperson of considerable ability and accomplishments, acting as
literary amanuens's, and indeed in some sort asadomestic critic, to his
busy master. He had accompanied him to his government in Cilicia, and
on the return home had been taken ill, and obliged to be | eft behind at
Petrae. And thisis Cicero's affectionate | etter to him, written from

L eucas (Santa Maura) the day afterwards:

"I thought | could have borne the separation from you better, but it is
plainly impossible; and dthough it is of great importance to the honours
which | am expecting[1] that | should get to Rome as soon as possible, yet
| fed | made agreat mistake in leaving you behind. But asit seemed to
be your wish not to make the voyage until your health was restored, |
approved your decision. Nor do | think otherwise now, if you are till of
the same opinion. But if hereefter, when you are able to eat asusud, you
think you can follow me here, it isfor you to decide. | sent Mario to

you, teling him ether to join me with you as soon aspossible, or, if

you are delayed, to come back here at once. But be assured of this, that
if it can be so without risk to your hedlth, thereisnothing | wish so

much asto have you with me. Only, if you fed it necessary for your
recovery to stay alittle longer a Patrae, thereisnothing | wish so

much asfor you to get well. If you sail a once, you will caich usat
Leucas. But if you want to get well first, take care to secure pleasant
companions, fine wegther, and agood ship. Mind this, my good Tiro, if you
love me--let neither Mario'svigt nor thisletter hurry you. By doing

what is best for your own hedlth, you will be best obeying my directions.
Congder these points with your usual good sense. | miss you very much;
but then | love you, and my affection makes me wish to see you well, just
as my want of you makes melong to see you as soon as possible. But the
first point isthe most important. Above al, therefore, take careto

get well: of dl your innumerable servicesto me, thiswill be the most

acceptable’.

[Footnote 1: Thetriumph for the victory gained under his nomina command
over the hill-tribesin Cilicia, during his governorship of that province
(p. 68) ]
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Cicero writesto him continually during his own journey homewards with the
most thoughtful kindness, begs that he will be cautious as to what vessel

he sailsin, and recommends specidly one very careful captain. He has

left ahorse and amule ready for him when he lands a Brundusium. Then he
hearsthat Tiro had been foolish enough to go to aconcert, or something

of the kind, before he was strong, for which he mildly reproveshim. He

has written to the physician to spare no care or pains, and to charge,
apparently, what he pleases. Severd of hislettersto hisfriend Atticus,

at this date, speak in the most anxious and affectionate terms of the
seriousillness of thisfaithful servant. Just as he and his party are

gtarting from Leucas, they send anote "from Cicero and his son, and
Quintusthe elder and younger, to their best and kindest Tiro". Then from
Rome comes aletter in the name of the whole family, wife and daughter
included:

"Marcus Tullius Cicero, and Cicero the younger, and Terentia, and Tullia,
and Brother Quintus, and Quintus's Son, to Tiro send gresting.

"Although | missyour able and willing service every moment, till itis

not on my own account SO much asyoursthat | am sorry you are not well.
But as your illness has now taken the form of a quartan fever (for so
Curiuswrites), | hope, if you take care of yoursdlf, you will soon be
stronger. Only be sure, if you have any kindnessfor me, not to trouble
yoursdlf about anything else just now, except how to get well as soon
asmay be. | am quite aware how much you regret not being with me; but
everything will go right if you get well. | would not have you hurry,

or undergo the annoyance of sea-sickness while you are weak, or risk a
searvoyageinwinter”. Then hetdlshim dl the newsfrom Rome; how
there had been quite an ovation on his arriva there; how Caesar was (he
thought) growing dangerousto the state; and how his own coveted "triumph"
was gtill postponed. "All this', he says, "1 thought you would liketo
know". Then he concludes. "Over and over again, | beg you to take care
to get well, and to send me aletter whenever you have an opportunity.
Farewell, again and again’.

Tiro got well, and outlived his kind master, who, very soon after this,
presented him with hisfreedom. It isto him that we are said to be
indebted for the preservation and publication of Cicero's correspondence.
Hewrote, a0, abiography of him, which Plutarch had seen, and of which
he probably made usein hisown 'Life of Cicero', but which has not come
down to us.

There was another of his household for whom Cicero had the same affection.
Thiswas Sositheus, dso adave, but aman, like Tiro, of some

cons derable education, whom he employed as his reader. His degath affected
Cicero quite astheloss of afriend. Indeed, hisanxiety is such, that

his Roman dignity isalmost ashamed of it. "I grieve’, he says, "morethan

| ought for amere dave'. Just as one might now apologise for making too
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much fuss about a favourite dog; for the dave was looked upon in scarcely
ahigher light in civilised Rome. They spoke of him in the neuter gender,
asachattel; and it was gravely discussed, in case of danger inastorm

at sea, which it would beright first to cast overboard to lighten the

ship, avauable horse or an indifferent dave. Hortensius, theriva

advocate who has been mentioned, aman of more luxurious habits and less
kindly spirit than Cicero, who was said to feed the pet lampreysin his
stews much better than he did his daves, and to have shed tears at the
death of one of these ugly favourites, would have probably laughed at
Cicero's concern for Sositheus and Tiro.

But indeed every glimpse of thiskind which Cicero's correspondence
affords us givestoken of akindly heart, and makes uslong to know
something more. Some have suspected him of awant of filia affection,
owing to asomewhat abrupt and curt announcement in aletter to Atticus
of hisfather's death; and his stanch defenders propose to adopt,

with Madvig, thereading, _discessit --"left us', instead of
_decessit_--"died". Therereally seems no occasion. Unless Atticus
knew the father intimately, there was no need to dilate upon the old man's
death; and Cicero mentions subsequently, in terms quite as brief, the
marriage of his daughter and the birth of his son--eventsin which we are
assured he felt deeply interested. If any further explanation of this
seeming coldness be required, the following remarks of Mr. Forsyth are
gpposite and true:

"Thetruthis, that what we cal _sentiment_ was dmost unknown to

the ancient Romans, in whose writingsit would be asvain to look for it

asto look for traces of Gothic architecture amongst classic ruins. And
thisis something more than amereilludtration. It suggestsareason

for the absence. Romance and sentiment came from the dark forests of the
North, when Scandinavia and Germany poured forth their hordes to subdue
and people the Roman Empire. Thelife of acitizen of the Republic of Rome
was essentidly apublic life. Thelove of country wasthere carried to

an extravagant length, and was paramount to, and amost swallowed up, the
private and socid affections. The state was everything, theindividua
comparatively nothing. In one of the letters of the Emperor Marcus
Aurdiusto Fronto, thereisa passage in which he saysthat the

Roman language had no word corresponding with the Greek [Greek:
philostorgia],--the affectionate love for parents and children. Upon

this Niebuhr remarks that the feding was 'not a Roman one; but Cicero
possessed it in a degree which few Romans could comprehend, and hence he
was laughed at for the grief which hefelt a the desth of his daughter

Tulid".

CHAPTER X.
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ESSAYSON 'OLD AGE' AND 'FRIENDSHIP

Thetreatise on 'Old Age, which isthrown into the form of adiaogue, is
said to have been suggested by the opening of Plato's 'Republic’, inwhich
Cephaus touches so pleasantly on the enjoyments peculiar to that time

of life. Sofar aslight and graceful trestment of his subject goes, the
Roman essayi< at least does not fall short of hismodd. Montaigne

sad of it, that "it made one long to grow old";[1] but Montaignewas a
Frenchman, and such sentiment was quite in hisway. The diaogue, whether
it produce this effect on many readers or not, is very pleasant reading:
and when we remember that the author wrote it when he was exactly in his
grand climacteric, and addressed it to hisfriend Atticus, who waswithin
ayear of the same age, we get that element of personal interest which
makes dl writings of the kind more attractive. The argument in defence of
the paradox that it isa good thing to grow old, proceeds upon the only
possible ground, the theory of compensations. It is put into the mouth

of Cato the Censor, who had died about a century before, and who is
introduced as giving akind of lecture on the subject to hisyoung

friends Scipio and Ladlius, in hiseighty-fourth year. He was certainly
aremarkable examplein his own case of its being possible to grow old
gracefully and usefully, if, ashetdlsus, hewas at that age ill able

to take part in the debates in the Senate, was busy collecting materias
for the early history of Rome, had quite lately begun the study of Greek,
could enjoy acountry dinner-party, and had been thinking of taking
lessonsin playing onthelyre.

[Footnote 1: 11 donne |'appetit de vieiller".]

He states four reasons why old age is o commonly considered miserable.
Firg, it unfits usfor active employment; secondly, it weakensthe bodily
grength; thirdly, it deprives us of nearly al pleasures; fourthly and

lastly, it isdrawing near desth. Asto thefirs, the old senator argues

very fairly that very much of the moreimportant business of lifeisnot

only transacted by old men, but in point of fact, asis confessed by the

very name and composition of the Roman Senate, it isthought safest to
intrust it to the eldersin the sate. The pilot a the hem may not be

ableto climb the mast and run up and down the deck like the younger
sailor, but he steers none the worse for being old. He quotes some
well-known examples of thisfrom Roman annal's; exampleswhich might be
matched by obviousinstancesin modern English history. The defence which
he makes of old age against the second charge--loss of muscular vigour--is
rather more of the nature of specid pleading. He sayslittle more than

that mere muscular strength, after dl, isnot much wanted for our

happiness. that there are dways comparative degrees of strength; and

that an old man need no more make himself unhappy because he has not the
strength of ayoung man, than the latter does because he has not the
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strength of abull or an elephant. It was very well for the great wrestler

Milo to be able to carry an ox round the arena on his shoulders; but, on

the whole, aman does not often want to walk about with abullock on his
back. The old are said, too, to lose their memory. Cato thinks they can
remember pretty well dl that they care to remember. They are not apt to
forget who owes them money; and "I never knew an old man forget”, he says,
"where he had buried hisgold". Then asto the pleasures of the senses,
which age undoubtedly diminishes our power of enjoying. "This', says Cato,
"isredly aprivilege, not adeprivation; to be delivered from the yoke

of such tyrants as our passions--to fedl that we have 'got our discharge
from such awarfare--is ablessing for which men ought rather to be

grateful to their advancing years'. And the respect and authority whichis

by general consent conceded to old age, is a pleasure more than equivaent
to the vanished pleasures of youth.

Thereis one consderation which the author has not placed amongst his
four chief disadvantages of growing old,--which, however, he did not
forget, for he noticesit incidentdly in the dialogue--the fedling that

we are growing less agreeable to our friends, that our company isless
sought after, and that we are, in short, becoming rather ciphersin

society. This, inacondition of high civilisation, isredly perhapsfelt

by most of us asthe hardest to bear of dl theillsto which old ageis
liable. We should not care so much about the younger generation risng up
and making uslook old, if wedid not fed that they are "pushing usfrom
our stools'. Cato admitsthat he had heard some old men complain that
"they were now neglected by those who had once courted their society”, and
he quotes a passage from the comic poet Caecilius

"Thisisthe bitterest pang in growing old,--
Tofed that we grow hateful to our fellows'.

But he dismisses the question briefly in his own case by observing with

some complacency that he does not think hisyoung friendsfind _his
company disagreeable--an assertion which Scipio and Ladlius, who
occasionally take part in the didogue, are far too well bred to

contradict. He remarks dso, sensibly enough, that though some old persons
are no doubt considered disagreeable company, thisisin great measure

their own fault: that testiness and ill-nature (quaitieswhich, ashe

observes, do not usudly improve with age) are dways disagreeable, and

that such persons attributed to their advancing yearswhat wasin truth

the consequence of their unamiable tempers. It isnot al winewhich turns
sour with age, nor yet dl tempers, much depends on the origina qudity.

The old Censor lays down some maxims which, like the preceding, have
served astextsfor agood many modern writers, and may be found expanded,
diluted, or strengthened, in the essays of Addison and Johnson, and in

many of their followers of lessrepute. "I never could assent”, says Cato,

"to that ancient and much-bepraised proverb,--that 'you must become an old
man early, if youwishto bean old manlong”. Yet it wasamaxim which
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was very much acted upon by modern Englishmen a generation or two back. It
was then thought almost amora duty to retire into old age, and to assume
dl itsdisabilitiesaswdl asitsprivileges, after Sxty yearsor even

earlier. At present the world sides with Cato, and rushes perhaps into the
other extreme; for any line at which old age now beginswould be hard to
trace either in dress or deportment. "We must resst old age, and

fight againgt it asadiseass". Strong words from the old Roman; but,
undoubtedly, so long as we stop short of the attempt to affect juvenility,
Catoisright. We should keep ourselves as young as possible. He speaks
shrewd sense, again, when he says--"As| like to see ayoung man who has
something old about him, so | like to see an old man in whom there remains
something of the youth: and he who follows this maxim may becomean old
man in body, but never in heart". "What ablessingitis’, says Southey,

"to have aboy's heart!" Do we not al know these charming old people, to
whom the young take almost as heartily asto their own equalsin age, who
arethefavourite consulteesin dl amusements, the confidantsin dl

troubles?

Cato ismadeto place agreat part of his own enjoyment, in these latter
yearsof his, in the cultivation of hisfarm and garden (he had written,

we must remember, atregtise 'De Re Rustica,--akind of Roman 'Book of
the Farm', which we have il remaining). Heisenthusiagticin his
description of the pleasures of acountry gentleman'slife, and, likea

good farmer, as no doubt he was, becomes € oquent upon the grand subject
of manures. Gardening isapursuit which he holdsin equa honour--that
"purest of human pleasures', as Bacon callsit. On the subject of

the country life generdly he confesses an inclination to become
garrulous--the one failing which he admitsmay befarly ladto

the charge of old age. The picture of the way of living of aRoman
gentleman-farmer, as he draws it, must have presented a strong contrast
withthe artificid city-life of Rome,

"Where the master of the houseisagood and careful manager, his
wine-cdlar, hisoil-stores, hislarder, are dwayswell stocked; thereis
afulness throughout the whole establishment; pigs, kids, lambs, poultry,
milk, cheese, honey,--dl are in abundance. The produce of the gardenis
always equdl, as our country-folk say, to adouble course. And al these
good things acquire a second relish from the voluntary labours of fowling
and the chase. What need to dwell upon the charm of the green fields, the
well-ordered plantations, the beauty of the vineyards and olive-groves?In
short, nothing can be more luxuriant in produce, or more delightful to the
eye, than awell-cultivated estate; and, to the enjoyment of this, old age
isso far from being any hindrance, thet it rather invitesand aluresus

to such pursuits'.

He has no patience with what has been called the despondency of old
age--thefeding, natura enough at that time of life, but not desirable
to be encouraged, that there is no longer any room for hope or promisein
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the future which gives so much of itsinterest to the present. He will not
listen to the poet when he says again--

"He plantsthe tree that shal not see thefruit"

The answer which he would make has been often put into other and more
elaborate language, but has asimple grandeur of itsown. "If any should
ask the aged cultivator for whom he plants, let him not hesitate to make
thisreply,--'For theimmorta gods, who, asthey willed me to inherit

these possessions from my forefathers, so would have me hand them on to
those that shal come after™.

The old Roman had not the horror of country society which so many
civilised Englishmen either have or affect. "I likeatak", he says,

"over acup of wine". "Even when | am down at my Sabine estate, |
daily make one a a party of my country neighbours, and we prolong our
conversation very frequently far into the night”. Thewords are put into
Cato's mouth, but the voice is the well-known voice of Cicero. Wefind
him here, asin hisletters, persuading himsdlf into the belief thet the
secret of happinessisto be found in the retirement of the country. And
hisgenia and socia nature beamsthroughiit dl. We are reminded of his
half-serious complaintsto Atticus of hisimportunate visitors at Formiae,
the dinner-parties which he was, aswe say now, "obliged to go to*, and
which he o evidently enjoyed.[1]

[Footnote 1: "A clergyman was complaining of the want of society inthe
country where helived, and said, They tak of _runts ' (i.e., young

cows). 'Sir', said Mr. Salusbury, 'Mr. Johnson would learn to talk of

runts;" meaning that | was aman who would make the most of my stuation,
whatever it was'.--Boswell's Life. Cicero waslike Dr. Johnson.|

Heis careful, however, to remind hisreadersthat old age, to beredly
either happy or venerable, must not be the old age of the mere voluptuary
or the debauchee; that the grey head, in order to be, evenin his

pagan sense, "acrown of glory”, must have been "found in the way of
righteousness'. Shakespeare might have learned from Cicero in these points
the mora which he putsinto the mouth of his Adam--

"Therefore mine ageis asalusty winter,
Frosty but kindly".

It isamiserable old age, saysthe Roman, which isobliged to appedl to
itsgrey hairsasitsonly claim to the respect of itsjuniors. "Neither

hoar hairs nor wrinkles can arrogate reverence astheir right. It isthe

life whose opening years have been honourably spent which regps the reward
of reverence at itsclose".

In discussing the last of the evils which accompany old age, the near
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approach of deeth, Cicero risesto something higher than hisusud levdl.
His Cato will not have degth to be an evil at dl; itisto him the

escaping from "the prison of the body”,--the " getting the Sight of land at
last after along voyage, and coming into port”. Nay, he does not admit
that death is degth. "I have never been able to persuade mysdf”; he says,
quoting the words of Cyrusin Xenophon, “that our spiritswere divewhile
they were in these mortd bodies, and died only when they departed out of
them; or that the spirit then only becomes void of sense when it escapes
from asenseless body; but that rather when freed from al admixture of
corporality, it is pure and uncontaminated, then it most truly has sense".

"l am fully persuaded”, he saysto hisyoung listeners, "that your two
fathers, my old and dearly-loved friends, are living now, and living that
lifewhich only isworthy to be so called". And he winds up the didogue
with the very beautiful apostrophe, one of the last utterances of the
philosopher's heart, well known, yet not too well known to be here quoted:

"It likes me not to mourn over departing life, as many men, and men of
learning, have done. Nor can | regret that | have lived, sincel have so
lived that | may trust | was not bornin vain; and | depart out of life as

out of atemporary lodging, not as out of my home. For nature has given
ittousasaninnto tarry at by theway, not asaplaceto abidein.

O gloriousday! when | shal set out to join that blessed company and
assembly of disembodied spirits, and quit this crowd and rabble of life!

For | shdl go my way, not only to those great men of whom | spoke, but
to my own son Cato, than whom was never better man born, nor more full of
dutiful affection; whose body | laid on the funerd pile--an office he

should rather have donefor me[1] But his spirit has never left me; it

gtill looks fondly back upon me, though it has gone assuredly into those
abodes where he knew that | mysdlf should follow. And thismy greet loss|
seemed to bear with calmness; not that | bore it undisturbed, but that

| still consoled mysdlf with the thought that the separation between us
could not befor long. Andif | err inthis-inthat | believe the spirits

of men to beimmorta--I err willingly; nor would | have this mistaken
belief of mine uprooted solong as| shall live. But if, after | am deed,

| shdl have no consciousness, as some curious philosophers assert, then |
am not afraid of dead philosopherslaughing a my mistake'.

[Footnote 1: Burke touches the same key in speaking of hisson; "l livein
an inverted order. They who ought to have succeeded me have gone before
me: they who should have been to me as posterity arein the place of
ancestors'.]

* * * * *

The essay on 'Friendship' is dedicated by the author to Atticus-—-an
gppropriate recognition, as he says, of thelong and intimate friendship
which had existed between themsdves. It isthrown, like the other, into
the form of adialogue. The principa spesker hereisone of the listeners
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in the former case--Ladius, surnamed the Wise--who isintroduced as
recalving avist from histwo sons-in-law, Fannius and Scaevola (the
great lawyer before mentioned), soon after the sudden death of his great
friend, the younger Scipio Africanus. Ladius takesthe occasion, a the
request of the young men, to give them hisviews and opinions on the
subject of Friendship generaly. Thisessay is perhgps more origind

than that upon 'Old Age, but certainly is not so attractive to amodern
reader. Its great merit isthe grace and polish of the language; but the
arguments brought forward to prove what an excdlent thing it isfor aman
to have good friends, and plenty of them, in thisworld, and the rulesfor
his behaviour towards them, seem to us somewhat trite and commonplace,
whatever might have been their effect upon a Roman reader.

Ciceroisindebted to the Greek philosophersfor the main outlines of his
theory of friendship, though his acquaintance with the works of Plato and
Arigtotle was probably exceedingly superficid. He holds, with them, that
man isasocid animd; that "we are so condtituted by nature that there
must be some degree of association between usal, growing closer in
proportion as we are brought into more intimate rel ations one with
another". So that the social bond isamatter of instinct, not of

caculation; not acold commercia contract of profit and loss, of giving
and receiving, but the fulfilment of one of the yearnings of our nature.
Here heisinfull accordance with the teaching of Aristotle, who, of

al the various kinds of friendship to which he dlows the common name,
pronounces that which is founded merely upon interest--upon mutual
interchange, by tacit agreement, of certain benefits--to be the least
worthy of such adesignation. Friendship is defined by Cicero to be "the
perfect accord upon al questions, religious and socid, together with
mutua goodwill and affection”. This"perfect accord”, it must be
confessed, isavery large requirement. He follows his Greek masters again
in holding that true friendship can exist only amongst the good; thet, in
fact, dl friendship must assume that there is something good and lovable
in the person towards whom the fedling is entertained it may occasiondly
be amistaken assumption; the good qudity we think we seein our friend
may have no existence savein our own partia imagination; but the
existence of the counterfeit is an incontestable evidence of thetrue
origind. And the greatest attraction, and therefore the truest

friendships, will dways be of the good towards the good.

He admits, however, the notorious fact, that good persons are sometimes
disagreeable; and he confesses that we have aright to seek in our

friends amiability aswell asmora excedllence. "Sweetness’, he
says--anticipating, asall these ancients so provokingly do, some of our
most modern popular philosophers--"sweetness, both in language and in
manner, isavery powerful attraction in the formation of friendships'. He
is by no means of the same opinion as Sisyphusin Lord Lytton's Tae of
Miletus--
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"Now, then, I know thou redly art my friend,--
None but true friends choose such unpleasant words'.

He admitsthat it isthe office of afriend to tell unpleasant truths
sometimes; but there should be a certain amount of thisindispensable
"sweetness' to temper the bitterness of the advice. There are somefriends
who are continualy reminding you of what they have done for you--"a
disgusting set of people verily they are’, saysour author. And there are
otherswho are dways thinking themsel ves dighted; "in which case there
isgenerdly something of which they are consciousin themsdves, as
laying them open to contemptuous treatment”.

Cicero'sown character displaysitsdf in this short treatise. Here, as
everywhere, heisthe politician. He shows atrue appreciation of the
duties and the qudifications of atrue friend; but his own thoughts are
running upon political friendships. Just aswhen, in many of hisletters,

he talks about "al honest men”, he means "our party"; so here, when he
talks of friends, he cannot help showing that it was of the essence of
friendship, in hisview, to hold the same palitical opinions, and that

one great use of friends was that aman should not beisolated, as he had
sometimesfeared hewas, in his politica course. When he puts forward
the old ingtances of Coriolanus and Gracchus, and discusses the question
whether their "friends’ were or were not bound to aid them in their
treasonable designs againgt the state, he was surdly thinking of the
factions of his own times, and the troublesome brotherhoods which had
gathered round Catiline and Clodius. Bethisasit may, the advice which
he makes Laglius giveto hisyounger rdativesisgood for dl ages,
modern or ancient: "Thereis nothing in thisworld more vauable than
friendship”. "Next to the immediate blessing and providence of Almighty
God", Lord Clarendon was often heard to say, "'l owe dl thelittle | know,
and thelittle good that isin me, to the friendships and conversation |

have still been used to, of the most excellent menin their severd kinds
that livedin thet age'.

CHAPTER XI.

CICERO'S PHILOSOPHY .

‘THE TRUE ENDS OF LIFE'.[1]

Philosophy was to the Roman what religion isto me. It professed to
answer, o far asit might be answered Pilate's question, "What istruth?”
or to teach men, as Cicero described it, "the knowledge of things human
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and divine'. Hence the philosopher invests his subject with dl attributes

of dignity. To him Philosophy bringsdl blessngsin her train. Sheis

the guide of life, the medicine for his sorrows, "the fountain-head of

all perfect e oquence--the mother of al good deeds and good words'. He
invokes with affectionate reverence the great name of Socrates--the sage
who had "first drawn wisdom down from heaven'”.

[Footnote 1: 'De Finibus Bonorum et Malorum'.]

No man ever gpproached his subject more richly laden with philosophic lore
than Cicero. Snatching every leisure moment that he could from a busy
life, he devotesit to the sudy of the great minds of former ages.

Indeed, he held this study to be the duty of the perfect orator; a
knowledge of the human mind was one of hisessentia qualifications. Nor
could he concelve of red € ogquence without it; for his definition of
eloquenceis, "wisdom spesking fluently”.[1] But such studieswere dso
suited to his own natural tastes. And as years passed on, and he grew
weary of civil discords and was harassed by domestic troubles, the great
orator turns his back upon the noisy city, and takes his parchments of
Plato and Aristotle to be the friends of his councils and the companions
of hissolitude, seeking by their light to discover Truth, which

Democritus had declared to be buried in the depths of the sea.

[Footnote 1: " Copiose loquens sapientia’.]

Y et, after al, he professesto do little more than trandate. So
consciousishethat it isto Greece that Romeisindebted for al her
literature, and S0 conscious, dso, on the part of his countrymen, of what
he terms "an arrogant disdain for everything nationd", that he apologises
to hisreadersfor writing for the million in their mother-tongue. Y et he
isnot content, as he says, to be"amereinterpreter”. He thought that by
an eclectic process--adopting and rearranging such of the doctrines of his
Greek masters as gpproved themsalves to his own judgment--he might make
his own work a subgtitute for theirs. Hisambition isto achieve what

he might well regard as the hardest of tasks--a popular treatise on
philosophy; and he has certainly succeeded. He makes no pretence to
origindity; dl hecan dois, ashe expressesit, "to array Platoina

Latin dress’, and "present this stranger from beyond the seas with the
freedom of hisnative, city”. And so thistreatise on the Ends of Life--a
grave question even to the most careless thinker--is, from the nature of
the case, both dramatic and rhetorical. Representatives of the two great
schools of philosophy--the Stoics and Epicureans--plead and counter-plead
in his pages, each in their turn; and their arguments are based on
principles broad and universal enough to be valid even now. For now, as
then, men are inevitably separated into two classes--amiable men of ease,
who guide their conduct by the rudder-strings of pleasure--who for the
most part "leave the world" (as has been findly said) "in theworld's

debt, having consumed much and produced nothing™;[1] or, on the other
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hand, zealous men of duty,
"Who scorn delights and live laborious days',

and act according to the dictates of their honour or their conscience. In
practice, if not in theory, aman must be either Stoic or Epicurean.

[Footnote 1: Lord Derby.]

Each schoal, in thisdidogue, is dlowed to plead its own cause. "Listen”
(saysthe Epicurean) "to the voice of nature that bids you pursue
pleasure, and do not be mided by that vulgar conception of pleasure as
mere sensud enjoyment; our opponents misrepresent us when they say that
we advocate this as the highest good; we hold, on the contrary, that men
often obtain the greatest pleasure by neglecting this baser kind. Y our
highest instances of martyrdom--of Decii devoting themsalvesfor

their country, of consuls putting their sonsto death to preserve
discipline--are not disinterested acts of sacrifice, but the choice of a
present pain in order to procure afuture pleasure. Viceis but ignorance
of red enjoyment. Temperance aone can bring peace of mind; and the
wicked, even if they escape public censure, ‘are racked night and day by
the anxieties sent upon them by the immorta gods. We do nat, inthis,
contradict your Stoic; we, too, affirm that only thewise manisredly
happy. Happinessis asimpossible for amind distracted by passions, as
for acity divided by contending factions. The terrors of death haunt the
guilty wretch, ‘who finds out too late that he has devoted himsdlf to
money or power or glory to no purpose. But thewise man'slifeis
unalloyed happiness. Regjoicing in aclear conscience, 'he remembersthe
past with gratitude, enjoys the blessings of the present, and disregards
the future.. Thusthe mora to be drawn isthat which Horace (himsdlf, as
he expressesit, ‘one of thelitter of Epicurus) impresseson hisfair

friend Leuconoee:

'Strain your wine, and prove your wisdom; lifeis short;
should hope be more?

In the moment of our talking envious time has dipped away.
Seize the present, trust to-morrow €en aslittle as you may™.

Passing on to the second book of the treatise, we hear the advocate of

the counter-doctrine. Why, exclaims the Stoic, introduce Pleasure to the
councils of Virtue? Why uphold atheory so dangerousin practice? Y our
Epicurean soon turns Epicure, and a class of men start up who have never
seen the sun rise or set, who sguander fortunes on cooks and perfumers, on
costly plate and gorgeous rooms, and ransack sea and land for delicacies
to supply their feasts. Epicurus gives his disciples a dangerous
discretioninther choice. Thereisno harmin luxury (hetdlsus)

provided it be free from inordinate desires. But who isto fix the limit

to such vague concessions?
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Nay, more, he degrades men to the level of the brute creation. In his
view, there is nothing admirable beyond this pleasure--no sensation or
emotion of the mind, no soundness or hedlth of body. And what isthis
pleasure which he makes of such high account? How short-lived whileit
lasts! how ignoble when werecdl it afterwards! But even the common
feding and sentiments of men condemn so sefish adoctrine. We are
naturaly led to uphold truth and abhor decelt, to admire Regulusin his
tortures, and to despise alifetime of inglorious ease. And then follows a
passage which echoes the stirring lines of Scott--

"Sound, sound the darion, fill thefife!
To al the sensud world proclaim,
One crowded hour of gloriouslife
Isworth an age without aname'.

Do not then (concludes the Stoic) take good words in your mouth, and prate
before gpplauding citizens of honour, duty, and so forth, while you make
your private lives amere sefish ca culation of expediency. We were

surely born for nobler ends than this, and none who isworthy the name

of aman would subscribe to doctrines which destroy al honour and all
chivary. The heroes of old timewon their immortality not by weighing
pleasures and painsin the balance, but by being prodigd of their lives,

doing and enduring al things for the sake of their fellow-men.

The opening scenein the third book isaslively and dramatic as (what
was no doubt the writer's model) the introduction of a Platonic dialogue.
Cicero has walked across from his Tusculan villato borrow some
manuscripts from the well-stocked library of hisyoung friend

Lucullug 1]--ayouth whose high promise was sadly cut short, for he
waskilled a Philippi, when he was not more than twenty-three. There,
"gorging himsdf with books', Cicero finds Marcus Cato--a Stoic of the
Stoics-who expoundsin ahigh tone the principles of his sect.

[Footnote 1. See p. 43.]

Honour he declaresto be the rule, and "life according to nature" theend
of man's existence. And wrong and injustice are more redlly contrary to
this nature than either death, or poverty, or bodily suffering, or any

other outward evil.[1] Stoics and Peripatetics are agreed at least on one
point--that bodily pleasures fade into nothing before the splendours of
virtue, and that to compare thetwo islike holding acandle againgt the
sunlight, or setting adrop of brine againgt the waves of the ocean. Y our
Epicurean would have each man live in sefishisolation, engrossed in

his private pleasures and pursuits. We, on the other hand, maintain that
"Divine Providence has gppointed the world to be acommon city for men and
gods', and each one of usto be apart of thisvast social system. And
thus every man hashislot and placein life, and should take for his
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guidance those golden rules of ancient times--"Obey God; know thysdlf;
shun excess'. Then, rigng to enthusiasm, the philosopher concludes: "Who
cannot but admire theincredible beauty of such asystem of morality? What
character in history or in fiction can be grander or more congstent than

the 'wise man' of the Stoics? All the riches and glory of theworld are

his, for he done can make aright use of dl things. Heis'free,

though he be bound by chains; 'rich’, though in the midst of poverty;
‘beatiful’, for the mind isfairer than the body; 'aking', for, unlike

the tyrants of theworld, heislord of himsdf; 'happy’, for he has no

need of Solon'swarning to ‘wait till the end', sncealife virtuoudy

spent isa perpetua happiness'.

[Footnote 1: So Bishop Butler, in the preface to his Sermons upon 'Human
Nature, saysthey were "intended to explain what is meant by the nature
of man, whenitissad that virtue congsgtsin following, and vicein
deviating fromit".]

In the fourth book, Cicero himself proceeds to vindicate the wisdom of the
ancients--the old Academic school of Socrates and his pupils--against what
he considersthe noveties of Stoicism. All that the Stoics have said has
been said ahundred times before by Plato and Aristotle, but in nobler
language. They merely "pick out thethorns' and "lay bare the bones'

of previous systems, using newfangled terms and misty argumentswith a
"vainglorious parade’. Their fine talk about citizens of the world and
theideal wise man israther poetry than philosophy. They rightly connect
happiness with virtue, and virtue with wisdom; but so did Aristotle some
centuries before them.

But their great fault (says Cicero) is, that they ignore the practica

sdeof life. So broad isthe line which they draw between the "wisg" and
"foolish", that they would deny to Plato himself the possession of wisdom.
They take no account of the thousand circumstances which go to form our
happiness. To aspiritud being, virtue_might_ be the chief good;

but in actud life our physicd isclosdly bound up with our menta
enjoyment, and pain is one of those stern facts before which al theories
are powerless. Again, by their fondnessfor paradox, they reduce dl
offencesto the same dead levd. It is, in their eyes, asimpiousto

beat adave asto beat a parent: because, asthey say, "nothing can be
_more_ virtuousthan virtue--nothing _more_ viciousthan vice'.

And lagtly, this stubbornness of opinion affectstheir persond character.
They too often degenerate into austere critics and bitter partisans, and

go far to banish from among uslove, friendship, gratitude, and dl the

far humanities of life.

Thefifth book carries us back some twenty years, when we find Cicero once
more at Athens, taking his afternoon walk among the deserted groves of

the Academy. With him are his brother Quintus, his cousin Lucius, and
hisfriends Piso and Atticus. The scene, with its historic associations,
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irresstibly carriestheir minds back to those illustrious spirits who had

once made the place their own. Among these trees Plato himsalf had walked;
under the shadow of that Porch Zeno had lectured to his disciples;[1]
yonder Quintus points out the "white peak of Colonus’, described by
Sophoclesin "those sweetest lines;" while glistening on the horizon were

the waves of the Phaleric harbour, which Demosthenes, Cicero'sown

great prototype, had outvoiced with the thunder of his declamation. So
countless, indeed, are the memories of the past called up by the genius

of the place, that (as one of the friends remarks) "wherever we plant

our feet, we tread upon some history”. Then Piso, speaking at Cicero's
request, begs hisfriends to turn from the degenerate thinkers of their

own day to those giants of philosophy, from whosewritingsdl libera
learning, dl history, and dl elegance of language may be derived. More
than dl, they should turn to the leader of the Peripatetics, Aristotle,

who seemed (like Lord Bacon after him) to have taken al knowledge ashis
portion. From thesg, if from no other source, we may learn the secret of a
happy life. But first we must settle what this ‘chief good' is--thisend

and object of our efforts-and not be carried to and fro, like ships

without a steersman, by every blast of doctrine.

[Footnote 1: The Stoics took their name from the 'stod, or portico in the
Academy, wherethey _sat  at lecture, asthe Peripatetics (the school

of Arigatle) from thelittle knot of listenerswho followed their master
ashe_walked . Epicuruss school were known as the philosophers of

'the Garden', from the place where he taught. The'Old Academy' were the
disciples of Plato; the 'New Academy’ (to whose tenets Cicero inclined)
revived the great principle of Socrates--of affirming nothing.]

If Epicuruswaswrong in placing Happiness
"In corporal pleasure and in careless ease’,

no lesswrong are they who say that "honour" requires pleasure to be added
to it, snce they thus make honour itsdf dishonourable. And again, to say
with othersthat happinessistranquillity of mind, issmply to beg the
question.

Putting, then, al such theories asde, we bring the argument to a

practica issue. Sdf-preservation isthefirst great principle of nature;

and o srong isthisingtinctive love of life both among men and animas,
that we see even the iron-hearted Stoic shrink from the actua pangsof a
voluntary death. Then comes the question, What _is _this nature that

is so preciousto each of us? Clearly it is compounded of body and mind,
each with many virtues of its own; but as the mind should rule the body,
S0 reason, as the dominant faculty, should rule the mind. Virtueitsdf is
only "the perfection of thisreason”, and, cdl it what you will, genius

or intellect is something divine.
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Furthermore, thereisin man agradua progress of reason, growing with
hisgrowth until it has reached perfection. Even intheinfant there are
"asit were sparks of virtue'--half-unconscious principles of love and
gratitude; and these germs bear fruit, asthe child developsinto the man.
We have aso an ingtinct which attracts us towards the pursuit of wisdom;
such isthe true meaning of the Sirens voicesin the Odyssey, saysthe
philosopher, quoting from the poet of dl time:

"Turn thy swift kedl and listen to our lay;

Since never pilgrim to these regions came,

But heard our sweet voice ere he sailed away,
Andin hisjoy passed on, with ampler mind".[1]

It iswisdom, not pleasure, which they offer. Hence it isthat men devote
their days and nightsto literature, without athought of any gain that

may accrue from it; and philosophers paint the serene ddights of alife
of contemplation intheidands of the blest.

[Footnote 1: Odyss. xii. 185 (Wordey).]

Again, our minds can never rest. "Dedre for action growswith us,” andin
action of some sort, beit politicsor science, life (if itisto be

lifeat all) must be passed by each of us. Even the gambler must ply the
dice-box, and the man of pleasure seek excitement in society. But in the
truelife of action, il the ruling principle should be honour.

Such, in brief, isPiso's (or rather Cicero's) vindication of the old

masters of philosophy. Before they leave the place, Cicero firesaparting
shot at the Stoic paradox that the 'wise man' is aways happy. How. he
pertinently asks, can onein sckness and poverty, blind, or childless,
inexile or in torture, be possibly caled happy, except by amonstrous
perverson of language? 1]

[Footnote 1: In alittle treatise called "Paradoxes', Cicero discusses Six
of these scholagtic quibbles of the Stoics]

Here, somewhat abruptly, the dialogue closes; and Cicero pronounces no
judgment of his own, but leavesthe great question amost as perplexed as
when he garted the discussion. But, of the two antagonistic theories, he
leansrather to the Stoic than to the Epicurean. Sdlf-sacrifice and honour
seem, to hisview, to present a higher ideal than pleasure or expediency.

[1."ACADEMIC QUESTIONS.

Fragments of two editions of thiswork have come down to us; for dmost
before thefirst copy had reached the hands of hisfriend Atticus, to whom
it was sent, Cicero had rewritten the whole on an enlarged scale. The
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first book (aswe have it now) is dedicated to Varro, anoble patron of
art and literature. In hisvillaat Cumae were spacious porticoes and
gardens, and alibrary with galleries and cabinets open to al comers.
Here, on aterracelooking seawards, Cicero, Atticus, and Varro himsdlf
pass along afternoon in discussing the rel ative merits of the old and

new Academies; and hence we get the title of the work. Varro takesthe
lion's share of thefirst dialogue, and shows how from the "vast and
varied genius of Plato” both Academics and Peripateticsdrew dl their
philosophy, whether it related to moralss, to nature, or to logic. Stoicism
recelves apassing notice, as also doeswhat Varro considers the heresy
of Theophrastus, who strips virtue of dl its beauty, by denying that

happiness depends upon it.

The second book is dedicated to another illustrious name, the elder
Lucullus, not long deceased--ha f-statesman, haf-dilettante, "with amost
asdivineamemory for facts', says Cicero, with something of envy, "as
Hortensushad for words'. Thistimeitisat hisvilla, near Tusculum,
amidst scenery perhaps even now theloveliest of dl Italian landscapes,
that the philosophic dial ogue takes place. Lucullus condemnsthe
scepticism of the New Academy--those reactionists against the dogmatism of
past times, who disbelieve their very eyesight. If (he says) wergect the
testimony of the senses, thereis neither body, nor truth, nor argument,
nor anything certain left us. These perpetual doubters destroy every
ground of our belief.

Cicero ingenioudly defends this scepticism, which was, in fact, the bent
of hisown mind. After dl, what isour eyesght worth? The ship sailing
across the bay yonder seemsto move, but to the sailorsit isthe shore
that recedes from their view. Even the sun, "which mathematicians affirm
to be eighteen times larger than the earth, looks but afoot in diameter”.
And asit iswith these things, so it iswith dl knowledge. Bold indeed
must be the man who can define the point a which belief passesinto
certainty. Even the "fine frenzy" of the poet, his pictures of gods

and heroes, are aslifelike to himsdlf and to his hearers asthough he
actudly saw them:

"See how Apoallo, fair-haired god,
Drawsin and bends his golden bow,
While on theleft fair Dian waves her torch”.

No--we are sure of nothing; and we are happy if, like Socrates, we

only know this--that we know nothing. Then, asif inirony, or partly
influenced perhaps by the advocate's love of arguing the case both ways,
Cicero demolishesthat grand argument of design which esewhere he

so carefully congtructs[ 1] and reasonsin the very language of
materialism--"Y ou assert that al the universe could not have been so
ingenioudy made without some godlike wisdom, the mgesty of which you
trace down even to the perfection of beesand ants. Why, then, did the
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Deity, when he made everything for the sake of man, make such avariety
(for ingtance) of venomous reptiles? Y our divine soul isafiction; itis

better to imagine that creation isthe result of the laws of nature, and

so release the Deity from agreat ded of hard work, and me from fear; for
which of us, when hethinksthat heisan object of divine care, can help
feeling an awe of the divine power day and night? But we do not understand
even our own bodies; how, then, can we have an eyesight so piercing asto
penetrate the mysteries of heaven and earth?”

[Footnote 1: See p. 168.]

Thetregtise, however, isbut a disgppointing fragment, and the argument
isincomplete.

1. THE TUSCULAN DISPUTATIONS.

The scene of thisdidogueis Cicero'svillaa Tusculum. There, in his

long gdlery, hewaks and discusses with hisfriends the vexed questions
of mordity. Was degth an evil? Was the soul immortal? How could aman
best bear pain and the other miseries of life? Was virtue any guarantee
for happiness?

Then, as now, death was the great problem of humanity--"to die and go we
know not where'. The old bdlief in Elysum and Tartarus had died away; as
Cicero himsdlf boldly putsit in another place, such things were no longer
even old wives fables. Either death brought an absol ute unconsci ousNESs,
or the soul soared into space. " _Lex non poenamors "--"Deathisa

law, not a pendty”--was the ancient saying. It was, asit were, the close

of abanquet or thefdl of the curtain. "While we are, death is not; when
death has come, we are not".

Cicero brings forward the testimony of past agesto prove that death is
not amere annihilation. Man cannot perish utterly. Heroes are deified;
and the spirits of the dead return to usin visons of the night. Somehow
or other (he says) there clingsto our minds a certain presage of future
ages, and so we plant, that our children may reap; wetail, that others
may enter into our labours; and it isthislife after death, the desireto
livein men'smouthsfor ever, which inspires the patriot and the martyr.
Fame to the Roman, even more than to us, was "the last infirmity of noble
minds'. It was so in aspecid degreeto Cicero. Theingtinctive sense of
immortality, he argues, is strong within us; and as, in the words of the

English podt,
"Our birthisbut adeep and aforgetting”,

s0 dso in deeth, the Roman said, though in other words:
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"Our souls have sight of that immortal sea
Which brought us hither".

Believe not then, says Cicero, those old wives tales, those poetic

legends, the terrors of amaterid hell, of the joys of asensud

paradise. Rather hold with Plato that the soul isan eternd principle of

life, which has neither beginning nor end of existence; for if it were not

30, heaven and earth would be overset, and al nature would stand at gaze.
"Men say they cannot conceive or comprehend what the soul can be, distinct
from the body. Asif, forsooth, they could comprehend what it is, when it
is_in_thebody,--its conformation, its magnitude, or its position

there.... To me, when | consider the nature of the soul, thereisfar more
difficulty and obscurity in forming a conception of what the soul iswhile

in the body,--in adwelling where it ssems so little at home,--than of

what it will be when it has escaped into the free atmosphere of heaven,
which seemsits natural abode’.[1] And asthe poet seemsto usinspired,
asthe gifts of memory and eloquence seem divine, soisthe soul itsdf,
initssmple essence, agod dwelling in the breast of each of us. What

€l se can be this power which enables usto recollect the past, to foresee
the future, to understand the present?

[Footnote 1: 1. c. 22.]

There follows a passage on the argument from design which anticipates that
finesaying of Voltaire-"S Dieu n'exidait pas, il faudrait l'inventer;
maistoute lanature crie quil existe'. "The heavens', says even the

heathen philosopher, "declare the glory of God". Look on the sun and the
stars; look on the aternation of the seasons, and the changes of day and
night; look again at the earth bringing forth her fruitsfor the use

of men; the multitude of cattle; and man himsdf, made asit wereto
contemplate and adore the heavens and the gods. Look on al these things,
and doubt not that there is some Being, though you see him not, who has
created and presides over the world.

"Imitate, therefore, the end of Socrates, who, with thefatal cup in his
hands, spoke with the serenity of one not forced to die, but, asit were,
ascending into heaven; for he thought that the souls of men, when they

left the body, went by different roads; those polluted by vice and unclean
living took aroad wide of that which led to the assembly of the gods;

while those who had kept themsalves pure, and on earth had taken adivine
lifeastheir modd, found it easy to return to those beings from whence
they came. Or learn alesson from the swans, who, with a prophetic
ingtinct, leave thisworld with joy and sSinging. Y et do not anticipate
thetime of death, "for the Deity forbids usto depart hence without his
summons; but, on just cause given (asto Socrates and Cato), gladly should
we exchange our darknessfor that light, and, like men not bresking

prison but released by the law, leave our chainswith joy, as having been
discharged by God".
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Thefeding of these ancientswith regard to suicide, we must here
remember, was very different from our own. There was no distinct idea
of the sanctity of life; no socid stigmaand consequent suffering were
brought on the family of the suicide. Stoic and Epicurean philosophers
dike upheld it asalawful remedy againgt the pangs of disease, the

dotage of old age, or the caprices of atyrant. Every man might, they
contended, choose his own route on the last great journey, and deep well,
when he grew wearied out with lifesfitful fever. The door was dways
open (sad Epictetus) when the play paled on the senses. Y ou should

quit the stage with dignity, nor drain the flask to the dregs. Some
philosophers, it istrue, protested againgt it as amere device of
cowardiceto avoid pain, and asafailurein our duties as good citizens.
Cicero, in one of hislatest works, again quotes with approva the opinion
of Pythagoras, that "no man should abandon his post in life without the
orders of the Great Commander". But at Rome suicide had been glorified by
along roll of illustrious names, and the protest was madein vain.

But why, continues Cicero, why add to the miseries of life by brooding
over death?Islifeto any of ussuch unmixed pleasure even whileit

lasts? Which of us can tell whether he be taken away from good or from
evil? Asour birthisbut "adeep and aforgetting”, so our deeth may be

but a second deep, aslasting as Endymion's. Why then call it wretched,
even if we die before our natural time? Nature has lent uslife, without
fixing the day of payment; and uncertainty isone of the conditions of its
tenure. Compare our longest life with eternity, and it is as short-lived
asthat of those ephemera insectswhose life is measured by a summer day;
and "who, when the sun sets, have reached old age''.

Let us, then, base our happiness on strength of mind, on a contempt of
earthly pleasures, and on the strict observance of virtue. Let usrecal
the last noble words of Socratesto hisjudges. "The degth”, said he, "to
which you condemn me, | count again rather than aloss. Either itis
adreamless deep that knows no waking, or it carries mewhere | may
converse with the spirits of theillustriousdead. | go to desth,
_you_tolife; but which of usisgoing the better way, God only
knows'.

No man, then, dies too soon who has run a course of perfect virtue; for
glory followslike a shadow in the wake of such alife. Welcome degth,
therefore, as ablessed ddiverance from evil, sent by the specid favour
of the gods, who thus bring us safely across a sea of troublesto an
eterna haven.

The second topic which Cicero and hisfriends discussis, the endurance of
pain. Isit an unmixed evil? Can anything console the sufferer? Cicero
at once condemns the sophistry of Epicurus. The wise man cannot pretend
indifferenceto pain; it isenough that he endure it with courage, since,
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beyond al question, it is sharp, bitter, and hard to bear. And what is

this courage? Partly excitement, partly the impulse of honour or of shame,
partly the habituation which stedls the endurance of the gladiator. Keep,
therefore--thisis the conclusion--stern restraint over the feminine
elements of your soul, and learn not only to despise the attacks of pain,
but dso

"The dings and arrows of outrageous fortune".

From physicd, the discussion naturdly passesto mentd, suffering.

For grief, aswell asfor pain, he prescribes the remedy of the
Stoics-_aequanimitas_--"acam serenity of mind". The wise man,

ever serene and composed, is moved neither by pain or sorrow, by fear

or desire. Heisequally undisturbed by the maice of enemiesor the
incongtancy of fortune. But what consol ation can we bring to ease the pain

of the Epicurean?"Put anosegay to his nogtrils-burn perfumes before
him--crown him with roses and woodbine'! But perfumes and garlands can do
little in such case; pleasures may divert, but they can scarcely console.

Again, the Cyrenaics bring at the best but Job's comfort. No man will

bear his misfortunes the morelightly by bethinking himself thet they are
unavoidable--that others have suffered before him--that painis part and
parcd of theillswhich fleshisheir to. Why grieve a dl? Why feed

your misfortune by dwelling on it? Plunge rather into active life and

forget it, remembering that excessve lamentation over thetrivia

accidents of humanity isaike unmanly and unnecessary. And asitiswith
grief, so it iswith envy, lust, anger, and those other " perturbations of

the mind" which the Stoic Zeno rightly declaresto be "repugnant to reason
and nature’. From such disquietudesit isthe wise man who isfree.

Thefifth and last book discussesthe great question, Is virtue of

itself sufficient to makelife happy? The bold conclusion is, thet it is
aufficient. Cicero isnot content with the timid qualifications adopted

by the schoal of the Peripatetics, who say one moment that external
advantages and worldly prosperity are nothing, and then again admit that,
though man may be happy without them, heis happier with them,--whichis
making the red happinessimperfect after dl. Men differ inther views

of life. Asin the great Olympic games, the throng are attracted, some

by desire of gain, some by the crown of wild olive, some merely by the
spectacle; so, intherace of life, we are dl davesto someruling ides,

it may be glory, or money, or wisdom. But they a one can be pronounced
happy whose minds are like some tranquil sea--"darmed by no fears,
wagted by no griefs, inflamed by no lusts, enervated by no relaxing
pleasures,--and such serenity virtue done can produce”.

These 'Disputations have aways been highly admired. But their popul arity
was greater in times when Cicero's Greek originaswere less read or
understood. Erasmus carried his admiration of thistreatise to enthusiasm.
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"l cannot doubt”, he says, "but that the mind from which such teaching
flowed wasinspired in some sort by divinity".

V. THE TREATISE 'ON MORAL DUTIES.

Thetreatise 'De Officiis, known as Cicero's 'Offices, to which we pass
next, is addressed by the author to his son, while studying at Athens
under Cratippus, possibly inimitation of Aristotle, who inscribed

his Ethics to his son Nicomachus. It isatregatise on the duties of a
gentleman--"the noblest present”, says amodern writer, "ever made by
parent to achild".[1] Writtenin afar higher tone than Lord
Chegterfidd's|etters, though treating of the same subject, it proposes
and answers multifarious questions which must occur continually to the
modern Christian as well asto the ancient philosopher. "What makes an
action right or wrong? What is aduty? What is expediency? How shdl |
learn to choose between my principles and my interests? And lagtly (a
point of casuistry which must sometimes perplex the strictest conscience),
of two ‘things honest',[2] which ismost 07"

[Footnote 1: Kelsall.]

[Footnote 2: The English "Honesty" and "Honour" dikefail to convey the
full force of the Latin _honestus . The word expresses a progress

of thought from comeliness and grace of person to anoble and graceful
character--all whose works are done in honesty and honour.]

The key-note of his discourse throughout is Honour; and the word seemsto
carry with it that magic force which Burke attributed to chivary--"the
unbought grace of life--the nurse of heroic sentiment and manly

enterprise’. _Noblesse oblige ,--and thereis no state of life, says

Cicero, without its obligations. In their due discharge conssts dl the
nobility, and intheir neglect dl the disgrace, of character. There

should be no sdlfish devation to private interests. We are born not for
oursaves only, but for our kindred and fatherland. We owe duties not only
to those who have benefited but to those who have wronged us. We should
render to dl their due; and justice is due even to the lowest of mankind:
what, for instance (he says with a hardness which jars upon our better
fedlings), can be lower than adave? Honour isthat "unbought grace”

which adds alustre to every action. In society it produces courtesy of
manners, in business, under the form of truth, it establishes public

credit. Again, as equity, it smooths the harsh features of the law. In war

it produces that moderation and good faith between contending armieswhich
arethe surest basis of alasting peace. And so in honour are centred the
elements of dl the virtues--wisdom and justice, fortitude and temperance;
and "if", he says, reproducing the noble words of Plato, as gpplied by him
to Wisdom, "this'Honour' could but be seen in her full beauty by mortal
eyes, the whole world would fal inlove with her".
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Suchisthe generd spirit of thistreatise, of which only the briefest
sketch can be given in these pages.

Cicero bases honour on our inherent excellence of nature, paying the same
noble tribute to humanity as Kant some centuries after: "On earth thereis
nothing greet but man; in man thereis nothing greet but mind”*. Truthisa
law of our nature. Manisonly "lower than the angdls'; and to him belong
prerogatives which mark him off from the brute creetion--the faculties

of reason and discernment, the sense of beauty, and the love of law and
order. And from this arises that fellow--feding which, in one sense,
"makes the whole world kin"--the spirit of Terence'sfamous line, which
Cicero notices (gpplauded on itsrecitation, as Augustin tells us, by the
cheers of the entire audience in the thestre)--

"Homo sum--humani nihil amedienum puto:” [1]

for (he continues) "al men by nature love one ancther, and desire an
intercourse of words and action”. Hence spring the family affections,
friendship, and socid ties; hence aso that generd love of combination,
which formsadtriking festure of the present age, resulting in clubs,
trades-unions, companies, and generdly inwhat Mr. Carlyleterms

"svarmery”.

[Footnote 1: "1 am aman--I hold that nothing which concerns mankind can
be matter of unconcernto me' ]

Next to truth, justice isthe great duty of mankind. Cicero at once
condemns " communism™ in matters of property. Ancient immemorid seizure,
conquest, or compact, may give atitle; but "no man can say that he has
anything hisown by aright of nature”. Injustice prings from avarice or
ambition, the thirgt of riches or of empire, and is the more dangerous as

it appearsin the more exalted spirits, causing adissolution of al ties

and obligations. And here he takes occasion to instance "that late most
shameless attempt of Caesar'sto make himself master of Rome''.

Thereis, besides, an injustice of omission. Y ou may wrong your heighbour
by seeing him wronged without interfering. Cicero takes the opportunity of
protesting strongly againgt the sdfish policy of those lovers of ease and
peace, who, "from adesire of furthering their own interests, or elsefrom
achurlish temper, profess that they mind nobody's business but their own,
in order that they may seem to be men of gtrict integrity and to injure
none', and thus shrink from taking their part in "the fellowship of

life". He would have had small patience with our modern doctrine of
non-intervention and neutrdity in nations any more than in men. Such
conduct arises (he says) from the fa se logic with which men cheet

their conscience; arguing reversely, that whatever isthe best policy

iSs-honesty.
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There aretwo ways, it must be remembered, in which one man may injure
another--force and fraud; but asthelion isanobler cresture than the

fox, so open violence seems | ess odious than secret villany. No character
issojudly hateful as

"A rogueingrain,
Veneered with sanctimonious theory™.

Nations have their obligationsaswell asindividuas, and war hasits

laws aswell as peace. The struggle should be carried on in agenerous
temper, and not in the spirit of extermination, when "it has sometimes
seemed a question between two hostile nations, not which should remain a
conqueror, but which should remainanation a al".

No mean part of justice consgtsin liberdity, and this, too, hasits

duties. It isan important question, how, and when, and to whom, we should
give? It ispossible to be generous at another person's expense: it is
possibleto injure the recipient by mistimed liberaity; or to ruin one's
fortune by open house and prodiga hospitdity. A great man's bounty (as
he saysin another place) should be acommon sanctuary for the needy. "To
ransom captives and enrich the meaner folk isanobler form of generosity
than providing wild beasts or shows of gladiatorsto amuse the mob'”.
Charity should begin a home; for relations and friends hold the first

place in our affections; but the circle of our good deedsis not to

be narrowed by the ties of blood, or sect, or party, and "our country
comprehends the endearments of al". We should act in the spirit of the
ancient law--"Thou shalt kegp no man from the running stream, or from
lighting historch at thy hearth". Our liberdity should beredly

liberd,--like that charity which Jeremy Taylor describes as "friendship

todl theworld".

Another component principle of this honour is courage, or "greatness of
soul", which (continues Cicero) has been well defined by the Stoics as
"avirtue contending for justice and honesty"; and itsnoblest formisa
generous contempt for ordinary objects of ambition, not "from avain or
fantastic humour, but from solid principles of reason™. The lowest and
commoner form of courage isthe mere anima virtue of the fighting-cock.

But acharacter should not only be excellent,--it should be graceful. In
gesture and deportment men should strive to acquire that dignified grace

of manners"which adds asit werealustreto our lives'. They should

avoid affectation and eccentricity; "not to care afarthing what people

think of usisasign not so much of pride as of immodesty". Thewant of
tact--the saying and doing things at the wrong time and place--produces
the same discord in society asafdse notein music; and harmony of
character is of more consequence than harmony of sounds. Thereisagrace
inwords aswdl asin conduct: we should avoid unseasonable jests, "and
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not lard our talk with Greek quotations'.[1]

[Footnote 1: Thislast precept Cicero must have considered did not apply
to letter-writing, otherwise he was a notorious offender against hisown
rule]

In the path of life, each should follow the bent of hisown genius, so far
asit isinnocent--

"Honour and shame from no condition rise;
Act well your part--there al the honour lies’.

Nothing is so difficult (says Cicero) asthe choice of aprofession,
inasmuch as "the choice has commonly to be made when the judgment is
weakest". Sometread in their father's steps, others beat out afresh line
of their own; and (he adds, perhaps not without a persona reference) this
isgeneraly the case with those born of mean parents, who propose to
carvetheir own way intheworld. But the_parvenu_ of Arpinum--the
'new man', as aristocratic jealousy alwaysloved to cal him--isby

no meansinsensble to the true honours of ancestry. "The noblest
inheritance”, he says, "that can ever beleft by afather to hisson,

far excdling that of lands and houses, isthe fame of hisvirtuesand
glorious actions'; and saddest of al sightsisthat of anoble house
dragged through the mire by some degenerate descendant, so asto bea
by-word among the populace,--"which may" (he concludes) "be justly said of
but too many inour times'.

The Roman'sview of the comparative dignity of professions and occupations
isinteresting, because his prejudices (if they be prejudices) have so

long maintained their ground amongst us moderns. Tax-gatherers and usurers
are as unpopular now as ever--the latter very deservedly so. Retail trade
isdespicable, we aretold, and "al mechanics are by their profession

mean". Especidly such trades as minister to mere appetite or
luxury--butchers, fishmongers, and cooks; perfumers, dancers, and

suchlike. But medicine, architecture, education, farming, and even

wholesale business, especidly importation and exportation, arethe
professons of agentleman. "But if the merchant, satisfied with his

profits, shdl leave the seas and from the harbour step into alanded

edtate, such aman seemsjustly deserving of praise’. We seemto be

reading the verdict of modern English society delivered by anticipation

two thousand years ago.

The section ends with earnest adviceto al, that they should put their
principlesinto practice. "The degpest knowledge of natureisbut a
poor and imperfect business’, unlessit proceedsinto action. Asjustice
congstsin no abstract theory, but in upholding society among men,--as
"greatness of soul itsdlf, if it beisolated from the duties of socid

life, isbut akind of uncouth churlishness',--so it iseach citizen's
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duty to leave his philosophic seclusion of acloister, and take his place
inpubliclife, if the times demand it, "though he be able to number the
gtars and measure out the world".

The same practica vein is continued in the next book. What, after dl,
areaman'sred interests? what line of conduct will best advance the

main end of hislife? Generaly, men makethefaid mistake of assuming
that honour must dways clash with ther interests, while in redity, says
Cicero, "they would obtain their ends best, not by knavery and underhand
dedling, but by justice and integrity”. Theright isidentica with

the expedient. "The way to secure the favour of the godsis by upright
dedling; and next to the gods, nothing contributes so much to men's
happiness as men themselves'. It islabour and co-operation which have
given us dl the goods which we possess.

Since, then, man isthe best friend to man, and aso hismost formidable
enemy, an important question to be discussed isthe secret of influence
and popularity--the art of winning men's affections. For to govern by
bribes or by forceis not redly to govern at al; and no obedience based
on fear can belasting--"no force of power can bear up long againgt a
current of public hate". Adventurers who ride rough-shod over law (heis
thinking again of Caesar) have but a short-lived reign; and "liberty, when
she has been chained up awhile, bites harder when let loose than if she
had never been chained at al".[1] Most happy wasthat just and moderate
government of Romein earlier times, when she was "the port and refuge for
princes and nationsin their hour of need". Threerequisitesgo to form

that popular character which hasajust influence over others, we must win
men'slove, we must deserve their confidence, and we must inspire them
with an admiration for our abilities. The shortest and most direct road to
red influenceisthat which Socrates recommends--"for aman to be that
which he wishes men to take him for".[ 2]

[Footnote 1. It is curious to note how, throughout the whole of this
argument, Cicero, whether conscioudy or unconscioudy, works upon the
principle that the highest lifeisthe paliticad life, and that the

highest object aman can set before him isthe obtaining, by legitimate
means, influence and authority amongst hisfellow-citizens)

[Footnote 2:

"Not being less but more than all
The gentleness he seemed to be'".
--Tennyson: 'In Memoriam']

Then follow some maxims which show how thoroughly conservetive wasthe
policy of our philosopher. The security of property he holdsto be the
security of the state. There must be no playing with vested rights, no

unequa taxation, no attempt to bring al thingsto alevel, no cancelling
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of debts and redigtribution of land (heisthinking of the baits held out

by Catiline), none of those traditiond devicesfor winning favour with

the people, which tend to destroy that socia concord and unity which

make acommon wedth. "What reason isthere", he asks, "why, when | have
bought, built, repaired, and laid out much money, another shal come and
enjoy thefruitsof it?'

And asaman should be careful of the interests of the socia body, so

he should be of hisown. But Cicero fed sthat in descending to such
questions heis somewhat losing sght of hisdignity asamordig.

"Youwill find dl thisthoroughly discussed”, he saysto hisson, "in
Xenophon's Economics--a book which, when | was just your age, | trandated
from the Greek into Latin". [One wonders whether young Marcus took the
hint.] "And if you want ingtruction in money matters, there are gentlemen
Stting on the Exchange who will teach you much better than the

philosophers'.

The last book openswith asaying of the elder Cato's, which Cicero much
admires, though he says modestly that he was never ablein hisown case
quiteto rediseit--"1 am never lessidlethan when | amidle, and never
less aone than when done’. Retirement and solitude are excellent things,
Cicero dways declares; generaly contriving at the sametimeto make it
plain, as he does here, that hisown heart isin the world of publiclife.

But at least it giveshim time for writing. He "haswritten morein this

short time, sncethefal of the Commonwedth, thanin dl theyears
during which it good".

He here resolvesthe question, If honour and interest seem to clash, which
isto giveway? Or rather, it has been resolved adready; if theright be
aways the expedient, the opposition is seeming, not red. He puts a greeat
many questions of casuidiry, but it all amountsto this: the good man

keeps his oath, "though it were to hisown hindrance". But it isnever to
his hindrance; for aviolation of his conscience would be the greatest
hindrance of dl.

In thistreatise, more than in any of his other philosophica works,

Cicero inclinesto the teaching of the Stoics. In the others, heis

rather the seeker after truth than the maintainer of asystem. Hisisthe
critical eclecticism of the 'New Academy'--the spirit so prevaent in our
own day, which fights againgt the shackles of dogmatism. And with dl his
respect for the nobler sde of Stoicism, heisfully diveto its defects;
though it was not given to him to see, as Milton saw after him, the point
wherein that great system redlly failed--the " philosophic pride” which was
the besetting sin of al disciplesin the school, from Cato to Seneca:

"Ignorant of themselves, of God much more,

* * * * *
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Much of the soul they talk, but al awry;

And in themsaves seek virtue, and to themsdaves
All glory arrogate,--to God give none;

Rather accuse Him under usua names,

Fortune, or Fate, as one regardless quite

Of morta things'.[1]

[Footnote 1: Paradise Regained.]

Y et, in spite of this, such men were asthe salt of the earth in acorrupt
age; and aswefind, throughout the more modern pages of history, grest
preachers denouncing wickednessin high places,--Bourdaloue and Massilion
pouring their eloquenceinto the heedless ears of Louis X1V, and his
courtiers-Sherlock and Tillotson declaiming from the pulpit in such
dirring accents that "even the indolent Charles roused himself to listen,
and the fastidious Buckingham forgot to sneer[ 1]--s0, too, do wefind
these "monks of heathendom”, as the Stoics have been not unfairly called,
protesting in their day againg that selfish profligacy which wasfast
sapping dl mordity in the Roman empire. No doubt (as Mr. Lecky takes
caretotell us), their high principles were not ways consstent with

their practice (das! whose are?); Cato may haveill-used hisdaves,
Sdlust may have been rapacious, and Senecawanting in persona courage.
Y et it was surely something to have set up anobleided, though they
might not attain to it themsdves, and in "that hideous carnivd of vice'

to have kept themselves, so far as they might, unspotted from the world.
Certain it isthat no other ancient sect ever came so near the light of
revelation. Passages from Seneca, from Epictetus, from Marcus Aurelius,
sound even now like fragments of the ingpired writings. The Unknown God,
whom they ignorantly worshipped as the Soul or Reason of the World,
is-in spite of Milton's dtrictures--the beginning and the end of their
philosophy. Let uslisten for amoment to their language. "Prayer should
be only for the good". "Men should act according to the spirit, and not
according to the letter of their faith". "Wouldest thou propitiate the

gods? Be good: he has worshipped them sufficiently who hasimitated
them". It was from a Stoic poet, Aratus, that St. Paul quoted the great
truth which was therational argument againgt idolatry--"For we are dso
His offspring, and” (so the original passage concludes) "we done

possess avoice, which istheimage of reason”. It isin another poet

of the same school that we find what are perhaps the noblest linesin

al Latin poetry. Persus concludes his Satire on the common hypocrisy

of those prayers and offerings to the gods which were but a service of

the lips and hands, in words of which an English rendering may givethe
sense but not the beauty: "Nay, then, let us offer to the godsthat which
the debauiched sons of great Messala can never bring on their broad
chargers--a soul wherein the laws of God and man are blended,--a heart
pureto itsinmost depths,--a breast ingrained with a noble sense of
honour. Let me but bring these with meto the dtar, and | care not
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though my offering be a handful of corn”. With these grand words, fit
precursors of a purer creed to come, we may take our leave of the Stoics,
remarking how thoroughly, evenin their mgestic egotism, they
represented the mora force of the nation among whom they flourished; a
nation, says a modern preacher, "whose legendary and historic heroes
could thrust their hand into the flame, and seeit consumed without a
nerve shrinking; or come from captivity on parole, advise their
countrymen against a peace, and then go back to torture and certain
degth; or devote themselves by solemn sdlf-sacrifice like the Decii. The
world must bow before such men; for, unconscioudy, here was aform of
the spirit of the Cross-sdlf-surrender, unconquerable fidelity to duty,
sacrificefor others'.[2]

[Footnote 1: Macaulay.]
[Footnote 2: F.W. Robertson, Sermons, i. 218.]

Portions of three treatises by Cicero upon Political Philosophy have come
downto us. 1. | De Republica; adiaogue on Government, founded chiefly
onthe'Republic' of Pato: 2. 'De Legibus; adiscussion on Law inthe
abstract, and on nationd systems of legidation 3. 'De Jure Civili';

of which lagt only afew fragments exist. His higtorical works have all
perished.

CHAPTER XIlI.

CICERO'S RELIGION.

Itisdifficult to separate Cicero's religion from his philosophy. In both

he was a sceptic, but in the better sense of the word. His search after

truth was in no sneering or incredulous spirit, but in that of areverent
inquirer. We must remember, in justice to him, that an earnest-minded man
inhisday could hardly take higher ground than that of the sceptic. The

old polythelsm was dying out in everything but in name, and there was
nothing to take its place.

Hisrdigiousbelief, so far aswe can gather it, was rather negative than
positive. In the speculative treatise which he hasleft us, 'On the Nature
of the Gods, he examines dl the current creeds of the day, but leaves
his own quite undefined.

The tregtise takes the form, like the rest, of an imaginary conversation.
Thisis supposed to have taken place at the house of Aurelius Cotta, then
Pontifex Maximus--an office which answered nearly to that of Minister
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of religion. The other speakers are Balbus, Veleius, and Cicero
himsalf,--who acts, however, rather in the character of moderator than

of disputant. The debate is ill, asin the more strictly philosophical
diaogues, between the different schools. Veleusfirst setsforth the
doctrine of his master Epicurus, speaking about the gods, saysone of his
opponents, with as much apparent intimate knowledge "asif he had just
come straight down from heaven'. All the speculations of previous
philosophers--which he reviews one after the other--are, he assuresthe
company, pa pable errors. The popular mythology isamere collection of
fables. Plato and the Stoics, with their Soul of the world and their
pervading Providence, are entirely wrong; the disciples of Epicurus done
areright. There are gods, that much, the universal belief of mankindin

al ages sufficiently establishes. But that they should be the laborious
beings which the common systems of theology would make them,--that they
should employ themsalvesin the manufacture of worlds--is manifestly
absurd. Some of thisargument isingenious. "What should induce the Deity
to perform the functions of an Aedile, to light up and decorate the world?
If it was to supply better accommodation for himself, then he must have
dwelt of choice, up to that time, in the darkness of adungeon. If such
improvements gave him pleasure, why should he have chosen to be without
them so long?!

No--the gods areimmortal and happy beings, and these very attributes
imply that they should be wholly free from the cares of business--exempt
from labour, asfrom pain and death. They arein human form, but of an
ethereal and subtile essence, incapable of our passons or desires. Happy
intheir own perfect wisdom and virtue, they

"Sit besde ther nectar, cardess of mankind”.

Cotta--gpeaking in behaf of the New Academy--controvertsthese views.
Be these your gods, Epicurus, aswell say thereareno godsat all. What
reverence, what love, or what fear can men have of beings who neither wish
them, nor can work them, good or ill? Isidlenessthe divinest life? "Why,
'tisthe very heaven of schoolboys; yet the schoolboys, on their holiday,
employ themsalvesin games'. Nay, he concludes, what the Stoic Posidonius
said of your master Epicurusistrue--"He believed there were no gods, and
what he said about their nature he said only to avoid popular odium™. He
could not believe that the Deity has the outward shape of aman, without
any solid essence; that he has al the members of aman, without the power
to use them; that heis ashadowy transparent being, who shows no favour
and confers no benefits on any, caresfor nothing and does nothing; this

isto alow hisexistence of the godsin word, but to deny it in fact.

Véleius compliments his opponent on his clever argument, but desiresthat
Babus would state his views upon the question. The Stoic consents; and,
at some length, proceedsto prove (what neither disputant has at al
denied) the existience of Divine beings of somekind. Universa belief,
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well-authenticated instances of their gppearance to men, and of the

fulfilment of prophecies and omens, are al evidences of their existence.

He dwells much, too, on the argument from design, of which so much use has
been made by modern theologians. He furnishes Paey with theideafor his
well-known illustration of the man who finds awatch; "when we seeadid

or awater-clock, we believe that the hour is shown thereon by art, and

not by chance".[1] He givesdso anillustration from the poet Attius,

which from apoetica imagination has since become an historica incident;

the shepherds who see the ship Argo approaching take the new mongter for a
thing of life, asthe Mexicans regarded the ships of Cortes. Much more,

he argues, does the harmonious order of the world bespeak an intelligence
within. But hisconclusion isthat the Universeitsdlf isthe Deity; or

that the Deity isthe animating Spirit of the Universe; and that the

popular mythology, which gives one god to the Earth, oneto the Sea, one

to Fire, and so on, isin fact adistorted version of thistruth. The very

form of the universe--the sphere--is the most perfect of al forms, and
therefore suited to embody the Divine.

[Footnote 1: De Nat. Deor. ii. 34. Paey'sNat. Theol. ch. i.]

Then Cotta--who though, as Pontifex, heisanationa priest by vocation,
isof that sect in philosophy which makes doubt its creed--resumes his
objections. Heis no better satisfied with the tenets of the Stoicsthan

with those of the Epicureans. He believes that there are gods; but, coming
to the discussion as a dispassionate and philosophica observer, hefinds
such proofs as are offered of thelr existence insufficient. But thisthird

book is fragmentary, and the continuity of Cottal's argument is broken by
condderable gagpsin dl the manuscripts. Thereisacurioustradition,

that these portions were carefully torn out by the early Chrigtians,

because they might prove too formidable weapons in the hands of
unbelievers. Cotta professes throughout only to raise his objectionsin

the hope that they may be refuted; but hiswhole reasoning is destructive

of any belief in an overruling Providence. He confesses himsdlf puzzled by
that insoluble mystery--the existence of Evil inaworld crested and ruled
by abeneficent Power. The gods have given man reason, it is said; but man
abusesthe gift to evil ends. "Thisisthefault”, you say, "of men, not

of the gods. Asthough the physician should complain of the virulence of
the disease, or the pilot of the fury of the tempest! Though these are but
mortal men, even in them it would seem ridiculous. Who would have asked
your help, we should answer, if these difficulties had not arisen? May we
not argue till more strongly in the case of the gods? Thefault, you say,
liesin the vices of men. But you should have given men such arationd
faculty aswould exclude the possihility of such crimes’. He sees, as

David did, "the ungodly in prosperity”. The laws of Heaven are mocked,
crimes are committed, and “the thunders of Olympian Jove are silent”. He
quotes, asit would dways be easy to quote, examples of thisfrom

al higory: the most telling and origind, perhaps, istheretort of

Diagoras, who was cdlled the Atheist, when they showed himin thetemple
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at Samothrace the votive tablets (as they may be seenin someforeign

churches now) offered by those shipwrecked seamen who had been saved from
drowning. "Lo, thou that deniest a Providence, behold here how many have
been saved by prayer to the godd!” "Yed', was hisreply; "but where are

those commemorated who were drowned?”

The Didogue endswith no resolution of the difficulties, and no
conclusion asto the pointsin question. Cicero, who isthe narrator of

the imaginary conference, givesit as his opinion that the arguments of

the Stoic seemed to him to have "the greater probability”. It wasthe

great tenet of the school which he most affected, that probability wasthe
nearest gpproach that man could make to speculative truth. "We are not
among those", he says, "to whom there seemsto be no such thing astruth;
but we say that dl truths have some fa sehoods attached to them which
have so strong aresemblance to truth, that in such casesthereisno
certain note of distinction which can determine our judgment and assent.
The consequence of which isthat there are many things probable; and
athough they are not subjects of actua perception to our senses, yet

they have so grand and glorious an aspect that awise man governs hislife
thereby" [1] It remained for one of our ablest and most philosophical
Chrigtian writersto prove that in such matters probability was

practicaly equivadent to demongtration.[2] Cicero'sown form of
scepticismin religious mattersis perhaps very nearly expressed in the
griking anecdote which he puts, in this didogue, into the mouth of the
Epicurean.

[Footnote 1: De Nat. Deor. i. 5.

[Footnote 2: "To us, probahility isthe very guide of life".--Introd. to
Butler's Andogy.]

"If you ask mewhat the Deity is, or what his nature and attributes are,

| should follow the example of Simonides, who, when the tyrant Hiero
proposed to him the same question, asked a day to consider of it. When the
king, on the next day, required from him the answer, Simonides requested
two days more; and when he went on continually asking double the time,
ingtead of giving any answer, Hiero in amazement demanded of him the
reason. 'Because, replied he, ‘the longer | meditate on the question, the
more obscure does it appear™.[1]

[Footnote 1: De Nat. Deor. i. 22.]

The position of Cicero as astatesman, and also as amember of the College
of Augurs, no doubt checked any strong expression of opinion on his part
asto theforms of popular worship and many particulars of popular belief.
In the treatise which he intended asin some sort asequd to this

Diaogue on the ‘Nature of the Gods--that upon 'Divination'--he Sates

the argumentsfor and againg the nationd belief in omens, auguries,
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dreams, and such intimations of the Divinewill.[ 1] He puts the defence

of the system in the mouth of his brother Quintus, and takeshimsdf the
destructive Sde of the argument: but whether thiswas meant to give his
own real views on the subject, we cannot be so certain. The course of
argument employed on both sideswould rather lead to the conclusion that
the writer's opinion was very much that which Johnson delivered asto the
redity of ghosts-"All argument isagaing it, but al belief isfor it".

[Footnote 1: Thereisathird treatise, 'De Fato', apparently a
continuation of the series, of which only aportion hasreached us. It is
adiscussion of the difficult questions of Fate and Free-will.]

With regard to the great questions of the soul’'simmortality, and astate

of future rewards and punishments, it would be quite possible to gather
from Cicero's writings passages expressve of entirely contradictory

views. The bent of hismind, as has been sufficiently shown, was towards
doubt, and gill more towards discussion; and possibly his opinionswere

not so entirely in agtate of flux asthe remains of hiswritings seemto

show. In afuture state of some kind he must certainly have believed--that

is, with such belief as he would have consdered the subject-matter to

admit of--as astrong probability. In a speculative fragment which has

come down to us, known as 'Scipio's Dream'’, we seem to have the creed of
the man rather than the speculations of the philosopher. Scipio Africanus
the elder gppearsin adream to the younger who bore his name (his
grandson by adoption). He shows him avision of heaven; bidshim listen

to the music of the spheres, which, asthey movein their order, "by a
modulation of high and low sounds’, give forth that harmony which men have
in some poor sort reduced to notation. He bids him look down upon the
earth, contracted to a mere speck in the distance, and draws alesson of

the poverty of al mere earthly fame and glory. "For dl those who have
preserved, or aided, or benefited their country, thereisafixed and

definite place in heaven, where they shdl be happy in the enjoyment of
everlaging life". But "the souls of those who have given themselves up to
the pleasures of sense, and made themsealves, asit were, the servants of
these,--who at the bidding of the lusts which wait upon pleasure have
violated the laws of gods and men,--they, when they escape from the body,
flit still around the earth, and never attain to these abodes but after

many ages of wandering”. We may gather that his creed admitted aVahdla
for the hero and the patriot, and along process of expiation for the

wicked.

Thereisacurious passage preserved by St. Augustin from that one of
Cicero'sworks which he most admired--the lost treatise on 'Glory'--which
seemsto show that so far from being a materiaist, he held the body to be
asort of purgatory for the soul.

"The mistakes and the sufferings of human life make me think sometimes
that those ancient seers, or Interpreters of the secrets of heaven and the
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counsds of the Divine mind, had some glimpse of the truth, when they said
that men are born in order to suffer the penalty for some sns committed
inaformer life; and that theideaistrue which wefindin Aristotle,

that we are suffering some such punishment astheirs of old, who fdl into
the hands of those Etruscan bandits, and were put to death with astudied
crudty; their living bodies being tied to dead bodies, faceto face, in
closest possible conjunction: that so our souls are coupled to our bodies,
united likethe living with the dead".

But whatever might have been the theological side, if one may so express
it, of Cicero'srdigion, the mora gphorismswhich meet us here and there
in hisworks have often in them ateaching which comes near the tone of
Christian ethics. The words of Petrarch are hardly too strong--"Y ou would
fancy sometimes it was not a Pagan philosopher but a Christian apostle who
was speaking”.[1] Theseare but afew out of many which might be quoted:
"Strive ever for the truth, and so reckon as that not thou art mortal, but
only thisthy body, for thou art not that which this outward form of thine
shows forth, but each man's mind, that is the real man--not the shape
which can be traced with the finger".[2] ™Y eg, rather, they live who have
escaped from the bonds of their flesh as from a prison-house”. "Follow
after justice and duty; such alifeisthe path to heaven, and into yon
assembly of those who have once lived, and now, released from the body,
dwell inthat place’. Where, in any other heethen writer, shal we

find such noble words as those which close the apostrophein the
Tusculans?--"One single day well spent, and in accordance with thy
precepts, were better to be chosen than an immortality of an!"[3] Heis
addressing himsdlf, it istrue, to Philosophy; but his Philosophy ishere

little less than the Wisdom of Scripture: and the spiritud aspirationis

the same--only uttered under greater difficulties-asthat of the Psalmist
when he exclams, "One day in thy courtsis better than athousand!”

We may or may not adopt Erasmuss view of hisinspiration--or rather,
ingpiration isaword which has more than one definition, and thiswould
depend upon which definition we take; but we may well sympathise with the
old scholar when he says--"I fedl abetter man for reading Cicero".

[Footnote 1: "'Interdum non Paganum philosophum, sed apostolum loqui
putes' ]

[Footnote 2: "'The Dream of Scipio'.]

[Footnote 3: Tusc., v. 2]

END OF CICERO
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