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      I. ATTICUS.

      It seems wonderful how, in the midst of all his work, Cicero found
 time to keep up such a voluminous correspondence. Something like eight
 hundred of his letters still remain to us, and there were whole volumes
 of them long preserved which are now lost,[1] to say nothing of the
 very many which may never have been thought worth preserving. The
 secret lay in his wonderful energy and activity. We find him writing
 letters before day-break, during the service of his meals, on his
 journeys, and dictating them to an amanuensis as he walked up and down
 to take needful exercise.

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

      His correspondents were of almost 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 Epicureans like Atticus and Paetus, and even men of
 pleasure like Caelius: grave Stoics like Cato, eager patriots like
 Brutus and Cassius, authors such as Cornelius Nepos and Lucceius 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—himself 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 letters to the various tastes and interests of his friends.
 Sometimes he sends to his correspondent what was in fact a political
 journal of the day—rather one-sided, it must be confessed, as all
 political journals are, but furnishing us with items of intelligence
 which throw light, as nothing else can, on the history of those latter
 days of the Republic. Sometimes he jots down the mere gossip of his
 last dinner-party; sometimes he notices the speculations of the last
 new theorist in philosophy, or discusses with a literary friend some
 philological question—the latter being a study in which he was 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 still remain to us cover a period of twenty-four
 years, with a few occasional interruptions, and the correspondence only
 ceased with Cicero's death. The Athenianised Roman, though he had
 deliberately withdrawn himself from the distracting factions of his
 native city, which he seldom revisited, kept on the best terms with the
 leaders of all parties, and seems to have taken a very lively interest,
 though merely in the character of a looker-on, in the political events
 which crowded so fast upon each other during the fifty years of his
 voluntary expatriation. Cicero's letters were to him what an English
 newspaper would be now to an English gentleman who for his own reasons
 preferred to reside in Paris, without forswearing his national
 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 these
 letters to Atticus daily. We have nearly four hundred of them in all.
 They are continually garnished, even to the point of affectation, with
 Greek quotations and phrases, partly perhaps in compliment to his
 friend'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 us with some of the most
 important materials for Cicero's life 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 a visit which he
 received from Julius Caesar, already dictator, in his country-house
 near Puteoli, is interesting, as affording a glimpse behind the scenes
 in those momentous days when no one knew exactly whether the great
 captain was to turn out a patriot or a conspirator against the
 liberties of Rome.

      “To think that I should have had such a tremendous visitor! But
 never mind; for all went off very pleasantly. But when he arrived at
 Philippus's house[1] on the evening of the second day of the
 Saturnalia, the place was so full of soldiers that they could hardly
 find a spare table for Caesar himself to dine at. There were two
 thousand men. Really I was in a state of perplexity as to what was to
 be done next day: but Barba Cassius came to my aid,—he supplied me
 with a guard. They pitched their tents in the grounds, and the house
 was protected. He stayed with Philippus until one o'clock on the third
 day of the Saturnalia, and would see no one. Going over accounts, I
 suppose, with Balbus. Then he walked on the sea-shore. After two he had
 a bath: 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, I assure you, a very good dinner, and well
 served; and not only that, but

        'The feast 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 slaves, were well taken care
 of. The higher class had really an elegant entertainment. Well, no need
 to make a long story; we found we were both 'flesh and blood'. Still he
 is not the kind of guest to whom you would say—'Now do, pray, take us
 in your way on your return'. Once is enough. We had no conversation on
 business, but a good deal of literary talk. In short, he seemed to be
 much pleased, and to enjoy himself. He said he should stay one day at
 Puteoli, and another at Baiae. So here you have an account of this
 visit, or rather quartering of troops upon me, which I disliked the
 thoughts of, but which really, as I have said, gave me no annoyance. I
 shall stay here a little longer, then go to my house at Tusculum. When
 Caesar passed Dolabella's villa, all the troops formed up on the right
 and left of his horse, which they did nowhere else.[4] I heard that
 from Nicias”.

      [Footnote 1: This was close to Cicero's villa, on the coast.]

      [Footnote 2: Literally, “he got himself oiled”. The emetic was a
 disgusting practice of Roman bon vivants who were afraid of
 indigestion.]

      [Footnote 3: The verse which Cicero quotes from Lucilius is fairly
 equivalent to this.]

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

      In the following, he is anticipating a visit from his friend, and
 from the lady to whom he is betrothed.

      “I had a delightful visit from Cincius on the 30th of January,
 before daylight. For he told me that you were in Italy, and that he was
 going to send off some messengers to you, and would not let them go
 without a letter from me. Not that I have much to write about
 (especially when you are all but here), except to assure you that I am
 anticipating your arrival with the greatest delight. Therefore fly to
 me, to show your own affection, and to see what affection I bear you.
 Other matters when we meet. I have written this in a hurry. As soon as
 ever you arrive, bring all your people to my house. You 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 I had
 thought. And I should be very glad if you could send me a couple of
 your library clerks whom Tyrrannio could make use of as binders, and to
 help him in other ways; and tell them to bring some parchment to make
 indices—syllabuses, I believe you Greeks call them. But this only if
 quite convenient to you. But, at any rate, be sure you come yourself,
 if you can make any stay in our parts, and bring Pilia with you, for
 that is but fair, and Tullia wishes it much. Upon my word you have
 bought a very fine place. I hear that your gladiators fight capitally.
 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 elegant and accomplished tastes, keeping a
 troop of private gladiators, and thinking of hiring them out, to our
 notions, is a curious combination of character; but the taste was not
 essentially more brutal than the prize-ring and the cock-fights of the
 last century.

      II. PAETUS.

      Another of Cicero's favourite correspondents was Papirius Paetus,
 who seems to have lived at home at ease, and taken little part in the
 political tumults of his day. Like Atticus, he was an Epicurean, and
 thought more of the pleasures of life than of its cares and duties. Yet
 Cicero evidently took great pleasure in his society, and his letters to
 him are written in the same familiar and genial tone as those to his
 old school-fellow. Some of them throw a pleasant light upon the social
 habits of the day. Cicero had had some friends staying with him at his
 country-seat at Tusculum, to whom, he says, he had been giving lessons
 in oratory. Dolabella, his son-in-law, and Hi