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THE title of this romance is likely to prejudice any reader
against it. There exists a popular delusion that fiction with a
classical setting is bound to be dull and lumbering, that it is
impossible for it to possess that quality of bravura slangily
denominated "punch." Anybody will be disabused of that
notion upon reading this story.

On the other hand, after having read it, almost any one
will be likely to imagine that a novel with so startling a
heroine and with incidents so bizarre cannot possibly be
based on any sound and genuine knowledge of its
background; that the author has conjured out of his fantasy
not only his plot and chief characters, but also their world;
that he has created out and out not merely his Vestal, but
his Vestals, their circumstances and the life which they are
represented as leading: that he has manufactured his local
color to suit as he went along.

Nothing could be further from the actuality. The details of
rule and ritual, of dress and duties, of privileges and
punishments are set forth in accordance with a full first-
hand and intimate acquaintance with all available evidence
touching the Vestals; including all known inscriptions
relating to them, every passage in Roman or Greek
literature in any way concerning them, the inferences drawn
from all existing or recorded sculptures and coins which add
to our knowledge of them, and every treatise written since
the revival of learning in Europe in which the Vestals are



discussed. The story contains no  preposterous
anachronisms or fatuous absurdities. Throughout, it either
embodies the known facts or is invented in conformity with
the known facts.

Any one to whom chapter twenty-one seems incredible
should consult an adequate encyclopedia article or an
authoritative treatise on physics and read up on the surface
tension of liquids.
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"BRINNARIA!" he said severely, "you will marry any man |
designate[1q]."

"I never shall marry any man," she retorted positively,
"except the man | want to marry."

She gazed unflinchingly into her father's imperious eyes,
wide-set on either side of a formidable Roman nose. His
return gaze was less incensed than puzzled. All his life he
had been habituated to subserviency, had never met
opposition, and to find it from his youngest daughter, and
she a mere child, amazed him. As she faced him she
appeared both resolute and tremulous. He looked her up
and down from the bright blue velvety leather of her little
shoes on which the gilt sole-edges and gilt laces glittered to
the red flower in her brown hair. Inside her clinging red robe
the soft outlines of her young shape swelled plump and
healthy, yet altogether she seemed to him but a fragile
creature. Resistance from her was incredible.

Perhaps this was one more of her countless whims. While
he considered her meditatively he did not move his mighty
arms or legs; the broad crimson stripe down his tunic rose
and fell slowly above his ample paunch and vaster chest as
his breath came evenly; on his short bull neck his great
bullet head was as moveless as if he had been one of the



painted statues that lined the walls all about. As the two
regarded each other they could hear the faint splash of the
fountain in the tank midway of the courtyard.

Her father, a true Roman to his marrow, with all a
Roman's arbitrary instincts, reverted to the direct attack.

"You will marry Pulfennius Calvaster," he commanded.

"I will not!" she declared.

He temporized.

"Why not?" he queried.

The obstinacy faded from Brinnaria's handsome, regular
face. She looked merely reflective

"In the first place," she said, "because | despise him and
hate him worse than any young man | ever knew; | would
not marry Calvaster if he were the only man left alive. In the
second place, because, if all the men on earth were courting
me at once, all rich and all fascinating and Caius were poor
and anything and everything else that he isn't, I'd marry
nobody ever except Caius. You hear me, Father. Caius
Segontius Almo is the only, only man I'll ever marry. Nothing
can shake my resolution, never."

She was breathing eagerly, her cheeks flushed a warm
red through her olive complexion, her eyes shining till tiny
specks sparkled green and yellow in the wide brown of her
big irises.

Her father's jaw set.

"I've listened to you, daughter,” he said. "Now you listen
to me. | have no objections to Almo; | rather like him. | have
thought of marrying you to him; if Segontius and | had not
quarreled, we might have arranged it. There is no possibility
of it now. And just now, for some reason or other, Pulfennius



is keen on arranging a marriage between you and Calvaster.
His offers are too tempting to be rejected and the chance is
to good to be missed. Our properties adjoin not only here
and at Baiae, but also at Praeneste, at Grumentum and at
Ceneta. With our estates so marvellously paired the
marriage seems divinely ordained when one comes to think
it over. Don't be a fool. Anyhow, if you insist on making
trouble for yourself, it will do you no good. My mind is made
up. You are to marry Calvaster."

"I won't!" Brinnaria maintained

Her father smiled, a menacing smile

"Perhaps not," he said, "but there will be only one
alternative. Unless you agree to obey me | shall go at once
to the Pontifex and offer you for a Vestal[1]."

Every trace of apprehension vanished from Brinnaria's
expression. She grinned saucily, almost impudently, at her
father, and snapped her fingers in his face.

"You can't scare me that way, Daddy!" she mocked him.
"I know better than that. There can be only six Vestals. You
can offer, if you like, but the Emperors themselves can't
take me for a Vestal while the six are alive."

The laugh muffled in her throat; she was fairly daunted.
Never had she seen her father's face so dark, so
threatening. Not in all her life had he so much as spoken
harshly to her; she had been his pet since she had begun to
remember. But now, for one twinkling, she feared a blow
from him. She almost shrank back from him.

He did not move and he spoke softly.

"Rabulla died this morning before dawn," was all he said.

Instantly Brinnaria. was fluttering with panic.



"You aren't in earnest, Daddy!" she protested. "You can't
be in earnest. You're only fooling; you're only trying to
frighten me. You don't really mean it; oh, please, Daddy, say
you don't really mean it!"

"I really mean it," her father answered heavily. "I never
meant anything more genuinely in my life. You know my
influence with the Emperors and with the Pontifex of
Vesta[2]. You know that if | made the proposal they would
disregard any rival petitioners, would override all
unnecessary formalities, would have the matter despatched
at once. Unless you obey me you will be a Vestal before
sunset to-morrow."

Brinnaria was now fairly quivering with terror.,

"Oh, Daddy!" she quivered, "you couldn't be so cruel. I'd
rather die than have to be a Vestal. | couldn't imagine any
life so terrible. Oh, Daddy, please say you are not in
earnest.”

He frowned.

"| swear," he said, "that | was never more in earnest. |
say it solemnly, as sure as my name is Marcus Brinnarius
Epulo, I'll have you made a Vestal unless you agree this
moment to give up all thoughts of Almo, to obey me about
marrying Calvaster, and to be properly polite to him and
Pulfennius."

"Daddy!" Brinnaria cried. "Only don't have me made a

Vestal and I'll do anything. I'll forget there ever was an
Almo. I'll be sweet as honey to Pulfennius till he loves me
better than Secunda, and I'll marry Calvaster; I'll marry

anybody. Why, Daddy, I'd marry a boar pig rather than be a
Vestal."



Her father smiled.

"I thought my little daughter would behave properly," he
soothed her, "and you are just in time. That may be your
future husband and father-in-law coming now."

In fact they were in a moment ushered in. Pulfennius was
a tall man, lean and loose-jointed, with straggling, greenish-
gray hair; a long, uneven head, broad at the skull and
narrow at the chin; puffy, white bags of flabby flesh under
his eyes; irregular yellow teeth and sagging cheeks that
made his face look squarish. Calvaster was a mere boy, with
a leaden complexion, shifty gray eyes, thin lips, and an
expression at once sly and conceited.

"You come opportunely," said their host after the
greetings had been exchanged, "for you happen to find me
alone with the very daughter of whom you and | were
talking. This is Brinnaria."

"This!" Pulfennius exclaimed. "This the girl we were
talking about? Impossible! Incredible! There must be some
mistake."

"There is no mistake," his host assured him. "This is the
girl we were talking about, this is Brinnaria."

The visitor regarded her, respectfully standing now, her
brown eyes down- cast, the flush faded from her olive-
skinned cheeks, her arms hanging limply at her sides. She
was tall for a girl and while slenderly built was well muscled,
a fine handsome figure in her red robe.

"This!" he exclaimed again. "Indeed. So this is Brinnaria. |
am very glad to have seen her. And now having seen her, do
you not think that our business would be better transacted
by us three males together?"



"Certainly, if you prefer," Brinnarius asserted.

He patted Brinnaria and kissed her.

"Run away now, little girl," he said, "and wait in the
peristyle until | want you."

Brinnaria, once in the rear courtyard, instantly called:

"Guntello!"

Her call was answered by a great brute of a slave, bigger
even than her father, a gigantic Goth, pink-skinned, blue-
eyed and yellow-haired.

"Now listen to me, Guntello," his little mistress said, "for
if you make any mistake about my errand you'll get me into
no end of trouble."

The Goth, manifestly devoted to her, leaned his ear close
and grinned amiably. She repeated her directions twice and
made him repeat them after her in his broken Latin. When
she was sure that he understood, she despatched him with
a whispered injunction:

"Hurry! Hurry!"

Meanwhile, in the gorgeous atrium, the fathers'
conference had continued. The moment she had gone
Pulfennius said:

"I do not believe in discussing misunderstandings before
females; evidently there is some misunderstanding here. |
want for my son a bride younger than he is, even if he has
to wait two or even four years to claim her. You assured me
that your daughter Brinnaria was not yet ten years of age
and you show me a grown woman and tell me that she is
Brinnaria. What is the explanation?”

"A very simple explanation," he was answered. "Merely
that Brinnaria is unusually well grown and well developed



for her age. | have seen other cases of early ripening in
children and so must you."

"I've seen girls grown beyond their years," Pulfennius
admitted, "but no case comparable to this. Why, man, that
girl who has just left us would be taken for over eighteen
years old by any stranger at first sight of her, and no one on
earth could look at her carefully and hazard the conjecture
that she might possibly be under sixteen."

"Quite so," his host agreed, "and the better you know
Brinnaria the more you wonder at her. She not only looks
sixteen or eighteen and acts as if she were that age, but she
talks as if she were that old and thinks as if she were even
older, and she is actually three full months, more than three
months, to be precise three months and twelve days, under
ten years of age."

"Amazing!" spluttered Pulfennius, "astounding!
inexplicable!"

"Don't you believe me?" Brinnarius queried sharply.

"Certainly | believe you," his guest disclaimed, "but |
cannot realize that it can be true; | am bewildered; | am
dazed."

"Perhaps," the other suggested, "you would realize it
better if Quartilla added her assurances to mine."

"Oh," the other deprecated, "I do not require anybody's
corroboration to your statement. But if her mother is at
home, perhaps her presence would be as well for other
reasons."”

When summoned his host's wife appeared as a medium-
sized woman, neither plump nor slender, with a complexion
neither brown nor white, with yellow-brown hair, gray-brown



eyes, and in every outline, hue, and feature as neutral and
inconspicuous a creature as could be conceived of.

"Yes," Quartilla said, "everybody is surprised at
Brinnaria's growth. | was scared, when she first began to
grow so fast, and had special prayers offered and sacrifices
made at the temples of Youth and Health. Also | had a
Babylonian seer consult the stars concerning her birth-signs.
Everybody said she was born to long life, good health and
great luck. But | can't fancy what ever made her grow so.
She was fed like her brothers and sisters and she never
seems to eat any heartier or any oftener. Till she was two
and a half she was just like any other child. But she has
grown more in seven years than any other child | ever knew
of ever grew in fourteen and she's so old for her years too.
Not but that she plays with dolls and toys and jacks; and she
runs about just like any other child of her age, in spite of her
size; but she says such grown-up things and she has such a
womanly mind. She understands the family accounts better
than | do, is keen on economy and could oversee the
providing for the entire household. She astonishes me over
and over. But there is no doubt about her age. Both my
sisters were with me when she was born and Nemestronia
too. Ask any of the three. Or | can tell you a dozen other
ladies who know just as well. Brinnaria will not be ten years
old until the Ides of September."

"Wonderful! marvellous!" Pulfennius exclaimed. "Madam,
you amaze me. But if this is true so much the better. | had
thought my boy must wait two years or more for a wife, as |
am determined that no more of my sons shall marry wives
of their own age, let alone older. If your daughter is so



young, she will just suit me, and since she is already grown
up we shall not have to wait for her to grow up. We can
arrange for the wedding for this month."

They chaffered a long time about the marriage
settlement,Calvaster sitting silent, biting his lips, staring
about him and fidgetting; Quartilla equally silent, but
entirely placid, without the twitch of a muscle or any shift of
gaze; the two men doing all the talking. Some of the talking
was almost vehement, Pulfennius disclaiming promises
which his host declared he had made. Once they came to a
deadlock and then Brinnarius, his voice suddenly mild and
soft, mentioned Rabulla's death and his notion of offering
Brinnaria for her successor. At once Pulfennius became
manageable and supple and all eagerness for the happiness
of the young couple.

When it seemed that they had reached an agreement on
every point Quartilla had her say.

"I think you will find Brinnaria everything you could wish
as a daughter- in-law. The most uncanny thing about her
precocious habits of thought is her tenacity of any resolve
and her grave and earnest attitude towards all questions of
duty and propriety. She takes clan traditions very seriously
and is determined to comport herself according to ancestral
precedents. You will have no fault to find with her
respectfulness towards you and Herrania or with her
behavior as a wife. She will be circumspect in her
deportment towards all men and is sure to turn out an
excellent housewife. She has lofty inherited standards to
live up to and she is deeply devoted to them.



"This is the more to be wondered at since she is
strangely undignified in many ways. | trust this will wear off
as she grows up. It is only in this respect that Brinnaria has
ever given me any cause for concern. She is more like a boy
than a girl in many ways. She not only plays with boys and
plays boys' games and plays them as well as boys or better,
not only climbs trees when she is in the country, and rides
bareback and goes fishing and swimming in any stream or
pool, and ranges the woods and cannot be restrained; but
also she will indulge in the wildest pranks, the most
unthinkable freaks, play rough practical jokes on anybody
and everybody, laugh out loud, shout and yell, gesticulate
and contort herself into undignified postures and act
generally in an uproarious and uncurbed fashion. She keeps
up that sort of thing even in town, and is boisterous and
unexpected beyond anything | ever heard of in any young
girl She is most docile in all really important things, but in
respect to her jokings and shriekings and carryings-on she is
really beyond my control. She is never openly disobedient,
yet she is most ingenious at devising methods for avoiding
obedience. Sometimes | lose patience with Brinnaria. But,
when | really think it all over, there is no harm in any of it.
Strangers, however, would think her a very terrible girl; she
belies herself so. Any one becoming cognizant of some of
her vagaries would form a very unfavorable judgment of her
and most unjustly. In her heart she is anything but the wild
creature she makes herself appear. Her squawks of
merriment, her rude interruptions of her elders, her pert
remarks, her sarcastic jokes, are all the manifestations of
mere overflowing animal spirits, of warm-blooded youth and



hearty health. She will tone down. She is the most startling
and incalculable child I ever heard of. No one could
anticipate her eccentricities. There is an originality of
invention about her pranks which amazes me. But | am sure
she will turn out all that I could wish."

"I trust so, indeed," said Pulfennius dryly. "I am grateful
to you for warning me; | promise not to misjudge her
because of any childish freakishness. And now it seems to
me that we should make the young lady herself a party of
this conference and bring the matter to a final settlement."

Brinnarius called a slave and bade him fetch Brinnaria.

Almost at once the fellow, a dark-skinned, obsequious
Lydian, returned looking scared and yet on the verge of
laughter. He could barely control his merriment, yet was
plainly afraid to utter what he had to say. His master
ordered him to speak.

"Instead of coming with me," he said, "the young lady
sent a message. But | am afraid to give it to you. | am afraid
of a thrashing if | give the message as she gave it to me."

"Another of her jokes," her father growled. "You shan't
suffer for any of her impudence. Repeat her exact words; I'll
hold you excused, Dastor."

Dastor, reassured, grinned with anticipated enjoyment
and said:

"She says she is sitting down and very comfortable
where she is, that she will not stand up till she feels inclined,
and that if you want to see her you can come to her, for she
will not come to you."

For a moment there was a tense silence.

Pulfennius spoke first.



"If this is a sample of the sort of deportment which my
future daughter- in-law is expected to outgrow | might as
well be shown just what this kind of behavior is like. Let us
acquiesce and go to the little witch, if you do not object."

"I don't object at all to going," his host replied, "but |
object to her behavior; I'll make her smart for it. Come, let
us have it over with; I'll show you a submissive Brinnaria or
I'll know the reason why."

They stood up and from the open atrium passed into a
narrow passage lighted only from the two ends and so into
the larger courtyard with gleaming marble columns at each
end and long rows of them down each side. The tank under
the open sky was much larger than that in the atrium and
had two fountains in it. Pigeons cooed on the tiles of the
roofs, and two or three of them strutted on the mosaic
pavement among the columns.

The party, dumbfounded and stunned, stood without
voice or movement, gazing at the picture before them.

The pavement was a cool grayish white in effect, for its
mosaic work was all of pale neutral tints. Above it the
background was all white—white marble walls, the white
marble polished pillars of the peristyle, white marble
entablature above them, the general whiteness emphasized
by the mere streak of red tiled roof visible against the
intense blue of the sky.

The only color in the picture was to the left of the tank
and close to it, where there had been set a big armchair
upholstered in blue tapestry. In it sat a tall, fair-haired, curly-
headed lad, with merry blue eyes. He wore a robe of pale
green, the green of young onion tops. Against that green



the red of Brinnaria's gown showed strident and glary, for
Brinnaria was sitting on his lap. His arms were round her
waist, hers about his neck. She was slowly swinging her
blue-shod feet rhythmically and was kissing the lad audibly
and repeatedly. As her elders stood still, petrified, mute and
motionless with amazement, she imprinted a loud smack on
the lad's lips, laid her cheek roguishly to his and peered
archly at them, saying:

"Glad to see you again, Pulfennius; what do you think of
me for a daughter-in-law?"

"I do not think of you for a daughter-in-law," Pulfennius
snarled furiously.

He turned angrily to Brinnarius.

"What does this mean?" he queried.

His host echoed him.

"Brinnaria!" he called, imperatively. "What does this
mean?"

"Mean?" she repeated. "It means that | am making the
most of Almo while | can. | love Almo; I've promised to
forget him, to be a good wife to Calvaster, and of course I'm
going to keep my word. From the moment I'm married to
Calvaster I'll never so much as look at Almo, let alone touch
him. So I'm touching him all I can while | have the chance."

She paused, kissed Almo twice, lingeringly and loudly,
and looked up again.

"How's that for kissing, Calvaster?" she chirped. "Don't
you wish it was you?"

"Come, son!" Pulfennius spluttered, "let us be gone! This
is no place for us. We are being mocked and insulted."



"Nonsense, Pulfennius!" his host exclaimed. "Can't you
see that | had no part in this, that the minx devised it all by
herself expressly to thwart me? Don't let her have the
satisfaction of outmanoeuvering both of us. Don't let a mere
prank of a child spoil all our arrangements. She'll be a good
wife as she says."

"A good wife!" Pulfennius snorted. 'l much doubt whether
she can now ever be a good wife to any man. I'm sure she'll
never be a wife to my son. You'd never convince me that
she's fit to be my son's wife. Make her a Vestal, indeed! She
a Vestal? She's much more likely to be something very
different!"

"Do you mean to insinuate—" his host began.

"I mean to insinuate anything and everything appropriate
to her wanton behavior," Pulfennius raged.

The two men glared at each other in a silence through
which could be heard the cooing of the doves, the trickle of
the two fountains, Brinnaria's low chuckle and the faint
lisping sound of three distinct kisses.

"| beg your pardon!" spoke a voice behind them.

The four looked around.

"What brings you here, Segontius?" Brinnarius asked.

"One of my slaves brought me word," the intruder
explained, "that my son had entered this house. | knew you
had not changed your mind since you forbade him to cross
your threshold, so | came here at once to disclaim any share
in his intrusion and to take him home. | feared he might get
into mischief."

"He has," Brinnarius replied, sententiously, "as you may
see."



Brinnaria, entirely at her ease, hugged Almo rapturously
and kissed him repeatedly.

"And | thought," Segontius pursued, "that you would
probably smash every bone in his body if you caught him."

"I don't know why | haven't, spoke the big man
reflectively.

"I know," shouted Pulfennius, "l can tell you. It is because
this whole comedy has been rehearsed between you just to
make me ridiculous. | know your way, your malignity, your
tenacity of a grudge, your pretence of reconciliation, your
ingenuity, your well-laid traps. I'll be revenged for this yet!"

"You won't live to be revenged," Brinnarius told him,
"unless you get out of here quick. I'll break every bone in
your body, for certain, if you address another word to me."

"Come, son, said Pulfennius, and shambled away.

"And now," spoke Segontius, "don't you think, Marcus,
that you and | had best forget our quarrels and be friends
again? These young folks were plainly meant for each other
by all the gods who favor lovers. Let us not stand in the
way."

"Indeed, Lucius," spoke the big man, holding out his huge
hand. "I am of the same mind. But both of them deserve
some punishment for their presumption. They should wait
four years at least before they marry. My girl is too young."

"I agree," said Segontius, "and I'll send my boy to Falerii
for the present. That will keep them apart and ensure
propriety of behavior."

"That is well," growled Brinnarius, "and I'll send my girl to
her aunt Septima's."”

Brinnaria sprang up.



"Aunt Septima's?" she cried. "Spinach and mallows and a
tiny roast lark for dinner every day. I'll starve to death And
prim! I'd almost as lief be a Vestal!"
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TO her luxurious but austerely managed villa, Aunt
Septima welcomed Brinnaria with heartfelt, if repressed
affection. Until the second sunrise Brinnaria controlled
herself. Then the good lady endured her overgrown niece for
some strenuous days, suffered impatiently for a few more,
but finally packed off to Rome "that unspeakable child." At
home again Brinnaria demanded pork and cabbage.

"My insides are as empty as the sky," she wailed.
"Asparagus is all very well, but it's none too filling, even if
you can eat all you want, and aunty says ten stalks is
enough for any one meal. Chicken-breast is good, hot or
cold, but aunty would never let me have a second helping.
She wouldn't even let me have as much bread as | wanted
and only one little dish of strawberries. | filled up on raw
eggs, all I could find in the nests. But, my, six days of raw
eggs was five days too many for me. I'm wild for cabbage,
all I want, and pork, big hunks of it."

She got it and slept a sound night's sleep.

The next day she craved an outing on foot. Her mother,
prone to the shortest cut to peace on all occasions,
acquiesced at once and let her go out with her one-eyed
maid, Utta.

Utta, born somewhere beyond the Rhine, had been
brought to Rome when a small child and had no memories
except memories of Italy. She was the most placid and
acquiescent creature imaginable. Her little mistress led her



first of all to the nearest pastry-cook's shop where the two
ate till they could not swallow another crumb.

Brinnaria, like many eccentric children born to wealth
and position, had special favorites, almost cronies, among
the lowly. Chief among them was the old sieve-maker of the
Via Sacra. To his shop she made Utta lead her. Utta
interposed no objection. Utta never objected to anything.
But in this case she was especially complaisant, since
opposite the sieve-maker's was a fascinating embroidery
shop, the keeper of which was entirely willing, when he had
no customers, to let Utta lounge on one of his sofas and
inspect embroideries to her heart's content. So lounging,
rapt in the contemplation of Egyptian appliqu,s, Syrian gold-
thread borders, Spanish linen-work, silk flower patterns from
Cos, Parthian animal designs and Celtic cord-labyrinths after
originals in leather thongs, Utta could glance up from time
to time and make sure that her charge was safe with the
sieve-maker.

Safe she would have been without any maid to watch
her, for old Truttidius adored her. He was a small, hale,
merry, wizened man, his seamed and wrinkled face brown
as berry in spite of his lifelong habit of indoor labor and
comparative inertia. He had more than a little tact and was
an excellent listener. Brinnaria was entirely at ease with
him.

His shop was rather large for those days, nearly fifteen
feet wide and fully twenty deep. It faced directly on the
street, from which it was separated only by the stone
counter which occupied all the front except a narrow
entrance at one side. Above the counter projected the



mid-2nd century and commonly suggest smallpox or a
similar viral disease as the probable cause, though the
precise agent remains uncertain.

18 A lictor was an official attendant or bodyguard to
Roman magistrates who carried the fasces (a bundle of
rods, sometimes including an axe) as a symbol of the
magistrate’s authority and who performed duties such as
clearing the way and enforcing orders.

19 Lucius Verus (c.130-169 CE) was co-emperor with
Marcus Aurelius from 161 until his death in 169, after which
Marcus became sole ruler of the Roman Empire.

20 A type of Roman gladiator who fought with a
weighted net (rete), a trident, and a dagger, typically lightly
armored and matched against more heavily protected
opponents such as the secutor.

21 A collection of private philosophical reflections written
by the Roman emperor Marcus Aurelius, composed roughly
in the mid-to-late 2nd century AD (commonly dated about
AD 170-180) and still widely published today.

22 An official chair or folding stool (often of ivory) that
served as a symbol of high magistracy or authority in
ancient Rome, used by consuls and other senior officials and
later associated with seats of power.

23 The Vestals (Vestal Virgins) were a college of
priestesses in ancient Rome charged with keeping the
sacred fire of Vesta and performing specific public rituals;
they held special legal and social privileges but were bound
by strict terms of service (traditionally about thirty years).

24 The fountain (often spelled Juturna) is a sacred spring
in Roman tradition associated with the nymph/goddess



Juturna and with legends in which the Dioscuri (Castor and
Pollux) watered their horses; references are part of myth
and local cult practice rather than independently
documented hydrological facts.

25 Lake Regillus is the site of a semi-legendary early
Roman battle (traditionally dated to the early Republic) in
which Rome, aided by the Dioscuri, defeated Latin
opponents; the account is part of Roman historical tradition
and its exact historicity and date are uncertain.

26 Refers to the Roman emperor Marcus Aurelius
(reigned AD 161-180), a military commander and Stoic
philosopher who led campaigns on Rome’s frontiers in the
late second century.

27 A formal Roman parade celebrating a military
commander's victory, in which the victor, his army, and
spoils processed to a temple (traditionally the Capitoline) to
offer thanks and receive honors.

28 The head of the Vestal Virgins (Vestalalis Maxima), the
priestesses charged with maintaining the sacred fire of
Vesta in Rome and performing related rites; the office
carried significant religious prestige and duties.

29 A trainer, manager, or owner of gladiators who ran a
ludus (gladiatorial school), supplied fighters for shows, and
directed matches in the arena.

30 A gesture described here as the emperor holding his
hand with the thumb extended to indicate his decision
about a defeated gladiator’s fate; the ancient phrase pollice
verso records such gestures but modern scholars note
uncertainty about the exact thumb positions and their
precise meanings.



31 A collection of prophetic verses (traditionally
attributed to one or more Sibyls) kept by Roman religious
authorities and consulted by magistrates and priests in
times of crisis; the books were treated as official oracles
during the Republic and Empire.

32 A well-known, upscale residential quarter of ancient
Rome where wealthy and aristocratic families kept houses;
it was regarded as a fashionable district in the city.

33 The Roman name for the town now called York in
northern England, founded as a legionary fortress and later
a civilian and administrative center in Roman Britain from
the first century AD.

34 Falernian was a highly prized ancient Roman wine
produced on the slopes of Mount Falernus; the phrase 'old
Falernian' denotes an aged vintage of this well-regarded
wine, typically associated with elite consumption.

35 A Latin term for the overseer or manager of a Roman
villa or estate, responsible for supervising agricultural
operations and the work of slaves or laborers; the related
feminine form 'villica' denotes the overseer’s wife or female
household manager.

36 The “Flamen of Jupiter” (Flamen Dialis) was the chief
priest devoted to the god Jupiter in Roman religion, one of
the highest official priesthoods with numerous ritual taboos
and restrictions — for example historically the flamen’'s
movements and activities were subject to strict rules,
including limitations on leaving the city in some
circumstances.

37 The “Appian Way” (Via Appia) was a principal Roman
road begun in the early Republic (traditionally ca. 312 BCE



under Appius Claudius Caecus) that connected Rome with
southern lItaly and served military and commercial travel,;
the “Appian gate” would be a city gate giving access to that
road.

38 The Appian Road (Via Appia) was one of the earliest
and most important Roman roads, begun in 312 BCE by the
censor Appius Claudius Caecus to link Rome with southern
Iltaly and used for military movements and civilian travel.

39 Caligula is the popular name of the Roman Emperor
Gaius Julius Caesar Augustus Germanicus, who reigned from
AD 37 to 41 and is depicted in ancient sources as exercising
autocratic power and engaging in controversial, often
violent actions.

40 In classical tradition the Palladium is a sacred image
(often identified with Pallas/Athena) believed to protect a
city; in Roman cult and legend possession of the Palladium
was thought to guarantee Rome’s safety, though accounts
of its origin and form vary in ancient sources.

41 Marcus Avidius Cassius was a 2nd-century Roman
general who in about 175 CE proclaimed himself emperor in
the East in opposition to Marcus Aurelius and was soon
overthrown and killed by his own officers, according to
Roman historical accounts.

42 The College of Pontiffs (Collegium Pontificum) was the
chief college of priests in ancient Rome responsible for
overseeing religious law, public rites, and priestly conduct,
and it adjudicated cases involving religious officials such as
Vestal Virgins.

43 Roman goddess of the hearth, home and state, whose
public cult was maintained by the Vestal Virgins; temples



