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throw themselves upon the clemency of 

Alaric, and sent ambassadors to negotiate 

with their barbaric enemy. 

The ambassadors delivered their message 

in a haughty manner. They declared, in 

language very little suited to their condition, 

that the Romans were determined to main- 

tain their dignity both in peace and war. 

They told Alaric that if he refused them an 

honourable capitulation, he might sound 

his trumpets and give battle to an innume- 

rable army animated by despair. “The 

thicker the hay the easier it is mowed,” 

was the grim reply of the Gothic king. 

This foreboding language was accompanied 

by a loud insulting laugh from the con- 

queror, who knew how to estimate the 

starved, effeminate Romans at their proper 

worth. He then condescended to state 

what he would consent to receive as the 

price of his retreat from the city. His 

conditions were as follows:—He must 

receive a/J the gold and silver in the city, 

whether it belonged to the State or to 

private individuals; ai the rich and 

precious movables; a the slaves who 

could show that they were barbarians. The 

ambassadors were now thoroughly humbled. 

“Tf such, O. king,” they answered, in sup- 
pliant tones, “are your demands, what do 

you intend to leave us?” ‘“* YouR LIVES,” 

answered the haughty conqueror. The 

ambassadors trembled, and retired. 
Alaric fixed a ransom, and for a season 

the beleaguering army withdrew its deadly 

grasp and marched into Tuscany. But it 
was only for a season, and the last condition 

of Rome was worse than the first. For the 
people mistook their case, and fancied the 

barbarians had gone away through fear. 

And so when Alaric demanded reparation 

for the insults that had followed him, and 
for the unscrupulous, violation of the 
conditions of peace, Honorius arrogantly 

bade him forthwith to evacuate all the lands 

of the empire. Alaric came back to Rome. 
This time the Goths stormed the city with- 
but waiting to besiege it. 
And such a storm! They entered the 

Eternal City at midnight. The Salarian   

Gate. was thrown open, and the flood of 

hostile forces poured in. Houses were fired 

on either hand. In the disorder of the 

night the flames spread, and burnt down 

public buildings and private palaces. A 

contemporary historian asserts that the 

wrath of heaven supplied an additional 

terror, and that the Forum, populous with 

temples and the statues of gods and heroes, 

was blasted with lightning. The full horrors 

of that dreadful night, when barbarians and 

Romans in their death-struggle fought 

amid the crackling of fires and falling-in of 

those narrow streets—for the Roman streets 

were narrow and overlapping—can have 

been known only to such as bore part in the 

bitter broil. Many believed that it was from 

national neglect of the temples and priestly 

worship—for pagan ceremonies were forbid- 

den in Rome—that the gods had rained 

these calamities upon the city. Others 

sneered at the Christians, and said their God 

in whom they trusted was not able to help 

them. To these latter, it seems, St. 

Augustine addressed his great work, De 

Civitate Dei, from which many glimpses of 

the internal condition of Rome during the 

siege may be got. 

For six days this terrible sack went on. 

With the citizens often despair provoked a 

furious resistance, and then revenge was 

close at hand—reprisals, promiscuous mas- 

sacre of the innocent and helpless, and 

violence and outrage of every kind. Pillage 

was universal, all Rome being flooded with 

the barbarians. Gold and jewels and 

treasure that would go in small compass 

were sought for, and every house was 

searched and searched again. Palaces were 

stripped of all their splendour. Costly 

furniture, sideboards of massy plate, silk, 

and purple, were piled into the wagons 

that followed in the wake of the barbarian 

army. Many a fine statue the Goths melted 

down for the sake of the precious metal. 

Threats and blows forced confession of 

hidden treasures. ‘Some Christians,” 

writes Augustine, “‘ were put to the torture, 

to the end that they might discover where 

their goods lay. But the true good, where-


