The Sack of Rome by the Gauls in 390 BC�


(Livy Ab Urbe Condita 5.36-50)





[Context:  After the establishment of the Republic in 509 BC, Rome began to slowly expand its power outside its own small city.  During the next century, the Romans fought in the regions of Latium and Etruria against the Sabines, the Aequi, the Volsci, and the powerful Etruscans.  In the north, the Gauls began to migrate peacefully into lands in northern Italy.  Eventually, the migrations became more violent and aggressive.  In 391 BC, Brennus, the leader of the Senones, a Gallic tribe, led a huge force south into central Italy.  Brennus and his Gallic army defeated numerous towns in Etruria and then set their sights on Rome itself.]





Calamity of unprecedented magnitude was drawing near, but no adequate steps were taken to meet it.  The nation which so often before - against the Sabines or Etruscans or other familiar enemies – had, as a final resource in its hour of danger, appointed a dictator to save it, now that a strange foe, of whose power it knew nothing either directly or by hearsay, was on the march from the Atlantic Ocean and the furthest shores of the world, instituted no extraordinary command and looked for no special means of self-preservation.�  How true it is that destiny blinds men’s eyes, when she is determined that her gathering might shall meet no obstacle!  The military tribunes, whose reckless conduct had been responsible for the war, were in supreme command; they carried out the recruitment coolly and casually, with no more care than for any other campaign, even going so far as to play down the gravity of the danger.  


The Gauls were inflamed into the uncontrollable anger which is characteristic of their race, and set forward, with terrible speed, on the path to Rome.  Terrified townships rushed to arms as the avengers went roaring by; men fled from the fields for their lives; and from all the immense host, covering miles of ground with its straggling masses of horse and foot, the cry went up 'To Rome!'


Rumor� had preceded them and messages from Clusium and elsewhere had already reached the city,� but in spite of warnings the sheer speed of the Gallic advance was a frightful thing.  The Roman army, moving with all haste, had covered hardly eleven miles before it met the invaders at the spot where the river Allia descends in a deep gully from the hills of Crustumerium and joins the Tiber not far south of the road.  The ground in front and on both sides was already swarming with enemy soldiers, and the air was loud with the dreadful din of the fierce war songs and discordant shouts of a people whose very life is wild adventure.


The Roman commanders had taken no precautions:  no regular defensive position had been chosen, no fortifications had been prepared to give shelter in case of need, no observance of the flight of birds (auspices) or the entrails of beasts (haruspices) had been taken.  The Romans merely drew up their line on as broad a front as they could, hoping not to be outflanked by the enemy's superior numbers; but the hope was vain, even though they stretched it so thin that the center was weakened and hardly held.  The reserves were ordered to a position on some high ground a little to the right.  Brennus, the Gallic chieftain, suspected a trap when he saw the numbers opposing him so much smaller than he had expected.  Thinking that the high ground had been occupied with the purpose of delivering an attack upon his flank and rear while he was engaged in a straight fight with the main Roman force, Brennus changed his tactics and made his first move against these Roman reserves, confident that, should he succeed in dislodging them, his immensely superior numbers would give him an easy victory elsewhere.  Alas, not only good fortune, but also good generalship, was on the barbarian side.


In the Roman ranks - officers and men alike - there was no trace of the old Roman manhood.  They fled in panic, so blinded to everything but saving their skins that, in spite of the fact that the Tiber lay in their way, most of them tried to get to Veii, once an enemy town, instead of making for their own homes in Rome.  As for the reserves, they found safety, though not for long, in their stronger position.  But the main body of the army, at the first sound of the Gallic war cry, hardly waited even to see their strange enemy from the ends of the earth; they made no attempt at resistance; they had not courage even to answer his shouted challenge, but fled before they had lost a single man.  None fell fighting:  they were cut down from behind as they struggled to force a way to safety through the heaving mass of their fellow fugitives.  Near the bank of the river there was a dreadful slaughter; the whole left wing of the army had gone that way and had flung away their arms in the desperate hope of getting over.  Many could not swim and many others in their exhausted state were dragged under water by the weight of their equipment and drowned.  More than half reached Veii alive, but sent no message to Rome of their defeat to warn the city of its imminent danger.  The men on the right wing, who had been further from the river and closer to the hills, all made for Rome, where without even closing the gates behind them they took refuge in the citadel.�


The Gauls could hardly believe their eyes, so easy, so miraculously swift their victory had been.�  For a while they stood rooted to the spot, hardly realizing what had happened; then after a moment of fear lest the whole thing were a trap, they began to collect the arms and equipment of the dead and to pile them, as their manner is, in heaps.  Finally, when no sign of an enemy was anywhere to be seen, they marched and shortly before sunset reached the vicinity of Rome.  Mounted men were sent forward to scout out the city:  the gates stood open; no sentry was on guard; no soldiers manned the walls.  Once more the astonishing truth held them spellbound.  Yet still the night might have hidden terrors, and the city was totally unknown; so after a further inspection of the walls and the other gates to discover the Romans’ intention in their desperate plight, they encamped just outside the city.


Since more than half of the Roman army had taken refuge in Veii, it was universally believed in Rome that those who had made their way home were the only survivors.  Rome was indeed a city of lamentation - of mourning for the living and the dead alike.  Then news came that the Gauls were at the gates:  the anguish of personal sorrow was forgotten in a wave of panic, and all too soon cries like the howling of wolves and barbaric songs could be heard, as the Gallic squadrons rode here and there just outside the walls.  All the time between then and the following dawn was filled with unbearable suspense.  When would the assault come?  Again and again they believed it to be imminent:  they expected it on the first appearance of the Gauls, for why had they marched on the city, and not stayed at the river Allia, unless this had been their intention?  They expected it at sunset - because there was little daylight left, and surely it would come before dark.  Then, when darkness had fallen, they thought it had been deliberately postponed in order to multiply its terrors.  But the night passed, and dawn, when it drew near, made them almost desperate.  Then, at last, after a night of worry and anxiety, came the attack itself, and the enemy entered the gates.


During that night and the following day, Rome showed little resemblance to her fugitive army on the river Allia.  As there was no hope of defending the city with the handful of available troops, the decision was taken to withdraw all men capable of bearing arms together with the women and children and senators upon the citadel on the Capitoline hill.  From that stronghold, properly armed and provisioned, it was their intention to make a last stand for themselves, for their gods, and for the Roman name.  The priest and priestesses of Vesta were ordered to remove their sacred emblems to some spot far away from bloodshed and burning, and their cult was not to be abandoned till there were none left alive to observe its rites.  It was felt that - if the citadel could survive the impending ruin and if the few men still able to fight and the Senate, their fountain-head of true government, could escape the general disaster - it would be tolerable to leave in the city below the aged and useless, who had not, in any case, much longer to live.  It was a stern decision, and to make it easier for the commons to bear, the old aristocrats who long before had served as consuls or celebrated their triumphs said that they would die side by side with their humble compatriots, and never consent to burden the inadequate stores of the fighting few with bodies which could no longer bear arms in the country's defense.  To tell each other of this noble resolve was the only consolation of the doomed men, who then turned to address words of encouragement to the young and vigorous whom they were seeing on their way to the Capitol, and to commend to the valor of their youth whatever good fortune might yet remain for a city which had never been defeated.


The time came to part:  some to the Capitol with the future in their hands, others to the death to which their own resolve not to survive the city's fall had condemned them.  It was a cruel separation, but even more heart-rending was the plight of the women, who - weeping and torn by love and loyalty - did not know which way to go, but followed now husbands, now sons, in grief and bewilderment at the terrible choice which had been imposed upon them.  Most, in the end, went with their sons to the citadel:  they were not encouraged to do so, but no one tried to stop them, as it would have been inhuman to reduce deliberately the number of non-combatants upon the citadel, as purely military considerations required.  Thousands more - mostly plebeians - who could neither have been lodged nor fed on the small and inadequately provisioned hill, streamed in an unbroken line from the city towards the Janiculum hill on the other side of the Tiber:  from here, some scattered over the countryside while others made for neighboring towns - a sad rabble without leader or common aim.  For them, Rome was already dead; each was his own counsellor and followed where his hopes led him.  


Meanwhile the priest of Quirinus� and the Vestal Virgins, ignoring their personal belongings, were discussing the fate of the sacred objects in their care:  what to take and what to leave, as they had not the means to carry all away, and where to safely deposit what they could not take.  The best course, they thought, would be to store them in jars and bury them in the shrine near the priest's house (at the spot where spitting is now considered sacrilegious); the rest they managed between them to carry along the road which leads over the bridge to the Janiculum.  On the slope of the hill, they were noticed by a man of humble birth named Albinius, who was driving his wife and family in a cart, amongst the rabble of other non-combatants escaping from the city.  Even at such a moment Albinius could remember the difference between what was due to the gods and what to humans.  Believing it to be an impious thing that he and his family should be seen driving while priestesses of the state toiled along on foot carrying the nation's sacred emblems, Albinius told his wife to get out of the cart with their little boys, took up the Vestals and their burdens instead, and drove them to their destination in the Etruscan city Caere.


In Rome, everything possible had now been done to prepare for the defense of the citadel, and the old senators had gone home to await, unflinching, the coming of the enemy.  It was the wish of those who had held the highest offices of state to dress for death in the outward signs of such rank as they had enjoyed or service they had rendered in the days of their former fortunes.  Thus, putting on the ceremonial robes of the dignitaries who at the Circensian Games escort the chariots of the gods� or of generals who enter the city in triumph, they took their seats.  Each one sat in the courtyard of his house on the ivory-inlaid chairs of the curule magistrates,� having first - we are told - repeated after Marcus Folius the Pontifex Maximus� a solemn vow to offer themselves as a sacrifice for their country and the Roman people.


After passing a night without action, the Gauls found their lust for fighting much abated.  At no time had they met with any serious resistance, and there was no need now to take the city by assault.  When therefore they entered on the following day, it was coolly and calmly enough.  The Colline Gate was open, and they made their way to the Forum, looking with curiosity at the temples and at the citadel, the only place to give the impression of a city at war.  They left a reasonably strong guard in case of attack from the fortified heights and then dispersed in search of plunder.  Finding the streets empty, crowds of Gauls broke into the first houses they came to.  Others went further afield, thinking that buildings more remote from the Forum would offer richer prizes, but there the very silence and solitude made them uneasy, separated as they were from their companions, and suggested the possibility of a trap, so that they soon returned, keeping close together, to the neighborhood of the Forum.  Here they found the humbler houses locked and barred, but the mansions of the nobility were open.  The former they were ready enough to break into, but it was a long time before they could bring themselves to enter the latter.  Something similar to awe held them back at what met their gaze:  old men were seated in the open courtyards, with their splendid robes and decorations, and they expressed majesty in those grave, calm eyes like the majesty of gods themselves.  The old Romans might have been statues in some holy place.  For a while the Gallic warriors stood entranced; then, on an impulse, one of them touched the beard of a certain Marcus Papirius - it was long, as was the fashion of those days - and the Roman struck him on the head with his ivory staff.  That was the beginning:  the barbarian flamed into anger and killed him, and the others were butchered where they sat.  From that moment, no mercy was shown.  The houses were ransacked and the empty shells set on fire.


The extent of the conflagration was, however, unexpectedly limited.  Some of the Gauls may have been against the indiscriminate destruction of the city; or possibly it was their leaders' policy, first, to start a few fires in the hope that the besieged in the citadel might be driven to surrender by the fear of losing their beloved homes, and, secondly, to leave a portion of the city intact and to use it as a sort of leverage to induce the Romans to accept their terms.  In any case, the havoc wrought by the fire was on the first day by no means universal - or even widespread - and much less than might have been expected in the circumstances.


For the Romans upon the citadel, the full horror was almost too great to realize.  They could hardly believe their eyes or ears as they looked down on the barbaric foe roaming in hordes through the familiar streets, while every moment, everywhere and anywhere, some new terror was enacted.  Fear gripped them in a thousand shapes; now here, now there, the yells of triumph, women's screams or the crying of children, the roar of flames or the long rumbling crash of falling masonry forced them to turn unwilling eyes upon some fresh calamity, as if fate had made them spectators of the nightmare of their country's ruin, helpless to save anything they possessed but their own useless bodies.  Never before had beseiged men been in a plight so pitiful.  They were not shut within their city, but excluded from it, and they saw all that they loved in the power of their enemies.


The night which followed was as bad as the day.  Another dawn came and brought with each succeeding moment the sight of some new disaster.  Yet nothing could break the determination of the little garrison, under its almost intolerable weight of anguish, to hold out to the end.  Even if the whole city were burnt to dust before their eyes, they were resolved to down to the last man to defend the one spot which still was free:  the hill where they stood, however small and however ill-provided.  Thus day after day the tale of disaster went on, until sheer familiarity with suffering dulled the sense of what they had lost.  Their one remaining hope was in their shields and swords.


The Gauls by this time had become aware that a final effort was necessary if they were to achieve their objective.  For several days they had been directing their fury only against bricks and mortar.  Rome was a heap of smoldering ruins, but something remained - the armed men upon the citadel.  When the Gauls saw that, in spite of everything, they remained unshaken and would never yield to anything but force, they resolved to attempt an assault.  At dawn, therefore, on a given signal the whole vast horde assembled in the Forum; then, roaring out their challenge, they locked shields and moved up the slope of the Capitoline hill.


The Romans remained calm.  Guards were strengthened at every possible point of approach.  Where the enemy attack seemed the strongest, the best troops were stationed to meet it.  Then they waited, letting the enemy climb, because they were confident that the steeper the slope, the more easily they could hurl him back.  About halfway up the hill, the attackers paused, and the Romans, from the heights above them, charged.  The steepness of the descent itself made the weight of their impact irresistible, and the Gallic masses were flung back and down with such severe losses that a similar attempt, with either a part or the whole of their forces, was never made again.  Disappointed, therefore, in their hopes of a direct assault, they prepared for a siege.  For the Gauls, the decision was an unfortunate one:  not having thought of it before, they had destroyed in the fires all the city's store of grain, while what had not yet been brought in had been smuggled by the Romans into Veii.  Their solution to the difficulty was to employ a part of their force to besiege the citadel, while the remainder supplied it by raiding the territory of neighboring peoples.


Destiny had decreed that the Gauls were still to feel the true meaning of Roman valor.  For when the raiders started on their mission, Rome's lucky star led them to Ardea, where Camillus� was living in exile, more grieved by the misfortunes of his country than by his own.  Growing, as he felt, old and useless and filled with resentment against gods and men, Camillus was asking in the bitterness of his heart where now were the men who had captured Veii, when suddenly he heard the news that a Gallic army was near.  The men of Ardea, he knew, were in anxious consultation, and it had not been his custom to assist at their deliberations.  But now, like a man inspired, he burst into the Council chamber.  'Men of Ardea,' he cried, 'old friends – fellow citizens as now you are, for your kindness and my misfortunes would have it so - I beg you not to think I have forgotten my station in thus thrusting myself upon you.  We are all of us in peril, and every man must contribute what he can to get us out of it.  When shall I prove my gratitude for all you have done for me, if I hang back now?  When will you need me, if not on the battlefield?  At home it was by war I won my place; unbeaten in the field, I was hounded out in time of peace by my ungrateful countrymen.  My friends, your chance has come.  An enemy to both Rome and Ardea is near, and his disordered columns are close upon us.  They are big men - brave men too, in a pinch - but unsteady.  Always they bring more smoke than fire, much terror but little strength.  See what happened at Rome.  The city lay wide open, and they walked in, but now a handful of men in the citadel are holding them off.  Already they are sick of the siege, and are off roaming the countryside.  Crammed with food and soused in drink they lie at night like animals on the bank of some stream - unprotected, unguarded, no watches set - and a taste of success has now made them more reckless than ever.  Do you wish to save your city, to prevent this country from being overrun?  Very well, then:  arm yourselves early tonight, every man of you, and follow me!  You shall slit their throats as they lie in slumber!  If I don't give them to you to slaughter in their sleep like cattle, let me be scorned in Ardea as once I was scorned in Rome.'


Whatever their personal feelings for Camillus, everyone in Ardea knew well enough that as a soldier he had no living equal.  So when the council had been adjourned, they dined and rested and then waited for his signal.  It was given, and in the early hours of darkness they marched through the silent town to the gates, where Camillus awaited them.  All went as Camillus had foretold:  not far beyond the walls they came upon the Gallic encampment - completely unguarded - and flung themselves upon it with a yell of triumph.  There was no resistance; unarmed men were killed in their sleep, and in a few minutes the whole place resembled a slaughterhouse.  Some at the far side awoke in time, sprang up and ran for it, not knowing who or what had hit them; blind panic carried not a few straight into the arms of the enemy.  Most, however, got to the neighborhood of Antium, where they roamed about till the Antiates came out and rounded them up.


Similar punishment was inflicted upon the Etruscans near Veii.  Nor was it less deserved, for these men had shown so little sympathy for Rome – a city which for nearly four hundred years had been their neighbor and was now under the heel of a strange and barbarous enemy - that they had actually chosen that moment to raid Roman territory and, enriched at Rome's expense, were even meditating an attack on the garrison in Veii, the last hope of the Roman name.  The Roman soldiers had noticed a certain amount of activity in the neighborhood; then they had seen Etruscan columns driving off the cattle they had stolen.  And the Etruscan camp, too, was in sight, not far from the town.  Their first reaction was to be sorry for themselves, but self-pity soon gave way to indignation, and finally to rage at the thought that Etruscans, whom Rome had saved at her own expense from a Gallic invasion, should take advantage of their misfortunes.  It was all they could do not to rush immediately to the attack, but the centurion Caedicius, whom they had made their commander, managed to check them, and operations were postponed till after nightfall.  They were a complete success:  all that was lacking was a general like Camillus; in everything else, things followed the same plan and with the same result.  Further, on the following night, they got some prisoners who had survived the general massacre to guide them to another Etruscan contingent near the Salt works, and a second surprise attack was equally successful and even more bloody.


In Rome meanwhile the siege operations were more or less at a standstill.  Neither side showed any activity, and the Gauls’ only anxiety seemed to be to prevent any of the Romans from slipping through their lines.  It was in these circumstances that a young Roman soldier performed a feat which won the admiration of friend and foe alike.  There used to be an annual sacrifice on the Quirinal hill, and the duty of celebrating it belonged to the family of the Fabii.  Determined not to allow the ceremony to lapse, Gaius Fabius Dorsuo risked his life to perform it.  Wearing a toga girt up in ceremonial fashion and carrying the sacred vessels, he made his way down the slope of the Capitoline hill and through the enemy guards.  He ignored challenges and threats and soon came to the Quirinal hill, where - with due solemnity and omitting nothing - he performed the rite. Then, with the same firm step and the same resolute face, Dorsuo returned by the same way to his companions on the Capitoline hill, certain that the gods would favor one who had not neglected to serve them even for the fear of death.  The Gauls did nothing to stop him; perhaps they were too much astonished by his incredible audacity, perhaps even touched (for the religious sentiment is strong in them) by a sort of awe.


The situation in Veii was now rapidly improving.  The strength of the Roman garrison, as well as its confidence, was increased by the arrival not only of Romans who had been rendered homeless by the defeat and capture of the city, but also of many volunteers from Latium who saw a chance to share in the plunder.  It was felt, therefore, that the time was ripe for an attempt to recover Rome.  But who was to lead them?  They had the body, but not, so to speak, the brains.  There was no one in Veii who did not now think of Camillus.  Many of the troops there had already fought, and won, under Camillus's command; the leader Caedicius, moreover, presented no obstacle, for he was prepared on his own initiative to remember his rank and demand the appointment of a general.  It was therefore unanimously resolved to send to Ardea and invite Camillus to undertake the command, but not before the Senate in Rome had been consulted - for even in their almost desperate plight they still preserved a proper respect for form and were unwilling to overstep their constitutional rights.


To get a message to the Senate meant passing at great risk through the Gallic outposts, and an enterprising young soldier named Pontius Cominus volunteered for the task.  Floating down the river to Rome, he took the shortest way to the Capitoline by going up and over a cliff so steep that the Gauls had never thought of watching it; he was then taken to the magistrates, to whom he delivered the army's message.  The Senate passed its resolution:   'Camillus,' (it ran) 'by vote of the curiate assembly, in accordance with the people's will, is forthwith named Dictator, and the soldiers have the commander whom they desire.'  Cominus hurried back to Veii by the same route, and a mission was at once dispatched to fetch Camillus from Ardea. 


During these transactions in Veii, the citadel in Rome passed through a brief period of extreme danger from an attempted surprise.  It may be that the messenger from Veii had left footprints, and the Gauls had noticed them, or possibly they had observed, in the ordinary course of their duties, that the rocky ascent near the shrine of Carmenta was easily able to be mastered.  In any case, one starlit night, they made the attempt to climb up the Capitoline hill to the citadel.  Having first sent an unarmed man to scout out the route, they began the climb.  It was something of a scramble.  At the awkward spots, a man would get a foothold for his feet on a comrade below him, then haul him up in his turn.  Weapons were passed up from hand to hand as the lie of the rocks allowed.  Finally, by pushing and pulling one another, they were almost at the top.  What is more, they accomplished the climb so quietly that the Romans on guard never heard a sound, and even the dogs - who are normally aroused by the least noise in the night - noticed nothing.  It was the geese that saved them.  In spite of the lack of food, Juno's sacred geese had not been killed.  The cackling of the birds and the clapping of their wings awoke Marcus Manlius - a distinguished officer who had been consul three years before - and he, seizing his sword and giving the alarm, hurried, without waiting for the support of his bewildered comrades, straight to the point of danger.  One Gaul was already up, but Manlius with a blow from the boss of his shield toppled him headlong down the cliff; the falling body carried others with it; panic spread.  Many more who dropped their weapons to get a better grip of the rocks were killed by Manlius once they reached the summit.  Soon, more Roman troops were on the scene, tumbling the climbers down with javelins and stones, until every one of them was dislodged and sent hurtling to the bottom of the cliff.�


When the excitement had died down, the garrison was undisturbed for the remainder of the night.  At dawn next morning, the bugle summoned all ranks to parade before the military tribunes, to be rewarded - or punished - for the events of the night before.  Manlius, having been commended for his brave conduct, was given presents not only by the commanding officers but by the troops as well, every one of them agreeing to take to his house on the citadel half a pound of flour and a flask of wine.  That may sound like a small thing, but - in the light of the general scarcity - the fact that the men were willing to go short on necessary supplies was a signal proof of their affectionate regard.�  The sentries who had been on guard and had failed to observe the enemy's ascent were then called.  It was the intention of Sulpicius, one of the officers in command, to punish all of them with death, in the 'military manner'; but he was induced to change his mind by the unanimous protest of the troops, who insisted that one man only had been to blame.  The rest were accordingly spared, and the single culprit, whose guilt was beyond doubt, was flung from the Tarpeian rock.  Both verdict and punishment were universally approved.  The memory of that night of peril led the Romans to keep a stricter watch; the Gauls, too, began to tighten their defenses, as it was common knowledge that messages were passing between Veii and Rome.


In both armies it was hunger that now caused more distress than anything else.  The Gauls had disease as well to contend with, as the position they occupied on low ground between hills was an unhealthy one, and rendered more so by the parched conditions of the earth after the conflagrations, and the heat, and the choking clouds of ashes and dust whenever the wind blew.  Such conditions were intolerable to a people accustomed to a wet, cold climate.  The heat stifled them, infection spread, and they were soon dying like cattle.  Before long the survivors had not the energy to bury the dead separately, but piled the corpses in heaps and burnt them.  The spot where they burnt them came afterwards to be known as the ‘Gallic Pyres’ (Busta Gallica).


About this time an armistice was agreed to, and the commanders allowed the troops to communicate with each other.  Gallic soldiers often told the Romans that they knew they were starving and ought therefore to surrender, and the story goes that the Romans, to make them believe that they were not, threw loaves of bread from various points in their lines down upon the Gallic soldiers.  Nonetheless, the time soon came when hunger could no longer be either concealed or endured.  The dictator Camillus was raising troops at Ardea.  After instructing his Magister Equitum, Lucius Valerius, to bring up his men from Veii, he was busy training a force fit to deal with the Gauls on equal terms.  


The besieged army on the Capitoline hill merely waited and hoped.  It was a terrible time:  ordinary military duties were by now almost beyond their strength; they had survived all other ills that flesh is prone to suffer, but one enemy - famine - which nature herself has made invincible, remained.  Day after day they looked down to see if help from Camillus was near.  But at last, when hope as well as food began to fail, and they were too weak to carry the weight of their equipment when they went on duty, they admitted that they must either surrender or buy the enemy off on the best terms they could get - for the Gauls were already letting it be known pretty clearly that they would accept a rather modest sum to abandon the siege.  The Senate accordingly met, and the military tribunes were authorized to arrange the terms.  Quintus Sulpicius conferred with the Gallic chieftain Brennus, and together they agreed upon the price, one thousand pounds' weight of gold - the price of a nation soon to rule the world.  Insult was added to what was already sufficiently disgraceful, for the weights which the Gauls brought for weighing the metal were heavier than standard, and when the Roman commander objected, the insolent barbarian Brennus flung his sword into the scale, saying 'Woe to the vanquished!' (Vae Victis) – words intolerable to Roman ears.


Nevertheless it was not fated that the Romans - of all people - should owe their lives to a cash payment.  The argument about the weights had unduly protracted the weighing out of the gold, and it so happened that before the infamous bargain was completed, Camillus himself appeared upon the scene.  He ordered the gold to be removed and the Gauls to leave, and answered their indignant protests by denying the existence of any valid agreement.  Whatever agreement there was, he pointed out, had been entered into after his appointment as dictator, and thus it was invalid.  The Gauls, therefore, must prepare to fight.  He then ordered his troops to drop their baggage and get ready for action.  'It is your duty,' he said, 'to recover your country not by gold but by the sword.  You will be fighting with all you love before your eyes:  the temples of the gods, your wives and children, the soil of your native land scarred with the ravages of war, and everything which honour and truth call upon you to defend, or recover, or avenge.


It was no place for military maneuvers:  the city was half in ruins and the ground, in any case, uneven and rough.  But Camillus made the best of his opportunities, such as they were, and used all his experience to give the initial advantage to his own men.  The Gauls were taken by surprise; arming themselves hurriedly, they attacked, but with more fire than good judgment.  Luck had turned at last; human skill, aided by the powers of heaven, was fighting on the side of Rome, and the invaders were scattered at the first encounter just as the Romans had been in their earlier defeat on the river Allia.  A second, and more regular, engagement was fought later, eight miles out on the road to Gabii, where the Gauls had reorganized, and it resulted in another victory for Camillus.  This time it was bloody and complete:  the Gallic camp was taken, and its army was annihilated.  Camillus returned in triumph to Rome, his victorious troops roaring out their bawdy songs and saluting their commander by the well-merited titles of ‘another Romulus’, ‘father of his country’, and ‘second founder of Rome’.�


� 390 BC is the traditional date for the sack of Rome by the Gauls; for example, Livy gives this date.  However, Polybius – an historian more accurate in his historical dating – dates the sack of Rome to 387 BC.


� During the Roman Republic, a dictator was appointed to govern Rome at a time of extreme danger.  The dictator was sometimes called  the magister populi, ‘master of the people/infantry’.  The imminent danger was usually a foreign enemy, but also included domestic strife.  The office of the dictatorship lasted 6 months.  During this period, all normal offices were suspended, and the dictator directly controlled every aspect of power.  A dictator appointed a magister equitum (‘master of the cavalry/horse’) to carry out his orders.  A dictator was accompanied by 24 lictors, double the usual numbers for the each consul.  There are a number of famous Roman dictators, including Cincinnatus (458 BC, against the Aequi), Sulla (81-79 BC, rei publicae constituendae, ‘to restore the Republic’), and Caesar (off and on from 49-44 BC, probably rei publicae constituendae).  After the invasion of the Gauls, the Roman Senate in 390 BC appointed Camillus as dictator, and Lucius Valerius was named his magister equitum.


� In his Aeneid (4.173ff) Vergil vividly describes Rumor as a creature which possesses countless eyes, ears, and tongues and races throughout the world recklessly mixing truth and lies.


� Roman writers often used only the word urbs, ‘city’, to refer to Rome.  In a similar fashion, Athenians referred to their city Athens merely by the Greek word astu, ‘city’.


� The citadel (arx) was located on the Capitoline hill.  It served as a king of ‘Roman acropolis’ and was the most easily defensible position in the city Rome.  


� This defeat at the river Allia in 390 BC is known as a dies ater, ‘black day, day of doom’.  Other examples of a dies ater include the Samnite ambush at the Caudine Forks in 321 BC and Hannibal’s victory at Cannae in 216 BC.


� Flamines were ‘priests’ appointed to guide the worship of particular deities in Rome.  The flamines were part of the collegium pontificum (‘college of priests’) and were under the authority of the pontifex maximus (the head priest whose name means ‘greatest bridge-builder).  There were 15 flamines in all.  Three of the flamines were patrician and served the most important of the Roman gods.  The flamen Dialis directed the worship of Jupiter, the flamen Martialis of Mars, and the flamen Quirinalis of Quirinus (the deified Romulus).  The flamines were distinguished by their apex, a white conical cap made of leather.


� Certain public games (ludi) opened with a parade, called the pompa circensis.  The procession began on the Capitoline hill, wound its way to the Circus Maximus between the Palatine and Aventine hills, and then made a lap around the racecourse itself (cf. the ‘parade of nations’ at the opening ceremonies of the modern Olympic games).


� The ‘ivory-inlaid chairs of the curule magistrates’ refer to the sellae curules of the consuls, praetors, censors, and patrician aediles.


� The pontifex maximus controlled the state religion of Rome.  It was a lifetime office.  In 63 BC, Julius Caesar was elected pontifex maximus, and all subsequent emperors held this position until the emperor Gratian dropped the title in 381 AD.  


� Marcus Furius Camillus served as dictator 5 different times (396, 390, 389, 368, and 367 BC).  During his dictatorship in 396, Camillus led the Roman army and captured the Etruscan city of Veii.  Jealousy over his growing power led to his exile from Rome in 391.  He was living in the nearby town of Ardea when Brennus led the Gauls into Italy and against the city Rome.


� The sacred geese (anseres) of Juno were part of temple to Juno located on the Capitoline hill.  In honor of this divine help from Juno through her animals, the temple was dedicated to Iuno Moneta, ‘she who warns’ (from the Latin verb moneo).  Later, the state mint for making money was located in this temple, and the Latin word moneta also means ‘mint’ or ‘money’ for this reason.


� Marcus Manlius was also the honorific nickname (agnomen) ‘Capitonlinus’.


� Romulus is the 1st founder of Rome, Camillus the 2nd (for saving the city from the Gauls), and Marius the 3rd (for defeating 2 Germanic tribes, the Cimbri and Teutones).








