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On a hill above Ariminum, Vespasianus and Marcellus paused. The small group riding 

with them sat silently waiting for the order to continue. Ariminum lay to the south of the

Rubicon. Below them was their destination - a camp of the Legions. Its layout was 

exact to the point of monotony. From the time of Polybius, the historian until the present 

day - some one hundred and sixty years - the dimensions had been precisely defined. 

The site was exactly square, with sides each of 2017 Roman feet. The Via Principalis, 

100 feet wide, divided the camp into two unequal parts. In the smaller part, facing the 

centre of the Via Principalis, was the Praetorium - the commander in chief's tent.

There were four gates in the camp, one at each end of the main street, named Porta 

Principalis Dextra - the right principal gate - and Porta Principalis Sinistra - the left 

principal gate. The other two were the Porta Praetoria - the praetorian gate - and the 

Porta Decumana - the decuman gate. The whole camp was surrounded by a rampart - 

the Vallum and a ditch - the Fossa. The Vallum was composed of earth from the Fossa, 

and was surmounted by a palisade.

Marcellus surveyed scene of military activity in stony silence. Vespa stirred restlessly.

"Hardly an expression of rapture for our temporary home, Marcellus - I emphasise it is 

temporary. I doubt if we'll be here long enough for it to live up to your gloomy 

supposition!"

"I have no suppositions, gloomy or otherwise - it you see one camp of the Legions, 

you've seen them all!"

"Very true, cousin - but you must admit the scenery's magnificent!"

"I hadn't noticed."

"Why doesn't that surprise me! - I doubt if you've noticed much of anything since you 

came back from your mysterious trip to the hills of Etruscia!"



Marcellus turned sharply.

"How do you know I went to the Tuscan hills!?"

"I didn't follow you at a discrete distance, if that's what you suspect. You went north, 

you went into the hills - where else could you have gone in the time - besides, my 

father told me about your enquiries concerning one, Urban Phobius - who was your old 

commander, I understand."

"Correct - perhaps my dear uncle could have also told you that he was dead - and 

saved me the trip!"

Vespa parried softly.

"And deprived you of the pleasure of the journey and its outcome!"

Vespa noticed a tiny vein on his cousin's neck beginning to pulse - was he finally going 

to goad him into some honest emotion!? Marcellus had been reticent before his lone 

excursion, but since his return, he had retreated within a hard, monosyllabic shell which 

precluded conversation. Something had happened on that trip - and that had raised his 

defences to impregnable proportions. Marcellus responded tightly.

"The countryside was attractive, my return to your home was the pleasurable outcome!"

"A fruitless journey then?"

"I found out all I needed to know - Phobius is dead and his family is cared for."

Vespa pricked up his ears - so that was the secret - the wife perhaps! It would require 

further delicate extraction, but if he was to trust this man with his life, he intended to lay 

bare all of his secrets!

They continued down the flank of the hill towards the camp, working their way around its

perimeter so as to approach the Porta Praetoria. Marcellus exhibited no surprise - he 

would have expected nothing less from his cock-sure cousin. He was still debating 

whether he liked him or not. There were times when he almost found himself 

responding to the out-going friendliness - and there were others when the constant 

prying and sly thrusts irritated him to the point where he could have cheerfully sent him 



flat on his back with a well placed fist to the jaw!

As they approached the gate, Vespa said casually.

"Did I think to mention that we're here for no more than three days - time enough for 

you to take command of your Century - which will be cavalry and part of my Cohort! I 

have the rank of a Centurion Princeps Prior, whereas you hold the rank of Centurion 

Hastatus Posterior. You will have three days to assert your authority - and get them 

organised to break camp.

Our orders are to join a delegation for a tour through Rhaetia and Germania Superior!"

Marcellus almost gave him the satisfaction of showing surprise. His discipline held - this

was surely the most casual way of receiving orders he had experienced. There had 

been no mention of his future posting once they had reached the Legion to which he 

was to be assigned, or of the rank he would hold. He was well aware of the six degrees 

of rank a centurion could hold, all strictly governed by seniority - Pilus Prior and 

Posterior, Princeps Prior and Posterior, and Hastatus Prior and Posterior. It was not 

unexpected that he held the lowest rank - or that Vespa had advanced to that of 

Princeps Prior. There had certainly been no mention of a projected campaign beyond 

the Alps! He answered without embellishment.

"Understood, commander! We'll be ready!"

They presented their orders to the guards at the gate, who returned them and waved 

them through. Marcellus felt himself swallowed into the security and protection of the 

Legions. It was a strange feeling, but one he always experienced when confronted with 

the lines of tents, each placed with absolute precision exactly the correct distance from 

its neighbours. Between them and on the roads through the camp, was the movement 

of uniformly clad men - either bawling at - or being bawled at by someone of higher 

rank! There were salutes, and the clatter of armour. The mingling smells of horses, 

manure - and sweating humanity. Vespa watched him draw himself up and look around,

 for the first time taking real interest in what was happening around him. Vespa 



dismounted, to be followed by the rest of the group. Marcellus handed the reins of his 

mount to Phillus, who could be trusted to look after it properly.

There followed the usual bustle of assignment of command, the mustering of his 

Century, the mutual appraisal, the wariness when confronted by their new commander, 

and his wariness when looking into watchful faces. It would take time for trust to develop

- it always did - and he had three days to impress his mark upon them, so that they 

would ride out to meet their Commander as a disciplined force - and not an unruly mob!

Vespa had disappeared to take care of his somewhat larger duties. Marcellus wasn't 

surprised that his cousin had advanced in the ranks to have charge of a cohort - the 

size of which hadn't been specified, nor its make-up - but these things he would learn. 

Vespa was destined for great things - how could it be otherwise when he had a string-

pulling father like Titus, as well as his own undoubted abilities. Marcellus could freely 

admit that Vespa was talented - all the string-pulling in the world couldn't make up for 

lack of talent - although there were many in positions of command who thought they 

could get by without ability on the strength of favours and bribes!

…..

It appeared that the Legatus Imperium Honarius had brought the entire male 

complement of his lavish household with him to witness the glory he intended to attach 

to his name. Lucian surveyed the collection of ornately clad men - many painted with 

cosmetics - and the numerous baggage carts, the scurrying slaves trying to either 

compete for advantage , or make some sense out of the chaos - and allowed his lip to 

curl in disdain. Flaccius Honarius had a reputation - better said he had notoriety - but in 

this he was no different to countless other hangers-on of the Imperial court. He was 

known to be a special crony of Gaius Caesar - and no doubt shared his dubious habits. 

It could only be construed as a sign of contempt for the Senate that, having 

compromised with their suggestion, Caesar had nominated a fawning sycophant to 



lead the expedition. For this extravaganza Lucian had parted from his wife on 

acrimonious terms, and he had abandoned his business enterprises to underlings, who 

no doubt would do their best, but on the other hand wouldn't be brave enough to make 

the decisions he alone could make. If he turned and went home, he wouldn't be missed!

He was severely tempted to put distance between himself and the seething mob before 

anyone noticed him! Wiser thoughts prevailed - he WOULD be missed - Gaius Caesar 

would be informed and the consequences would be unpredictable.

Honarius was not in evidence, nor was there any reason why he should be. His 

household officials would establish some sort of order before he rode out from the city, 

and took his place at the head of the column and begin the triumphant march 

northward. Lucian dismounted and gave the reins of his mount to Balthus. He kept 

himself well away from the more frenetic vortices within the crowd, where masters or the

senior servants of households, were raving at clumsy or inattentive slaves. It was 

already well towards noon and he had no doubt that Honarius was growing impatient 

with the laborious pronunciations of numerous senators each extolling his virtues  and 

that of the enterprise. He would be eager to get away. Lucian wondered momentarily, if 

his own father had attended Germanicus in a similar way in their day - he knew so little 

about his father and his relationship with the stepson of Tiberius.

Honarius rode out from the city in a storm of dust. He led his small retinue as if he was 

about to go into battle against the continued chaos of the muster point. The only thing 

lacking was a drawn sword!

Close behind him rode Marius Agrippa. Lucian had heard that one of the first things 

Caligula had done was to free his companion from the prison into which Tiberius had 

confined him. Lucian took stock of the two of them. Honarius was no more than thirty, 

Agrippa was forty-seven.

Agrippa was a romanised Jew, he had spent the major part of his life in Rome. He had 

been educated together with Claudius the uncle of Caligula, who was about the same 



age. He had aspirations to become the king of Judaea and fill the place of his 

grandfather, Herod the Great. Lucian wondered how soon it would be before Caligula's 

favourite got his way - and what would be the outcome for Herod Antipas. Agrippa 

looked a Roman, he couldn't have looked less like a Jew - and yet, it was said that he 

was strongly supportive of the religion of his ancestors. The episode with James of the 

Twelve would seem to indicate it. Lucian wondered why Caligula had parted company 

with him for this enterprise - there were many rumours about the intimacy of their 

relationship - some, no doubt malicious.

Lucian returned his thoughts to the two men in front of him. Honarius was a little short 

and rather puny - although it would have been a brave man to announce it audibly.  

Agrippa, on the other hand, was tall but running to fat. He had a strong Jewish face and 

the prominent nose so indicative of that race. Lucian felt the desire to shrink back 

unnoticed, but Honarius' eyes were everywhere. The Legatus Imperium urged his 

horse through the mob and reined a few feet from him. 

"So! There you are Publius! I expected you with me in the city!"

Lucian stammered.

"My sincere apologies, Honarius - I misunderstood."

Caesar's Legate eyed him with a growing smile of amusement.

"You must learn to be less self-effacing, Lucian! You are Caesar's friend - and where 

Caesar is, you must be!"

He turned to the silent Agrippa.

"Isn't that so, Marius?"

"Caesar so honours his friends."

He didn't sound very convincing. Honarius turned back to Lucian.

"Now I'm content, I have Caesar's two most reliable friends with me! Are you aware, 

Lucian - Caesar has repaid Marius' friendship with a well deserved gift, he's made him 

ruler of Batanaea and Trichonitis!"



Lucian made a suitable response and racked his brains trying to locate the two 

territories,  eventually placing them on the very border of Roman influence to the south 

of  Damascus. He stole a look at Agrippa, who was stony-faced. Honarius was eager to 

proceed. Somehow, the unruly marshalling area was forged into a column, with the trio 

leading the way at the head of his escort, while the rest jostled for the front positions in 

the column following, trying to avoid the gathering dust which became steadily worse 

the further back one was. They made their way along the Via Flaminia, from which all 

other traffic was cleared to allow for the passing of the column. There were numerous 

delays at each town and village along the way, where the locals offered a loyal address 

- usually of inordinate length - and received a kindly word in return. Agrippa was 

unusually talkative, he murmured in Lucian's ear.

"At this rate, we shall all die of old age before we leave Italia!"

Lucian nodded a response and glanced quickly at Honarius, who didn't appear to have 

heard. It was the first overture of friendship he had received from the austere Jewish 

prince - not that there had been many opportunities earlier. Eventually, they made a 

camp for the night. Lucian calculated that they had travelled no more than fifty miles 

from Rome. The camp was established early and quite clearly Honarius had no 

intention of depriving himself of the comforts of home during his intrepid campaign.

A huge tent was erected and furnished with the luxurious couches and draperies 

reminiscent of the huge palace dining hall on the Palatine. The only essential difference 

was that many of the woman who usually graced Caesar's feasts were absent, wisely 

deciding to allow their husbands and lovers to go to war - while they sought fresh 

company for the lonely hours.

There was still entertainment, the tumblers and acrobats, the fire-eaters and sword 

swallowers - and even a troupe of sinuous dancers captured on some border raid in a 

distant province - and no doubt, part of someone's household. The food and drink was 

abundant - that was obligatory - but Honarius called a halt early, as if he was suddenly 



reminded that this was a serious campaign which didn't allow for over-indulgence. 

Lucian retreated to his tent and spent a wretched night. His thoughts wouldn't leave his

wife from whom he had parted with such acrimony - and for what? To ride no more 

than a few miles in what appeared to be no more than a play-acting exercise to flatter 

the vanity of the new Caesar.

The next day was much the same, with the trio riding at the head of the column. 

Agrippa had retreated into isolation and there was no repeat of the previous day's 

commentary - even though the procedure was repeated time and time again at every 

town along the way - and even between the towns. Lucian noticed that Honarius was 

becoming impatient, cutting short the more long-winded recitations and minimising the 

delay. At one point he turned to them both and said lightly.

"If I don't cut them short, we shall all die of old age before we leave Italia!"

There was no humour in his eyes and he didn't wait for a response before turning away.

Late on the second day, they reached the camp of the Legions at Ariminum - entering in

through the Praetorian gate to a blast of trumpets and hoarsely bellowed orders, as the 

Legions greeted the representative of their new Imperator. Lucian watched them quietly 

from the background where he sat his horse next to Agrippa. This was the moment for 

the military and there was no doubt that Caligula was wildly popular. It wasn't until quite 

well on into the proceedings that Lucian recognised Marcellus. He gave a jerk of 

surprise, he was the last man he expected to see on that day. As far as he was aware, 

the centurion was still in Palestine. Marcellus made no glimmer of recognition, but there 

was no doubt that he had seen Lucian - or that their on - off - and on again relationship 

was about to be resumed.

They were given no opportunity for a reunion - and Lucian somehow doubted if 

Marcellus would have sought it if there had been. The pattern of feasting and 

entertainment was repeated - but once again Honarius called an early halt and they 

retired to their beds. Once again, Lucian had a wretched night, thoughts of Rebecca 



and his children couldn't be banished. The camp was noisy, preparations for the 

movement of the army were taking place, and Lucian was quite sure, in the close 

vicinity of his tent.

They made an early start and struck north along on the Via Aemilia, which pointed like 

an arrow towards the distant Alps. They came to a small, insignificant stream, and an 

unusually pensive Honarius called a halt. He had had little to say since leaving the 

camp, with the small army at his back. Agrippa had kept an austere silence, and Lucian 

had also decided to keep his mouth closed. Honarius suddenly dismounted and walked 

to the water's edge, where the road disappeared into a passable ford to continue on the 

other side. He turned to Lucian suddenly.

"You are aware of the significance of this place?"

Lucian shook his head and dismounted also. Honarius eyed him with something close 

to exasperation.

"It would seem that your education has been sadly lacking, Publius!  I suppose they 

filled your head with obscure Greek philosophies, coupled with equally useless 

mathematical formulae - although, as a merchant, you would need to know how to count

on your fingers! This, my ignorant friend, is the mighty Rubicon!"

He paused for effect. Lucian eyed the trickle, it was no more than a creek.

Honarius continued.

"Perhaps it was in flood when the divine Gaius Julius Caesar crossed over to our side to

provoke the bloody civil war - which has had the admirable consequence of making our 

Gaius Caesar Imperator!"

He laughed, the gloom had suddenly vanished.

"Over the stream is Gallia Cisalpina, the Rubicon was the boundary in those days 

between it and Italia. Gaius Julius Caesar was within his rights to march his legions 

along the further bank - but once he crossed over, he threw down the challenge to 

Pompey, and announced his intentions.



Now, we cross in the opposite direction! Nearly ninety years later, his descendant has 

sent an army to repeat his glories!"

The impromptu history lesson completed, Honarius sprang again into the saddle and 

splashed his way across the ford, turning to wait for the advance party to join him.

…..

It was on that day, two days after her husband's departure, that Rebecca received a 

letter from her brother, Joseph. It carried the news of the death of Mary of Cyrene. 

Tachius had kept well out of her way during the preceding days, but he raced through 

the house when he heard her wail of grief. He stopped abruptly in the doorway of the 

room. She was clutching the letter, crumpled down in her chair, with tears streaming 

down her cheeks.

"In the name of the gods, Rebecca - what's happened to Lucian!?"

She found enough fire to gasp.

"I don't know your gods, Tachius - don't invoke them in my presence!"

Tachius thundered.

"Gods - One God - I don't invoke either - answer my question - what's happened to 

Lucian."

She shook her head.

"Nothing - or if it has, no one has decided to tell me - and if he's well, he doesn't choose 

to let me know either!"

Tachius was in no mood for niceties.

"You have yourself to blame! Now, what troubles you!?"

She tried to glare at him, but her face twisted in grief. Tachius had time to reflect on the 

ugliness created in the most beautiful of women when they started howling. He cleared 

his throat helplessly. She sobbed.

"The letter's from Joseph in Jerusalem - my friend Mary has died!"



Tachius tried to untangle his memory of the plethora of Marys in Jerusalem, but was no 

wiser when he'd finished. Rebecca went on as if he wasn't there.

"She was my dearest friend - like a mother - she gave me shelter when I needed it. We 

had so much in common - she had a Roman husband, but they were driven out of this 

hateful city to Cyrene because he'd dared to marry a Jew. She tried to warn me of the 

trouble I would have if I married Lucian - I wouldn't listen!"

Tachius felt his temper rising.

"Did she warn you of the trouble you'd cause him by your obstinate nature, girl!?"

She rose to her feet and stood almost nose to nose.

"Don't dare to talk to me in that fashion - do you understand. I won't have it!"

Tachius raved.

"If you were my daughter, I'd paddle some sense into your high and mighty head, of 

that you can have no doubt!"

Her glare became icy.

"I have absolutely no doubt that you'd enjoy thrashing a woman, Tachius. I regret that I 

can't order you out of the house - that can wait until Lucian returns. In the meantime, 

keep well out of my way - and out of the way of my children!"

Tachius rumbled.

"As you wish, my lady. I give you final counsel - remember you are the wife of a fine 

man, who deserves more than the treatment you've given him!"

He turned on his heel and walked from the room, cursing his quick temper, equally 

cursing the defiant young woman who had stolen Lucian's affections.

Rebecca glared after him and suddenly felt the anger and strength leave her, she 

wondered if she was about to faint and sat very still. She held the letter from Joseph 

close to her, but shut her eyes - The tears flowed again. How desperately she needed 

Lucian with her, but every moment sent him further from her, north into the barbaric 

lands beyond the Alps.



She was in utter despair, her feeling of isolation in the alien city returned with full force. 

She read the letter from Joseph again. He had very concisely related what had 

happened in the house of Mary. She wept again when he described the coming of 

James the brother of Matthew, and of the final moments at Mary's bedside.  There could

be no doubt that Mary had seen Jesus - invisible to the others - but standing so close to 

his cousin James, that she could remark how alike they were. Rebecca nodded, it was 

so true, they had been very alike. She sent for Lepidus, who arrived solemn and 

deferential. He too had kept aloof from her since the departure of Lucian.

"Lepidus, I must talk to Linus."

The steward's eyes widened slightly.

"I will send a message to him, my lady - but it will give the watchers something to report.

"

"I don't care! I don't care about the watchers, nor do I care what they report, or to whom 

they report. If anyone should be unwise enough to question the reason why I entertain 

a fisherman from Ostia, I shall tell them that my husband is Caesar's friend!"

Lepidus bowed and withdrew. Rebecca reflected bitterly that the relationship she so 

hated between Lucian and Caligula could prove to be a deterrent against those who 

spied on them for whatever reason.

Linus came within the hour, Lepidus led him to her from the servant's quarters. Rebecca

rose immediately and took his hands, staring into his deep, steady eyes.

"My lady honours me by wishing to see me, but it gives your enemies something to use.

"

"My brother honours me by coming so quickly - and I don't care for my enemies or what

they think they can use against me. I needed your advice and comfort as one who 

follows the Master as I do."

"In what small way can I help, my sister?"

She poured out the full story - her desperation in being in the alien city - the threat she 



felt posed against her happiness by those who wished to destroy her and her marriage -

 the alienation with Lucian because of the insistence of Caesar to have go away on the 

long tour - the hostility she felt for Tachius - and finally, the letter from Joseph, which 

had emphasised  her feelings of separation from her homeland, together with the news 

it contained of the death of Mary of Cyrene, who had been the Master's follower and 

friend.

Linus listened quietly and continued to hold her hands.

"Tell me, my sister - do you love your husband as you did when you made your vows 

before our God?"

The question startled her, she had expected soothing words of sympathy. The tears 

welled into her eyes again and she sobbed.

"Yes! Yes! I do love him and I want him with me and my children - but he's been drawn 

away on the whim of an evil man."

"A man who happens to be all powerful and who can't be refused, Rebecca."

She nodded.

"He didn't try to refuse, he just meekly accepted that he had no alternative."

"Perhaps there wasn't an alternative - except to lose everything, his own life included!"

She stared at him and whispered.

"Do you take his part, then?"

"I take the part of your marriage - and I take the part of knowing that there are some 

circumstances which can't be changed however much we might wish otherwise."

She cried softly.

"Linus, what am I to do?"

"First, write to him and tell him how much you love him and miss him and long for his 

return. Tell him about the letter from your brother. Tell him how grieved you are about 

Mary - but in that grief remember this - she is now without pain, she is in a place 

prepared for her to await the Master's return."



She nodded slowly.

"I'll do as you say, Linus."

He held her hands firm.

"Make peace with Tachius - he's a rough man, an outspoken man - but he's a good man

who loves Lucian like a son."

She whispered.

"He hates me for taking Lucian away from him!"

Linus countered.

"But your husband left Tachius here to watch over you - no matter how much you resent

it."

"I'll try to make peace with him - but it will be hard."

Linus paused and relinquished her hands.

"In all you do and say, ask yourself what the Master would have done in the same 

circumstances."

He stood to go.

"Stay a while, Linus - let's talk together about the Master. There are so many precious 

things I can share with you - and it makes me feel less alone."

He sat again.

"I think of the watchers, my lady."

"The Master never gave thought to the watchers, Linus!"

The fisherman smiled slowly.

"Then I'll do as the Master would have done in the same circumstances, my sister!"


