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Tertius Scipio listened attentively to his wife's account of the conversation she had had 

with Rebecca. His frown increased in pace with his anger. Tertius Scipio was, for his 

day and age, a man who respected the time-honoured behavioural patterns of previous 

years, in the face of the plunge into vice and debauchery which the Caesars had 

initiated and encouraged.

With each successive occupant of the Principate, starting with the first Gaius Julius, 

through Augustus - then the decadent Tiberius - and now the obscene Gaius, the 

flouting of decency and the advancement of foul and blatant vices at the imperial court, 

had become the norm. In Mediolanum they were distant enough from Rome for the 

latest news from the capital to be delayed, but already the whispers were circulating 

among the elite families in whose circle Flautia and himself moved. The whispers 

proceeded from family connections for the most part - and had to be accepted with 

caution, since they could easily be magnified for dramatic effect. Rebecca brought a 

different perspective. The idea that a respected and virtuous matron of Rome had to 

flee the city because of her fear of the predations of the reigning monarch was 

absolutely monstrous! Flautia waited for his reaction with some impatience. She 

spurred him with a further comment.

"Surely, the Senate still has some power to put a bridle on this obscene creature!?"

Flautia was not one to mince her words. He glanced at her sharply.

"A bridle isn't what I would prescribe! As for the Senate, ninety years of bowing to the 

Julian clan has emasculated them. Augustus made very certain of his grip on power 

when he created the Praetorians, and Tiberius set up their camp close to Rome, and 

excluded all other army units from within three hundred miles. The Imperator sits 

secure - always providing he keeps the Praetorians happy."



"What are we to do about Rebecca?"

"Rebecca is safe enough with us under the present arrangement. I think our problem is 

more what to do about the four fugitives she brought with her! You know, my dear, I 

had heard it said that Rebecca was inclined to be impulsive and somewhat defiant of 

authority. A little spirit in a woman can be quite attractive, and I suppose Lucian was 

entranced by it - but deliberately flouting the state by an illegal act, that's and entirely 

different matter!"

"Illegal act!?"

He raised his eyebrows.

"What else do you call aiding fugitives to escape from arrest!?

Flautia glared at him.

"Wrongful arrest, it would seem."

"It would seem! I'll talk to this Apolonius - but I have to tell you that I feel it better that he 

and his four companions leave this house and not be yet another focus of attention.  

They can only be a short distance ahead of their pursuers, who will be quite relentless - 

especially if Gaius Caesar is determined to have them!"

"But, you will talk with Apolonius first, Tertius?"

She had leaned forward and his face softened for the first time - she truly was a 

handsome woman! She went on.

"Do you still find me attractive, Tertius - that little spirit I once had which entranced you -

 or so you said so many years ago!?"

His smile widened.

"You, Flautia - are a witch! Yes, very well - I'll talk to our fugitive guest - but don't expect 

me to put pity before being practical!"

"Will you do it now - this evening?"

He nodded.

"The sooner its done, the lesser the risk. I'll send for him."



She rose and kissed him on the cheek.

"Be kind to the poor young man - he would hardly know what to do next."

He returned the kiss.

"Apolonius is not a poor young man - he's a Praetorian - and they always know what to 

do next - its in their training!"

As soon as his wife had gone, he sent a servant to fetch Apolonius. While he waited, 

Tertius considered the options. Much would depend on how amenable the Praetorian 

would be to persuasion. The estate had its fair proportion of young and sturdy servants, 

who theoretically could be counted upon to defend their master and mistress. Just how 

they would shape up against five armed, determined and dangerous fugitives was quite 

a different prospect from how they would handle robbers attempting to steal the family 

treasures. Tertius felt gloomy about the potential outcome.

Apolonius entered the room quietly, Tertius turned to find him already through the 

entrance. The man moved quietly, like a cat - now he stood watchful. Tertius sensed a 

certain deference, but it wasn't the type usual between master and servant - this was 

more that which existed between respectful equals.

"Some wine, Apolonius!?"

"Thank you."

"Take a seat."

There was no argument, he perched stiffly on the edge of one of the couches.

Tertius sat opposite and raised his wine-cup.

"To your health and continued well-being."

"And to yours."

Tertius got down to business.

"Rebecca has told us of the circumstances of your meeting. I would like you to tell me 

in greater detail, if you are agreeable?"

"I have nothing to hide. What do you wish to know?"



Tertius eyed him speculatively.

"Specifically, why are you running from Gaius Caesar!"

Apolonius eyed him quietly and then twisted his mouth into a thin smile.

"You ask a direct - if dangerous question. Very well, I have nothing to hide."

"You said that before - please continue."

Apolonius took another mouthful of wine.

"Gaius Caesar wants us dead because we know too much about the death of Tiberius 

Caesar. We know how he died - and why he died. We know who killed him and we 

know who ordered the killing and their motives. Shall I continue?"

Tertius took some of his own wine, he nodded.

"Continue."

Apolonius took his time.

"I was a member of the Praetorian Cohort with the commission to guard Tiberius. While

on Caprae I came to his attention - and also to the attention of Julia Augusta, each 

employed me to provide certain discreet services for them and accordingly, I am well 

able to give you a picture of the events leading up to the deaths of them both."

He paused, Tertius said nothing, instead, filling the wine-cups - it promised to be a long

evening. Apolonius continued.

"Let us start with the advent of Gaius Caesar to the court of Tiberius. - On his return 

from Syria, where he had been until his father, Germanicus, was killed, he first lived with

his mother and after the banishment of Agrippina, with his great-grandmother Livia; and 

when Livia died, though he was not yet of age, he spoke her eulogy from the rostra. 

Then he fell to the care of his grandmother Antonia and at the age of nineteen he was 

ordered to Capreae by Tiberius, on the same day assuming the gown of manhood and 

shaving his first beard, but without the ceremony which had attended the coming of age 

of his brothers.

At first, I felt a little sorry for him, his brothers had been exiled and eventually died, but 



although every kind of trick was applied to him by those who tried to lure him or force 

him to make complaints, he knew the danger and never gave them the satisfaction. He 

ignored the disasters which had come upon his family as if nothing had happened. He 

wasn't treated well, but ignored his own ill-treatment with a really incredible display of 

indifference. He was so obsequious towards his grandfather, Tiberius, and his 

household, that it was very rightly said of him that no one had ever been a better slave 

or a worse master.

On the other side of the coin, it soon became obvious that he couldn't - or wasn't willing 

- to control his natural cruelty and viciousness, but he was a very eager witness of the 

tortures and executions of those who were condemned. He revelled in nights of 

gluttony and adultery. He disguised himself in a wig and a long robe, and passionately 

took part in dancing and singing. Tiberius was only too willing to indulge him, I suppose,

 in the hope that his vicious nature might be kept in check. The old Caesar was only too 

well aware of how he thought and acted. He once said in my hearing that to allow 

Gaius to live would prove the ruin of himself and of all men, and that he was rearing a 

viper for the Roman people and a Phaethon for the world.

It wasn't so very long before Gaius married Junia Claudilla, the daughter of Marcus 

Silanus - he was a man of noble rank. Gaius was then appointed Augur in place of his 

brother Drusus, and before he was invested with that office he was promoted to that of 

Pontiff; which was accompanied with a strong recommendation of his most dutiful 

conduct and pure general character."

Apolonius paused and glared at the floor as if the memory nauseated him.

"The court had been purged as a result of Sejanus' conspiracy. Gaius was little by little 

encouraged to look forward to the succession. To have a better chance of ensuring this,

 and after losing his wife, Junia, in childbirth, he seduced Ennia Naevia, wife of Macro, 

the Prefect of the Praetorian Guard. He even promised to marry her if he became 

emperor, and guaranteed this promise by an oath and a written contract.



The stories of actually what happened to Tiberius have been deliberately confused. 

One version says, that by having, through Ennia, wormed himself into Macro's favour, 

he ordered the poisoning of Tiberius, with the instruction that the old Caesar's ring 

should be removed while he still breathed - and then suspecting that the old man was 

trying to hold on to it, instructed that a pillow be should be put over his face. Another 

version tell the story that he strangled the old man with his own hands, and immediately 

ordered the crucifixion of a freedman who cried out when he witnessed it.

In the first days of our flight, I was told that Caligula constantly boasted, of how loyal a

son he was, declaring that once he had entered the bedchamber of the sleeping 

Tiberius with dagger in his hand, to avenge the death of his mother and brothers; but 

instead, seized with pity, he threw down the dagger and went out again; and that 

though Tiberius knew about this, he had never dared to make any inquiry or take any 

action."

Tertius stirred into life.

"You tell a remarkable story, Apolonius. Tell me, how did it come about that you and 

your four companions are being hunted?"

Apolonius looked up at him.

"We know too much and we saw too much. We were replaced by another escort 

provided by Macro. Tiberius was completely at the mercy of these new men, but I doubt 

if he was even aware of it. We were still at Misenum when the old man was murdered, 

and immediately we decided to get to the truth. We hunted down and found the man 

who eventually admitted to smothering him with a pillow. The story of the ring is 

perfectly true. The conspiracy between Gaius and Macro is obvious. The murderer took 

his orders directly from Macro."

Tertius' mouth was dry when he asked.

"What happened to the murderer."

Apolonius' answer was short.



"I executed him!"

Tertius nodded and said nothing. Then:

"You've been on the run since?"

"Yes - We're indebted to the lady Rebecca for helping us to get this far - but it's time to 

move on."

Tertius eyebrows raised slightly. This was proving easier that he had thought.

"Where will you go?"

"I have no idea."

It had been a mistake to ask, he cursed himself. Apolonius continued.

"It will be just a matter of time before we're caught - we've run out of options."

For some totally unknown reason, Tertius found himself saying.

"Make no hasty decisions - let us give ourselves time to think. In the short term, you are 

welcome to stay here!"

When Flautia came to him later in the evening, she found him still gazing out into the 

darkened grounds. He turned from the window, his expression was hard to read. He 

forestalled any questions.

"You'll think I'm mad no doubt, but I decided to allow them to stay for a while."

She moved to him and put her arms about his neck, he smiled at her, she was still a 

very handsome woman and still made his heart lurch.

"I knew you'd come to the right decision."

"So - you think I've made the right decision - I think I've lost my powers of logic! Every 

nerve screams to me that I ought to send them out of our sight before they bring 

disaster down upon us."

She affirmed definitely.

"You've done the right thing, Tertius."

"I wonder - I sense Apolonius has more than one interest in staying."

"You can't mean Rebecca!?"



He nodded.

"Nonsense! The girl's madly in love with her husband - she wouldn't even look in 

Apolonius' direction."

"It's not the direction she's looking in that worries me - it's his!"

On the morning of the following day, Flautia found Rebecca looking a great deal less 

exhausted - in fact, she was industriously putting the final touches to two letters.

"I've written to Lucian - and to my brother, Joseph - I want them both to know where I 

am."

Flautia nodded.

"Tertius will see to it, he'll send both your letters in the documents we send between 

our centres - they won't fall into the wrong hands. As for your letter to your brother, it 

will be sent with one of our ships going to Caesarea. Tertius will be leaving for 

Mediolanum in a few minutes - he feels it necessary not to vary his routine in any way - 

on the other hand, he can quickly get to know if there is anyone asking about you."

Rebecca's face clouded. Flautia reassured her.

"Don't worry my dear - and please, don't hide yourself in this room like a fugitive. In the 

unlikely event of a visitor, you'll have plenty of time to slip away."

Rebecca held her eyes.

"What's to happen about Apolonius and his men?"

"Tertius has spoken with your captain and has agreed that they should stay for a while - 

at least until its safe for them to move on."

Rebecca murmured.

"To where, I wonder."

Flautia answered gently.

"They're grown men who performed a service for you - and you for them. When the 

time comes, they'll know what they must do - and you should wait for your husband to 

come home over the Alps!"




