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Three tedious weeks followed the despatch of the letters to Joseph and Rebecca, 

during which time Lucian tried desperately to keep himself busy. In reality, it wasn’t such

a hard task. He faced the mountainous prospect of re-establishing the business empire 

of Septimus Publius at the very centre of Rome’s imperial empire. It was a daunting 

prospect which soon made him decide to reopen the house near the centre of the city, 

which had been Septimus’ headquarters. He left the country estate in the hills with 

considerable regret, vowing that when Rebecca joined him with their children, it would 

be to there that he would take her. He took Tachius, Lepidus, and a group of the estate 

servants with him. He had developed a quick respect for Septimus’ Jewish steward. 

The man was reliable and efficient, and would quickly bring the dormant town house to 

life - as well, there was the added element of personal protection. He had no doubt that 

his unknown enemies in Rome were well aware that he had returned - and it was 

equally probable that interested parties at Caesar’s court on Capri, would make certain 

that they were left in no doubt.

Part of the town house had always been used as an office. In earlier times, a series of 

rooms had been reserved for secretaries and scribes. All of whom had dispersed 

following Septimus’ retreat from Rome. Once again, it was Lepidus who exercised his 

quiet efficiency, unknown to Lucian. He rounded up a number with whom he still had 

contact, and Lucian was confronted with a small force of old retainers, who appeared 

only too eager to take up where they had left off - the operative word was ‘old’ - some 

of them looked as if they would have trouble making the pace, but he was ready to be 

surprised. They were set to work establishing the routines which would cope with the 

flood of documents they could expect when Joseph re-directed the flow arriving in 



Caesarea.

Apart from dictating letters to the men controlling operations in the provinces, telling 

them of the change of direction, Lucian concentrated in getting local matters in order - 

this meant a visit to the warehouses in Ostia. Septimus had also maintained 

warehouses in Rome itself, close to the Tiber and it was from the quay of one of these 

that he elected to follow the winding river to its mouth, rather than take the more direct 

ride along the connecting road. He no longer had the benefit of the escort Aquila 

Apolonius had provided, and he ached for the freedom a brisk canter the fifteen or so 

miles would have provided, but prudence prevailed. It was hard to put his finger on, but 

he sensed he was being watched - even when he had been at the country estate, but 

much more so, now that he’d taken up residence in the city. 

A ride through the open country, even if the road would be busy, would expose him to 

attack by anyone intent on eliminating him. He kept his thoughts to himself, not wanting 

to risk ridicule from Tachius or Lepidus, who was accompanying him. To be honest, he 

couldn’t be sure whether he was suffering the consequences of an over-active 

imagination - perhaps there was no risk; no watchers; no plot to eliminate him. He 

didn’t explain the decision to take to the river, but he hardly expected that Tachius 

would take it without comment.

The old soldier eyed the filthy water with a disapproving eye, as the oarsmen disturbed 

the surface. Lucian began to have doubts about the enterprise himself. The river was 

choked with traffic, much of it coming from the small port to which they were heading. It 

would be so easy for a possible assailant to fire a well directed arrow from a 

neighbouring boat, or even to ram them and come aboard. Tachius rumbled into vocal 

complaint.

“If your idea was to avoid dying on the open road, I’d advise against falling into the river 

- it’s filthy enough to eat the flesh from your bones!”

Lucian eyed him warily - Tachius continued.



“That was your idea - this is supposed to be safer than the road?”

Lucian nodded.

“It seemed a good idea.”

Tachius grunted.

“If you don’t breath too deeply, it should be all right! The Tiber’s nothing but an open 

latrine!”

Lepidus said nothing, Lucian flickered a look at him. He had the look of a man who had 

a bad smell under his nose.

The barge was slow and it took the better part of half a day to reach Ostia. By this time, 

Lucian was in a foul mood - mainly because he’d made the wrong decision - which 

would prove to Lepidus that he was fallible. Why that should matter he couldn’t say, 

except that he felt himself measured against Septimus in every decision and action, but 

he was probably doing the man an injustice.

He knew the manager of the warehouse as soon as he saw him - Demetrius was a 

large man, well into his middle years. That he lived well was obvious. He possessed a 

huge laugh, which matched his physique. When Lucian had been a boy, Demetrius 

was one of the few who had visited Septimus on occasions, who had given any time to 

the young lad who had recently lost his parents. The greeting was a mutual pleasure, 

and Lucian’s foul mood evaporated. He found himself clasped in a rib-crushing hug.

“By all the gods of Rome, Greece, Egypt - any others I might have overlooked - it’s good

to see you boy!”

He let him go.

“I forget myself - you are now the Patron!”

“Old friends are always happy to greet each other.”

Demetrius’ face brightened.

“I was a friend of Septimus Publius - may he rest easy - I’ll be a friend to his son.”

There was a moment of awkward silence. Lucian said quietly.



“Septimus isn’t dead, Demetrius - at least, he wasn’t five days ago!”

The big man’s eyes widened - he breathed.

“He’s alive! Where did you see him?”

Lucian saw no reason to evade the question.

“He’s at Caesar’s court on Capri.”

He had to avoid an avalanche of questions.

“He’s - retired there - and awaits Caesar’s pleasure and enjoys his protection. He sends

greetings to all his faithful friends.”

The last was a fiction, the last thing Septimus had had on his mind was the conveyance 

of greetings. Lucian hurried on.

“By command of Caesar, I am to reopen the office in Rome - just as it was before 

Septimus left.”

Demetrius looked piously at the ceiling.

“Praise to the aforesaid gods - I tell you, young Lucian, business has suffered as a 

result of waiting for every decision from the outlandish place where you’ve been 

skulking! It’s good to have you home, boy!”

Lucian grinned.

“I haven’t exactly been idle, Demetrius - soon you’ll be having cargo from the east that 

you’ve never dreamt about - silks and spices - and pearls and stuff you’ve never seen 

in your life!

“I’ve also found the time to get married - and have two children - Gaius is nearly two - 

and the other was born after I left - so I don’t know about him or her!”

He received another hug and exuberant congratulations. After this had subsided, he 

managed to steer the conversation on to business. Demetrius was sharp,  asking 

probing questions and arguing the point when he didn’t see the sense in something 

suggested. Lucian debated patiently, knowing that if he could win this man to his side, 

the bulk of his task in Rome would be accomplished. At last, Demetrius was satisfied - 



he threw his hands open and nodded his head.

“You’ve got a good head on your shoulders, boy - By Hades, I have to stop calling you 

that - lacks respect!”

“I had good teachers - Septimus - and Demas of Miletus.”

Demetrius’ eyebrows rose sharply.

“Demas! Now there’s a sharp operator - watch him, young Lucian!”

“Septimus sent him to me - to bring me into line.”

Demetrius grunted - it could have meant anything. There were other claimants to his 

attention, which freed Lucian to wander out onto one of the docks and look out over the 

small harbour. It was choked with shipping of every cut and shape. At some time, 

someone would have to make drastic changes if it was to handle the volume of traffic 

bringing the wealth of the empire to Rome. Some vessels were obviously local, plying 

the ports around Italy, others came from much farther afield, many recognisable from 

the east, others from the north coast of Africa - and yet others from the west, Hispania, 

and perhaps, even from beyond the Pillars, from Gaul and Britannia. His interest stirred 

- these were places he would love to visit!

There was plenty of river traffic too. Some of the smaller vessels continuing on to Rome,

their larger bulk making the smaller barges roll and toss in their bow-waves. Out in the 

main harbour were ships with an unmistakable military cut, for the most part triremes, 

their oars shipped and at anchor. To and from them, was a steady stream of small craft 

traffic, resupplying before they sailed again to keep the seas of the Mare Nostrum free 

of pirates and predators. They still persisted, although the enclosed waters from the 

Pillars to the coast of Palestine, had been proudly names ‘Our Sea’ - ‘Mare Nostrum’ 

for centuries. He had a momentary qualm about Rebecca and the children. He 

reassured himself that Joseph would take good care to put them on a reliable, well 

defended ship, for the long sea voyage.

Demetrius was still busy as he walked back through the warehouse. Lucian crossed the



floor to the street access. There was nothing to inspire him in the clutter of similar 

buildings, mingled with dreary hovels and an occasional tavern - one of which sounded 

as if it was doing a roaring trade. It was the sort of place which would draw Tachius as 

if he was on a string. There was an eruption of sound from it, which sounded like the 

development of an interesting brawl. Lucian looked over his shoulder to reassure 

himself that his friend was still occupied within the warehouse - he was! Lucian turned 

his attention back to the tavern, and was just in time to see someone hurtling out 

through the door to land in the dust. He was closely followed by a group of others with 

drawn swords. Their quarry scrambled to his feet and hastily drew his short sword. The 

odds looked decidedly uneven.

Lucian found himself running towards the fray, with no concept of why he thought he 

should meddle in someone’s rough justice. His sword was out, but the odds were still 

heavily in favour of the assailants. There was the element of surprise in his favour. The 

original man had his back to the wall and was doing a reasonable job of fighting them 

off. Lucian had time to wonder what in Hades he had done to provoke such an 

onslaught of vengeful fury. His first thrust was with the flat of his sword and to the side 

of the head. The man went down as if he was pole-axed. One of his companions turned 

and tried to draw blood, and Lucian’s next thrust wasn’t with the flat of the sword. He 

despatched two of them, but there were still four left. The object of their wrath had 

taken a cut to the left arm, which was bleeding all over his grubby tunic.

Lucian found himself in a furious exchange with one of the four, with another trying to 

intervene from the side. By this time, he was getting angry, the conflict was making 

enough noise to waken the dead, but not even Tachius had made an appearance, let 

alone the other patrons of the tavern. The man he was defending was tiring, and it 

would only be a matter of time before someone finished him off. Lucian’s anger made 

him reckless, but it was a disciplined recklessness, making him draw on the moves 

Tachius had taught him years earlier. He caught his main opponent by surprise and 



finished him with a quick thrust through the chest. The man coughed and gave a 

strangled shriek, which seemed to take the heart out of the other assailants, they 

turned and ran for their lives, just as a cohort of troopers galloped up at a furious pace - 

it was a matter of seconds before Lucian found himself pinned back against the wall 

with a menacing sword at his throat. He tried not to blink. There was a soft laugh from 

the bloodied man slumped at the base of the wall.

“Steady, men - he’s on my side!”

The sword was withdrawn and Lucian allowed himself to draw breath. He looked at the  

unknown man he had rescued. He found himself on the receiving end of sharp appraisal

“You fight like a Persian demon!”

“I’ve never met one.”

“Are you all right, sir?”

The question came from the troop leader. It was only then that Lucian realised that they 

were Praetorians.

“A scratch - it’s nothing!”

Lucian observed.

“You’re bleeding well enough!”

Cool eyes mocked him.

“A scratch - nothing more! I’m Gaius.”

Out of the corner of his eye, Lucian saw Tachius and Demetrius approaching - better 

late than never!

“I’m Lucian - Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius - at your service.”

The cool eyes had lost their mockery, now they were speculative.

“We share a name it seems.”

“My father was Gaius Quintus.”

“I’m obliged to you, Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius - now, I fear, my wound is giving me



trouble after all.”

His arm was extended in farewell, Lucian grasped it. Another horse had been brought 

up, which the wounded man mounted well enough. He waved his good arm and then, 

with his escort, clattered down the street. Tachius found his voice.

“By all the gods, yours and mine, can’t I turn my back on you for five minutes without 

you getting into trouble!?”

Lucian glared at him.

“I would have thought the smell of the tavern would have drawn you - let alone the 

chance of a good scrap!”

He looked at Demetrius who was as white as a sheet and looked as if his knees were 

about to cave under him.

“Are you unwell - I’m not wounded!?”

“The man, Patron - he gave his name?”

Lucian nodded.

“He did - Gaius.”

“Indeed, Patron - he is Gaius - but he goes under another name.”

“I don’t understand.

“Gaius Caesar, Patron - he is Caligula!”

Lucian mouthed the name.

“Caligula - you must be wrong! What would Caligula be doing in Ostia - and in this 

neighbourhood, practically unescorted - and being thrown out of a tavern on his neck in 

the dust?”

Demetrius stared back stoutly.

“There can be no doubt - he is Caligula - and as to what he’s doing in Ostia - and being 

thrown out of a tavern - Caligula is a law to himself - he’s also a man with appetites. The

tavern connects to a brothel and he comes here often with only a few men for escort. 

We know he comes, but we choose not to draw attention to the fact - we were told to 



keep our mouths closed and our health would remain good!”

They returned to the warehouse with Tachius still holding forth about the predilection of

the young to run headlong into trouble. Lucian remained patient for a while before 

holding up a hand to stem the flow.

“Admit it, Tachius - you’re simply jealous that you weren’t in front leading the way! Either

that, or you’re showing your age - you sound like my grandfather’s grandfather!”

The response was obscene. Demetrius listened with obvious fascination.

“The fact remains, Patron, that you have come to the attention of Caligula.”

Lucian nodded slowly.

“Quite a coincidence don’t you think? First, I’m recalled to Italia by no less a person than

Tiberius - now, I’m in the forefront of saving the life of the heir to the imperial throne.”

Demetrius answered quickly.

“He’s the joint heir, Patron - Caesar has named him and Tiberius Gemellus as equal 

heirs.”

Tachius growled.

“The man must be mad - How long does he think that’ll last - one of them will come to a

sticky end?”

Demetrius looked scandalised by the suggestion of Caesar’s insanity.

“If both are in agreement, it could work very well.”

Lucian interposed.

“Who is Tiberius Gemellus?”

“The grandson of Caesar, Patron. He’s about seventeen, I believe.”

“And Caligula is about my age.”

“A little younger, Patron - twenty-four.”

“He’s the son of Germanicus.”

“Of respected memory, Patron.”

Demetrius was beginning to sound cautious and apprehensive.



“We are friends together, Demetrius.”

“A warehouse has many echoes, Patron.”

They were interrupted by the return of Lepidus.

“You missed the excitement.”

“Your pardon, Patron - I received word that Linus wished to talk with me urgently.”

“About fish? I marvel how quickly the word gets around that I’m visiting Ostia, and that 

you’re with me.”

Tachius interjected in disgust.

“Spies are watching every move!”

“You’re getting paranoid!”

Lepidus interposed.

“Nothing sinister, Patron. Linus knows that I come every week for trade - he watches 

for me. - Patron, he has asked if he might talk with you.”

Lucian shrugged.

“Why not! I’m about finished here - where do I find him?”

Lepidus looked slightly horrified.

“It is for him to find you, Patron - He came with me in the hope that you would give him

the time.”

“Bring him in!”

Lepidus hesitated.

“Your pardon, Patron - he asks for privacy.”

Lucian started to feel irritated.

“On the quay then - unless he chooses the roof!”

Lepidus hurried away before Lucian lost his temper. He returned after a few moments 

with the tall, angular fisherman following. Lucian gestured to the large doors leading to 

the dock, and silently they walked out of the building. Lucian turned to confront him, 

and his surge of irritation evaporated under the quiet gaze of the Master’s follower.



“Thank you for giving me the time.”

Lucian forced a smile.

“How can I help you?”

“I wanted to thank you again for protecting us in your garden on that evening. The 

troopers have little time for the followers of the Master - especially when we’re found in 

a group after dark. If you hadn’t intervened, it would have gone hard for us.”

“I’m glad I was there.”

Linus hesitated.

“You will understand that we hear very little from Jerusalem. The last contact we had 

was with some travelers who told us that there is much oppression from the priests and 

their agents. Before that, we had a brief visit from one of the Twelve!”

Lucian jerked to attention.

“One of the Twelve! You must mean James, the brother of John, both were the 

Master’s cousins!”

Linus nodded.

“His name was James.”

Lucian’s excitement grew.

“Where is he, I must talk to him!?”

Linus shook his head.

“He was here for only a short time - and they were golden moments for us - soon, he 

was gone once more - he told us he intended to visit Hispania.”

Lucian murmured.

“I heard that it was his intention - so he reached Rome and left again for Hispania. This 

is the first news of him for over two years - they would be happy to hear it in Jerusalem.

” 

“It was about the same time - two years - that we last heard of him. In those days, he 

was welcomed into the synagogue as a fellow Jew, but he gave such a powerful 



message to us all, that he soon fell foul of the teachers, there were many disputes and 

fierce arguments - especially with one - the one who was given a Roman name - 

Marius. When he heard that James was newly from Jerusalem, he made a point of 

visiting the synagogue, and after James had finished his discourse, took him aside and 

asked him many questions about the situation in Judaea - especially about Herod the 

Tetrarch. James could tell him very little, and this seemed to infuriate Marius Agrippa. 

He came to the synagogue on a number of occasions afterwards, and each time he 

was more and more critical of our brother, James. It was as well that he heeded our 

advice to leave Rome, for I’m quite sure Marius Agrippa would have had him arrested.”

Lucian heard him out in silence.

“Agrippa is in prison himself - Marius Agrippa - whatever he chooses to call himself. 

He’is out of favour with Caesar - I don’t know why.”

“We heard that - but before he was imprisoned, he managed to convince his friends at 

court that we were a dangerous group and should be watched. From that time, we have 

been meeting in gardens, or in cellars - anywhere where we can escape the attention 

of spies.”

“Tiberius is tolerant of all religious beliefs.”

“Only when there’s no hint of treason! Agrippa made sure that he branded us as 

conspirators plotting sedition!”

“He sounds a dangerous enemy.”

Linus nodded.

“He IS our enemy, and I’m sure that if he ever gains power, it will go badly for all who 

follow the Master.”

“You said you wanted to talk with me urgently. I’m sure news of James wasn’t the only 

reason.”

Linus hesitated once more.

“We hunger for news from Jerusalem. You must understand that we have so little. I was



with a group of travellers to the Passover and afterwards, to Pentecost. We were 

caught up in the death and resurrection of the Master, but even then we couldn’t 

understand. It was only after Pentecost, when Our Father gave his wonderful gift of the 

Holy Spirit, that our eyes and ears were opened and we could absorb the words and 

the teachings of the Twelve. 

The time passed quickly, and soon we had to return to our homes, and from that time, 

we have been living on the food we received then - we talk much together, we talk over 

those times when we had contact with the Twelve. That was why it was such a golden 

time for us when we received the visit from James - but then, he was soon gone, and 

all we had was the memory of his words, which we could add to our other treasures. I 

have told you, we are hungry - but we can’t live on the scraps of meals long since 

eaten  fresh. We need more food - fresh food - and so, I come to you with a petition. 

Talk to us, tell us all that has happened in the meantime. Tell us what the Twelve are 

doing. Even tell us of all the trials and how they were overcome. Even to know such 

things would give us renewed strength.”

Lucian stared into his pleading eyes, and he found his heart hammering. He wished 

desperately for Rebecca to be there, she was the one with the greater conviction and 

eloquence - but this request was immediate, it couldn’t wait until she arrived -  which 

might be weeks. Without quite knowing why, he nodded agreement, not trusting himself 

to speak.

“We shall come to you - with your permission!”

Lucian shook his head.

“It’s over twenty miles to the estate - and you have women and young children. I’ll come

to you - tell me when and where - give Lepidus the message.”

They walked back into the warehouse and Lucian avoided Tachius’ enquiring eyes. 

Soon after, Linus bowed in farewell and left. Tachius followed him with his eyes.

“Why do I get the impression that he’s a dangerous man?”



Lucian’s response was deliberately derisory.

“If I listen to you, every man’s a potential enemy.”

“I didn’t say that - just being close to him will bring trouble - what did he want anyway?”

“So, now you’re a prophet!? As to what he wanted - nothing more or less than a private 

conversation!”

They returned to Rome as the evening light began to fade, and walked the short 

distance from the warehouse to the better district where the town house was situated. 

They bathed and had dinner, during which Lucian avoided answering Tachius’ clumsy 

attempts to extract information. Eventually, the old man gave up in disgust and 

stomped off to bed.

Lucian’s small army of scribes had amassed a collection of documents which required 

his immediate attention. It gave him little time to think over the events of the day until 

he retired himself, quite late.

There was no immediate reaction to the episode with Caligula in the following days. 

Similarly, there was no word from Linus, the only consolation was that each day 

brought the arrival of Rebecca and his children closer. Lucian soon developed a routine,

 in which he forced a period of time for himself. From his experiences in Caesarea, he 

knew how easy it would be to allow himself to be swamped with work, which his eager 

scribes would be only too happy to heap upon him. He made a point of starting early 

and finishing the day’s business by noon - at which time he indulged himself in the 

luxury of a visit to the baths.

Septimus had always frequented a small, almost private establishment close to the 

house, and had been careful to avoid the more boisterous and larger establishments in 

the centre of the city, where all manner of licentious behaviour had slowly taken over 

the proper running of them. These were the haunts of those looking for promiscuous 

relationships among their own gender, both male and female. It had never been to 

Septimus’ tastes or his stoic principles, and Lucian had early learned to develop a 



distaste for such appetites. There was no doubt that the bathhouses were recognised 

as a legitimate place to conduct business deals. Septimus had utilised his choice as a 

second office, meeting with other merchants and financiers. Lucian saw no reason to 

hide himself away from such contacts, it was healthy for the business that he should be 

recognised, and if he was to reestablish Septimus’ interests in Rome, it was virtually a 

necessity.

He was noticed of course, and slowly at first but then with a greater degree, he was 

acknowledged on the occasions of his visits. The clientele for the most part were older 

men - which was to be expected, for Lucian was surely one of the youngest men to be 

entrusted with the degree of responsibility given to him by Septimus. It soon became 

known that he had been received by Caesar, and therefore could be considered to be 

in imperial favour.

From that point on, contact and conversation became more visible and the first 

cautious overtures of a mercantile nature were made. It was more than a week after the 

episodes in Ostia that the situation changed.

He was in the steamy heat of the Caldarium, almost invisible in the intense mist, when

he was joined by someone who emerged abruptly from the vapour. Lucian was startled 

out of his reverie and turned his head swiftly. He found himself staring into slightly 

amused, steady grey eyes.

“If I had been an assassin, Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius, you would now be a dead 

man - but as you can see, I can’t possibly have a concealed weapon!”

Lucian collected his wits.

“My Lord Gaius, I’m astonished to meet you here!”

Caligula nodded.

“Even with my resources, it took some time to find you.”

“I’m amazed that you would wish to do so, your Excellency.”

Caligula eyed him speculatively.



“It astonishes you that I should wish to find the man who saved my life - if it hadn’t been 

for your intervention, I would very likely be dead.”

“I was gratified to be of help, your Excellency - I see that your wound has healed very 

well.”

Caligula held out his left arm, there was no evidence of a wound.

“A lot of blood, but little to show for it, Lucian - I may call you Lucian?” 

“I would be honoured, your Excellency.”

“Between friends, there is no rank! You may call me Gaius - or Caligula, if that suits you 

better.”

“Once again, I would be honoured - Gaius.”

“I see you choose Gaius and not Caligula - it is, after all a nickname given to me during 

the time of my father, Germanicus, when he led the legions. They made me some small 

boots - caligae - hence the name.”

The story was well known, Lucian made some interested noises. Caligula smiled. 

“But I’m telling you what is commonly known! Tell me, why do you hide yourself away in 

this obscure place?”

“It’s by way of being a tradition in my family - here we make business contacts.”

“Your family - or the family of Septimus Publius?”

“Septimus came here frequently.”

“Is he well? I know he’s at the court of Caesar!”

The question came like a sword thrust. Lucian maintained his composure.

“He’s very well - and enjoys Caesar’s benevolence.”

Caligula laughed softly.

“Of course! How could Caesar’s favour be other than benevolent!?”

The element of mockery was back. The tone changed.

“It seems we both lost our fathers at an early age.”

Lucian responded cautiously.



“I was twelve.”

“And I was younger - nine. We both suffered our loss at the hands of assassins - 

another coincidence!”

“Until recently I thought my parents were killed during a Gallic attack.”

“Of course - you lost your mother too - but so have I - more recently. I’m told she 

starved herself to death - but that couldn’t possibly be correct, she was also residing 

under Caesar’s benevolence! Tell me, how is Tiberius? - I recently escaped from Capri, 

and one hears so little that’s reliable these days.”

Once again a sword thrust. Lucian was even more cautious.

“I saw very little of Caesar while I was there - he developed a chill.”

Caligula laughed softly once more.

“One of his famous, convenient chills. Still, Tiberius is an old man, I suppose he’s 

entitled to chills and stiffness of the joints - even a little forgetfulness, which comes to 

old men.”

The probe was relentless. Caligula continued.

“I have been told of your delicate answers to difficult questions - my friends on Capri 

keep me well informed. Tell me - are you answering me with equal delicacy?”

Lucian faced him squarely.

“Yes - I was warned to keep a tight rein on my tongue.”

“You’re frank - I like that! Does that mean I can trust you to keep a tight rein on your

tongue about this conversation?”

“If that is your wish.”

Caligula nodded.

“I suppose Julia Augusta warned you of dire consequences if you didn’t.”

Lucian nodded.

“What else did she tell you - or is that a state secret?”

The mockery had flared once more. Lucian smiled.



“She showed interest in making me her next husband!”

Caligula’s eyes widened and this time, the bathhouse rang with his laughter.

“The randy old witch! She’s over ninety! Now, that was an indiscretion my dear Lucian - 

but you can rest assured that I’ll keep the fact that she propositioned you to myself. 

And Tiberius - did he proposition you too!?”

Lucian smiled again.

“He asked me about the situation in Judaea - my opinion of Pontius Pilate, Caiaphas the

High Priest - and Herod the Tetrarch.”

Caligula leaned forward.

“Now, that’s quite interesting. I’m told that Pilate has been recalled and the High Priest 

stripped of his office - I wonder, did your words of enlightenment could have such an 

immediate effect? Perhaps not - Herod interests me - what do you think of him?”

Lucian answered bluntly.

“I dislike him intensely and his people detest him.”

Caligula breathed.

“I hope you told Tiberius that.”

“In more diplomatic words.”

“Good! That will hearten Marius - Marius Agrippa - was he mentioned?”

Lucian hesitated.

“Only in so much that Caesar mentioned he was in prison.”

Caligula leaned back and surveyed him.

“You must meet Marius - one good friend should get to know a new friend. One day, 

Marius will be free and then we shall throw a great feast to which you will be invited. I’m

told that you have a Jewish wife, that will interest Marius.”

“You are very gracious.”

“Think nothing of it! If for no other reason, I owe you hospitality for saving my life - but I 

think it will be for greater reasons. Now, my new friend, we had better move out of this 



atmosphere before the skin peels from our bones!”

They moved through the remaining rooms of the bathhouse, finishing with the 

obligatory massage and oiling. Lucian watched him ride away with an escort who 

emerged from nowhere. He had no doubt that under the cover of the steam, they had 

been watching and listening.

He told no one of the encounter - not even Tachius. The words of the old empress kept 

returning - her warning to watch those who were offering overtures of friendship. If he 

gained anything from his conversation with Caligula, it was that there appeared to be 

no love lost between Tiberius and his heir. Caligula’s mother had been Agrippina, a 

woman noted for her extreme virtue in their licentious age. She had born Germanicus 

nine children, of whom Caligula was the youngest. In the obscure entanglement of 

marriages which were rife in the family of the Caesars, there would be many others 

qualified to take the throne when Tiberius died, but the old man had chosen Caligula, 

the son of the man he was supposed to have had murdered, but in sheer contradiction, 

he had had Agrippina imprisoned, where it was said, she had starved herself to death.

Lucian didn’t try to untangle the complexity of the relationships, or the apparent changes

of direction the old Caesar was displaying. Perhaps there was, after all, an element of 

truth in the rumour that he was losing his mind. The fact remained that Caligula had 

sought him out, and this was by his own admission. Lucian thought back over the open 

display of the supposedly wounded arm. There never had been a wound! It couldn’t 

have healed so quickly!

So, the attack on Caligula outside the tavern had been no more than a charade. The 

objective had been to get his attention. The attackers had been paid well, and Caligula 

wouldn’t have been concerned that one or two of them lost their lives in the fake 

assault.

Caligula also knew a great deal about him - and the history of his father and mother. 

Germanicus had been mentioned casually, and a relationship of mutual loss of a father 



had been established. Whatever the game was, it was very deep, and Lucian knew that 

he’d need to be extremely careful in his dealings with Caligula and Caesar’s court in 

the future. He questioned the wisdom of bringing Rebecca and his children into such an 

environment - but it was too late to undo what had already been set in motion. Rebecca 

and his children were, even at that moment, somewhere on the Mare Nostrum, nearing 

the shores of Italia. 


