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Caesarea, Judaea.

In the fourteenth year of the Divine Tiberius.

Septimus Publius, Greetings!

Your Excellency, it is my pleasure to direct this, my first report to you,

on the conditions I have found upon arrival and subsequently, in this province

of Judaea.

Some days ago, I arrived at Caesarea after a tedious and much

delayed journey due to contrary head winds, which, at times, seemed to

threaten to drive us back to Rome! 

I received little attention upon arrival, it being assumed that I was what

I purported to be, an agent of commerce seeking business in Judaea and the

surrounding districts.

I was laboriously advised by a bureaucrat at the dock, of the inherent

dangers of wandering from the patrol areas of the garrison and so, I made my

escape and introduced myself to the family suggested by yourself, where

now, after some days, I take this opportunity to dictate this report.

Claudius and his wife, Livinia, of course, know nothing of our private

arrangement. They have entertained me generously and having extracted all

the information they could from me, about the current situation in Rome, its

politics, its fashions - this particularly from Livinia - and your health, your

Excellency, and that of your family, I was released to listen rather than to talk.

I must emphasise that I have exercised the utmost discretion, especially on



matters relating to the Imperial Household - apart from its latest fashions!

The talk among the guests was on what they described as 'the usual

topic', this being the stability of the political scene - or rather - its instability.

I acted the ignorant newcomer - which I was - and asked questions

which they tolerated and answered.

When we spoke together in Rome, you mentioned your concern about

the numerous parties which, for the most part, are in violent opposition to

each other, and which seethe beneath the surface, but which are, on the

other hand, united in a subtle opposition to the Imperial rule.

On the surface, Pilate and his Legions appear to be handling the

situation in a satisfactory manner. There are occasional minor disturbances

which are suppressed quickly and efficiently - before they have a chance to

get out of hand. For the most part, these are localised and are not allowed to

assume serious proportions.

It is the underlying and persistent reason, which gives cause for

concern and it might well be that a more serious uprising will occur, which

will, necessarily, be put down with the utmost severity.

The origins for much of the unrest, is to be found in the implacable

resistance to the acceptance of the divine Tiberius as god in man! They insist

that their One God is superior and they repudiate any other form of worship

or honour.

I am sure that your Excellency will well remember the difficulties we

experienced when we tried to establish statues of the divine Caesar in every

city and town of this obscure nation - and the further furore which arose when

it was required for the citizens to acknowledge the eagles of the Legions. In

their practices, it is forbidden to bow down to man-made images and such is

their implacable opposition, that they are prepared to stand and be



slaughtered together with their women and children, if necessary, until none

remain!

I will not bore your Excellency with further discussion on the subject,

suffice to say, that one of the conflicting parties in this turmoil, is centred on a

supreme council of their religious beliefs, which they call by the outlandish

name of 'the Sanhedrin'. This in turn is governed by the power and influence

of the High Priests.

The religious party is fractured into querulous and conflicting factions,

who war between themselves on obscure matters of their Jewish Law and

beliefs. However, they unite when confronted by a common threat.

Frequently, they are opposed by the powerful men who surround the 

Tetrarch Herod, who, you will remember, is permitted to rule by the

indulgence of the divine Caesar. This 'king's party' has the aim of advancing

the claims of their petty ruler, by placing petitions before the Imperium to

enable this Herod to assume control over those parts of Judaea which were

originally governed by his father, the first Herod.

Perhaps, Excellency, you have had dealings with these persuasive

ambassadors. My information is that Herod is a man of overweening ambition

and is watched very carefully by the Procurator, Pilate.

Although normally at war with the priestly party, the Herodians

combine with them, when it comes to seeking political advantage before the

Imperium.

These are the obvious and surface elements which occupy the

Procurator and undoubtedly, relieve his tedium and boredom. There are other

elements, which are much more sinister. There are many atrocities and acts

of open rebellion carried out by those who call themselves - Zealots. These

are they who originated during the uprising which followed the placing of



Judaea under direct Imperial control - after the death of the first Herod. You

might recall that they were, at that time, led by Judas of Galilee and Sadduk a

member of one of the religious parties - the Pharisees.

The Zealots have persisted until this time, they are little more than a

band of brigands, who attempt to harass our garrisons. They have proved

very difficult to stamp out, but there are frequent executions when some of

their number fall into our hands.

It should be noted, Excellency, that the province of Galilee is still a hot

bed of intrigue and resistance - interestingly, this is the area which is

governed by Herod, but which we also garrison in the major towns.

As I have previously mentioned, the religious party is splintered into

many extreme sects, some of whom live isolated lives dedicated to physical

denial - it would seem that they create no unrest and for the most part, can be

safely disregarded.

I have been told that recently a new figure has emerged from obscurity

and has appeared in desert areas to the east and that he is drawing large

crowds to listen to him. It is an indication of the superstitious nature of these

people, that they consider him to be capable of foreknowing the future,

although he is not such as our priests, who do so by making auguries. I shall

make it my business to keep your Excellency fully informed on this matter,

especially if his following becomes a threat to stability.

As yet, I have not been brought to the attention of the Procurator,

although he is resident here in Caesarea, which is his habit. Livinia

mentioned on the morning after our first dinner, that those gathered at the

table included two of his Aides. I am sure I was discrete and the reason for

being ignored is probably that I am considered to be of no account - which

suits my purpose.



I have spent much time wandering the streets and quays of this

admirable port. It has the taste of home and I am almost loathe to leave it, but

I know I must before very long, if I am to provide your Excellency with the

information you desire. It will not be found here in this city, which is very

Greek in appearance, with magnificent buildings, which remind me of the best

Rome has to offer. I returned to the home of Claudius in a reflective mood, for

we know the first Herod built this city - but that was before he was stricken

with the darkness of the mind which led to the bestiality and excesses of his 

final years.

Another reason why I must leave, is to maintain my facade before

Claudius and Livinia. I will be expected to conduct business and trade - which

I will not do by walking the streets and quays. Tomorrow, I shall make a small

start, from which I shall build to more influential contacts. If I am to get to the

heartbeat of these people, I must become accepted and trusted.

Excellency! Be assured that my next report will be of greater interest!

I remain, faithful in your service.

Lucian Quintus.

Septimus Publius laid aside the rambling report he had received from

Lucian and sighed. It was a measure of his unrest that he did so, for he had

long admired and followed the teachings of the Stoics.

The boy had been most indiscreet!

Septimus examined again the seal which he had broken himself, to

reassure himself that it had not be tampered with. Additionally, Lucian had

entrusted the despatch to a messenger he could trust - and, as a

masterstroke of impertinence, had ensured that it was carried to Rome by

one of the fastest military vessels afloat.



The ageing Roman wondered if perhaps, he had entrusted this

delicate mission to the wrong man. He still saw Lucian as the bewildered boy

who had come to him twelve years earlier, when he had been orphaned. It

had taken a long time for the withdrawn child to shake off the trauma he had

suffered with the loss of his parents and only slowly, had he become a self-assured

youth - and an even more self-assured young man, now twenty-two

years old.

Self-assurance was one thing - but cockiness was another! To have

openly discussed political matters in a letter which could have easily been

intercepted at some point during its long journey, was the height of

indiscretion. Lucian seemed not to understand that in Judaea he could not

rely on the power and influence of his patron if his foolhardiness got him into

trouble.

Judaea was not Rome. It was not strictly speaking under civil control.

Pilate was a civil Procurator, certainly, but the Legions kept him in power and

his control was essentially that of Martial Law.

Septimus reread the letter. In a surprisingly short time, Lucian

appeared to have come to grips with the main players in the political game

being acted out by the ambitious Judaean prince, the Priests and the

insurrectionists.

He leaned back in his chair and gazed out over the blue waters of the

Tyrrhenian Sea. His villa was outside of the city, he took no delight in its

noise and bustle. He could well understand the divine Tiberius, who had

installed himself at Capri, from which he refused to be moved, no matter what

the emergency or pressing matter of state. Septimus Publius admired the

Emperor, he was a man who said to the world which he controlled: 'I am

Caesar and I have the divine right to enjoy the benefits and perquisites of that



exalted position - and no one shall tell me otherwise!'.

What did it matter that he was an old man seeing out his life in a

beautiful place, surrounded only by those he liked and that he cut himself off

from those who bored him, or whom he detested? What did it matter - other 

than it encouraged the rise of upstarts such as Sejanus, who grew stronger

by the hour because of the emperor's inactivity to curb him.

Sejanus was the reason why Lucian must be more discrete, otherwise,

both he and Septimus would find themselves facing the executioner. Neither

would escape, Septimus Publius was a powerful man, but he was a weakling

compared to some who had already been swept out of the usurper's path.

Lucian wouldn't escape, simply because he was a half-world away in Judaea,

Sejanus’ arm was long, sure and ruthless.

The reason for sending Lucian to Judaea had been twofold. Primarily it

was to test the water and sound the ground for the establishment of beneficial

links with the traders who came in from the desert lands beyond the Roman

World, bringing with them the exotic wares of the east, which would find a

ready market in Rome itself, but also, in many of the major cities throughout

the extremities of the Empire in the west.

Septimus could visualise the reaction to unknown eastern goods in

distant Iberia and even the toehold they had on the tin islands of the Britons.

Then, there was Gaul, where Roman garrisons had been established for

almost a century. He was shrewd enough to see that the market was huge,

even without considering the rich citizens of Latium and the home provinces.

Everything depended on political stability and upon the ruthless power

of the Legions to maintain it - this, therefore, was the secondary purpose for

sending the young man - but the young firebrand - whom he was already

seeing as the son he had never physically produced - appeared to have



exchanged the order of priority.

Septimus sighed again and asserted his Stoic discipline, reaching for a

fresh parchment scroll. Writing a reply was the proper task for a slave, but

this he would not share with a scribe, he would compose his response

privately and despatch it with the same messenger - and probably on the

same ship!

At the time when his patron was reading his report, Lucian had already

started to make a few contacts among the minor officials surrounding Pilate.

He had waited for a few days, to see if there was any reaction to his

presence, but it began to look as if he had overplayed his part on the first

evening and had been dismissed as a lightweight traveller with little to

contribute to the existing balance of trade or political influence.

He knew enough about both spheres to realise that a direct approach

to the merchants of a people who considered themselves citizens of an

occupied nation, was doomed to failure - he badly needed contacts -

introductions to the right people - and they could only come from those

surrounding Pilate, who could either attract attention because of their political

power, or intimidate others - again, because of their position of authority.

The Procurator was not a man who made himself conspicuous. It was

generally known that he didn't find his posting to Judaea agreeable. Livinia

was an ocean of gossip - most of it inaccurate - and conjecture about why

Pilate had been allocated such an appointment. The general opinion

appeared to be that he had crossed someone in authority at some point in his

earlier career and that this was the ultimate payoff - a posting to a remote

frontier province, notoriously difficult to control, which had been the political

deathbed of many an otherwise promising diplomat.

Livinia was a Roman matron who had managed to maintain her sense



of humour, despite the fluctuating fortunes of her husband's career. He was 

an engineer, brought in to supervise the capital works which had been

authorised to turn this barbaric region into something approaching a civilised

place to live.

Livinia was middle-aged and totally devoted to her rotund, happy

husband, who was equally devoted to her. They lived together in complete

harmony, but that didn't stop Livinia eyeing the young, handsome and well

manicured Roman, who was their guest, with unbridled romantic interest,

which she knew she would never allow to be fulfilled, and which her husband

recognised with the easy tolerance of a totally trusting man. Claudius would

depart at the break of each day, with a knowing wink at their guest,

completely assured that his wife would flirt as long as Lucian would permit

and still be radiant with happiness and virtuousness, when her husband

returned in the evening.

Lucian turned to her with his problem.

"Livinia, I must make some decent contacts with people in the

Procurator's entourage, those who deal with the Jewish traders."

She eyed him doubtfully.

"You surely, don't mean the people who supply Pilate's kitchen!"

Lucian threw back his head and laughed. It was a joyous sound,

Livinia suppressed a sigh - he was so young, so sophisticated - so - Roman!

She felt like a middle-aged frump who had allowed her youth to slip away in

one dusty engineering camp after the other. Claudius’ posting to Caesarea

had been like a dream come true - it was the first time she had lived in a

decent house since leaving Rome more than a dozen years earlier. With an

effort, she drew her mind back, concentrating on what her young god was

saying.



"No! I mean the more powerful merchants who deal with each other

and the outside world - particularly to the east. You surely aren't going to tell

me that the Jews don't have people like that?"

Livinia was doubtful, it wasn't a subject she had thought about.

"I suppose they must."

"And if they do, they must have dealings with Pilate as well - I haven't

been to a place yet where merchants are allowed free rein to do as they

please without paying some sort of duty to the Imperium. We all pay taxes -

I'd like to meet the man who thinks he can get away without doing so!"

He laughed again and Livinia joined him. She thought desperately of a

way she could help him, but she was dismally aware that Claudius didn't

command much respect with the rest of the clique which surrounded Pilate.

Claudius was no more than a man who dirtied his hands with roads and

drainage systems, or, if he was lucky, with supervising the construction of

some elaborate token of the Roman presence.

The only reason why Lucian had come to them, was the lucky chance

that once, Claudius had been involved in a building project of which Septimus

had been the patron and he had come to the attention of the great man. An

unlikely friendship had developed, which had waxed and waned - more often

the latter - but which had waxed once more, when Septimus had remembered

his old friend when looking for a safe haven for Lucian during his visit to

Judaea.

Livinia was forced into making a decision she had thus far resisted.

She had tried desperately to keep Lucian to herself - apart from the first

evening, when she hadn't known what she was exposing to the predatory 

females of the Roman presence. It had been one of her rare efforts at

entertaining and although it had been a success, it hadn't broken down the



barrier of superiority which separated Claudius and his house, from the rest

of them. She surrendered to the inevitable and suggested a little breathlessly

"I will invite some of the wives of the Procurator's staff to meet you and

I'm sure you can charm them into meeting their husbands - but, Lucian, don't

be too charming - otherwise, their husbands might become jealous."

He seized hold of her hand and kissed it.

"Livinia! You are a goddess! How can I thank you - I was at my wit's

end how to break into that tight circle."

She retrieved her hand and lowered it to her lap.

"You haven't broken in yet, Lucian - and I meant what I said - be

careful with those women - some of them are quite prepared to become an

easy conquest!"

Lucian eyed her seriously.

"You know, Livinia - I can hardly remember my mother, but she must

surely have been like you!"

Livinia's romantic ideas subsided rapidly. Lucian had risen to his feet,

beaming down at her. She flickered a responsive smile and then he was

away, moving quickly down the path to the wall of the small garden. At the

gate, he turned and waved and she responded mechanically.

For a while she sat in quiet contemplation, during which time she

called herself every kind of romantic fool and confronted the certainty that

she undoubtedly was old enough to be his mother. A surge of rebellion

reasserted itself - he WAS a very beautiful young man - and HERS was a

tedious, monotonous life - and she was the wife of Claudius - a good and

loving husband, who had always treated her well and from whom she couldn't

hide a thought.

She rose to her feet with new determination and set about the task of



composing an invitation to be sent to a few, well-chosen ladies, who could be

relied upon to take the latest arrival home to meet their husbands. Livinia was

grimly determined that it wouldn't become anything more than that!

Lucian walked into a cohort of Legionaries dispersing a small crowd

with the flat of their short swords. He stepped back out of the way and

watched. It was done efficiently and with the minimum of disturbance. Their

officer was in the midst of the melee, from which he emerged, as the last of

the troublemakers ran off into the side streets. He was a brawny, dark man

about Lucian's age, with crisp curly hair, cropped short to his head. He gave

the bystander a sharp glance.

"The only way to deal with this rabble - they don't seem to understand

anything else - Marcellus Flavius."

He extended an arm which Lucian gripped in greeting.

"Lucian Quintus - recently arrived from Rome."

The officer's eyebrows jerked upward.

"In from Rome, you say! We don't see many here straight from Rome!"

"I'm here for trade - looking for contacts for my - patron. What was the

problem here?"

Marcellus Flavius grunted and shrugged.

"The usual trouble, some argument over their barbaric religious

customs. It usually comes to blood if we allow it to get out of hand. Either

that, or they stir up the rest of the population and we have a full scale riot - 

and then Pilate tends to become annoyed - so, we make sure it never gets

out of hand."

"They seem incapable of discussing things like reasonable people."

Marcellus glanced at him.

"Obviously, you haven't seen their councils in action. They sit and rave



at each other, shouting down their opponents and spitting into their beards!

Forget the reasoned discussions of the Greeks, or the cultured exchange of

views. Most of the time, they nearly come to blows - this time, they did!"

Marcellus Flavius proved to be an amiable fellow who seemed

reluctant to let his new acquaintance go. He gestured to a nearby tavern, into

which, in any case, most of his men had disappeared. Lucian was privately a

little appalled at the lack of discipline. It would be unknown in more tightly

controlled regions of the Empire, for a squad of soldiers to dismiss

themselves in the middle of a tour of duty, so that they could get into their

cups. Their officer noticed the small flicker of astonishment and explained

casually.

"Our patrol routine includes visits to places where trouble might be

expected to break out! On the other hand, breaking up a mob is dangerous

and thirsty work!"

Lucian kept his mouth shut and accepted the invitation to test the local

wine. The tavern keeper looked less than happy at this new evidence of the

Roman invasion, most of his regular, local customers, had made themselves

scarce with the arrival of the patrol. A few remained, mostly Cretan or

Phoenician sailors, who kept their heads and their conversation low. Many of

them looked as if they had been swilling cheap wine to the extent that they

couldn't have made a swift exit if their life had depended on it.

Flavius ignored them, his eyes checked the place over quickly,

locating the positions his men occupied. After a moment, he sat down and

gestured for Lucian to do the same, apparently satisfied that his squad had

their line of retreat covered.

The proprietor served them himself, a dour, unwashed specimen, who

brought a flask of wine and a pair of glasses and accepted the coin Flavius



flicked in his direction, with a grudging grunt of thanks. Lucian observed

softly.

"Not a very hospitable place."

Marcellus eyed him sharply and said a trifle too loudly.

"This isn't Rome, my friend and places like this breed the Zealots!"

The comment had no appreciable effect on the rest of the clientele.

Flavius poured the wine into both glasses and then raised his.

"A salute to your introduction to Judaea, Lucian Quintus. You say,

you're here for trade? Look around you, so are most of these happy

specimens of humanity - but I fancy, you're after bigger fish."

Lucian nodded cautiously.

"I've been commissioned to make contacts."

"Take my advice - talk profit, loud and clear! It's the only language our

Judaean friends seem to recognise - other than their outlandish tongue!"

Lucian eyed him steadily, the comments appeared to be deliberately

provocative, as if the young officer was trying to provoke an outburst which

would brighten up an otherwise dull day. His men were drinking silently,

watchful for any reaction. They had been speaking in Kloine, the colloquial

Greek of commerce, as if the intention was to reach as many ears as 

possible. Lucian began to feel uncomfortable, realising that he could have

bought himself into a potential dispute.

Marcellus Flavius was watching him steadily, apparently relaxed and

swilling down the atrocious wine they had been given. Once again, more

loudly than was necessary, he declared.

"They're supposed to pride themselves on their vineyards and their

wine, these backwoods barbarians! This swill gives the perfect measure of

their refined palate!"



With a sudden gesture, he swept the flask and the beakers to the floor

and rose abruptly to his feet. He roared out an order.

"On your feet - let's go!"

His men copied their officer, throwing the flasks and beakers to the

ground, where the wine ran out into the rushes. They stared around at the

silent crowd, still seated motionless in their places. There was no indication

of protest. The Patrol had their hands on the hilts of their swords, ready to be

drawn. The tavern keeper gazed after them as they made their exit. His face

was expressionless.

Once they were outside and his men had formed up into a more

disciplined formation, Marcellus Flavius turned to Lucian.

"I wish you well, trader from Rome! Whoever set you your task must

have been your enemy! You are certain to fail! I suppose you saw our little

exercise back there as one of provocation - you are right, it was! We do it to

show these barbarians that Rome is the master, no matter how they foment,

we shall always remain the master.

Word of our visit will get back to the Zealots and they will know that we

are watching them. Word will also get back to the powerful ones - those you

want to contact - and they will be more on their guard. For this reason, I have

wished you good luck. You will need the intercession of the goddess Fortuna,

if you hope to make headway with those stiff-necked, petty nobles, who think

they control the heart of this people!

Now, we shall march you back to your lodgings, before you find a knife

buried in your back!"

The patrol formed up around him and Lucian had the distinct

impression of being under arrest - although for what crime, he couldn't

imagine. Marcellus Flavius led the way, his sword drawn and those who were



about their legitimate business melted away to right and left at this exhibition

of military might.

When they reached the gate entrance to the house of Claudius and

Livinia, Marcellus turned to him and raised his sword in salute. The militant

stridency of his previous attitude had vanished. He was smiling and friendly.

"I hope our paths will cross again, Lucian - next time, not in one of the

more dangerous quarters of our fair city!"

Lucian nodded cautiously.

"I would like that - perhaps, I can suggest a better wine next time."

Marcellus’ grin widened.

"I can promise it - until we meet again, Lucian!"

Then he was gone, marching back the way they had come, no doubt to

resume his provocative patrol. Lucian turned and found Livinia hastening

down the path towards him. She gasped.

"I thought you had been arrested, Lucian!"

Her lodger grinned. 

"I doubt if they'd have been bringing me home to you, Livinia. Call it a

spontaneous gesture of friendliness - my new friend Marcellus didn't want me

brought home with a knife between the shoulders!"

Her hand went to her throat, she asked wide-eyed.

"Who wants to kill you, Lucian?"

Lucian was thoughtful.

"I really don't know, he didn't explain."

His brush with the military was the main theme at the dinner table that

evening. Claudius listened soberly while Lucian explained what had

happened. When he had finished, his host growled.

"I've never approved of this policy of direct provocation. Pilate seems



to think that it's the way to flush the Zealots out into the open. I think he has

the idea that he can meet them head on and crush them. Hence, patrols like

the one you met, are sent out do what you witnessed.

That damn fool, Pilate, doesn't seem to realise that it will be people

like you and me who will be targeted - not the military!"

Livinia shot her husband a warning glance. Lucian managed not to

notice.

"I thought Pilate was trying to keep the lid on disorder? It doesn't seem

to fit, that he sends men out to create it."

Claudius admitted.

"It is contradictory - he has conflicting advisors among his aides. I

think it comes down to who has his ear at the time - then, there's the fair

Drusilla, with her strange auguries!"

This time, Livinia's sharp look was enough to penetrate her husband's

preoccupation. He realised too late that he was opening his mouth far too

wide in front of a comparative stranger. He added hastily.

"Not that any sensible man would dream of questioning the decisions

of the Procurator!"

Lucian nodded agreement and then asked.

"How do the Priests and Herod stand on the subject of the Zealots?"

"On the surface - opposed! Under the surface - who can tell? The

Zealots don't help their own cause, accusing Herod of licking the boots of the

Emperor - at the same time, advocating the driving out of us Romans and the

re-establishment of their kingdom with their own king. The implication being

that Herod is not the man for the job and they must look for another.

As for the priests and the Sanhedrin. The religious parties spend more

time arguing among themselves about what is the true doctrine of this



barbaric race. The Zealots have a relationship with some of the more

fanatical, but I think Annas and Caiaphas - that's the High Priests - are too

busy maintaining their influence with Pilate and with Herod, balancing one

against the other to extract as much advantage as they can - without directly

espousing the cause of the Zealots.

Mind you, they're not above using them if they have some dirty work to

do, upon which they mustn't soil the sanctity of their hands!"

Livinia made a determined effort to get the conversation off the

dangerous topic of local politics.

"I really can't imagine how you can think you're such an expert on such

things, Claudius!"

Her husband eyed her sharply.

"I'm an expert because I have to balance what I do against the 

prevailing mood! If I'm to keep to my schedules, I must know what wind is

blowing the people around. I employ the common people, they do most of the

dirty work. I have to know how to deal with them."

Lucian said casually.

"I heard somewhere, that there's a new influence out in the desert -

apparently, he's drawing huge crowds to him."

Claudius grunted dismissively.

"More fools running around after one of their home-grown prophets.

They spring up all the time - you'll get to realise that, Lucian. Firebrand

speakers, who rant and rave and the ignorant and the superstitious crowd

around and drink in every word they speak.

I lost two of my work gangs for several days because of this latest one.

The fools walked all the way from Caesarea to the Jordan to listen to him and

then walked back again! Now, listen to this! - Some of them allowed him to



push them under the water in the river! They call it - now how was it - being

‘baptised unto repentance’, or some such nonsense!

Mind you, these barbarians can all do with a good wash, but there are

plenty of streams on the way, without going all the way to the Jordan!"

Even Livinia trilled in the laughter which followed. Claudius went on.

"Ludicrous, isn't it? I sometimes wonder where these people get their

ideas. Apparently, this so-called prophet is dressed in animal skins and lives

in the desert, scavenging wild fruit and nuts. he delivers blistering attacks on

those he doesn't like and doesn't seem to care about the consequences! He'll

go the way of all the rest. One day, someone will ram his words down his

throat, followed by their sword - and that will be that."

Lucian said casually.

"I'd rather like to see this fellow!"

Claudius stared at him steadily.

"You must be mad, Lucian! What interest could you possibly have in a

demented fool living in the desert?"

Lucian responded defensively.

"Just the experience of seeing what happens, I suppose - on the other

hand, I'd rather like to see the desert country."

Claudius grunted.

"Rather you than me - desert is desert in all languages - hot,

waterless, uncomfortable. Not the place for a lad with a delicate Roman

complexion!"

Livinia was scandalised.

"Claudius!"

Lucian laughed.

"I'll risk it!"



Claudius shrugged.

"Be it on your own head. Next time, I get to hear about a group wanting

to take a well needed bath, I'll be sure to let you know!"


