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Time hung heavily on Rebecca's hands in the seclusion of the villa at Mediolanum. She 

 couldn't expect to be entertained, although Flautia spent a great deal of time with her. 

Tertius was, for the most part, absent in the city during the day. He usually had little to 

report when he returned in the evening, by which time Rebecca would be in a lather of 

impatience, hoping that some word had arrived from Lucian. The news Tertius could 

bring was a mixture of good and bad. Firstly, there was no hint of people making 

enquiries concerning a woman and two children travelling with an escort. It seemed 

that their trail had grown cold and this was a good sign. Secondly, the passes to the 

north were still closed, although the blizzards had stopped. Couriers were still unable to 

reach settlements beyond the Alps - even the Imperial Couriers.

Day passed after day, and there was still no news. With the coming of a little warmth, it 

was possible for her and the children to venture outdoors. The estate was very secluded

and the garden she was able to use was tucked away out of sight behind the structure, 

so that unexpected visitors wouldn't catch her unawares.

Casual visitors would not have been expected - Flautia didn't encourage them, 

although she had a regular circle of old friends to whom she would have loved to have 

introduced Rebecca - but she knew the impossibility of doing so under the current 

circumstances. There were evenings when it was unavoidable to escape inviting them 

and on these occasions Rebecca and the children had to remain quietly hidden away 

until they departed. Flautia was always full of apologies.

"To think that the wife of our Patron has to hide away like an escaped felon! It lacks 

dignity and I feel I fail in my hospitality."

Rebecca always hurried to reassure her, but she began to wonder how long it could go 

on and her petitions to the Master grew more intense, pleading that she might receive a 

word from her husband - or at the very least know where he had reached in the tedious 



tour on Caesar's behalf.

Some days after her arrival, in the evening, Tertius arrived home looking unusually 

serious. He always attempted to appear cheerful, telling the good news that no one was

looking for her and then gently adding that nothing had been heard from the north. On 

this evening, he drew a scroll from his satchel and read it aloud.

"This is from Demetrius in Ostia."

Rebecca exclaimed.

"I know him! He met us when I joined Lucian."

Tertius nodded.

Lepidus - who is so alarmed that he'd heard nothing from you that he came to 

Demetrius for advice. Apparently, there's been no word from Lucian either - which, I 

hasten to add, isn't surprising - I emphasise that there's been no news from over the 

Alps for some days. Lepidus made some discreet enquires and no one has had news."

Rebecca nodded - she had hoped. Tertius continued.

"You will be aware that Septimus has advised that the assets of the House of Publius 

should be dispersed as widely as possible - to avoid possible complications in the 

event of falling into disfavour with Caesar?"

Rebecca nodded again, it was a polite way of putting it - but a confiscation of assets 

was that, no matter what the words.

"Why do you mention this, Tertius?"

The old man paused.

"Because Demetrius has seen fit to write a message in a code we have devised for this

purpose. Lepidus is concerned that with your absence from Rome - and the absence of

Lucian, there might be a hostile move on the part of Caesar!"

Rebecca's hand rose to her mouth.

"Why would he do that?"

"Perhaps you represent the unattainable - and he either wishes to flush you out - or 



perhaps, to take his revenge!"

She whispered.

"But, Lucian is supposed to be his friend!"

Flautia snorted angrily.

"Gaius is no one's friend - he's even his own worse enemy!"

Rebecca was hardly listening.

"Lepidus is inclined to be pessimistic - "

Tertius nodded.

"Perhaps - but the letter mentions that he's followed everywhere - and even to his 

meeting with Demetrius - Demetrius also mentions that Lepidus has spoken with Linus -

 he says you will understand."

Rebecca nodded eagerly.

"There's no message from this man."

She hadn't expected it, but she was nevertheless a little disappointed.

"Linus is a great friend - we follow the same Master."

Tertius brows rose a fraction, Flautia had explained the position, and he couldn't say he 

approved that the wife of his Patron chose to follow some obscure sect, it could only 

make matters worse all round.

"The position now is that all the trusted men of the network Septimus established will 

ensure that there will be very little for the Imperial agents to seize, if the attempt should 

be made. I must emphasise that there could be some loses - perhaps your town house 

and the estate close to Rome - that is unavoidable, but much will depend on Caesar's 

intentions."

Rebecca whispered.

"How can such an evil man have so much power?"

Flautia declared vehemently.

"Evil incarnate! The gens Julian are rotten to the core - and mentally unstable too!"



"Have a care, Flautia!"

Tertius' interjection was sharp. Her reaction just as defiant.

"I trust all in this house, Tertius!"

He said no more, but his anger was still visible. Rebecca interjected softly.

"I think we should leave - I couldn't bear to bring trouble down on your heads - you've 

already been too kind."

Flautia declared emphatically.

"Nonsense child! Where do you suppose you can go? I won't hear of it!"

Tertius inclined his head in agreement.

"You must remain here, my lady - in the short term certainly. I intend to answer 

Demetrius, who in turn can inform Lepidus of your safety. You should remain here so 

that Lucian can find you when he returns to Rome."

There was no counter argument she could bring. On the following day she decided to 

talk to Apolonius, who had retreated into the background as soon as the invitation to 

remain had been given - she wanted to know why. She found him brushing down his 

horse. He whirled round when he sensed her approach. He was half-crouched, as if 

ready to defend himself. He straightened up.

"I'm sorry I startled you."

"I'm sorry I reacted as I did."

There was a distance between them.

"I wanted to know that you and your men are comfortable."

"Thank you, we are being treated very generously."

There was an awkward pause.

"I also wanted to know why you've been avoiding me."

She stared into his eyes without blinking.

"I wasn't aware that I had been - but the circumstances are different now."

"We talked together every day on the journey."



"The circumstances are different."

"You said that before."

He smiled a little.

"So I did - my meaning is that you have Tertius Scipio to give you advice and you have 

the lady Flautia for company - I need to be close to my men."

The last was no more than a lame excuse and she knew it.

"Why are you so worried about them?"

"They're still restless."

"They're not bound to you, are they? They can come and go as they please. If they want

to go, why not let them?"

He flushed a little.

"We've been together for a long time - and we share the same experiences and know 

too much about Tiberius' death."

"You can't stay together until you die!"

He stared down at her - she was so small, not unlike his own wife. He knew he had to 

switch his thoughts elsewhere.

"Hopefully, the circumstances will change and we can go our own way."

"But you don't think it wise now?"

"I can't say - perhaps you're right."

It was almost a dismissal.

"You'll be sure to let me know if there's anything you need?"

"I'll be sure to do so, my lady."

She turned away, and then, over her shoulder.

"I used to enjoy talking to you - I still do."

She left the yard with him staring after her. Questus emerged from behind a wall, and 

whistled tunelessly. Apolonius glared at him ferociously, and Questus decided to clamp 

his tongue hard on the witty remark he was about to express.



…..

The long delayed despatches from the north arrived in Rome at about the same time as 

Tertius' response to Demetrius informing him of Rebecca's whereabouts. Demetrius 

contacted Linus to give him the news, and Linus set out to Rome to deliver his fish to 

the House of Publius, and thus, Lepidus was told.

Gaius Caesar extracted a rambling report from Honarius, which expounded the 

difficulties encountered on the bleak ride through the Alps, and the subsequent need to 

entrust the leadership of the expedition to Lucian. Caligula paused at this point and 

debated the reason why Honarius was being so generous with his praise - there had to 

be a profit in it somewhere. Caesar read on, going meticulously through the record of 

the investigation of Pilate. It was really quite boring, Pilate was a nonentity who had 

managed to get himself into trouble in Palestine and so incur the ire of Tiberius. He had 

quite justifiably been banished to an obscure posting on the frontier and had suffered 

loss of rank and prestige. The investigation was more to draw out the various threads 

and nuances of evidence brought by the group of men he had engineered to 

accompany Honarius.

He read through the depositions, first Agrippa - there was nothing new there and he 

hadn't expected there to be - Agrippa was a polished performer. The centurion - 

Marcellus - he had delivered his testimony with a bleak precision, which, had it been a 

weapon, would have skewered Pilate to the floor. Gaius paused again and smiled, he 

was beginning to warm to Marcellus - he could see him proving to be quite an asset. 

Lucian's evidence came last, it too was damning, but it was balanced. The response 

from Pilate was that of a man fighting for what was left of his reputation. It was vicious, 

like the slashing blows of a man cornered by many enemies. Caesar's smile faded 

somewhat when he came to the scornful accusation of Lucian's allegiance to some 

Jewish sect, whose leader Marcellus was supposed to have executed on Pilate's 



orders.

At this point Gaius ceased to read and contemplated the revelation. If Lucian was to 

continue as one of his Amici, this would require adjustment. He would be instructed to 

formally and publicly declare his error and to renounce his allegiance, and at the same 

time, declare his loyalty to the gods of Rome and to Caesar - who would be one day 

elevated to that divine dignity. Caesar shook with silent laughter - he wasn't quite sure 

why. He read on, and now Honarius related the episode concerning Lucian's 

disappearance.

Gaius Caesar jumped to his feet, scattering the small table upon which the documents 

had been placed, his scribes retreated in terror before their master, who was screaming 

in fury, with eyes bulging in their sockets and foam and spittle covering his mouth and 

trickling down his chin and neck. He hurled the offending document across the room, 

and then, in his frenzy of rage, started to demolish priceless Greek statuary and vases. 

His chamberlains and guards hovered at the doors, helpless before the manic onslaught

- and then, just as quickly as it had started, he stopped and stared for a moment into 

space, his eyes unseeing - before slumping to the floor and sobbing uncontrollably.

It was now the time for succour - the chamberlains gestured his slaves into the room 

with urgent waving of their arms. Other slaves attempted to clear the shattered 

remnants of irreplaceable artefacts. The table was restored and the documents 

gathered - the one which had created the disturbance was carefully smoothed out and 

placed within reach. Caesar was half carried to the couch by his slaves, who then 

stepped back and waited watchfully. 

Caligula stared into the huge room, his eyes red-rimmed, occasionally he uttered a sob.

Aimlessly, he eased his golden laurel wreath, so that it sat more comfortably on his 

head. He twitched his purple robe and smoothed the creases - then, abruptly, he 

looked up. He said in a high, clear voice.

"Write this: To Honarius, greetings from Gaius Caesar. I voice my displeasure at the 



report you have dared to communicate to me concerning your supposed misfortunes 

and privations. I entrusted into your care those who were especially close to me to 

assist you in what was, after all, not a very difficult matter to resolve. I have read your 

report of the proceedings. Which will form the basis of future action in the matter.

I am particularly displeased with the report of the disappearance of one of my dearest 

and closest friends - I refer to Lucian Gaius Quintus Publius - I find it difficult to 

understand how you could have permitted this event to occur, nor do I understand your 

premature abandonment of a thorough search to recover him.

You will therefore, return to Augusta Vindelicum and personally direct a resumed 

search - and you will not return to Rome without him. I hold you personally responsible 

for the incident and I hold you personally responsible for his return.

You will inform my other dear friend Marius Agrippa, that he should return immediately 

to Rome with an appropriate escort, which shall include Titus Flavius Sabinus 

Vespasianus and the centurion Marcellus Flavius.

Gaius Caesar

Caligula gestured dismissal, and the scribe scurried away to formulate the despatch.

Caesar stared, deep in thought for a moment, he gestured to a chamberlain.

"Bring me the man Tertillius."

The chamberlain hastened away, Caesar was dangerously quiet, perhaps exhausted 

after the previous outburst, but he could be compared with the rumbling mountain of 

fire in Campania - ready to erupt without warning. The chamberlain returned quickly with

Tertillius, who had hardly got his thoughts together as to why he had been so suddenly 

summoned. He entered the room, approached the dais and bowed deferentially. Gaius 

eyed the top of his head reflectively and met his eyes as he returned to an upright 

stance.

"I have work for you."

"I am at Caesar's command."



Gaius nodded.

"You can recognise the wife of Lucian Publius - Rebecca?"

Tertillius controlled a twitch of surprise.

"I know her well, Caesar - from Palestine."

"Ah! Palestine, of course - when you next write to your former master, Pilate, you must 

tell him all the news of the court!"

"As you so wish, Caesar."

Gaius leaned forward.

"I have no doubt your beautiful wife - now what is her name - has told you of Rebecca's 

absence from Rome?"

Tertillius kept his expression totally composed.

"She has, Caesar."

Gaius nodded.

"How is your charming wife?"

"She is well, Caesar."

"You both must attend me this evening."

"We shall be honoured, Caesar."

Gaius nodded, he was enjoying baiting a man who refused to respond in anger, it was 

deliciously different.

"Your task is to find Rebecca Publius - you are to make all necessary enquiries to 

determine where she is located. When you have located her, you will return with her to 

Rome. You are permitted to use all and every form of persuasion to gain your  

information - is that clear?"

"It is clear, Caesar."

Tertillius eased away from the royal presence and Gaius watched his controlled exit. 

There was a man he could use, but a man he would soon eliminate. A matter of striking 

first, before he gained the wherewithal to strike at him!



…..

Two letters arrived in Caesarea within three days, both addressed to Joseph of  

Arimathea, and both reached the hands of Sophas, his steward. One was clearly from 

the lady Rebecca and the other from Demetrius, the Patron Lucian's agent in Ostia. This

one he opened and he could make little of it, it appeared to be a bill of lading for items 

which had never entered or left Caesarea. It was a complete jumble, being neither one 

thing nor the other and composed of unrelated items. The interesting thing about it was 

that there was a cryptic message at its end, which again meant little to Sophas.

He was totally at a loss what to do, the Lord Joseph had placed everything concerning 

his business into Sophas hands, but these letters were of a personal nature, even 

though one was a peculiar mixture of business and nonsense - he momentarily 

wondered if Demetrius had been drinking when he had composed it, but immediately 

chastened himself for being uncharitable.

Joseph had already departed from Caesarea some twelve days earlier, Sophas knew 

only that he intended to reach Babylon to visit Bezar at some undetermined time. He 

had wanted to know where to contact his master, but Joseph had been unable to tell 

him, he had simply said that he was combining his business with that of the Master, 

and that he could no more dictate how long or short his journey would be, than to 

dictate to the Spirit what or not should be revealed.

Sophas of necessity had to be content with that and the assurance that Joseph knew 

he would put his utmost trust in his servant to faithfully and strenuously keep the 

enterprise under control. The steward sighed and fingered the two letters, he had no 

means of knowing where Joseph would be at any given time. The best he could do 

would be to forward the letters to Bezar, but then, it was possible that Joseph wouldn't 

arrive in Babylon for many months. After some debate, he decided to keep the letters in 

Caesarea in the hope that Joseph would send a messenger, who, in turn, could take 



them to him. Sophas persuaded himself that they were probably not all that important, 

and that their contents could wait.


