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Lucian made his first contact with the northern barbarian tribes on the day after their 

arrival. He took a walk in the biting wind, through the narrow lanes leading off from the 

main roads which the Legions had constructed when first they had established a camp 

at Augusta Vindelicum. Most of the structures to each side were of wood, but here and 

there a halfhearted attempt had been made to build something more substantial, for the 

most part rough undressed stone held together with daubs of cement, but still allowing 

enough cracks and crannies to make them draughty and uncomfortable.

Near to the Vallum and the main gate, he found a group of traders haggling fiercely. 

One had brought in pelts and furs of a quality which made his eyes widen - another had 

opened a bundle of amber - yet another had trinkets and ornaments of assorted bone 

and horn, a few with clasps of gold or silver.

At first, they took no notice of him, he supposed it was a sign of their contempt for 

Roman authority. They looked wild, clad in shaggy pelts which left their arms and 

shoulders bare, and hardly reached down to their knees. They had sandals which were 

tied up their legs with rough thongs of hide. They bore the scars of numerous 

encounters with enemies - perhaps some had been earned in their skirmishes against 

the Romans. They were big men with long, greasy, flaxen hair which reached to their 

shoulders in an uncombed mat. Compared with them, Lucian was small, manicured, 

unscarred and a weakling. He was glad that he'd had the foresight to take Balthus with 

him.

Lucian paused to watch, the bargaining was fierce and conducted with a ferocity which

looked as if it might lead to open warfare. They all carried knives which were always 

close to their hands. An agreement was reached, the light of battle subsided and they 

solemnly spat on their hands and clasped palms. The goods were exchanged, the 



transaction was complete. Them they turned and spared him a look - in atrocious Latin 

one of them mouthed.

"Why do you stare at us, Roman?"

It was belligerent, but he doubted whether they would carry it further, the guards at the

gate were close. 

"I'm a trader - I wanted to watch you do business."

The barbarian stared at him incredulously for a moment and then bared yellow, broken

fangs in a belly laugh of derision. He relayed the reply to his companions in a tumble of

unintelligible noise. The hoot of laughter was taken up. Lucian smiled pleasantly and 

waited for the humour to subside. Yellow fang turned back to him, his tone was 

contemptuous.

"Are you what a Roman trader looks like - soft, like a woman!?"

Lucian ignored the provocation.

"Some of us are - and other Romans are not - we have warriors who fight our battles 

for us - perhaps you've met some of them?"

The light of contempt faded, but the hostility didn't.

"We want none of your trade, Roman!"

Lucian shrugged.

"Then, you are poor traders - if you want to turn away goods which will bring you a fair 

price among your people - have it your own way, I can trade with others who can give 

me better bargains!"

He turned his back on them and risked a knife blade between his shoulders. He 

suppressed the idea, he was beginning to think like Pilate! He had made only a few 

paces before the barbarian snarled.

"Wait, Roman, what do you want to offer?"

Lucian turned slowly and stared at him.

"I can offer you the riches of Rome, who collects tribute from lands you have never 



heard of. We trade in rich things - you have furs, we might find them useful - we have 

cloth made by worms - a secret of the people who train them. You have this dark stone -

we have a pure white stone which comes from creatures of the sea - a sea which is 

warmer than your soup!"

The man hooted again.

"Anything would be warmer than our soup!"

A sense of humour! At least he had their interest.

"Show us this cloth made by worms, Roman - and your white stones - then we'll see if 

they are of value!"

Lucian nodded.

"Tomorrow - at this time. Tell me your name."

The man growled something unintelligible and then bared his fangs in a grin once more.

"The Romans call me Ursus - they say it means a bear."

Lucian nodded - the name fitted him.

"I am Lucian - it means that I bring light and wealth."

It was pure fiction, but Ursus wasn't to know that.

Lucian turned to go the second time, and this time he wasn't called back, and as he 

retreated, he heard the low growl of a conference as the conversation was repeated. 

He reached Pilate's residence without mishap. He turned to Balthus, the huge Nubian 

was as near to being pale from fright as was physically possible.

Lucian grinned at him.

"What did you think of our new friends, Balthus."

He rolled his eyes to the roof.

"Master, they are evil men! If you go with them, you will surely die!"

"I can assure you, I have no intention of going anywhere with them - not without you!"

The look of terror intensified. Balthus gasped.

"Master, they will kill us both!"



Lucian shook his head.

"Balthus, you have no trust in human nature. I'm sure they have a good heart!"

Balthus shook his head.

"They are evil in their hearts, master. They will try to take you away and then steal your 

purse after killing you."

Lucian shrugged.

"You might be right - but trade is built upon risk. I'm prepared to gamble that they will 

be more interested in what I can bring them, than in what they can find in my purse. - 

Now, find out if Senator Honarius is alive or dead on this fine, brisk morning!"

Balthus ran to do as he was told. Lucian reviewed the morning's work and 

acknowledged that Balthus was totally accurate - his life would be in constant danger 

while he dealt with these men, who had no civilisation, and who could be counted upon 

to kill their own wives and children if it would bring them a profit. Balthus returned. It 

seemed that the Senator was much recovered and was full of complaints, which had 

Pilate's household staff running back and forth trying to correct. The Senator was 

somewhat hoarse but very audible. He declined to receive anyone at his bed of 

sickness until he was suitably coiffured and dressed as befitted a man of his rank, and 

Caesar's delegate. Lucian grinned, Pilate was sure to be in for a torrid time. Of his host 

there had been no sign - perhaps he was trying to recover from the previous evening.

Lucian utilised the rest of the day composing a letter to Rebecca, in which he described

the journey, his conversation with Pilate, his contact with the barbarians - albeit 

somewhat diluted to make them appear co-operative and obedient - and then poured 

out his love for her and his longing to return at the earliest possible moment to his 

beloved wife and children. He folded and sealed it in the usual convoluted way and 

found a courier who was returning to Rome with despatches early on the following day.

Honarius rose from his bed of sickness to grace Pilate's table that evening. His face 

showed the ravages of his ailment - ashen grey, relieved with high colour to the 



cheekbones - and a rather swollen, red nose. He had a tendency to explode into loud 

sneezes, which made his nearest table companions shift uneasily. His eyes were 

watering, and he spent most of the evening alternately mopping them and his nose. 

Altogether, he was a sorry sight. He greeted Lucian with an erratic wave.

"Thank you, Publius, for bringing me through from certain death!"

Lucian bowed, conscious that he, at least, was in favour - and murmured something 

self-effacing. Honarius grunted, wheezed and turned to a silent Pilate.

"I believe I might have contracted another chill in your draughty dwelling, Pilate!"

Clearly, Pilate was NOT in favour.

"We shall endeavour to make you more comfortable, Senator."

Honarius moaned dismally and sneezed. It was the pattern for the remainder of the 

evening. Lucian could see that Pilate was desperate to get down to business, but any 

attempt to turn the conversation into the direction of the reason for Honarius' visit, was 

thwarted by a combination of choking and sneezing. Lucian glanced across at Agrippa, 

who had maintained a discreet silence for most of the evening, he thought he saw a 

glint of humour in his eyes, but he remained bland-faced. Honarius retired early, and 

Pilate savagely tried to act the host for his remaining guests. It was a dismal failure and 

when it was suggested that they should retire early, there was no argument.

On the following day, the Legatus Imperium suddenly decided to attend to the matter 

which was the prime reason for his visit to Augusta Vindelicum. Lucian was in the 

middle of preparing to visit the barbarians at the gate, when he received a summons to 

attend Honarius in the main room of the house, which served as the local magistracy. 

When he entered, he found a different Honarius. His face was still grey, to be sure, and 

it looked as if he was running a temperature. His sneezing and wheezing had 

miraculously come under control. He looked alert and ready to pronounce sentence on 

any matter brought to his attention. He was seated on Pilate's judgement chair, while 

the former Procurator of Palestine leaned against one of the outer walls with arms 



folded across his chest.

"Take your seat, Publius."

Honarius gestured to a series of chairs set to one side. Lucian obeyed, he looked 

around, the place was set up for a court of law, with one of Honarius' aides acting as 

lictor, holding a bundle of fasces, and stationed to one side. They were obviously 

waiting for someone. There was a clatter at the door, announcing the arrival of a body of

troops. Lucian watched Pilate's reaction, he stiffened and dropped his arms to his side. 

His face tightened when he saw Marcellus march through the door in his full regalia, 

together with his commanding officer, Vespasianus. Honarius said somewhat hoarsely.

"We will now proceed. I come on behalf of Caesar to determine a matter which has 

weighed heavily upon him. It is the matter of a complaint and a report concerning the 

Administrator of Rhaetia, Pontius Pilate."

He gave no opportunity for response, he nodded to another aide. The man unrolled a 

script and recited its contents without emotion.

"A report from Vitellius, Proconsul of Syria on the matter of Imperial edicts and Pontius 

Pilate. The report states that Pontius Pilate, when Procurator of Palestine, wilfully 

disobeyed an imperial edict issued by Tiberius Caesar,  forbidding the erection of 

Imperial Insignia in any of the holy places of the Jewish nation.

A further report states that Tiberius Caesar was troubled in the final days of his life by a 

complaint from the High Council of the Samaritan nation, which asked for Caesar's 

intervention and punishment for those responsible for the slaughter of several thousand 

men, women and children, while engaged in their religious superstitions."

Honarius turned to Pilate, who had remained silent.

"You are now aware that it is the intention of Gaius Caesar to resolve this matter. You 

are entitled to speak before I call witnesses."

Pilate was not easily overawed, Lucian had to feel a certain admiration in the way he 

handled himself. He stated his case without complaint, justifying his action in ordering 



the erection of the Legion's standards in Samaria, rather than in Jerusalem, in that 

Tiberius' edict had forbidden erection in Jerusalem, but had made no mention of any 

other locality in Palestine. The slaughter of the Samaritans had not been ordered, 

simply that they should be removed from the path of a cohort of the Imperial Legion, 

the slaughter at the sight of their temple had come about by the incompetence of a 

centurion who had exceeded his orders. The centurion concerned was present!

Honarius heard him out and then turned to Agrippa.

"Perhaps your highness can give expert testimony concerning the religious  

superstitions of the Samaritans?"

Agrippa stood and bowed before the court.

"The original matter of complaint concerned the determination of a new Procurator to 

erect the standards of the Legions in a most holy location in the temple in Jerusalem. 

Under the religious law of the Jews, it is strictly forbidden to venerate any image, but 

especially so, in the most holy place of their temple. Objection was made to Tiberius 

Caesar by the High Priest and his Council, and Tiberius issued the original edict 

forbidding such a practice. It was our opinion that this edict was concerned with every 

holy place, and in accordance with the Tiberius Caesar's clearly stated tolerance of all 

religious practices among subject people, provided that they did not contravene the 

laws of Rome.

On the matter of the Samaritans, they have separate religious practices, separate holy 

places - which they consider even more holy than the temple in Jerusalem -  to attempt 

to erect the standards of the legions in there instead of Jerusalem, raises the same 

religious outrage and contravenes the edit of Caesar!"

Agrippa bowed, outstared Pilate and returned to his place. Honarius watched him and 

murmured.

"We are most obliged to your highness for a most lucid explanation."

He looked at Marcellus briefly, who stood stiffly to attention, then he turned to Lucian.



"I would be interested to hear the comments of Caesar's friend!"

Lucian felt the eyes of the assembly on him. He walked to the position vacated by 

Agrippa and bowed.

"The court should be aware that I had no direct involvement in either of the incidents 

mentioned. The first was before I came to Palestine - the second was during my time,  

but I had no involvement whatsoever. My evidence has to be concerning the dealings I 

have had with Pontius Pilate during that period."

He paused and Honarius nodded.

"The court understands - tell us of your contact with the Procurator."

Lucian traced his meeting and subsequent battles with Pilate, he added his opinion of 

the three-cornered political contest between Pilate, Herod and the High-Priests. He 

detailed as much of the manoeuvrings and manipulations of events of which he was 

aware. He described his relationship with Marcellus, starting from the joint observation 

of the Dipper and the new prophet and through to the crucifixion and Marcellus' part in 

it. He concluded.

"So you see, Senator, Pilate had a contempt for the priestly class and anything to do 

with them and a potential for disorder. He kept a control over the Centurion Marcellus, 

because he threatened him with holding an enquiry into matters which ought to have 

been resolved much earlier. He manipulated him to become his private executioner - 

and ultimately gave him the order which provoked the outrage and subsequent 

massacre of the Samaritan pilgrims!"

Pilate's face was mottled with rage.

"I must insist on making an answer, Senator."

Honarius turned mild eyes upon him.

"In consideration of the grave nature of the charges against you, I will give you every 

opportunity for rebuttal, Pilate - proceed."

Pilate gestured to Lucian.



"Caesar's friend has painted me in a villainous light - I wonder for what reason? It is not 

perhaps generally known that he is a follower of this obscure new prophet, which I was 

obliged to execute - therefore, I must suggest that his obvious hatred for me stems 

from the fact that I crucified his new God! His friendship for the Centurion Marcellus, 

had undergone many fluctuations. First of all, they were intimate friends, then the ardour

cooled, and finally, Marcellus killed the leader of this new cult, and became Lucian's 

bitter enemy. Now, it seems, they are friends once more - hardly a reliable witness, I 

would have thought!? As for the Centurion, I had reason to discipline him on a number 

of occasions. Firstly, for consorting with a known terrorist woman - in fact, taking her to 

bed, and then allowing his administrator to be killed by her when she wanted to kill the 

Centurion! Then, there was the matter of the bungled crucifixion - the reports of this 

new prophet walking the streets and the countryside after he was supposed to be 

executed - this man was responsible and swears that the man was dead - the reports 

indicate otherwise. I spent considerable time collecting evidence before I was prepared 

to proceed with my judgement, which, in any case, I subsequently decided to submit to 

the Proconsul Vitellius - it being an unusual matter.

I gave the Centurion one last chance to redeem himself, by placing the standards of the

Legions - not in Jerusalem - but in the countryside of the sworn enemies of the Jews, 

who repudiate the Samaritans as a nation alien and unclean. The centurion exceeded 

his orders, attempting to erect the standards at the gate of their temple. In so doing, he 

placed his troops in an untenable position, he managed to slaughter unarmed men, 

women and children - and had to be rescued by the Cohort from Jerusalem - whose 

commander described him as being blood-crazed!"

Pilate stalked back to his position against the wall.

Honarius turned to Marcellus.

"You will step forward and give your account of these matters."

Marcellus marched briskly to the front of the judgement chair. He raised his arm in a 



military salute, to which Honarius nodded. Lucian watched him, this might well be the 

final act of a free man if he failed to convince Honarius of the true facts.  Marcellus was 

totally composed, it was perhaps, born out of fatalism. Pilate had told a tirade of half-

truths, any one of which might condemn him to a life at the galley oar. The Centurion 

stated the facts concisely, starting with his first brushes with the Procurator - and then 

the episode of the Zealot woman, and the death of Aelius Verus - the attempts by Pilate 

to hold the matter over his head, the singling out to perform extra duties - the crucifixion 

of the new prophet and the subsequent events leading up to the march to raise the 

standards. His precise orders, his admission that he had positioned his troops 

incorrectly and the ensuing action. The tardiness of the Jerusalem Cohort, whose 

arrival might have avoided the bloody outcome into which he had been forced.

He described his subsequent incarceration and his retrieval to appear before Vitellius - 

and the following investigation, his exoneration and his promotion to being the 

Proconsul's special aide - and finally, his posting to Rome. He came to a conclusion, 

saluted again, and returned to his place beside Vespasianus.

Honarius looked from one to the other and picked up a document from which he read.

"There is further evidence in this case which has been provided in a report from the 

Administrator appointed by the Proconsul Vittelius, who wished to determine why the 

cohort from Jerusalem was delayed. It would seem that Centurion Marcellus Flavius 

was not the only one to cut his way through pilgrims. The cohort was delayed because 

they too had to cut their way through many so-called pilgrims before reaching the party 

commanded by Flavius.

In view of this additional evidence, I will make no judgement in this matter, all evidence 

will be placed before Caesar. I have no doubt - in time - he will give his verdict. Until 

then, Pilate, you will remain here, and by your diligence turn aside the effect of an 

adverse outcome. Your petition for a re-posting is therefore denied at this time. You 

have no reason to complain, you live well - and I'm sure Augusta Vindelicum can be a 



charming place at certain times of the year!"


