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Lucian had be right - although the villa was no more than five miles from the edge of the 

city, it could have been another world away. There wasn’t even a view of the city  which 

many others in the Alban Hills insisted upon, as if they were frightened the great metrop

olis would be spirited away unless they kept their eyes on it.Lucian had been right about

something else, the country villa was a great deal more comfortable than the draughty 

town house. There was little prospect of visitors, the weather had turned bitterly cold 

and there would be no one venturing out from the city on the pretext of business. He 

explained to Rebecca that commerce and other business came to a halt between the 

seventeenth and twenty-third of December - then Saturnalia reigned; when even slaves 

were served at the tables by their masters - unless they and their masters were 

engaged in the numerous orgies which the general licentiousness of the times dictated. 

She wanted to know.

"Why doesn’t Caesar try to stop these excesses?"

"Because even Caesar relies on the goodwill of the people and his armies - and he 

disputes with them at his own risk. Four and a half thousand Praetorians keep order in 

Rome. You already seen what happened when Sejanus took over government, 

supposedly in the name of Caesar. Tiberius let him get away with it and it nearly cost 

him his throne!

If any Caesar tries to enforce his sense of morality on the people and if the Praetorians d

on’t support him, he’s in grave trouble. Tiberius has learned to turn his eyes in the other 

direction - and Caligula will be more inclined to let the people have their head instead of 

trying to stop them!"

She shivered.



"I’m glad we left Rome!"

"So am I, my darling. I’ve escaped from the scribes! I can pay attention to my lovely wife

- and I can get to know my new daughter - and spoil my son!"

She laughed.

"You have it all planned, don’t you?"

"I have - and a few surprises you don’t know about yet!"

She stirred in his arms.

"What surprises?"

"I won’t tell you - they would be surprises anymore!"

"Tell me!"

"Don’t act the tyrant!"

"That’s no way for a loving husband to talk to his wife!"

"If you start nagging me - I’ll flee to the arms of Lucinda!"

"You beast!! - You conceited beast!! - I wish I hadn’t told you about her visit!"

Lucian responded solemnly.

"I makes a man feel really good to know he’s so much in demand."

She threw a cushion at him which missed. He laughed at her and danced out of the 

room.

Her smile faded a little - perhaps Lucinda had been right and she’d been a fool to put 

ideas into his head. She dismissed the thought - Lucian loved her, as she loved him - 

he would never stray.

The mystery was solved within the next few days. According to Lucian’s timing, Saturnal

ia was over - ending on the twenty-third -  but there was no sign that he wanted to go ba

ck to Rome. She wondered about his business commitments, but Joseph was equally ev

asive, shrugging his shoulders when she asked.

On the twenty-fifth, in the evening - when the first snows of the winter had blanketed the 

gardens around the villa, and with its coming, had raised the temperature from the icy co



ldness of the previous days - Joseph led the way into the room where she was sitting 

before the fire, carrying a small dish-lamp - he was followed by Lucian with another - 

and then some of the servants who had been pointed out to her as being Jews, led by 

Lepidus - each carrying others. These were silently placed around the room - she 

whispered.

"Hanukkah!"

Lucian smiled and held out his hands to her and drew her up to her feet. Joseph kissed 

her on each cheek.

"May the blessings of the Feast of Lights, its joyfulness and its glory enter into your 

heart, Rebecca."

She couldn’t respond, the tears coursed down her cheeks. Naomi brought Gaius and 

Judith and stood with them, her lips quivering. Joseph drew his prayer shawl over his 

head. Lucian murmured.

"This isn’t all."

There was a further procession into the room, she stared in wonderment as Linus led pe

rhaps fifty men, women and children, each carrying a small lamp,  which they placed 

with the others. Rebecca moved forward and greeted them one after the other, first 

Linus, whose hand she held for a moment. He explained softly.

"The Patron invited us, we slipped away from the city while the revelries go on - this 

year, Saturnalia doesn’t come to an end!"

"I’m so happy you are here - that you are all here, my brothers and sisters!"

They grew silent as Joseph told them the story of the re-dedication of the Temple by 

Judas Maccabee, after the armies of Nicanor had been defeated and driven out of 

Jerusalem. The Temple had been desecrated, with false idols erected, and the people 

had been slaughtered when they refused to bow to them. Joseph concluded.

"… and so, every year at this time in Jerusalem we celebrate the anniversary of that deli

verance, and the custom has grown up in each home to light a candle on each day of 



the feast, that is, for eight days.

This year, in another land, we do things a little differently, although with the same gratitu

de for the deliverance of our God. We bring lights - many small lights - into this room, as

a symbol of the small lights we all must be in the centre of a great spiritual darkness 

which surrounds the people of this time.

Many here believe the words of Jesus of Nazareth, which he spoke to the learned 

lawyers in the Temple in Jerusalem.

They wanted to question him and to trick him into an indiscretion but he answered them 

straightforwardly. He told them:

‘I am the light of the world. No follower of mine shall wander in the dark; he shall have th

e light of life.’

It was his Father in heaven who sent him into the world as the light of the world.  He is 

our light, and we carry his light, and although we are small lights just as these are small 

lights, together we and they make a greater light. Brothers and sisters, we have the 

duty to carry our light into the darkness of this time, so that others might find the way -  ju

st as we have found the way. Jesus promised his own that he would be with them 

always and for all time. He is with us now, invisible, but watching, listening but silent, 

while the spirit of God moves my thoughts and my lips to proclaim his truth to you."

He fell silent and there was a corresponding silence from the listeners, then Linus respon

ded tremulously.

"My Lord Joseph, tell us of the last hours of the Master - we are hungry for all you can 

tell us!"

Joseph allowed the shawl to drop back to his shoulders, he nodded. He was silent for a l

ittle while before responded.

"You must understand that in those days I didn’t understand - and I didn’t follow as I 

now follow. Some months before, I had put a question to the Master - and he gave me 

an answer I couldn’t understand - or perhaps, better said - I understood but I didn’t 



wish to accept. Rebecca was the follower! She was the one who helped the Master 

and the Twelve, together with other women who served the poor, blind, deaf and lame - 

the sick ones and the lepers - those who sometimes crawled to the encampment where 

he was. You must understand, he wasn’t able to move around the countryside as once 

he could.

He was under threat and many wished to harm him - the Roman authorities, the 

Tetrarch Herod, the priests of the Temple led by Caiaphas - they all wished to put an 

end to his message and the mercy he showed to the poor ones who came to him for 

help. Rebecca can tell you many stories, and perhaps she will in time.

You asked for my story - very well. Jesus eventually returned to Jerusalem - or rather, cl

ose by at Bethany, where he camped on the Mount of Olives. He knew fully well that he 

was returning to face death and told his disciples so on many occasions,  warning them 

of what was to come and the consequences that they would also face if they continued 

to follow him. In the main they stayed despite his clear warning - but one proved to be 

a dark traitor - I speak of one of the Twelve, called by Jesus himself, but nevertheless a 

man who didn’t give his heart as the others did.

This man entered into a conspiracy with Caiaphas and the priests and arranged to  deliv

er the Master into his hands. As soon as it was known that the Master had been 

arrested, the news was carried to a house in Jerusalem where the women who had 

helped Jesus were lodging. One of them hurried to my home to tell Rebecca and myself

- and Rebecca pleaded with me to try to help him. To my shame I have to say that I 

hesitated, but then I went to the Temple, but it was already too late, Caiaphas had 

handed him over to the Roman Procurator, Pilate and there was nothing I could do. 

Caiaphas had moved with great cunning and made sure that any who might have 

spoken out to defend the Master, were kept in ignorance. Events moved quickly - I 

returned home - and a few hours later we were told that the Master had been sentenced

to death - and then we heard that he was dead. Rebecca was beside herself with grief - 



you see, even now she weeps! Once again she pleaded with me to help and not allow 

his body to remain hanging on the cross as a thing of mockery - or for the crows to do 

their work!

I went quickly to Pilate, it was close to sunset and the beginning of the Sabbath -  there 

was little time. I gained entrance to the Antonia, which is the fortress in Jerusalem 

where he lives. He listened to my request and seemed surprised that Jesus was 

already dead, but he checked with the Centurion who had overseen the execution, and 

then agreed to allow me to take the body.

Some weeks earlier, I had been moved with a strong desire to buy myself a tomb. At the

 time, I couldn’t explain it, nor could I answer others when they asked why I needed to 

do so at my time of life and when I was in good health - then I couldn’t answer, but on 

that day I knew the answer!

I sent for another friend of Jesus to bring to my tomb the oils and spices for anointing, wh

ile I hurried with my servants to the hill where they had nailed him to the cross. Three of 

my men lifted the heavy cross out of the hole in the ground and laid it down and then 

we took the nails out of his hands and feet and put him on a litter. His mother was 

standing there, together with other women and John, one of the Twelve. His mother 

cradled her son in her arms, but she didn’t cry out with emotion - Mary of Nazareth was 

silent in her grief! She kissed him on the brow and then let us take him to the tomb as 

the sun began to set. There, Nicodemus, who had brought the oils and spices and the lin

en bandages, and myself hurriedly anointed him and wrapped him - and left him  there, w

ith a great stone rolled across the entrance.

That was my part in those great events - but I swear this before you, before our God 

and father - Jesus of Nazareth was dead! I didn’t anoint a living man - or a man who 

had fainted - or a man who was pretending to be dead! He had a great wound in his 

side, where a lance had been thrust in to the heart. The Romans had made very sure - 

and their Centurion is a man I know to be very thorough."



There was utter silence in the great room lit by a hundred flickering flames. The only 

sound was the fire spitting and hissing. Lucian sounded over-loud as he added.

"But he lives - for he came to me afterwards and healed me - and Balthus - and he 

came to many others as well - to the Twelve - to travelers, and to five hundred of the 

disciples who were altogether in one place - they all saw him, some touched him, others

listened to his teaching. In the villages of Galilee, they swear that he came among 

them, just as he had done in earlier times. There are so many witnesses who can 

joyfully proclaim - Jesus lives!"

They ate together, Rebecca ensured that none would leave them hungry. It was close to

 midnight when Linus indicated it was time to slip away back to the city. He explained.

"Even then, we must be careful to avoid the Watch - we are Jews and we are also follow

ers of the Master, it would go doubly hard for us if we were stopped and questioned."

They slipped away in small groups, and the numbers melted away - soon, only Linus rem

ained with them. He turned to Joseph.

"My Lord, you gave us a taste of the heavenly bread this evening, I thank you."

Joseph’s response was almost sharp.

"Don’t call me Lord! There is only one Lord, one Master, one Teacher, who has given us

a measure of his spirit to teach and lead us. Thank our Father for his gifts - but don’t 

thank me!"

Linus eyed him solemnly.

"I agree, brother Joseph - but I can thank you for allowing the Father to place his gift with

in you - and this I do!"

He bowed and made his farewell to Rebecca and Lucian, before following Lepidus to the

servant’s quarters. Rebecca turned abruptly to her brother.

"Why did you respond so sharply, Joseph - Linus is a faithful servant of our Master - he d

idn’t deserve the rough edge of your tongue!"

Joseph snapped back.



"I didn’t give him the rough edge!"

"Now, you’re giving me the same treatment!"

They glared at each other until Lucian drawled.

"Is this a private fight, or can anyone join in!"

Rebecca didn’t look at him, instead she maintained her eye contact with Joseph.

"I refuse to fight with you, Joseph - but I don’t understand why you choose to ruin a wond

erful evening by being disagreeable!"

Joseph turned away.

"I apologise - I’m a little unsettled. I always am when I have to relive the events of that P

assover - and when I have to admit that I still haven’t found it possible to do as the 

Master told me - and sell all I have and give it to the poor!"

They stayed another week at the estate until, reluctantly, the pressure of business 

demanded their return to the city. Now they came into the celebrations of the change of 

the year and the god Janus reigned paramount. Rebecca became completely lost in 

the rambling explanation provided by Lucian. The gist of which seemed to be:

Janus was an important god. He was the god of doors and gateways, and also of beginn

ings, which the Romans believed ensured good endings.  His principle temple in the For

um had doors facing east and west for the beginning and ending of the day, and 

between them stood his statue with two faces, gazing in opposite directions. In every 

home the morning prayer was addressed to him, and in every domestic undertaking his 

assistance was sought. As the god of beginnings, he was publicly invoked on the first 

day of January, the month that was named after him because it began the new year. He

was invoked too at the beginning of wars, during which the doors of his temple in the 

Forum always stood open; when Rome was at peace, the doors were closed.

She asked him.

"Did you ever believe that superstition?"

He answered defensively.



"I believed in my gods - all Romans believe in their gods! Like most, I didn’t think much a

bout it - I did what everyone else did. In Rome, it isn’t wise to appear different to the 

next man."

"But now you are."

He nodded in agreement. She asked casually.

"What would you do if you were told that you had to bow your head to your gods when yo

u pass their temples?"

He looked at her quickly.

"Why do you ask?

"I want to know."

"The question will never arise - Caesar’s tolerant of all gods and their worship."

She corrected him.

"Tiberius is tolerant - what if Caligula sees things differently?"

His response was sharp.

"Why should he - why should it matter."

"It matters because Caligula has chosen to call you his friend - what if he expects you to 

set an example - or otherwise lose his favour?"

"I’m no good at answering riddles - especially riddles which won’t happen!"

He turned it into a joke and kissed her when she wanted to pursue it. Then he was off to 

his scribes.

January and February were months of bleak winter storms and severe snow.  Joseph 

was forced to delay his journey back to Judaea. Rebecca could see that he was torn 

between two duties - to ensure that she was settled and happy with Lucian -  and to 

return to take up the threads of his long neglected business. He had left good men in 

charge, but they couldn’t be expected to make the intuitive decisions which were often 

demanded of him. At the end of the first week of March, when the weather had eased a 

little and the sea was much more calm, he returned in the ship which had brought them 



to Rome. Rebecca maintained a happy face - she was happy of course, to be with 

Lucian and her children - but she was being parted from the one man who had always 

been the mainstay in her life. He promised her. 

"I shall be back - in a few months, perhaps."

She laughed at him.

"Be sure you still have a business to pay for it, my darling brother! If you keep running to

 Rome, it might be neglected and you could end up a poor man!"

Lucian interjected.

"He has to come to Rome regularly - just to make sure I haven’t started beating you!"

She flashed her eyes at him.

"I’d like to see you try!"

It was a brave attempt to make the parting light-hearted, but when the ship pulled away f

rom the dock, and Joseph’s figure became progressively smaller until he was too far 

away to see her tears, she broke down. Lucian took her in his arms.

"He’ll be back, my darling - I’ll make sure of it! Maybe we can even go back and 

surprise him!"

She nodded into his shoulder and let him lead her away to the carriage. She was sure 

of one thing, she would never go back to Judaea, it was something of which she was 

completely certain. Rebecca of Arimathea would never return to the town which had 

given its name to her.

…..

Ten days after the departure of Joseph, at about mid-morning, Lucian was disturbed 

from dictating to one of his scribes, by a gathering commotion in the street beyond the 

high walls surrounding the house. Tachius loomed into the doorway. Lucian asked half-

jokingly.

"What’s happening - a revolution."



Tachius shook his head.

"I haven’t put my nose out there - they all seem to be heading in one direction - towards 

the Forum."

Lucian gave strict orders to Lepidus to secure the house, and to post extra guards 

around the walls. The noise outside was gathering in strength, and when Lucian and 

Tachius emerged into the seething mass of people, they didn’t know what to expect. 

Tachius had been right, the mob of people appeared to be heading for the city centre 

and the Forum. There was a jabber of voices. Tachius unceremoniously grabbed one 

man by the shoulder and demanded some answers.

"What’s going on!?"

The man eyed him resentfully and then opted for caution when he saw the size of the 

man grasping him.

"There’s a rumour going round the city that Caesar’s dead!"

Tachius let his informant go and turned to Lucian.

"He says Caesar’s dead!"

"I heard!"

The clamour of the crowd was intensifying, too loud for conversation. They shouldered th

eir way through them until they came to the packed space before the Senate building. 

Here the crowd was quiet, waiting for someone to emerge and confirm or deny the rumo

ur. There were a few officials on the steps, clearly the fore-runners of whoever was to 

appear. Lucian and Tachius eased through the ranks, ignoring the resentment of those 

forced out of the way. They managed to come very close to the first ranks and within 

easy hearing of those on the steps.

They waited a while, the crowd strangely silent considering its size, but it didn’t last for lo

ng, a steady murmur growing into a rumble of discontent as those inside delayed their ap

pearance. Lucian twitched restlessly, he and Tachius had placed themselves in the 

centre of trouble if the murmuring was to grow into a demonstration! Just as the crowd 



was beginning to surge due to pressure from the rear - and impatience, a Senator 

appeared with a small retinue of officials, on the uppermost step. Lucian recognised him

 Catius Nereus - others of Senatorial rank followed him, and stood silently to each side. 

The crowd had grown quiet once more. The Senator took a scroll from one of his aides 

and slowly opened it. His voice was clear, loud and authoritative - and curiously, without

emotion.

"Senators and citizens of Rome - Tiberius Claudius Nero Caesar is dead."

He paused to allow a surge of conversation to die down.

"The Imperator Tiberius died peacefully in his sleep, while on a journey to return to Rom

e, at Misenum, near to Neapolis. I will now present to you those whom he named as his 

heirs, his intention being that they should reign as joint Imperators - if it is the will of the S

enate and the people."

There was something in the way it was said, that sent a prickle along Lucian’s spine. 

There was movement from within the darkened entrance to the Senate building. It was 

no surprise to see Caligula step forward, his expression serious and his head bowed a 

little - it was a fine show of reluctance, but Lucian doubted its sincerity. A little behind 

him, as if he was an afterthought, was a young fellow of about seventeen or eighteen. 

Tachius whispered.

"Tiberius Gemellus - the old man’s grandson!"

Lucian nodded, but didn’t take his eyes off the main players. The young man was also su

bdued - it could have been grief - or it could have been the sure knowledge that the 

Fates had moved against him. Decisions had been made and the presentation before 

the people was no more than a formality. Nereus continued.

"I present to you those whom Tiberius Caesar has named - for the approval of the 

Senate and the people! - Gaius Caesar and Tiberius Gemellus Caesar."

It was like the introduction of two gladiators in the circus! Two gladiators who were comp

letely mismatched. Tiberius Gemellus looked totally swamped and immature before the s



urety and confidence of the older man. The Senator continued.

"What do you say, people of Rome - the Senate awaits your decision!"

Lucian and Tachius exchanged quick glances. The die had already been cast - this was 

no more than a mockery!

Caligula stepped forward, and as if on cue, there was a roar of acclaim from his 

supporters in the crowd, who, no doubt, had been paid well and placed strategically. It 

was prolonged and Caligula stood modestly as it surged around him. The ovation grew 

as those who were not partisans caught the fervour of those around them. Lucian 

reflected that it took little to excite - or to incite - the Roman crowd. He watched the 

force of Praetorian Guards who flanked the steps, they were cheering with the rest. 

Caligula stepped back and the clamour died away as the young man took his place. 

There was polite applause - nothing more, the Praetorians were silent. He looked like a 

frail reed about to be broken in the wind. He stepped back and stood impassively next 

to his more popular co-heir.

The Senator went into a huddle with his fellows, before stepping back before the crowd.

"The Senate is ever attentive to the will of the people - "

Tachius growled loud enough to be heard across the city.

"Now he tells us fairy-tales!"

There was subdued laughter from some close to them. Lucian planted his elbow forcibly 

in his ribs, he was rewarded with a subdued grunt. Catius Nereus continued.

"We are not decided - we rely on you to proclaim your Imperators. Do you agree that we

shall be jointly ruled by Gaius Caesar and Tiberius Gemellus Caesar - if so, declare it 

now before us!"

There were some shouts of approval, which were drowned out by a greater cry of

disagreement. Nereus held up his hand.

"There is disagreement! Is your choice then - Tiberius Gemellus Caesar?"

It was much the same as before. The Senator held up his hand again.



"There is disagreement! Is your choice then - Gaius Caesar?"

Once again the clique supporting Caligula worked the crowd until there was a sustained

roar of approval. The Praetorians showed their preference. Eventually Nereus raised 

his hand once more.

"The choice is clear! The people have spoken! Our new Imperator - by the will of the peo

ple and the Senate of Rome - is Gaius Caesar!"

There was an explosion of sound, as the laurel crown was placed solemnly on his brow.

Lucian looked at the forlorn figure of Tiberius Gemellus, he stood alone and ignored - bu

t it wasn’t Caligula’s intention that he should qualify for public sympathy. He stepped 

forward and the crowd grew silent once more. He made a fine speech, thanking them 

with touching humility for their acclaim and their choice, then he played his master-

stroke, gesturing Tiberius Gemellus to step forward.

"Tiberius Gemellus, I had a great regard for Caesar Tiberius, and his wishes were 

always as a command to me, but you see, the people declare otherwise, and we are all 

servants of the people, even those who are declared to be Imperator!

In some way, I wish to honour his last wishes, without contradicting the Senate and the p

eople. It is my intention to adopt you as my son, in so doing to elevate you in rank 

before the gods!"

It sounded remarkably generous - it was certainly profoundly astute.  Lucian watched 

the reaction of the Senators - this hadn’t been planned - they in turn were watching the 

man they had just elevated to be their master. Lucian thought he could detect a certain 

apprehension, at least, wariness.

Tiberius Gemellus stared at Caligula, he earned Lucian’s respect, he could think on his f

eet. He response was clear and resolute.

"I thank you for the honour, your excellency - Hail Caesar!"

There was an explosion of enthusiastic noise from the crowd. The mob was always unpr

edictable, but they liked this first action of their new Imperator. Lucian and Tachius 



found themselves being carried along by them and it was with some difficulty that they 

extricated themselves from the press of people. They hurried back to their house, 

which Lepidus had turned into a fortress. Rebecca was waiting for them anxiously.

"I thank our God that you are both safe! How foolish can you get, throwing yourself into t

hat mob to be killed!"

Lucian grinned.

"We aren’t killed - at least we were both still living the last time I looked - which is more t

han can be said for Tiberius Caesar!"

She stared at him.

"Tiberius is dead - how!?"

"In his sleep - so they say."

"You don’t seem to care - I thought he was your patron."

"Septimus is my patron."

Tachius growled an interruption.

"Speaking of Septimus - I think we have cause to be concerned - he was under Tiberius’

 protection."

Lucian’s humour faded.

"Septimus is resourceful. Hopefully, he’s still on Capri - Tiberius died at Misenum - on 

his way to Rome! I wonder why?"

Rebecca responded tartly.

"Perhaps he heard about Caligula’s dinner party to which he invited the man Tiberius 

put in prison!"

Lucian objected.

"That was months ago! Why now - why return to Rome? He’s been on Capri for the last t

en or eleven years -hasn’t stirred from the place."

Tachius answered quietly.

"Something important enough to entice him away and expose him to his enemies!"



Lucian eyed him steadily.

"He died in his sleep - he was seventy-eight years old - a lot of men die in their sleep at t

hat age."

"Perhaps he did, perhaps not - some men can be helped to die - even in their sleep!"

"We must find out what happened to Septimus - and the Empress Julia."

"Just how do you propose to do that?"

"By going back to Capri!"

Rebecca interjected sharply.

"That would be foolish - very unwise! Caligula will be looking to see who’s his friend - if 

you go running to Capri, it’ll look as if you’re doubting the account of Tiberius’ death."

Lucian argued.

"He knows Septimus is on Capri - why would going to see him make me Caligula’s enem

y?"

Rebecca had an unexpected ally.

"Your wife’s right - if you want to act the brave fool, that’s up to you - but be ready to 

take the consequences - which might include your wife and children!"

Lucian turned to him angrily.

"So, we leave Septimus to rot!"

"If Septimus is rotting, you won’t stop it! On the other hand, Caligula isn’t my friend - ther

e’s no reason for me to hang around your house. Time I took a little time to admire the s

ights - Capri included!"

Lucian glared at him in frustration. Rebecca took his arm.

"He’s right, Lucian - leave it to Tachius."

"Remember, Lucian, he was my patron before he was yours!"

Lucian capitulated with a shrug.

"Have it your way -  but make Capri your first stop on your sight-seeing tour!"

"You have my word - if there’s any way for me to get to Capri, I’ll use it."



"Remember Aquila Apolonius - I know you’d sooner forget him - but he might be the 

only way."

Tachius nodded curtly

"I already had him in mind."

The old soldier packed a small bundle and left within the hour. Lucian watched him ride  

away through a street which had been packed with people earlier in the day. He 

returned to the house, but not to his work. He needed time to evaluate the death of 

Tiberius and the accession of Gaius Caesar - Caligula.

The servants usually got the word before anyone else, so he called for Lepidus, who 

was ready to pass on the score of rumours which had circulated between the servants 

of the great houses. The general consensus being that Tiberius had retired for the night 

in good health, having on the previous day departed by barge from Capri and landing 

at Puteoli. He had travelled slowly to Misenum and there had descended upon one of 

his villas, which had been hastily prepared as soon as it was known that he was on the 

move. 

He had eaten sparsely that evening, which was his usual habit.  He had retired to bed 

and hadn’t summoned his servants during the night hours. When they had tried to 

wake him early on the next morning - as per his instructions, they had found him dead. 

His bedding had been disturbed, as if he had taken ill and had tried to rise, but 

otherwise there was nothing out of the ordinary. It wasn’t much, but it was more than 

he had known earlier. He dismissed Lepidus, telling him to bring him anything he heard 

additionally. 

There was no business to be done that day. Most of the commercial houses were 

closed, and he did the same. His scribes and secretaries were incapable of focussing 

on the task in hand, so he dismissed them to their own homes - he supposed it wasn’t 

everyday that they were faced with the death of one Caesar and the elevation of his 

successor. Tiberius had been Caesar for twenty-three years, Lucian had been four 



when Augustus had died. Tiberius had succeeded unopposed, unlike the charade 

which he had witnessed earlier concerning Caligula and Tiberius Gemellus. Lucian had 

always known Tiberius as Caesar, to him the two terms were synonymous - Tiberius 

was Caesar, therefore Caesar meant Tiberius. 

Now, Caesar would mean Caligula - and he was supposed to be Caesar’s friend. He 

was realistic enough to realise that Caligula might seek out more prestigious friends 

who would serve his interests as the ruler of the greatest empire on earth. Lucian hoped

so, it could be dangerous to be the friend of such a powerful man whose every whim 

would become law.


