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Tertillius had learned very early in his career the ability to be present, yet invisible and 

above all, to keep his expression neutral no matter what the subject matter, or the 

provocation. It had been an ability which had served him well during his time with 

Pontius Pilate, where the utmost discretion had at times been not only necessary but a 

matter of life and death. Pilate had recognised his assistant's abilities, and so, had 

entrusted him with the most delicate negotiations, especially when it had been essential 

that there was no personal involvement. Tertillius had also acted as Pilate's spy-master,

 paying well the many agents he had recruited to keep his master informed of the way 

the wind blew through all the parties in the entangled web of the politics of Palestine.

It had been no accident that Pilate had left him in Rome to take care of his interests 

and to continue his activity as the informer. Many at the imperial court had suggested 

that Tertillius had simply abandoned his old master when fortunes had changed - but 

nothing could be further from the truth, it suited Tertillius - and Pilate - that he made no 

rebuttal of the rumours. In fact, in the face of his dour refusal to be provoked on the 

subject, the innuendo had died down to a great degree, the court had moved on to 

more salacious gossip - and there was more than enough now that the lustful young 

Gaius had become master of the Roman world.

On the evening of Lucinda's afternoon encounter with Caligula, they were present as 

permanent guests at the sumptuous supper provided in the imperial palace. To say that 

they were invited guests would perhaps be stretching the truth. It was fairer to say that 

Tertillius and Lucinda were familiar faces who had graced Caesar's table whenever he 

had decided to call a supper, which occasions had grown in frequency once the tedium 

of the obligatory mourning for Tiberius was safely negotiated. There was little to 

distinguish this occasion from any of the others - the undoubted glitter and opulence 



was there - the fine and rare foods in full and plenty - precious wines which cost a 

king's ransom were poured like water. The huge room pulsed with sound and laughter, 

inhibitions were slipping away like ice melting in the sun - and would turn to steam 

before the night was over - there would be no relaxation in the excesses which would 

multiply proportionate to the unbridled lustfulness of the guests. There was one matter 

which did, however, distinguish this occasion from all the others they had experienced - 

and the difference was Lucinda.

Tertillius permitted himself a sideways glance at her without relaxing his set expression.

This night, Lucinda was not herself - in fact, Lucinda had not been herself since her 

return from the mysterious visit which had occupied her during the afternoon. A visit 

which had brought her home quite late for her to be bathed and prepared for Caesar's 

supper. In fact, her preparations had been curtailed and hurried. She had been silent in 

the chair bringing them from their lodgings - provided at Pilate's expense - to the 

Palatine. She now sat with eyes set on the floor, barely picking at the delicacies 

presented to her by the army of slaves who circulated between and around the guests. 

Usually she could be counted upon to trill with laughter at the antics of those closest to 

them - normally, she would flirt outrageously with any of the libertines who disregarded 

her husband and were blatant in their attentions. Tertillius normally had to exercise all 

his discipline to appear unprovoked and uncaring - but not this evening!

He leaned back and surveyed the crowd without outward emotion - inwardly his 

contempt increased by the minute. He knew that before the night was over there would 

be public displays of unbridled passion between some of them, which would be 

raucously applauded by others and the whole assembly would degenerate to the level 

of an orgy. His eyes moved around them and finally to the dais where Caesar reclined 

on his couch, being fed by his slaves and by his women, while his pregnant mistress - 

whom he refused to consider marrying until she bore him a child - reclined close to him, 

apparently ignorant or uncaring of the interplay between her 'husband' and those 



surrounding him. He turned his attention back to Lucinda and murmured.

"Try to look as if you're enjoying yourself!"

She jerked into alertness but avoided his eye, he hissed.

"What's the matter with you this evening!?"

She muttered an answer.

"I don't feel well!"

"You choose a bad time to feel unwell!"

"I'm sorry."

He gave her a sharp look, apologies were not normally within her repertoire.

"Where were you this afternoon - feeding your face with some sour food?"

She didn't answer. His suspicions increased.

"Well - where were you!?"

"Tertillius! This isn't the time or place - you're attracting attention!"

The conversation was interrupted by the thumping of the chamberlain's staff. The 

conversation around them died away rapidly. All eyes focused on the lounging Caesar. 

He was still allowing his women to ply him with titbits from the circulating food platters. A

young boy held his cup and put it to his lips when he gestured. He waved his slaves 

away languidly. He was a glorious picture in purple and gold.

"I make no apology for interrupting your suppers - it will whet your appetites all the more

for what's to come! I thought that we should be amused! Something fresh - something 

new! Away with tumblers and wrestlers and jugglers - let us have something to improve 

our minds! What! You laugh! I know what all of you have on your minds - you are lewd 

people! Given to unchecked passions! Perhaps I shall make a law to banish wine and 

lovers - then what will you do!"

He paused and waited for an answer in the stunned silence. Then his face convulsed 

and he roared with laughter until the tears streamed down his face. Eventually he 

gasped.



"You should see your faces!"

He wiped his eyes on his cuff. He protested in a hurt tone.

"How could you believe I would do that to my friends - you ARE all my friends are you 

not?"

There was an audible affirmation.

"Louder - I can't hear you!"

The shout was louder. He jumped to his feet, swaying a little.

"Louder - louder still - I can't hear you!"

The affirmation became a scream. Suddenly, his mood changed, he gestured them all 

to return to their places and sat himself on his couch.

"I said we should improve our minds - and what better way that to draw upon the 

experiences of a man who has travelled far in our service - to a distant province, with 

strange customs. This is a man who reports all he sees and holds his tongue - but now 

we shall have him loosen his tongue for our benefit and entertainment.

You ask: 'Who could this paragon be?' I tell you he is a man whom I have watched 

closely, who in turn watches us all - and perhaps he reports it to - perhaps he will tell us 

if he does or if he doesn't! Tertillius - step forward so that we can see you!"

For an instant, Tertillius and Lucinda sat like rocks, before Tertillius pulled himself 

together and rose to his feet, advancing into the clear space before the dais. He bowed 

respectfully to Caligula's staring face. There was utter silence.

"Tell me, Tertillius are you an informer!?"

A murmur rustled through the gathering. Tiberius had instituted a notorious body of 

spies who had brought evidence and accusations against the most elevated and 

honoured in the empire, and by them the old Caesar had eliminated all his enemies - 

and many of his supporters and friends as soon as he had grown tired of them.

Tertillius kept his icy control, knowing that to weaken now would prove fatal.

"I earned the trust of my former employer, and on his behalf I made enquiries and 



reported."

Gaius Caesar glared.

"As do informers! - Your former employer - he was the erstwhile Procurator of Judaea, 

was he not? Now what was his name? Pontius Pilate!"

"That is so, your majesty."

Gaius picked a tooth with his nail, but didn't take his eyes off Tertillius.

"No doubt you are aware that he is being made to answer for his past errors - 

particularly, for his flouting of an imperial decree?"

"I was not aware that he was being made to answer, your majesty - but I was aware of 

an irregularity."

Caesar leaned forward.

"Which you did nothing to prevent!"

"The Procurator was the master of Judaea - I was a servant."

Caesar relaxed.

"Tell us about Judaea - and your investigations."

Tertillius paused a moment to collect his wits. He sensed rather than saw Lucinda 

crouched in her seat, with her eyes focused upon him.

"The Procurator saw it as being essential to have all the information possible about the 

intentions of the various conflicting parties who were trying to gain influence with Rome 

- usually to the detriment of each other. For this purpose, I recruited men who were 

prepared - at a price - to infiltrate the various factions and provide the intelligence the 

Procurator required. This information I gathered and collated into reports which I 

presented to him."

Caesar's stare was unwavering.

"These factions, tell us about them."

Tertillius methodically described the intense rivalry between the priestly and the 

Herodian parties. He enlarged upon the ever present threat of the Zealots and the other 



extremist groups which had plagued the Procurate of Pilate. He described the delicate 

balancing act that Pilate had performed to keep them all off-balance and at each other's 

throats rather than in an alliance with each other to undermine the rule of Rome. He 

drew to a close and fell silent.

Caesar picked his teeth again.

"I am told there was a man who defied execution - or was it that a crucifixion was 

blundered and he lived. I have been told that he is considered a god."

Tertillius tensed, he had deliberately avoided any mention of the man who had so 

troubled Pilate during his final months as Procurator.

"There was a man, Caesar - he preached a new kingdom and for this reason he was 

arrested and executed. These people rise up from time to time, and the simple people 

flock to follow them as a new marvel -  but it always comes to nothing because we are 

too efficient for them. Pontius Pilate quickly had him arrested and he was taken to be 

crucified. The centurion swears the execution was normal - and final - the man was 

dead. His followers declare that he rose out of the grave and walked the streets and the 

countryside. The priests say that the followers came and stole the body and put about 

the story that he still lived. Each declares it to be the truth. The Procurator watched the 

circumstances very carefully."

Caesar digested it. Then he asked softly.

"But whom did he believe?"

Tertillius eyed him steadily.

"He believed that no man could rise from the tomb, but that either the centurion was 

lying, or the body was stolen. Whichever was true, he saw it his business to watch for 

this man and to watch his followers."

Caesar gave a sudden explosion of laughter.

"No man can rise from the grave!"

He smile vanished, he glared at Tertillius.



"Tell me! Will you make a report of this conversation for your master!?"

"I have no master but Caesar!"

Gaius threw back his head and giggled.

"A quick answer for everything, it seems. Tell us this then - what are your thoughts upon

the fidelity of wives!?"

Once again, Tertillius sensed Lucinda crouched motionless, and he knew - he knew 

without a doubt what had happened! His discipline held.

"There is a Jewish saying - from their holy books: 'A virtuous woman is a crown to her

husband: but she that maketh ashamed is as rottenness in his bones.'"

Caesar paused for a moment and then threw back his head and howled with mirth,  the 

rest of the assembly dutifully joined him. Caesar held up his hand and the noise died 

away.

"I swear, Tertillius, that would make the majority of men in Rome to have rotten bones - 

and the rest would have doubtful crowns! - I have been generously encouraged to 

consider you for some attractive appointment - and I have been moved by some 

exceptionally attractive petitions on your behalf. It seems to me that you have special 

talents, and I shall have to give serious thought to the matter. In the meantime, your 

lovely wife and yourself must continue to grace our court. I shall enjoy looking around 

and seeing your smiling faces!"

Tertillius bowed stiffly.

"Caesar is most kind."

He was dismissed to take his place, Gaius turned his attention to the delicacies still on 

offer, but his eyes strayed to poor, petrified Lucinda, who watched him like a fascinated 

rabbit - ignoring Tertillius, he smiled at her with mocking amusement.

The evening dragged on interminably, but eventually Tertillius and his wife could slip 

away without attracting too much attention. The rest of the court knew, of course. It 

would be common knowledge through the corridors of the palace, that Gaius Caesar 



had made another conquest and had debauched the wife of the man who had been the 

butt of his attention during the evening. Nothing was said on the journey home, the 

chair-carriers had sharp ears.

Nothing was said until they reached their private quarters. Still nothing was said, but 

Tertillius slapped her hard across the face, raising a fiery red weal. She fell to the floor.

"Slut! Whore! I suppose you went begging to him, asking for it."

She was screaming too much to answer, his anger was the pent-up rage of a man who 

had watched her flirtations for all the years of their marriage. He didn't hit her again, 

instead, he stalked out of the room and left her sobbing on the ground, eventually to be 

subjected to the frightened attentions of her women.


