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That evening, when they had established their camp on the only level ground he had 
seen all day, and when he had crawled, wet and cold into the flapping walls of thin 
canvas which pretended to keep out the wind, and when he had allowed a shivering 
Balthus to divest him of his boots and sodden cloak - he had a visitor. Marius Agrippa 
seemed in a surprisingly better condition than he had any right to be. Lucian eyed him 
gloomily, the sudden visitation could only mean trouble. Agrippa had never sought him 
out for social niceties - unless you could count the collective stripping of wealth which 
took place around Honarius' gaming table.Agrippa was affable - for Agrippa.
"Greetings, Lucian - how do you feel after the first day's onerous burden of command?"

Lucian eyed him suspiciously.

"Trying to get dry - and warm!"

"The conditions are quite adverse."

"I'm surprised you can cope with them - being used to the warmth of Palestine."

Agrippa twitched a smile.

"Most of my life has been spent in Italy - apart from the last few years. You might be 

surprised to know that - Palestine - can be extremely cold in the winter months - 

especially in the mountains."

"This cold is brutal!"

"I quite agree - I suppose we could always turn back - but the way behind might well be 

worse than the way ahead!"

Lucian held his gaze.

"I'm surprised that you suggest turning back - what would Gaius Caesar say?"

Agrippa's gaze didn't falter.

"He might well congratulate you on a wise decision. After all, Honarius is quite unwell, it 

might be considered quite reasonable to return."

"But it might not."

Agrippa nodded.

"Gaius can be quite unpredictable - and one has to consider that he wants to have 



Honarius deal with outstanding business in Augusta Vindelicum as a matter of urgency."

"This business - what if Honarius is too unwell to deal with it - presuming we go on?"

"If we go on, we must hope that Honarius is well enough to handle it."

"Can't you deal with it?"

Agrippa's smile increased.

"Hardly - A Jew - albeit a romanised Jew - can hardly deal with the discipline of a 

Roman administrator."

"So that's why we're undertaking this suicidal journey."

Agrippa's eyes widened.

"I thought you knew!"

Lucian growled.

"I know nothing, Caesar suggested I come along for the purpose of developing my 

business interests - although from the current scenery, I doubt it very much!"

"Augusta Vindelicum might surprise you - I'm told it's quite a hub of activity. Stories 

circulate in Rome of the wild traders from the north - even from as far as the Mare 

Suevicum - loaded with amber and other treasures, which, as you know, the ladies of 

the empire greatly appreciate - there's a fortune to be made if an enterprising merchant 

like yourself can negotiate with them."

Agrippa was surprisingly well informed on the subject of barbarian trade! He went on.

"I'm sure Caesar wanted to give you such an opportunity - but he has his own interests 

to further - and that is the prime reason for our expedition."

"You mentioned the discipline of a Roman administrator?"

"That's a matter for Honarius - if he recovers his health. But you are an important factor 

in the process - and so is our centurion friend, Marcellus - and I will be present as an 

interested party to provide expert testimony if required."

Lucian glared at him, the Jewish princeling was enjoying himself. Agrippa continued 



softly. 

"Honarius must deal with the complaint sent to Tiberius from the Samaritan High 

Council - and from Vittelius, the Proconsul regarding the disobedience of Pontius Pilate 

to an imperial order. It isn't a matter to be disregarded simply because we have a 

change of Caesars. Gaius is keen to have the matter resolved at the earliest possible 

opportunity - hence it forms part of Honarius' duties during his progress through the 

northern provinces - and you, Marcellus and myself, are here to see that the matter is 

resolved to Caesar's satisfaction!"

Lucian stared at him mutely. Caesar had made a special point that he was relying upon 

Lucian to watch his interests. Just what threat Pontius Pilate could possibly pose -  or 

why the question of the Samaritan massacre should be of such consequence - Lucian 

couldn't determine. It sounded a localised, trivial - if unfortunate - affair, which would be 

best swept under the carpet.

"Perhaps I should mention the subject when I visit Honarius shortly."

"I would save yourself a walk, Lucian. Honarius has taken a sleeping draught and I 

doubt if he would be very coherent, even if you could hear him above his wheezing 

snores!"

Having delivered the obvious purpose for his visit, Agrippa allowed the conversation to 

drift back to the inclement conditions, the discomfort and the undoubted ease and 

security they might expect at journey's end - and then made his farewells, leaving 

Lucian to debate his next move.

He ordered Balthus to dress him again, struggling back into the wet boots and cloak. An

icy blast of wind caught him as he stepped out into the night - it was snowing. He 

shivered and suspected that he was in the process of contracting a mortal chill. 

Honarius' tent was in total darkness, he could just see the huddled forms of the 

unfortunate sentries guarding him.

He wondered if they had drawn lots for the honour, and hoped they were luckier in 



dicing and in love. He didn't go in that direction, instead, he turned towards the lines of 

tents which housed their escort. It wasn't long before he was challenged.

"I am Lucian, I have urgent need to speak to Marcellus, the centurion."

He waited while they debated whether to kill him out-right or to find Marcellus. Either 

way, he didn't much care. After a while, Marcellus loomed out of the darkness,  glaring 

in his usual surliness. Lucian shouted above the wind.

"We must talk!"

Marcellus stared at him, turned back the way he came and gestured for him to follow.

They entered one of the tents. Lucian found himself confronted by the startled eyes of

Vespasianus, who was muffled up in his bedding. Marcellus was blunt.

"Do you want him to go?"

Lucian shook his head and Vespa relaxed - he looked relieved. Lucian retold the details

provided by Agrippa. Marcellus continued to glare ferociously and then suddenly swung

around to his cousin.

"I suppose you knew about this!?"

Lucian had the feeling he was about to witness an assault on a commanding officer, or 

at the very least, a heated family argument. Vespa found his voice, he sounded 

indignant.

"I swear, Marcellus, I had no idea. My orders came from the Tribune."

Marcellus stared at him for a moment, and then turned to Lucian.

"And you say, you had no idea."

"Not until this evening."

Marcellus gestured to one end of his cot and sat himself down at the other. Slowly, he 

extracted a small flask from one of his packs, took a swig himself and then passed it to 

Lucian, who repeated the action before giving it on to Vespa. The liquid burned like fire. 

Vespa remarked casually.

"Too much rots your guts!"



Lucian started to feel warm for the first time in days and didn't refuse when the flask was

passed round a second time - and a third - preferring to risk the imminent dissolution of 

his intestines. Vespa broke the silence.

"Caligula must have ulterior reasons. Pilate's already been punished by the equivalent 

of exile to a border province. He might have been a procurator in Palestine, but he's 

little more than a clerk in Rhaetia. He's been degraded and disgraced and a block has 

been placed on his future advancement. He might have aspired to be a proconsul, or at 

the least, an autonomous governor - but that all gone. He's a clerk - and he'll stay a 

clerk - that's the way it works. That being the case, why is our illustrious Caesar raising 

old scores to be settled. It isn't as if Pilate is a threat - unless he's been trying to rouse 

the legions against Caesar, and I doubt whether Honarius would be holding an enquiry 

if that was the case. If Pilate is trying to raise the legions, he's picked the wrong part of 

the empire - here, they're fiercely loyal to the memory of Germanicus - and to his 

darling son, Gaius - and they were the ones who gave him the nickname, Caligula!"

Marcellus was beginning to look almost mellow.

"I can understand involving me as a witness - but why you, Lucian?"

"You forget, I crossed swords with Pilate on more than one occasion."

Vespa said softly.

"And you are now Caesar's friend."

Lucian stared moodily at the empty flask.

"Which doesn't count for much - Agrippa is Gaius' friend - Honarius is Gaius' friend - 

and he has plenty of others who like to say they're his friend."

Vespa continued softly.

"And you, Lucian - do you really like to say that you're Caesar's friend?"

A little later, as he returned to his tent, the cold air hit him and by the time he got there, 

he was only fit to fall face down on his cot. He was completely unaware that Balthus 

pulled off his boots and undressed him.



…..

Rebecca provided accommodation for Apolonius and his men in the main house. She 

had no idea who might be keeping the estate under observation, but she didn't want to 

excite additional interest by a sudden occupation of the outside quarters attached to the 

stables.

Some hours after their arrival and attention to their hunger and cleanliness - and after 

Lucian's wardrobe had been raided for changes of clothing, she asked to speak to 

Apolonius again. He looked a little more like the courtier who had so abruptly arrived at 

their villa in Caesarea - albeit, encased in a tunic several sizes too small. She asked 

bluntly.

"Why are you running from Gaius Caesar?"

Apolonius responded quietly.

"Because we know too much about the last days and the death of Tiberius."

"You believe Gaius is implicated in the death?"

"He ordered him to be smothered - he entered into a conspiracy with Macro, the 

Praetorian Prefect. My companions and I were part of Tiberius' escort - we were 

relieved and replaced by Macro's picked men - and one of them held a pillow over the 

old man's face until he was dead!"

"You're sure of this?"

Apolonius nodded.

"We interrogated the man until he confessed - we then dealt our own justice!"

Rebecca stared at him and couldn't suppress a shiver - this was a man who could snuff 

out a life without a qualm. Her own position suddenly seemed more vulnerable. 

Apolonius returned her gaze calmly.

"You must remember, we were sworn to defend Tiberius to the death."

Rebecca nodded.



"So, Gaius Caesar thinks he's under threat while you're alive."

"His position isn't so secure as he might think."

"My steward tells me that he's well favoured by the population."

"After Tiberius, anyone would be favoured - then again, he's the son of Germanicus 

Caesar - but what they don't know is that he has none of his father's virtues - or that 

Tiberius encouraged his vices and every kind of depravity. Why, I'm not sure, unless it 

was to bind him closer to the old man and to build up the vicious evil he saw in him."

Apolonius' tone was venomous.

"But, despite the old Caesar's faults, you were sworn to defend him to the death - didn't 

he deserve to die?"

"He was Caesar - and he would have died naturally before long. Gaius Caesar was in a 

hurry to assume power, he couldn't wait. The old man was sick for a number of days 

before he was killed. One night, everyone thought he had died and a report was put out 

to that effect. It was said that Gaius started to celebrate with many of his friends - and 

then the news came that Tiberius still lived, Gaius grew very frightened because he 

knew someone would tell the old man. Perhaps it was then that he decided that he 

couldn't afford to wait any longer."

"And you have been running from Caligula ever since?"

Apolonius nodded.

"We slipped away before we could be arrested. We were lucky in that Tiberius wasn't 

killed on Caprae, otherwise we would have been hunted down in an hour. We left 

Misenum and headed for Neapolis and then to Puteoli - where we met Tachius - after 

that we took to the mountains. The cities were alive with patrols looking for us and 

others like us who know too much. If nothing else, Macro is very thorough."

"What will you do now?"

Apolonius shrugged.

"There has to come a time when our luck will run out - then it will either be death or the



galleys. For myself, I will ensure it will be the former!"

"Don't you have a family - can't they help?"

His mouth tightened.

"I have a wife and two children - they live in Rome. By this time, they will be under 

observation - or they might already have been arrested! I have parents who live in  

Tuscany - they will be in the same position."

Rebecca exclaimed.

"This is infamous! That little tyrant twists his evil way into everyone's lives, and no one 

stops him!"

Apolonius eyed her anger with interest.

"Surely not everyone - you and your husband are Caesar's friends."

Rebecca's anger flared.

"He might choose to call us such for the time being - but when he decides we are his 

enemies, we'll be hunted like you!"

Apolonius looked around the mean little room in which they sat before a fitful fire.

"Are you already hunted, my lady?"

The question was sudden. She nodded.

"My husband has been sent away over the Alps on some ridiculous expedition. I am 

alone with my children."

Apolonius looked around once more.

"Hiding in the servant's quarters on your country estate?"

She nodded again.

"Gaius Caesar has the habit of sending men away so that he can command their 

wives!"

Apolonius held her gaze. He said softly.

"You can't hide from him here - if he makes up his mind, nothing will stop him. Tiberius 

taught him well!"



She wailed.

"I know! I don't know what to do. My steward, Lepidus, makes a pretense that I'm still in

Rome, but already one of my enemies is probing - demanding to see me."

"Not a very secure defence, my lady."

"What else am I to do!? - Lepidus tells me that Caesar has decided to bring home the 

ashes of his mother and brothers for burial. He suggests I might not be in danger and 

that it might be wiser for me to go back to Rome and hope that Caesar will ignore me - I 

can't decide!"

"Is there no one to advise you - or help? Tachius, perhaps?"

She stared back at him, mute for a moment.

"Tachius is dead!"

His eyes widened in shock.

"Dead! How?"

She shook her head.

"The only enemy he couldn't defeat - old age! He died quietly in our garden, sitting in 

the sun."

He said gruffly.

"I'm sorry - from what I knew of him, he was a good man."

"Lepidus saw to everything."

"He also sounds a good man."

"He served Septimus Publius for many years and kept the affairs of his house in good 

order until Lucian returned."

"I knew Septimus - on Caprae - He was another who incurred the anger of Gaius 

Caesar - Septimus knew too much!"

"Is there nothing to stop that vicious man!?"

"Caesar is all powerful - and he has the Praetorians and the Legions at his back. Until 

they turn their knives in his direction - nothing will stop him or his excesses!



To return to your situation, my lady. Is there no one else, other than Lepidus, who can 

help you."

She hesitated.

"Perhaps Linus."

"Linus?"

"Linus is a fisherman from Ostia - but he won't come here because I'm supposed to be 

in Rome."

"How can a fisherman help you?"

Rebecca hesitated again.

"Because Linus is my spiritual father, he follows the Master!"

Apolonius eyed her without comprehension.

"I don't understand."

"Linus is a follower of Jesus of Nazareth - which is a village in the Galilee. I am also a 

follower, as is Lucian. Linus has the care of the believers in Rome and its  surroundings.

"

Apolonius tried to sort out the information.

"So - you and Lucian are followers of a Jewish sect."

She corrected him sharply.

"We are the followers of Jesus of Nazareth - the Master - who was crucified and then 

rose to life again on the third day. He has since ascended to his Father, who is the One 

God of this world and all others!"

"You say he was crucified - but later, that he came back to life - if so, someone botched 

the crucifixion!"

"He truly died - and he rose from out of the tomb, having conquered death!"

Apolonius shook his head, not in disbelief, but to try to clear it.

"This Linus - how could he help you?"

Rebecca hesitated, the idea was only just formulating in her own mind. It was an insane



possibility.

"By hiding me and the children where Caligula can't find us!"

Apolonius shook his head.

"Not feasible! Think it through, my lady - if you abandon your home and disappear, and 

if it becomes known that you're in hiding - and it surely will - when your servants are 

tortured to tell the truth, what will become of your husband and his assets. He will 

surely be arrested, his estates and wealth confiscated, and you all will stand the 

chance of being sold into slavery - even if you don't escape death!"

He watched the excitement fade from her eyes, to be replaced by hopelessness. Her 

response was flat.

"Then, there's nothing to be done."

"I disagree! You say that your steward told you of Caesar's plans to gather the ashes of 

his brothers and mother. They are in separate places - Pandateria and the Pontian 

islands - it will take some days to complete that task. I suggest, during that time, you 

and your children ride north to join your husband. You can give it out that you can't bear 

to be separated from him for a moment longer."

She whispered.

"That isn't possible, I'll never find him - and I can't travel this strange country alone!"

Apolonius didn't take his eyes away.

"If you will allow it, my men and I will form your escort. A matron always travels 

escorted - one travelling alone would be conspicuous. We can be dressed in your 

husband's livery and will attract little attention. As to finding your husband, that won't be 

difficult - the group with whom he's travelling would have been noticed, and someone 

would have been curious enough to ask where they were bound."

"He was travelling with an official delegation from Caesar."

"Then, they would certainly have been noticed."

Rebecca tried to come to terms with the offer - it amounted to her putting her trust in a 



man she hardly knew, other than that he had taken away her husband when she had 

needed him the most - and that Apolonius' fortunes had changed drastically with the 

death of Caesar Tiberius. It was surely an act of desperation which made her agree. 

Apolonius nodded and rose to his feet.

"It's settled then, as soon as we know Caesar is on his way to Pandateria, we will leave

from here. It would be extremely unwise for me or my men to be seen in Rome - Most 

of the Praetorians know us. Tell your steward to send out two or three closed litters 

which will supposedly be bringing you here. Tell him to make sure that no one looks 

inside to find them empty. We will leave for the north on the following day!"

He was already in command, and she wondered whether she had after all made the 

right decision. Within the hour, she had despatched a trusted estate worker with a 

sealed letter for 

Lepidus, she also enclosed another for Linus - if ever she needed the support of the 

brethren it was now, and she wanted him to know her plans. Late in the day the servant 

returned, Lepidus knew what was required of him and he would travel with the empty 

litters as if he was accompanying his mistress - there would also be a small escort of 

servants from the town house - those who could be trusted not to open their mouths.

On the following day, she watched from a secluded place, as the convoy of litters 

entered the outer gates. They came to the main door and one of the maids clad in one 

of her large cloaks slowly entered the house. Two smaller forms emerged from a 

second litter together with someone appearing to be Naomi.

The real Naomi wasn't impressed, she sniffed her disapproval.

"She looks nothing like me - and I shall tell her so!"

"You'll do nothing of the sort, Naomi - otherwise I'll leave you here and travel alone with

Apolonius!"

Naomi's eyebrows arched in outrage.

"A decent Jewish woman would never suggest such a thing!"



"You forget, I'm now an indecent Roman matron!"

She walked through to the front of the house to take her place openly. The actors in the 

little charade were in high spirits, having deluded the guards at the city gates and 

anyone else who might have been interested. Lepidus allowed them their exuberance, 

smiling a little. He became grave again when he saw Rebecca.

"My lady, are you sure about the wisdom of your plan?"

She smiled a little at his concern.

"To be perfectly honest, Lepidus - I'm not - But I have to take control of my life again."

"I hope - not at a cost, my lady."

"I shall travel with some of the house servants - I see you've brought the ones I 

suggested - and the men who will drive the wagons. I chose them because they follow 

the Master - you can call it additional security."

Lepidus bowed, but didn't look convinced.

"I would like to accompany you, my lady."

She shook her head.

"Lucian would want you to take care of the town house - and his business. You can't be 

spared from that duty."

"I'm sure he would want to ensure your safety, and that of the children, above 

everything else."

"I shall be quite safe - and you forget, Lucian knows Apolonius, I believe they became 

quite friendly on their voyage."

"If you say so, my lady."

It was the best she could hope for and she didn't press the subject. On the following 

day, the small convoy started north. Apolonius and his men had cast off their praetorian 

uniforms and were more soberly dressed as the servants of a wealthy Roman 

merchant. Two servants who were followers of the Master, were the drivers of the two 

wagons, in one of which she and her children, together with Naomi, travelled. The other 



carried the maid-servants - also followers of the Master. She was reasonably satisfied 

that there was little else she could do to ensure her security - security from Caligula, 

and perhaps, security from Apolonius and his men!

They took the Via Flaminia, the one sure fact they possessed was that Caesar's 

delegation 

had left Rome by it. After that, they would have to rely on what they could be told in 

each of the towns along the way.


