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Roman Empire





Violence and corruption dominated the Roman
Empire some sixty-eight years after the death of Jesus Christ, a
far cry from the machinations of Julius Caesar, a man revered and
feared at the same time but loved by the populace. But the dictator
had to die because he threatened the existence of Rome’s privileged
class, who controlled the Senate. The conspirators betrayed the
great Caesar, their actions bringing chaos and division within the
city, whose citizens the Emperor protected. But I digress. It is
not Julius Caesar’s legacy that needs retelling.

Julius Caesar’s dynasty included the Emperors
Augustus, Tiberius, Caligula, Claudius, and Lucius Domitius
Ahenobarbus Nero. I would have you understand Nero’s lineage and
the life Lucius led prior to becoming Emperor.

Nero’s uncle, the Emperor Caligula, thwarted
an assassination plot devised by his sister, Agrippina, which
prompted her exile to the Pontine Islands. Her little son, Lucius,
was sent to Southern Italy to be raised by his paternal aunt.

I was assigned to protect Caligula’s nephew,
befriending the frightened boy at the onset and overseeing his care
during his exile in Calabria. This position gave me access to
everything and everyone in Nero’s life, but I called him Lucius, as
did his companions.

Upon Caligula’s death, Agrippina and Lucius
returned to the Imperial Palace after the Praetorian Guard made
Claudius emperor.

Together, Lucius and I embarked on life’s
adventure, maneuvering the treacherous waters, pushing the
boundaries to achieve fame. An exceptional musician, artist, and
poet, Lucius longed to emulate classical Greece, encouraging
theatrical programs and a festival of games.

Perhaps, I am biased. Lucius is like a son to
me, and there is more to the man than the myth. Forget rumors and
gossip. The powerful must be wary of those who would wrest it from
them, and Lucius’s hold on the throne was precarious, his life
forever endangered. Unthinkable choices would have little
consequence unless the culprits were caught. Tongues could be
bought or silenced. Either way, the truth remains buried.

Are there regrets? Probably, but I chose my
fate. Lucius did not. I mourn for the ruler that might have
been.

Traian Aelius Protacius





 


 Chapter
One

 


Lucius looked upon his Uncle Claudius, unsure
of his position at the Imperial Court. His mother stood next to the
person who had rescinded his banishment. Her eyes piercing, boring
into his soul, added to his discomfort. He wanted to run into her
loving arms, but he dared not. Barely four summers, instinct
prevented him from revealing emotion. His aunt never held him. Why
should his mother? But the man beside her, the newly proclaimed
ruler of the Empire, looked warmly upon him. Yet he, too, did not
move, nor did he beckon him closer.

He saw them all, men and women watching and
waiting for a misstep from the corner of his eye. They ignored his
tender age. Lucius glanced behind him, looking for Traian, who
nodded, strengthening his waning courage.

“Come forward, child,” Claudius said.

Lucius walked purposely towards the kind man,
bowed, then stood at attention, like a Centurion, awaiting further
orders, much to Emperor Claudius’s amusement.

“This palace is now your home, Lucius. Go
now. We shall meet again.”

A woman took Lucius’s hand and led him out of
the room, followed by Traian, who kept his fingers on his sheathed
sword while walking the lengthy corridor. The Praetorians were
everywhere, patrolling the palace hallways and grounds. Their
presence was necessary in such volatile times. When they reached
Lucius’s bedchambers, guards opened the doors and closed them again
afterward.

“Do not be frightened. I am called Vena and
will look after you. My chamber is next to yours, and your Guard
will sleep over there.”

“I am called Traian.”

“Traian. I am to stay with the boy and shall
oversee his needs, but it appears you have also been given the same
orders.”

“The journey was long, and we have yet to
eat.”

“I will see to your needs. It is safe here. I
am sure you have many questions. They shall be answered upon my
return.”

As soon as Vena left, Lucius ran to Traian,
embracing his legs as pent-up tears cascaded down his face. He
gently removed Lucius’s arms and picked him up with fatherly
compassion, holding him tightly and speaking comforting words until
the sobbing stopped.

Initially, Traian resented supervising
Lucius’s care while at his Aunt Lepida’s estates in the South.
Instead of joining the legions in Germania or Gallia, Traian’s
father had procured the innocuous post. A defender to thwart
assassins since many feared Caligula sought his nephew’s death.
Unlike his father, Traian was unaware of the political storm
looming within the Imperial Court. Caligula’s tyranny and depravity
lost him the favor of the people. The Senate and Praetorians could
no longer condone such erratic behavior. Caligula must be deposed,
but when? Lucius had to survive Caligula’s reign. And Traian would
be rewarded for protecting the future Emperor during a turbulent
time. He could truthfully deny any knowledge of treasonous plots
against the reigning Emperor.

Traian had grown fond of the child, treating
him as a son, and was determined to keep him alive while exiled.
Lucius spent his days playing with the servants’ children in the
fields. The boy became attached to a Greek slave who had performed
in Athens while still a freeman. The Greek slave taught Lucius
verse and poetry, encouraging his interests in musical instruments,
and presented Lucius with a lyre he had made days before the child
left.

“Lucius, look, your lyre stands in the
corner.”

He ran to the instrument and picked it up.
Fingering the strings, Lucius played the few notes the Greek slave
had taught him.

“Can we send for the Greek slave,” Lucius
said. “He is a good teacher, and I like him.”

“I shall make inquiries, starting with
Vena.”

The sound of opening doors caused Lucius to
stand behind Traian.

“Fear not, it is I,” Vena said as slaves
placed platters of food and drink upon a table.

The soldiers guarding the room shut the door
as soon as the servants left.

“The food is safe to eat,” Vena said as she
ate a slice of bread. “Take what you want, and I will taste it
first.”

Traian poured himself watered wine, sipping
the beverage while watching Vena and Lucius. Her youthful
appearance suggested they were of similar age, but where was she
from? Syria, Cyprus, or Greece? Or elsewhere? Which province
produced such a rare gem? Her long dark hair accentuated her
sparkling eyes. Her smile was soft and inviting, her graceful
movements demure yet tempting. Her words floated in the air,
pleasing to the ear, her kindness not feigned. She captivated them
both and did not know the power she possessed. Her humility and
compassion enhanced her beauty, and Traian wanted her for
himself.

“What is this?” Vena asked Lucius as she
picked up the lyre.

“It was made for me by a Greek slave who
taught me how to play,” Lucius said. “I had lessons before coming
here. Please, send for him so he may teach me.”

“We shall find someone suitable. But I think
you should rest, little one. You have had a long journey.”

Lucius did not complain when Vena put him to
bed. She sat beside him, singing songs from her childhood,
comforting words of love and peace. Once Lucius slept, Traian
beckoned Vena into his chambers. He offered her wine, but she
refrained.

“The Emperor asked me to watch over the boy.
He felt a stranger would be more suitable, someone without familial
alliances or allegiance to the Senate. I am from Gallia, well
versed in Latin and Greek. I have since heard the tales of Caligula
and Claudius and why Lucius was exiled. I give you my word; the boy
will not be harmed.”

“I have protected Lucius since his mother’s
banishment and will continue to protect him until I am given a new
post. I have always been discreet, staying in the shadows. My
presence has not interfered with Lucius’s activities. Like you, I
have never lived in the Imperial Palace before. My allegiance is to
Lucius, but I would have us be friends. Fate has brought us
together. Do you not agree?”

“The hour grows late. If there is nothing
further, I will return to my bedchamber.”

Raising his cup towards her, he said, “Until
tomorrow, then.”

Traian could have seduced her, but he
preferred she came to him. He would know more of this woman whom he
found intriguing. She was worth pursuing, but to what end? He
doubted his father would approve of such a marriage.

Patience, Traian thought. You have
just arrived in this den of vipers. There are women to satisfy your
needs, do not be hasty. And tell no one of your feelings. A slip of
the tongue could cost you your life.

Drawing his sword when he heard footsteps,
Traian looked upon Lucius running towards him.

“I do not like it here. I want to stay with
you,” Lucius said.

Traian placed the child in his bed and
covered him with a blanket while saying, “Everything will be well.
It is different, but that is all. I will stay by your side.”

“My mother did not come. Why, Traian? Did I
do something wrong? I pretended to be a Centurion like you taught
me. How will we find her? There are so many rooms.”

“Your mother will find you as soon as she is
able. If your mother serves the Empress, then she must finish her
duties before spending time with you. We will know more tomorrow.
Sleep now.”

Lucius embraced the man he considered his
father, squeezing his arm tightly before turning on his side. The
child’s breathing softened, and his body loosened.

Traian understood why Lucius feared being
alone in the dark. It was in the darkness when the soldiers came
into the bedchamber Lucius had shared with his mother, the night he
was sent away. All he remembered were the swords and the slaves
screaming, and his mother being dragged from the room. It had taken
Traian weeks to quiet the child’s nightmares, and he always kept
one lamp burning. Yet the steady flame cast a shadow on the wall,
unrecognizable shapes, an omen of what was to come if one believed
in such things.

Tread carefully. You know not the
enemy, Traian thought, keeping his dagger by his side as his
heavy eyelids closed.

*

Vena sat on the bed, staring at the doorway,
worried Traian might enter unannounced, to have his way with her.
She would take her life before subjecting herself to a man’s
lustful intentions. Tears spilled when remembering the day the
legionnaires came for her. The rebellion had been put down quickly,
her father beheaded, and her brother swearing allegiance to Rome,
and offering his sister to the Emperor as a hostage or slave, he
cared not which.

Why had her father fought with the Proconsul?
The man was dishonest, as were most of the men governing the
provinces. How had her father managed to excite their people to
rise up against the Imperial captors? Was it the cruel execution of
the Christians? But they were too few. And she and her family
worshipped the Roman gods and recognized the Divinity of the
Caesars. What had the Proconsul done to her father? They had been
loyal to Rome, living a life of privilege. It was the only life she
ever knew. Her brother had not been forthcoming, and he was nowhere
to be found during the insurrection. Yet he stood next to the
Proconsul when their father lost his life.

Whatever the cause, the uprising failed, and
order was restored. Vena’s brother took his father’s place among
the governing hierarchy, advising the Proconsul and denouncing any
who dared to question the Empire’s laws. Had her brother betrayed
their father? She refused to believe such disturbing thoughts, yet
she could not suppress her misgivings.

After the uprising, conditions for her people
worsened. She watched the punishments from the window, imprisoned
in a palatial room while awaiting transport. She caught a glimpse
of her brother with the Proconsul’s daughter on his arm. Vena
believed her brother had manipulated her father to break from the
Empire, thereby sealing his fate. Sending his sister to the Emperor
proved her brother’s loyalty while removing a threat to his
rule.

You were wise to do so, my brother. If I had
found you culpable in our father’s death, I would have your
head.

Once the fighting ended, the legion returned
to the Imperial City. The Commander had treated Vena
compassionately on the march, keeping her in his tent when they
stopped for the night. The gossipmongers assumed he had deflowered
her during the journey, but the rumors were untrue. He was an
honorable man, and her virtue inviolate.

Vena shared the Commander’s meals, speaking
of happier times, pushing their demons away. She sensed his anguish
as he gazed into the fire, wondering about his life. He did mention
some of the tales about the happenings at the Imperial Court before
mischief befell her. The Commander also warned her to choose her
friends cautiously.

Had it not been for the Commander’s wise
counsel, an innocent mistake could have sealed Vena’s fate. When
she arrived at the Imperial Palace, she lowered her eyes when
presented to the Emperor, kneeling in supplication, her dignity
intact. Vena heard the whispers, feeling disapproving looks glaring
at her. Yet she refused to cower before their predetermined
judgment. Claudius pitied the youthful woman who reminded him of
his daughter. He took her into his household, uttering reassurances
that all would be well, a hostage in name only, and being permitted
to walk unattended throughout the corridors and gardens.

It took Vena several weeks to become
accustomed to her new life. Claudius did not treat her as a
servant, but the Empress, Messalina, did. During this time, several
slaves befriended the lonely woman, but she hesitated revealing
anything that might cause her to be put in chains. With little to
do within the palace walls, Vena explored the city, accompanied by
a Praetorian, who maintained his distance, providing a semblance of
freedom for Claudius’s favored captive.

When Vena overheard Claudius speaking of his
nephew’s return, she offered to take charge of the boy and thanked
the one true God for His intercession. Unbeknownst to anyone, Vena
had been baptized into the Christian faith shortly before her
father’s rebellion. She kept her beliefs to herself, not having the
courage to admit the truth publicly. The risks were great, and she
feared dying a torturous death. Her father and brother had been
unaware. And after what had transpired, she thanked God she had
held her tongue.

Vena had yet to learn where the Christians
lived. She wanted to pray with them and listen to the words of
Christ, and not to be afraid to die in His name. Vena had to wait
until receiving permission to walk the streets unattended. She
needed Claudius’s approval to venture out alone. But if Traian
spoke the truth about developing a friendship, he might be of help,
and together they could find the followers of Jesus Christ living
within Rome.

Walking softly towards the door, Vena pressed
her ear against the wood structure, but no sounds could be heard.
Assuming Traian and Lucius slept, Vena knelt beside her bed and
prayed.

“Dear Lord, I thank you for this day. Give me
the courage to do your will as I am fearful. I trust in you, my
God.”

Vena slid beneath the covers, placing a
dagger under her pillow before resting her head.

 


 



 


 


 Chapter
Two

 


Agrippina spent several hours a day with her
son, building a dependent relationship, putting herself at the
forefront. Traian had watched the manipulation unobserved by the
ambitious woman. She was molding the boy, creating an image of the
man he would become. Agrippina instilled in Lucius a sense of
Divinity; his lineage made him a god. And Lucius believed every
word. His mother had no reason to lie.

As time passed, Traian noticed Lucius behaved
differently when in his mother’s company, living up to her
expectations, seeking her advice, agreeing to have her by his side
when he became Emperor.

Of course, such thoughts were treasonous,
which was why Agrippina swore her son to secrecy, frightening the
child with visions of a horrific death should his tongue slip.

After his mother’s visits, Lucius reverted to
the boy Traian knew. Lucius would ask questions he dared not
answer.

Traian learned the reason behind Agrippina’s
exile within a few days of his arrival at the Imperial Palace.
Agrippina, with her sister and brother-in-law, had plotted against
Caligula, planning to kill him as he entered his bedchamber. At the
very last moment, Agrippina betrayed her family and saved her
brother from certain death. When accused of initiating the idea,
Agrippina denied the allegations. Having lost trust in everyone
other than himself and not wanting to condemn his sister to death,
Caligula had ordered Agrippina’s banishment.

Traian realized Agrippina was a dangerous
opponent who would destroy anyone who stood in her way. He must not
be perceived as a threat. Appearing inconsequential and of no
importance, had kept Claudius alive during Caligula’s reign. The
Senators and Praetorian Guard had underestimated Caligula’s uncle,
and now he sat on Caesar’s throne.

Claudius was a kind and affectionate man, who
occasionally saw his nephew, Lucius. He would confer with Vena and
Traian about the boy’s progress with his lessons, reminding them
both to speak directly to him with any concerns.

Lucius excelled in music and the classics. He
was an inspired musician, writing lyrics for the songs he sang. He
enjoyed performing in the theater, memorizing his lines to
perfection, earning him the praise of his tutors.

Vena and Traian were Lucius’s audience. Their
love and support for their charge comforted the child, giving him a
sense of stability in an otherwise venomous environment. They
arranged for the children of slaves and freed servants to
participate in the theatrical presentations. During these times,
status was not recognized. They were all equal, including Acte, a
spirited girl Lucius adored, and she returned the sentiment.

It was an idyllic time for Lucius when not in
the company of his mother, who pursued her own interests. For
almost a decade, Traian stayed out of Agrippina’s sight, but Vena
was not as fortunate, having to keep Agrippina informed about her
son’s lessons. Lucius was unaware of the changing tides, of his
mother’s influence over Claudius. She convinced the Emperor to lift
Seneca’s banishment, returning him to the Imperial Court to tutor
Nero. Seneca, the disgraced philosopher, was destined to transform
the youthful Nero into a formidable Emperor.

*

Slowly, a friendship developed between Traian
and Vena, a relationship based on trust. But it had been difficult
at first to confide in a stranger.

Traian had taken the initiative, asking Vena
to share their meals after Lucius went to bed. The food had been
brought to Traian’s chambers, but the doors remained open. They
spoke quietly, not to awaken the boy. Admittedly, their interaction
had been awkward, both unsure of their roles in the situation they
found themselves in. Traian was a citizen of Rome. Vena was not.
Traian could be sent elsewhere while Vena’s existence depended upon
the whim of Messalina, who had agreed too quickly for her
willingness to care for Lucius.

“I did not ask for this assignment. My father
procured the post. I would have preferred fighting with one of the
legions.”

“After my father’s execution, my brother
suggested I be taken to Rome, as a hostage, to ensure peace.”

“I have long since forgiven my father. I have
come to treat Lucius as a son.”

“I have yet to forgive my brother for his
betrayal. He caused my father’s death. I am sure of it.”

Vena put down her cup, her wet eyes
glistening in the lamplight as she looked away.

He sat beside her, holding her in his arms,
remaining silent while she wept. Traian was curious about her
brother and what had prompted his disloyalty. Given the deception
prevalent in the Imperial Court, he imagined her brother quickening
their father’s demise for political gain.

“The palace is large, and our rooms are at
the far end, hidden away, closer to the servants’ quarters than
Caesar’s. No one visits here except Agrippina. We are of no
interest to her. Whatever words you speak will not be repeated. You
do not know me yet, but I am truthful and trustworthy.”

The man had no misdeeds, other than visiting
brothels when the need arose. His life in Southern Italy had been
uneventful. Lucius was almost three summers when he was exiled and
spent more time sleeping than playing. Traian enjoyed his stay in
Calabria. Most of the slaves were Christians who were permitted to
worship their God privately. He had listened to the stories of
Christ rising from the dead, dismissing such tales as nonsense. But
they did not rebuke him nor send him away. Instead, they continued
to preach God’s love for one another. He had made many friends. But
before he left, Traian warned them not to openly pray to their
Heavenly Father, lest they lose their lives in the arena.

Did Vena have life-threatening offenses?
Traian did not think so. He genuinely wanted her friendship and
trust. Did Vena want the same?

Vena sat beside him, her head on Traian’s
shoulder. Neither of them spoke, being alone with their
thoughts.

Lucius crying out disrupted the tender
moment, causing them to rush to the child’s bedside.

“It is but a dream,” Vena said as she held
Lucius in her arms.

“You are safe. I am here.”

Traian held the child’s hand while Vena’s
fingers gently brushed away unruly strands of hair. They did not
leave the bedchamber until Lucius fell asleep.

“My words are for you also. I will keep you
safe,” Traian said, grasping her arm. “Trust me.”

*

Vena walked the city streets whenever her
presence was not needed. She was cautious because of the Praetorian
who accompanied her, always keeping his distance. One day, Vena
noticed the sign of a fish etched above a doorway adjacent to a
baker’s stall. She waited near the table until all purchases had
been made before approaching the elderly man. Unsure of what to
say, she drew a fish in the dust with her finger, then quickly
brushed it away. Her eyes pointed to the Praetorian, not too far
behind, hoping the baker understood her message.

“Are you able to return this evening?”

“I cannot.”

“Another night, then.”

Vena bowed her head, accepting a loaf of
bread the baker offered. She glanced at the soldier, who appeared
to be watching another woman admiring a trinket.

“I am a Christian,” Vena whispered.

“We pray in the caves early in the morning
and late at night. If you come here, my son will show you the
way.”

Nodding, Vena chose to return to the palace,
thanking the Praetorian for his protection before entering her
chambers.

How to get permission to walk the streets
alone?

Not all hostages’ movements were watched.
Fleeing meant an agonizing death if caught, but the people in the
homeland could also suffer the Emperor’s wrath. Vena needed Emperor
Claudius’s consent to leave, if she had a place to go. Her brother
would put her in chains, assuming he let her live. Agrippina
probably planned on sending her elsewhere, since Lucius no longer
required a nursemaid. The baker might accept her into his
household, of that she was sure. Could she trust Traian? Would he
keep silent while waiting for her to pray? The Christians living
within the city had been left to their God, praying without fear of
imprisonment. Yet that could change at any moment.

Traian cares for you. Did he not promise to
protect you? Has he not kept his word?

Lucius burst into the room, interrupting her
thoughts, and said, “You must come and watch me perform my new
song. Acte will sing with me.”

“My apologies for the disruption,” Traian
said with a grin. “We only have this day. Agrippina is taking
Lucius to her villa in the country; for a few days, our services
will not be needed.”

Lord, you always provide, Vena
thought.

*

Vena invited Traian to spend the day with
her, exploring the city. She knew the men guarding her would
welcome the respite. Vena wanted to find the caves without
involving the baker. They could explore the hills during the day
when the Christians were elsewhere. Hopefully, the fish symbol
would be engraved near the entrance.

Not wishing to arouse suspicion, Vena
suggested they visit the Emperor’s gardens or the nearby meadow.
Their voices would not be overheard, nor would they be readily
seen.

After leaving the palace, Vena pulled
Traian’s hand, running toward the open fields filled with knee-high
grass and wildflowers. The wind carried her laughter across the
landscape as she twirled around, her arms swaying, a captivating
creature who Traian desired. Vena ran towards the hills, beckoning
him to follow, stopping when reaching a stream. Sitting on a rock,
she waved, shouting his name.

“Where did you learn to run like that?”
Traian asked, out of breath.

“My brother and I used to race, and I always
won! He did not let me. I was faster.”

“Have you word of your brother?”

“My brother has forgotten me. I would like my
freedom, but I no longer have a home to return to.”

“Vena, you know I care for you deeply, and I
would secure your freedom if I could. My father might be able to
help.”

He held Vena’s hand, kissing the tip of her
fingers, his lips seeking hers. But Vena turned away.

“I promised only my husband would touch me. I
cannot do this.”

Vena started to rise, but Traian pulled her
onto his lap.

“I want you for my wife. I will speak to
Claudius.”

“I fear we would be separated if you spoke
prematurely. I do have feelings for you, but we must wait and tell
no one.”

“Why are we here, Vena? What are you looking
for?”

Vena draped her arms around his neck, resting
her forehead against his. His hands encircled her waist, pressing
her closer.

“You can trust me, Vena. What is it?”

Songbirds chirped in the distance. A soft
breeze ruffled the frothy waves pouring over the stones. The beauty
of creation warmed Vena’s soul, alleviating her fears, giving her
the courage to reveal her faith to the man she had fallen in love
with, despite all her protests.

“I would go to the fields and listen to the
stories of Jesus. The prophets spoke of the Kingdom of God. They
taught us to love each other as brothers and sisters, to forgive
transgressions, to live as Christ did. I received instruction and
was baptized before the rebellion. My father and brother never
knew. I pretended to worship the gods as before, which weighed
heavily on my conscience. I was weak and feared persecution. I
asked you here to help me find the caves where the Christians pray.
They come before first light or at the end of the day. Will you
search with me?”

“Vena, I lived among the Christian slaves
when I was in Calabria. I have witnessed their baptisms and
listened to their prayers, but I do not believe in their God. I
will keep your secret and accompany you when we can slip away
unnoticed.”

“Traian, I know not our fate, but I do love
you and want to be your wife.”

 


 



 


 


 Chapter Three

 


Lucius and Acte spent hours together, their
feelings transparent. Young love, new and innocent, made their
words truthful and their actions trustworthy. They never tired of
each other’s company, sharing interests while encouraging
disagreements to expand their knowledge of the world.

They would sit on the hilltop, overlooking
the city, hidden by the dense trees. Acte understood Lucius,
listening without interruption. She provided counsel only when
asked, comforting his tormented spirit. He still feared the
Praetorians, remembering the drawn swords when they burst into his
room in the middle of the night. They treated him unkindly while
searching for his mother, shouting at him, making him cry. A man
lifted him off the floor, carrying him until they reached the
Imperial Court, shoving him through the doorway where his Uncle
Caligula waited. His mother knelt before her brother, her hands in
chains, her clothing disheveled, and her lip bloodied. He could not
stop crying, ignoring the soldier’s raised hand, expecting the
blow, which did not happen. He screamed when his mother was dragged
by the hair out of the room, her cries ringing in his ears. Lucius
still heard those screams in the dead of night, prompting him to
leave a dagger under his pillow. He would not be caught unawares
again.

“You were just a child,” Acte said. “There
was nothing you could have done.”

Although Lucius had vivid memories of the
night he was exiled, recollections of the time spent living with
his Aunt Lepida were vague. There were farm animals and the
workers, and the man assigned to protect him was compassionate.

“Traian stayed with me then as he does now,
but my mother wants to send him away. She said I no longer need his
protection. I do not want him to leave.”

“Then speak to your mother, and if she does
not listen, tell the Emperor.”

“I am afraid she will send you away, too. And
I cannot have that. Acte, you will be my wife one day, when I am
Emperor. Promise me whatever happens, whatever my mother might do,
wait for me. Believe my words. Will you do that?”

“You forget I am a slave and have no voice,
but I will wait for you wherever I am sent.”

*

Agrippina had noticed her son’s interests in
Acte but decided not to interfere yet. She had more pressing
matters. She had to rid Claudius of his much younger wife, who
slept with men behind his back, making a mockery of their marriage.
Not relying on the word of gossipers, she had Messalina followed,
receiving detailed accounts of her lewd behavior with many men.

Claudius must catch her in the act.
But send Lucius away. No one must suspect either of us of
orchestrating Messalina’s ruin.

Ambition always exceeded caution with
Agrippina. She wanted Caesar’s throne for her son, whatever the
cost. If her plot to destroy Caligula had succeeded, she would have
ruled in Nero’s stead
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