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A note on dates and numbers.
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The Romans either numbered their years from the date of an emperor’s accession or named them for the consul that year. They couldn’t know that future generations would number years from the birth of a local mystic in Judea.

The thirty-sixth year of Augustus’s reign is what we would call 9 A.D. or 9 Common Era. Lucius wrote his document under the shadow of Vesuvius in the first year of Emperor Titus’s reign or 79 CE

Roman numbers can appear cumbersome: I is 1, V is 5 and X is 10. Numbers to the left are subtracted, numbers to the right added, thus 4 is IV and 6 is VI. To add to the complexity, the Romans sometimes wrote 8 as VIII and sometimes as IIX. Rather than load up the story with Xs, Vs and Is, I have varied the numbering of the military units.

A Roman Legion was divided into ten cohorts, which were themselves divided into six centuria. I have written out the numbers for centuria, given Roman numerals for the cohorts and used actual numbers for the Legions: thus Lucius is part of the First centuria of the IXth cohort of the 19th Legion.
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Herculaneum
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The reign of Titus Caesar: Year 1

24th August, 4:00 p.m.

The advantage of living a span of near a century is that one becomes an historian, whether one likes it or not. Even if I had not chosen a life of examining the past, I would still be doing just that, simply because I have seen and heard so much. Over the course of my many years, I have met countless people—good and bad, noble and slave. I have seen wars, heard the screams of men dying in battle, and caused not a few of those screams myself. I have seen ten Caesars rise to power, although I admit fully three of them rose and fell within the span of a single year. I am a living, breathing archive.

This is not to say that I am dry and dusty like a room full of ancient scrolls. True, my skin is as wrinkled as one of Hannibal’s elephants, my joints ache and my remaining hair is as white as the snow on Mount Olympus. But my mind is still sharp and I take continued joy and pleasure in the bright sun outside and the cooling breeze from the bay through the shutters. I also watch and listen with interest to the unusual activities of our previously friendly neighbouring mountain.

But I must not digress if I am to fulfill my task. I have spent much of my life in emulation of the great Greek historian, Herodotus, travelling, listening and discovering so that I may write a history of my age. My work is almost complete and, as you may know, the volumes already published have met with some praise. However, the story is not yet finished; I have one volume still to write.

It is a simple task to recount the doings of great men and Julius Caesar, Augustus and Tiberius stride lightly across the pages of my books. They come and go with such ease because I did not know them. Some I admired and some I did not, but they are what the Gods made them and I accept that. It is an entirely different matter when I write of myself and those I knew. That is why I have delayed this final volume. It is a part of my own life that I must write now, and its remembrance is painful to me. But I must delay no longer. If my work is to be complete, I must include this tale as well.

So, dear reader in the unknown future, I will tell you a story of when I was young. It is a tale of dark, evil forests—frightful places filled with the victorious howls of barbarians and the screams of dying soldiers—and of a time that scarcely seems imaginable now. But it is also the place and time that made me what I am; a place and time that contains the ghosts of some of the finest people I have ever known.

But I get ahead of myself (it is a habit of age). Whoever you are, you will wish to know something of who is talking to you.

My name is Lucius Quinctillius Claudianus and I sit—in truth I lie propped up by pillows—in the cubiculum that Pius Gallus, grandson of my beloved sister Livia, and his wife Calpurnia have so generously made available for me. Pius’s villa lies in a beautiful situation, just by the northwestern gate of the town of Herculaneum on the scenic coast of the bay of Neapolis.

I do not leave my room much now as it pains my joints greatly, but I used to enjoy short walks through the surrounding olive groves or down to the shore where I could look over the bay to the island of Capri, where Tiberius Caesar forgot his responsibilities and lived out his days in vile debauchery. I still occasionally have my personal slave, Pallas, help me to the roof, where I can sit on a warm day and contemplate the sea before or the mountain behind.

I have just returned from the roof and it is what I saw there that has prompted me to begin this tale. Although the sun still shines above and the sky to the west is as blue as a robin’s egg, the picture is altogether different to the east. There a cloud hangs, turning the landscape below it as dark as midnight. It is no ordinary cloud, such as presages a thunder storm, but an unnatural one that blossoms up in a vast column from the unknown depths of the mountain. Zeus himself must inhabit that cloud as it is dressed in an ever changing pattern of great branches and sheets of lightning that compete with the sun in illumination.

The cloud rises far above the height of a soaring eagle and extends, like the windblown crown of a clifftop pine, far along the coast over our unfortunate neighbours in Pompeii. I fear that they must be having a most uncomfortable time in the city as dust and ash appear to be falling steadily upon them from the cloud.

We are lucky in Herculaneum that Vesuvius’s fury is aimed at others, but still the road from the town is busy with refugees. Within the past hour, Pius and his family have joined them, leaving Pallas and myself to fend for ourselves, although the frailty that prevented me accompanying Pius necessitates Pallas undertaking the fending. The good man has brought me my papyrus, ink and quill, and keeps me both informed of events and supplied with fresh olives and wine.

I do not share Pius’s fear of what Vesuvius has in store for us. The Gods may plan our destruction this day or not, it is not my place to presume. Whatever they have in mind, I am long past running about like a headless chicken at the first sign of danger. But it is an imprudent man who does not take note of what the Gods do. Even if Vesuvius falls back into peaceful slumber, I cannot expect my tenure here to last forever. If I am to finish my final volume, I must first begin and I thank the mountain for reminding me of that. I have no excuse. The events of a lifetime ago are as vivid still in my mind as if it were yesterday, so I shall take what time I have left and inscribe the small piece of history that I was both blessed and cursed to be a part of. No one else can do this. I am the last of Varus’s lost legions.

~~~~
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I was born at my family villa on the plain near Pisanus when Augustus had ruled, and the Republic had been dead, for only sixteen years. My family was not of the highest rank, no Patricians in the Senate, but we were respectable and could boast an honourable, if distant, descent from the great military hero and eventual vanquisher of Hannibal, Scipio Africanus. I think it was Scipio who started the vein of soldiering in our blood and many of my ancestors spent their lives with the Eagle, the symbol of the conquering Roman Legions, in the farthest corners of the world.

In fact, it was soldiering that had brought us to where we were. My grandfather fought with Julius Caesar in Gaul with the 25th Legion, Antiqua. He rose to the much respected rank of aquilifer, standard-bearer, and was commended by Caesar himself. Upon his retirement from the Legion, he was awarded the land on which I was born.

My father sought to join the 25th, but it was disbanded during the chaotic years of the Civil War and he served instead with the 19th in Sicilia and Gaul. At the first opportunity, he retired to work the land where I grew up, complaining that, with Caesar long dead, there would never be another general of his like and nothing left in the world worth fighting for.

Still, my father revelled in the memories of his life as a soldier, and I spent many an evening at his knee, listening to tales of long ago battles and almost forgotten wars. My favourite was of how the 19th was awarded its name, Scorpio.

During the revolt in Sicilia the 19th, being the newest Legion, was always given the rearward position on the march. In the heat of the summers in that land, this was a particularly unpleasant duty as my father and his companions were continually breathing the dust and stumbling in the ruts of the Legions who had passed before. In addition, it was their responsibility to protect and hurry along the large baggage train that followed the Legions everywhere.

On one occasion, the 19th was the last of four Legions passing through some rugged country. The army was negotiating a narrow pass and the first three Legions had successfully crossed to the plain beyond when the rebels ambushed the last Legion and the baggage train. They blocked the pass to prevent help arriving and swarmed the 19th in vast numbers.

My father was convinced that his last hours had come and, at this point in the tale and with a suitably dramatic flourish, he would uncover his thigh and show me the long, white scar caused by a Sicilian spear. But he was destined to live and fight another day.

Through superior discipline and bravery, the Legion fought back the attackers and even reopened the pass and brought the baggage train safely through. As a consequence they were awarded the name Scorpio—in honour of the creature who has such a sting in its tail—and ever after, insisted proudly on bringing up the rear on any march.

As a child, my head was filled with these stories of forgotten battles and long-dead men. It created in me a fierce and lifelong love of the past, but at that early age, my prime desire was to emulate the heroes of the stories rather than record their activities. Much of my childhood was spent practicing with wooden sword and blunt javelin and, when the weather did not cooperate, sitting in the atrium of our villa reading Caesar’s account of his conquest of Gaul and the works of Herodotus.

Through hard work and frugality, my father prospered and eventually came to acquire a modest fleet of merchant vessels with which he traded grain from Egypt, oil and wine from Hispania and slaves from Africa. My mother, an intelligent and practical woman, ran the household and maintained the farm when my father was away. My three sisters, Livia, Drusilla and Poppaea, were destined to marry well, and my older brother, Marcus, was groomed to take over the business. I was happy to allow the world to unfold this way as I had determined that I would follow in my father’s footsteps with the Scorpions.

On the morning of my thirteenth birthday, my father announced that, through his contacts, he had secured for me the position of apprentice signifer in a centuria of the 19th Legion. From that humble beginning, I could rise to full signifer and carry the standard for the centuria. In time, I might even emulate my grandfather, become an aquilifer and carry the Eagle Standard for the entire Legion.

I was ecstatic. A year earlier than I had expected, I was beginning the journey of my young dreams. Accompanied by my father and leaving behind a tearful mother, chattering sisters and a well-wishing brother, I set off one summer morning in the twenty-ninth year of Augustus’s reign to take the oath and join a baggage train of raw recruits and returning wounded, heading out to meet the famed Scorpions in distant Germania. My adventure was beginning.
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The reign of Augustus Caesar: Year 29

25th October

Back on his father’s cleared and groomed farm, Lucius never imagined that there were so many trees in the entire world. The small group had been walking through dense forests for days now and there was still no end in sight. Massive oak, beech and pine trees, bedecked in damp hanging moss, threatened to overwhelm the narrow dirt road and disappeared within a few feet into shadowy darkness. On the rare occasions they did retreat to provide a wider view, it was an almost equally sombre vista of treacherous swamps or deep black lakes.

The journey was gloomy, but safe. The small party was travelling on the west bank of the Rhenus River and the really dangerous wilderness was on the east side. On this side, the tribes had been defeated many years before by Caesar and most were now content to live under Roman rule, inhabiting settled communities and earning a living supplying the Legions with everything they needed from grain and fresh meat to Auxiliary soldiers.

Perhaps the place wouldn’t seem so miserable if the sun ever came out, but it rarely did. Most often, a heavy, wetting mist clung all around and moisture soaked out of the saturated air to dampen everything. Lucius’s uniform was only three months old and yet he had to work continually to keep his armour polished and stop the rust from getting a hold. It was October and he thought fondly of golden fields of wheat ripe for harvest and fat olives darkening on twisted trees. He longed to feel the warm sun on his skin.

“By all the Gods I hate this place.” Lucius turned to look at the man trudging along beside him. Titus was the same age as Lucius’s father, and as gnarled as an old olive tree. More than three decades of soldiering in Gaul, Africa and Asia had toughened his body to a sinewy fitness and weathered his skin to old leather. “The only fruit that grows in this forsaken place is the mould on my equipment.”

“But the meat’s good,” Lucius responded. “What about that deer we ate in camp last night?”

“True, but meat alone is not enough. You’re young yet. Wait until you’ve tasted apricots from Carthage and peaches from Persia,” Titus said wistfully. “I once ate an odd fruit in Egypt. It was the colour of the sun, covered in a thick skin and the inside divided into many segments like a lemon, but sweet like you couldn’t imagine. All the way from the Indies it was, but the food of the Gods.” Titus snorted derisively. “In this land I even crave simple Roman pears, simmered in wine and seasoned with pepper.”

Lucius smiled. It continually surprised him how Titus, a grizzled veteran of countless battles and capable of swearing strongly enough to shock Jupiter, could wax on so eloquently about the daintiest gastronomic delight.

“That’s the curse of a life spent feasting on dormice, oysters and lark’s tongues.”

“You might mock, lad, but a man must look after his stomach. An unsettled stomach and neither a philosopher nor a soldier are any good to anyone.”

Lucius was glad he had been apprenticed to Titus. The old soldier was stern but kind. He never beat Lucius, restricting himself to a sharp clip on the ear if he felt that his pupil wasn’t paying attention. Other recruits were not so fortunate.

Titus was the signifer for the First centuria of the IXth cohort of the 19th Legion, Scorpio. The first thing Lucius had been taught on the long journey from Rome was the Legion structure and his place very near the bottom of it. He couldn’t take that place yet, as the Legion was at Vetera in Germania, several days march away, but he had to know it inside out.

As soon as he arrived at Vetera, Lucius’s life would be the 19th Legion. He would be assigned to a contuberium, a tent group of eight men who ate, slept and fought together. Ten of these groups formed Lucius’s centuria. Titus was the signifer for the centuria and his job, the one Lucius was being trained for, was to oversee the unit’s finances. He organized the men’s pay and savings, buying extra supplies as needed and planning and obtaining food for celebratory or religious feasts. On the march and in battle, he also carried the signum, a spear shaft decorated with the medallions the centuria had earned and topped with a carved open hand to symbolize loyalty. Nailed below the hand, the First centuria’s signum also carried a carved, black-painted scorpion to let everyone know which Legion it was a part of.

Lucius’s centuria was the first of six in the IXth cohort. Each cohort was made up of 480 men—except for the elite Ist, which was double the size of the others—and there were ten cohorts in a Legion. Each cohort also had a signifer to carry its standard, but there was only one aquilifer to carry the gold eagle for the entire legion. That was the role Lucius wanted eventually. But for the moment he was at the bottom of the legionary pile—a Legion was ten cohorts, a cohort was six centuria, a centuria was ten contuberia, and Lucius was one raw recruit out of eight men in a single contuberia.

With cavalry cooks, baggage handlers and mule tenders, a full-strength Legion was close to six thousand men, and that didn’t include the officer’s slaves, camp followers and general riff-raff that trailed after an army wherever it went.

The 19th was a formidable fighting force and Lucius was proud to be a part of it, but he was also nervous. Travelling in a loose group like this was simple and fast. Lucius and the other twelve soldiers had to do what Titus told them and Titus had to obey the centurion, Gaius Maximus, but it was fairly easygoing and everyone helped organize the slaves who brought along the supplies and pitched camp every night.

Soon Lucius would arrive at Vetera and join his contuberium. Then life would become much more structured and he would be subject to a host of rules he could only guess at but whose transgression could lead to severe punishment. Lucius knew he would be in Titus’s contuberium, but what would the other six men be like? Lucius shook his head. Time would tell what Vetera had in store.

“Titus, tell me about my father when you knew him during the Sicilian Rebellion. He told many stories...”

“Hush.” Titus raised his hand to cut Lucius off. The old soldier tilted his head and stared intently into the impenetrable trees to his right. Lucius stared too, but he could see nothing unusual. He looked at the rest of the party, but no one appeared concerned.

Gaius Maximus, centurion of the First and the only one of the group on a horse, rode to the front in full armour, his red cape and helmet plume the only colour in this green and brown world. The fourteen other soldiers walked in pairs behind Gaius. They were less colourful, dressed in plain round helmets, thigh-length armour made of dozens of small bronze plates sewn onto a long fabric shirt, woollen trousers and sturdy leather sandals. Each man was wrapped in a heavy brown cloak in an attempt to keep out the damp and cold, and each carried a gladius, a short stabbing sword and a pugio, a wide-bladed dagger. Spears, tents, cooking utensils, personal possessions and supplies for the legion were carried on three heavy ox-drawn wagons that lumbered along behind Lucius. At the very rear, half a dozen slaves tended to a small herd of a dozen horses for the Legion cavalry.

“I thought I heard something, but you can’t make anything out in this damnable place. The air’s so wet it absorbs all sound and the trees are so thick you can’t see the length of a stadium. Could be an entire barbarian army within a slingshot of us and we’d never know.”

“But this part of the country’s pacified.” Lucius looked around nervously. “Isn’t it?”

“Supposed to be. West of the Rhenus is part of the Empire, but you can never trust a barbarian. They don’t think the same as us. Always raiding and stealing. Still, we’ll sort them out soon enough.”

“What do you mean?”

“That’s why the 17th, 18th and 19th Legions are up at Vetera. Germanicus is in charge of us all and he plans to sort these troublemakers out once and for all. Instead of sitting back and letting the barbarians across the river raid us, he plans to go on the offensive, take the battle to the enemy. If we beat them a few times on their own territory and then set up some forts to the east, that should do it. It’ll be hard work and garrisoning those outlying forts won’t be a picnic, but it should take the pressure off this side of the river. We might even see a few villas going up, although I can’t imagine why anyone would want to come here. You can’t grow grapes, olives, or anything worthwhile.

“Sometimes I think your dad had the right idea, taking a nice piece of land at home and settling down instead of marching and fighting the rest of his life. He’s done well, with his ships and all.” Titus stopped talking and looked ahead thoughtfully. Then he grunted. “Ah. That’s not the life for me. I wouldn’t know one end of a stalk of wheat from the other. All I know’s soldiering, so that’s all I do.”

“You know food.”

Titus laughed. “I do that. Maybe I could open a little food shop down by Neapolis or Ostia. ‘Titus’s Place. Delicacies from the farthest corners of the Empire.’”

“I could use some delicacies here,” the man in front of Lucius said over his shoulder. “It’s all very well to march and fight, and Germanicus is the best general in the Empire, but I prefer to do my fighting in a place where there are luxuries to enjoy at the end of a hard day.”

The man’s name was Pullo. He was a ten-year veteran returning to the Legion after recovering from a sword wound. He had not been expected to survive and took tremendous pleasure in scaring the new recruits by exhibiting the ragged, still red scar above his left hip.

“The women in Egypt, now there were some beauties. Best-looking women in the world, if you ask me. When I retire, I’m going there to find me a wife. You’ve been there, Titus! You can tell this young boy how beautiful the women are along the Nile.”

Titus smiled broadly. “They are beautiful indeed, Pullo.”

Pullo nodded, content to have his opinion validated. “Dark eyes you could drown in,” he went on wistfully. “I remember one in Alexandria—”

If there was one thing Lucius had learned about soldiers, it was that they spent a disproportionate amount of time reminiscing about all the places they had been. Everywhere else in the Empire, it seemed, was immeasurably better than where they were at the moment. Lucius wondered if they would all get nostalgic about Germania when they were eventually finished here and sent somewhere else.

Lucius was half listening to Pullo’s story when he had a flashing impression of something dark in his peripheral vision. Before he could work out what it was, a double headed axe appeared as if by magic, embedded in the centre of Pullo’s back.

The man gave a choking gasp and fell to the side, knocking over his companion. For a moment, the world seemed to stand still in silent shock, then the barbarians attacked.

Ahead of Lucius, three figures leaped from the trees and dragged Gaius Maximus from his horse. Half a dozen spears flew through the air onto the unprotected soldiers. Lucius saw one man go down with his throat impaled. Behind him, he heard the screams of terrified slaves and oxen.

“Stay together!” Titus yelled, drawing his sword. It was useless. Those soldiers still alive after the first onslaught were too few and too shocked to react effectively.

Lucius grabbed for his sword but the scabbard was entangled in his cloak. As he struggled to free it, he became aware of a figure standing before him. The man was a good foot taller than Lucius. He was dressed only in a short skirt of some filthy animal hide and his naked chest was daubed with something that might have been dried blood. The man’s filthy blond hair was matted with animal grease and twisted into two braids that hung on either side of his face. His pale blue eyes gleamed above a leering mouth filled with yellow rotting teeth. Outlined in dark blue on his left cheek were two triangles with their points touching. Even amidst all the chaos, Lucius noticed the strong smell emanating from him.

Lucius had a chance for one last futile attempt to free his sword before the flat of the man’s axe came up and struck him a ringing blow to the side of the head. The smells, sights and sounds of battle vanished and Lucius collapsed in a heap.
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The seven bedraggled prisoners sat forlornly to one side of a small clearing. Lucius, Titus and the four other surviving soldiers huddled in a group. None of them were seriously wounded, but all were bruised and cut and Titus had an angry spear gash in his leg. Their helmets, armour and sandals had been stripped away and they wore only their woollen undershirts and trousers.

Gaius Maximus sat to one side, his hands bound behind him. He too had been stripped of all armour and badges of rank and the only thing that now distinguished him from his soldiers was the high-quality of his linen underwear. Despite his bruised and bleeding state, he kept his head high and stared defiantly across the clearing.

The clearing itself was small, measuring only some thirty feet at its widest. It was hemmed by heavy oak trees on three sides and by the still waters of a small lake on the fourth. Red-brown, lobed leaves lay thickly at the bases of the oak trunks and drifted down through the still air. While Lucius had been unconscious, the sun had managed to fight its way through the clouds, but it was unable to penetrate the surrounding forest and the clearing was shadowed and cold. Even out on the lake, the smooth water appeared to absorb the light, leaving only a black surface that suggested all sorts of hidden mysteries.

“Whatever happens here,” Titus whispered out of the side of his mouth, “remember, lad, that you are a soldier of Rome. If nothing else, we can show these barbarians how a Roman dies.”

Lucius did not find Titus’s words encouraging. He had been conscious for only a few minutes and was still groggy and confused. His head felt as if it were about to explode and dried blood caked his hair where the axe had hit him. Every time he moved his head, the solid world around him swam out of focus and he felt as if he was going to throw up.

“Where are the others?” he asked.

“Dead,” Titus replied shortly. “Those that weren’t killed in the first attack were slaughtered if they were wounded too badly. They didn’t even spare the slaves and that’s not a good sign.”

“Why?”

“Because these barbarians usually sacrifice just the officers to their Gods. They keep the slaves and some soldiers for themselves. I don’t imagine it’s much of a life, but there’s always the chance of escape. This lot,” Titus nodded his head at a group of about a dozen filthy warriors on the far side of the clearing, “are just a raiding party. They’ll try and keep the horses and take whatever plunder they can carry, but guarding prisoners is too much work.”

“Can’t we escape? We’re not even tied up.” Lucius turned to look at the trees a few feet behind him and was overcome by a wave of nausea. He breathed deeply and continued. “There are no guards on this side of the clearing.”

“I doubt if you could run anywhere in your state and this leg would slow me down. In any case, where would we run to? These men know the forests. They’d hunt us down in an hour. It would just be sport for them. We’re done for, no doubt about that.”

Lucius slumped forward despondently. Beside him one of the recruits was crying quietly. So much for Lucius’s glorious career in the army. It had lasted three months and would end nastily before he’d even had a chance to become part of the Legion. What bothered Lucius most was that his family would never know what had happened to him. He would be just one more young soldier who disappeared into the vast unknown on the edges of the Empire.

A commotion across the clearing made Lucius lift his head slowly. The group of barbarian warriors had split in two and stood looking back at the trees and chanting monotonously. The underbrush parted and a figure draped in the stinking, bloody skin of one of the Roman oxen stepped into the clearing. Immediately, he began hurling himself about in a mad ecstasy of dance. Titus groaned.

“What is it?” Lucius asked. “Who is that man?”

“He’s not a man, he’s a God. These people believe that, during religious ceremonies, their priests are actually inhabited by the Gods. To those men over there, that savage is a true God, with all the power that entails.”

“Which God?”

“That’s difficult. Each tribe seems to have their own special Gods inhabiting the local pond or swamp—I suppose just as we have local Gods to look after our affairs. But these people are away from home on a raid. I would guess it’s one of the bigger Gods. Woten’s their top God, like our Jupiter, and he’s a popular one as far as I can tell.”

“How do you know all this?”

“I don’t know much. What little I do know I’ve picked up from talking with the Auxiliaries who fight for us. In any case, it always pays to keep in with the local Gods. I don’t think this Woten could last long against old Jupiter or Mithras, but these are his forests and I don’t mind paying the odd bit of respect to keep him happy.”

“I don’t think you paid him enough respect.”

Titus laughed bitterly. “You’re right there, lad. But when it comes down to it, I don’t think it matters a puff of smoke who this God is. The reason he’s here is to take our souls into slavery in the afterlife.”

Lucius shivered at the thought. Death was bad enough, but to spend eternity as the slave of some brutal barbarian God was a horrifying prospect.

The priest/God pranced gleefully across the clearing. He was a tall man and the bloody skin of the ox’s head, complete with horns and glazed eyeballs, only served to increase the impression. The ox’s forelegs were draped across the man’s shoulders and blood and gore ran down his neck and chest and thickened his knotted, blond beard. He was naked, but his body was covered in a thick layer of white mud. In his right hand he carried a magnificent beaten gold mask that he held before his face as he danced. In his left, he brandished an intricately carved wooden rod.

Woten, or whoever he was, danced wildly around the clearing, moving ever closer to the prisoners. Waving the carved rod, he taunted them with shouts and gestures. Every time he came close, the prisoners instinctively shrank back. On one pass, he held the mask high and with a start Lucius recognized the pale eyes and the double triangle tattoo on his left cheek. This was the warrior who had knocked him out with an axe.

Lucius watched as the priest danced over to Gaius Maximus. With obvious difficulty, Gaius stood up and stared defiantly at his enemy. Lucius was proud of his officer. Even bound, beaten and facing a certain death, Gaius was still a Roman who refused to bow to a barbarian. The priest removed his golden mask and began screaming at the centurion
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