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About the Translation


The novel was originally written in german language. The translation was done by me, some friends, and people I met on my travels.


There is no preference between british and american English, it was decided by: How common, how well known, the chosen form appears, (for example: „centre“ not „center“ or „behaviour“ not „behavior“).


T. G. a german-israeli author, writes in broken german language. Perhaps, without knowing it, I wouldn’t have done it this way.
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Prolog


„...some are marked out for subjection... he, who is by nature not his own but another's man, is by nature a slave; and he may be said to be another's man who, being a human being, is also a possession.“


Aristotle, Politics, 1254b16–21.


Year 73 B.C.


Nothing indicates to a insurrection when a small group of gladiators manages to escape from the school in Capua. Rapidly a conflagration develops that spreads across the whole country.


Under the leadership of the Thracian Spartacus, they defeated the roman armies, victorious all over the world, time and time again. For almost three years, they mastered the italian peninsula and the centre of the then world power, Rome.





Chapter 1.


Thrace


The third hour after sunset. Warm fog, illuminated by the moon, lies on the valley, covering the battlefield.


By early evening both armies had met on a high, treeless plain, ten thousand Thracians against thirty thousand Romans. The battle lasted only a few hours. The Thracians fought with changing fronts, behind which they retreated again and again in order not to be surrounded. Eventually their resistance collapsed. A small number managed to escape, about a thousand were caught, the rest lies dead or dying in the valley.


Next to the valley, upon a hill, a group of horsemen, among them the Tribune Marcus Glabrus. He had been sent to the southern frontier of Macedonia, to invade Thrace, as he had done two years before, defeating the Thracian tribe of the Maider. The territory of the Maiders was incorporated into the roman province of Macedonia. But the Thracians rebelled, not wanting to resign themselves to the subjugation of their territory, whereupon Glabrus was again ordered to ensure ›order‹. For the time being he has succeeded, temporarily there will be no more unrest here.


He gives his horse a slight nudge with his heels, reluctantly the animal starts to move. The group rides towards one of the camps set up by the legionnaires near the battlefield. Glabrus is wounded and his commanders urge him to get care, but he won't, knowing what the legionnaires hunger for. Then he hears it, the screams of women and children.


It's always like that, after the battle. Where he is near, they keep back, so he keeps moving, letting the horse trot through the crowd. A few more hours, he hopes, and they'll have drunk enough, be tired, and head for the tents.


While there is a law that dictates the survivors should be treated with care, because they are being sold into slavery and Rome needs the money, but he knows that he can hardly afford to impose punishments. Allegiance, fighting morale of the army, would be poisoned and difficult to win back. Even among his Centurions there are many supporters of these assaults and the legionnaires understand it as part of the deal, for the willingness to risk life, to go out for robbery from the defeated. To rob, to use, to misuse, everything that makes life, existence, alive again, women included.


Someone calls out to him, a voice familiar to him: »Tribune.«


He looks around and recognizes the silhouette of a horseman coming towards him.


»Yes, it's me«, he replies loudly. When both are already very close, he recognizes one of his Centurions.


»Tribune.«


»Centurion.«


»At the camp, a little way down the road, they're starting to torture the prisoners. You'd better come along.«


Even as they ride up, they hear the noise. Waves of whooping howls run through the camp. Feasting on the feeling of victory, they follow the greed, to inculcate them, with whom they are dealing, punish them for having risen against Rome.


A sound, a scream, sticks out of the din, not immediately recognizable as human. But then, in shrill, high octaves, undoubtedly one of the prisoners. Glabrus looks fixedly into the centre of the circle, a few more steps, then he sees what he has already assumed. A swollen back, swollen like a bruised peach, the skin torn. The man faints. Water is poured over the blood-soaked body. The crowd shrieks and cheers the tormentors on to continue. They don't intend to end the spectacle either, just loosen the strands of the whips from each other, as they are somewhat stuck together, and the knotty straps fly back onto the victim.


But the din dies down, gradually. Marcus Glabrus has entered the circle, not everyone noticed immediately »Untie the man«, he says, his face frozen, »and have him bandaged. Put the others on the wagons, chain them and double the guards. Centurion!«


The addressee proceeds to carry out the order.


»Whoever even tries to get close to the prisoners«, Glabrus to the crowd again, »will be chastised by me, personally!«


A deep murmur goes through the round. »There would have been no such thing under Sulla«, says one of the bystanders.


»Step forward soldier so I can see you!«


Slowly the man steps out of the crowd.


»Tell me your name!«, coldly glares Glabrus him in the eye.


»Severus Verulanus, son of Vettius Verulanus, of Capua.«


Glabrus hesitates. Capua, if contempt for slaves has a name, then Capua. No other city where slavery is as widespread as there. The training of gladiators has mutated into perfectionism, the school of Lentulus Batiatus known throughout the empire. The training of gladiators has mutated into perfectionism, the school of Lentulus Batiatus known throughout the empire.


»I don't care what Sulla would have done«, Glabrus retorts sharply. »He is not here, but I am. The prisoners are roman property and to be treated accordingly!«


Glabrus glances around, then back at Severus, »get out of my sight.«


He lets his eyes wander over the crowd, searching to see if anyone else is willing to flirt with him, but no one dares. He leaves the circle, along with his Centurions. »Let them keep getting drunk. Another hour and then they'll probably be tired heading to the tents. If there's trouble, have some of them arrested.«


»Yes Tribune.«


Glabrus gets back on his horse and lets it trot slowly alongside the others. Why did I let myself be persuaded again?, he asks himself. These wars, as Rome now wage them, can wage them, are repugnant to him. And then Sulla, with him it had begun. Since the plundering of Athens, this ›compensation‹, as some cynically call it, has been part of it. No, it was not a plunder, but a slaughter. It was one of the first wars of Rome with a standing army, a year they besieged the city.


Offences against discipline were punished draconically and the rift between Sulla, the commander, and his legions was inevitable. But he needed them if he was to hold on to Rome - so he let go of the reins when the Athenians surrendered, and like cattle the legionnaires descended on the city, murdering, torturing and raping. He had narrowly escaped death at that time because he had tried to stop Sulla from doing so.


Glabrus takes his dagger and presses it to his forehead. Why do I always get this fever when I'm wounded? Those damned Marius worshippers, as soon as I'm back in Rome, I'll take off the title. I've enough, may they choose one from his faithful.


At noon the next day he gives the order to leave. After about an hour, the army begins to move.


Day after day, the entourage drags itself through the landscape. The ground, often so soggy that they sink into the mud, up to their ankles. Again and again bridges have to be built, again and again the army breaks up into several parts and only comes together again in the evening when camp is set up.


Finally, after more than two months, they have reached the Po-Plain. Here, on the paved roads of Italy, they are making faster progress. In about three weeks, Glabrus hopes, they will be in Rome.


When they are only a few days' march from Rome, a group of men on two-wheeled chariots approaches them. Glabrus, at the head of the army, suspects who is coming to meet him there. Lentulus Batiatus, head of the gladiator school in Capua.


He resents the appearance of these creatures, but respects such as these are inevitable. Gladiator games are becoming increasingly popular and the Lanista's need for new, strong men can hardly be met. Prisoners of war are especially sought after, because they are familiar with handling weapons and the Lanista can have them participate in the games after only a short time.


»Hail Marcus Glabrus, your glory precedes you. I heard you were victorious.«


Glabrus returns the greeting with a slight nod. Batiatus knows his reputation and expects no reply. But for his project it seems necessary to him to produce the flattery appropriate to his status. »With your permission, I would like to pay my respects. Finest silk. Finest silk...«


»The captives are sold in Rome«, Glabrus answers dryly, looking ahead, at the horizon.


Can't be helped, thinks Batiatus, greets the Tribune once more and continues along the human chain. Somewhere in the middle, the prisoners will be found. Despite the expected rejection, he still wants to know what will be offered on the market tomorrow. What he sees makes him happy. Not bad, better than I had hoped.


A stir runs through the thousand or so people Batiatus has his eye on. They have been gawked at from all sides since their captivity, but never in this way. One of the men pulls on his chain to signal to the man in front of him that he wants to talk to him: »What is this one looking for?«, he asks with a dry throat.


»I do not know. Might be a Lanista.«


»What does that mean?«


»A man who runs a gladiator school, a place where they train you to fight, in an arena until you yourself...«


»Yes, I've heard of it.«


»Then why you’re asking!?«, says the other in an angry, broken voice.


»Hoped you'd say something else.«





Chapter 2.


Gladiator-School


The merchant ships drag themselves sluggishly up the Tiber, loaded with raw materials and precious items from the occupied provinces. Bricks, fruit and wine from Italy, grain from Egypt, oils from Arabia, game, wood and wool from Gaul, dates from the oases, marble from Greece and Numidia, lead, silver and copper from the Iberian Peninsula. All imaginable stimulants flow from here to the markets, making life a daily balm if you belong to the knightly or senatorial rank.


Impatiently, Cato waits for the captain's signal as he stands at the stern of the ship. If only he would finally dock, what is he waiting for. He looks down the river, past all the other ships following them. Looking at his own again, it seems much smaller to him than when he left Alexandria. Finally, the ship docks. Cato helps his old teacher Gawain across the narrow gangplank. Gawain, a philosopher from Alexandria, is reluctant to let Cato help him, even though he knows that he would hardly get across the gangplank alone. But without Cato, he would order the ship to be moored to the hawser until even an old man could disembark effortlessly, even if it took days.


A four-wheeled touring carriage is waiting a little off the beaten track to take them to the vicinity of the Forum Romanum. From here they want to continue on foot, first crossing the Forum, then continuing to the house of Senator Sargon, Cato's uncle. Astonished, visibly delighted and raising his head again and again, Gawain allows himself to be led through the southern entrance to the forum at Cato's side.


They pass the Basilica Sempronia, in front of them rises the temple of Saturn.


Behind it, the view opens up over a large, stone-tiled square, lined on both sides by magnificent buildings. Standing between the pillars of the Temple of Saturn, they pause for a while to admire at leisure the beauty of this complex. But the moment is short-lived. Unexpectedly, they become witnesses of the probably most ominous spectacle that one can encounter in Rome. On a bier, carried by servants of the Temple of Vesta, lies the body of a woman, bound with straps so that no sound can be heard. The people step aside in silence. No event covers the city with such dejection as this. Cato urges his teacher to go on with him, but Gawain refuses.


»A vestal virgin?«


»Yes«, Cato replies coldly. »They will carry the bier to a small dungeon at the Porta Collina - and bury the woman alive.« Standing between the pillars, their gazes follow the stream of people as it slowly moves across the Forum. Finally, Gawain grabs Cato's arm and motions for him to move on.


After walking across bridges and shady alleys, they reach the house of Senator Sargon, Cato's uncle.


Flavius, a close relative of Sargon, and only a few years older than Cato, welcomes them joyfully. With his slightly bouncing gait, he comes to meet them.


Cato is not very pleased to meet him on this day and immediately inquires about his uncle.


»A vestal virgin was unchaste, she was condemned. Sargon had to be present during the trial.« Flavius's pronunciation stalls in Cato's ear.


A lightness, lightheartedness that does not want to connect with what happened at the Forum. »Let him! Let him! Don’t care«, he hears Gawain's stern voice softly behind him as they are led by Flavius into the atrium prepared for their arrival.


Silently, they sit together for a moment. Flavius looks at Gawain, who has also been his teacher. The hair is long, a few grey strands have come in. The bushy eyebrows seem to be growing together. But his eyes are as clear and alert as ever.


»I see you haven't lost any of your whims!«, says Gawain gruffly.


Flavius winces, the tone of his former teacher still crushing him. He seeks Cato's gaze, but does not find it, noticing only that he himself is meant. He wants to answer, searches for words, but unable to counter the stirring of the sudden reproaches. Gawain continues, without even attempting to bridge his previous words: »The priests are the ones, they are seduced by! Everyone knows it!«


»You're talking about the vestal virgins?«, Flavius looks at him with a cautiously questioning expression.


Gawain doesn't answer. Grimacing, he bangs his cane on the back of his chair a few times. »Is there anything else that priests seduce!?«, forcing each word out overly clearly.


»They took a vow, a vow of chastity«, Flavius replies meekly, looking at him questioningly, his eyes fixed on his face, his jaw slowly lifting again.


»Stop giving me this insanity«, Gawain thunders on. »They are six, ten years old at the most when the pontiff chooses them, know nothing yet of what they have between their thighs. It is the pontiff himself and his priests who have their way with them. And then lead them down the dungeon to bury them alive.«


»She gets a supply of food, bread, water, milk and oil«, Flavius replies calmly but with conviction, his voice sounding like the recitation of a list of today's market offerings. He wants to continue speaking, but Gawain, of impulsive nature, angrily cuts him off: »What fool burned your brain? Bread, milk, oil, maybe they'll add a giraffe soon, it doesn't change anything. The dungeon will be filled with earth and she will perish there, suffocating, surrounded by darkness.«


Flavius stares at his former teacher, mouth half open. He wants to answer, but the old man's dismissive attitude destroys all attempts.


Leaning back, face averted and the corners of his mouth twisted fiercely, Gawain gazes into the distance. Flavius forms a few sounds with his lips, but doesn't get around to answering as Cato intervenes and gently takes him aside. »He's gotten older, sometimes short-tempered. You shouldn't take it too seriously when he talks like that. Besides, I think that such journeys are too tiring for him now.«


»Maybe, let's believe that's the case«, Flavius replies, taking a step toward the exit of the atrium.


»I'll go with you«, says Cato, »I'll take you as far as the gate.« Silently, they both leave the atrium and walk down the steps into the courtyard.


»He shouldn't be making these speeches outside the house«, Flavius breaks the silence, »It doesn't take much to condemn someone these days.«


»Understand. I'll tell him.« They both walk the last few steps to the archway. Slaves open one of the heavy wooden wings.


»Please forgive my awkward behaviour, I probably wasn't a good host to you. I thank you all the more for the welcome you have given us.«


Somewhat annoyed, Cato notes how expertly such phrases still roll off his lips, despite his years in Alexandria.


»It's good to see you again, Cato. You are always welcome.«


Cato walks back into the house. When he re-enters the atrium, Sargon, who has just returned, waves from the terrace. He seems to have become more corpulent, the senatorial purple stripes on his tunica no longer falling as low as they did a few years ago. The hair is ice-grey, but his eyes, as always, two narrow slits that never reveal too much.


»Cato. My Cato«, he greets his nephew in a bristly but kind voice, grabs his hands and squeezes them tightly, »nice to have you back with us.« They both embrace happily. »You've become a man.«


»I've been before.«


»Nonsense, half a child.«


»If you say so«, he tosses his head briefly aside shortly and pushes back a strand of hair. An obnoxious gesture, but it helps him suppress a slight grin.


»Where's your teacher? Gawain? Didn't you write that he wanted to accompany you?«


»The journey was very tiring, and then old age, he retire.« Sargon laughs briefly and contorts his face into a benevolent grimace in response to Cato's arguments about old age.


»Flavius welcomed us. It almost came to a quarrel, between him and Gawain.«


»So, why?«


»We were taken to the Forum and then continued on foot when the procession of the Vestal Virgins to Porta Collina crossed our path.


We were standing at the top between the pillars and suddenly they came, with the stretcher, - guess you know.«


»Yes. - Is there anything to worry about?«


»I don't know, he's become very strange to me.«


»Your teacher?«


»No, Flavius.«


Sargon makes himself comfortable on one of the benches and leans against the wall with a light sigh. »Not a drinking session he skips. Wasteful his expenses. An army of slaves cultivates his fields. The Cilicians cut off grain supplies more and more frequently, increasing his profits immeasurably. And like all patricians, he firmly believes that fate has chosen him.«


Cato suspects that Sargon's surliness does not stem solely from Flavius' way of life. »You're tired of court hearings, why do you keep attending them?«


»You don't understand, you're not old enough for that!« growls Sargon, grouchy as an old bear, but immediately grabs Cato's hand and pats it a little. He opens his mouth a few times, as if to say something else, but leaves it at 'ah' and shakes his head as if to excuse his own foolish mind. Mirsa, a slave of the house, brings a jug of olive oil.


»Have thanks«, says Sargon, »give the plants in the atrium some more water and bring me my toga.«


Both linger a moment, looking at each other. One would hardly suspect a philosopher in Cato's countenance, but under the black, tousled hair he is more likely. He is slender, but by no means skinny. What drives this boy to philosophy, Sargon thinks to himself. »Tell me finally about your journey and the sciences you have pursued.«


»It's not in me - to tell stories.« Cato's voice betrays his reluctance to speak of himself. »It would only bore you.«


But Sargon is not satisfied with that. He likes to step into this paternal role. »No excuses, my good nephew«, he tugs at his toga. »You wouldn't refuse an old man's request, wouldn’t you?«


»I'll tell you about it, but first let me know what became of Tiberius. You wrote me they're going to take him to court.«


»Yes, they did. It was one of today's negotiations.«


»It was today?«


»The trial ended in an acquittal.«


»That's impossible!«, Cato rages.


»Impossible? No! He was charged with buyouts, election fraud, plundering provinces, and bribery. The machinations for which he was indicted brought him acquittal. Outside, his litter bearers were waiting to take him to the port. He will be on his way to Capri by now. And there, in one of his villas, his his female slaves will take care of him.«


»Possibly not only them.«


»So? You heard something?«


»In Alexandria. There were even rumours that captors went out after dark, looking for orphaned boys and girls.«


Sadness covers Sargon's face. »Let's go inside«, he says after a while, »the evenings are still cool.«


*


break the will


The sale of slaves is one of those events in Rome that does not require heralding to be announced. Especially when they come from distant lands, beyond the realm. They are offered, bound and naked, on a high podium for all to see. Cato stands apart, in the shadow of a house wall.


The sale drags on, there are always riots among the buyers, which leads to longer interruptions. Either they feel ignored and start shouting wildly gesticulating that they were not being heard. Or they feel betrayed when they suddenly see ‘goods’ on the podium that make a much better impression than the ones they just spent their money on.


A woman of unusual beauty is offered for sale. Still almost a child, Cato thinks and looks into the serious face. Her eyes look straight ahead, into nowhere. A tremor runs through her body and settles in her thighs. Her expression remains the same, only a swallow hints at how much she is struggling with herself. The trembling stops. Proudly she looks further into nowhere and Cato shivers at the idea of how this pride will be broken. He sees the faces of hungry men, saliva running from stinking, toothless mouths.


Suddenly there is great commotion. A group of slaves is desperately trying to follow the shouts of one man. On the right, the guards rush in. Defenceless, they are at the mercy of the guards' blows. Still the voice can be heard, the voice of a man who won't yield. Undoubtedly a leader among his people.


Finally they wrest him from the group, to tie him up with his arms crossed, to stretch the skin. Then he is chastised, his face turned to the crowd, the auction continues.


Tense, worn down by the heat, Batiatus waits impatiently for the men he set his sights on two days ago when Marcus Glabrus returned. As soon as it is their turn, he intends to signal one of his subordinates. Finally, after about two hours, Batiatus sees one of his chosen, a ‘masterpiece’. The sinewy, muscular body shines in the sun, he still seems young, barely thirty. Like this! That's how he wants his gladiators to be. The Romans have long, since they cared who rips each other apart in the arena. They have to be beauties, warlike figures, as described in greek poetry. Amused, Batiatus notes that the women also cautiously turn their heads and crane their necks. Finally, he raises his arm and his confidant has understood.


In the evening, when Batiatus leaves for Capua, after having attended the auction for about eight hours, he can call one hundred new healthy men his own, for the sum of fifty thousand sesterces.


*


valuable


The gladiator school is located in the poorest and most rundown neighbourhood of the city. The large and solid wall surrounding the school, which also serves as the city wall on the east side, contrasts sharply with the crumbling mud huts that stand around it. Three gates provide access, one of them on the north side. Batiatus had it specially built so that he would not always have to drive through the dirty alleys, riddled with beggars. It is through this gate that he enters today, gives orders to feed the horses, and is led to his chambers, where a meal has been prepared for him already.


In the morning of the next day, as always, it is his task to examine the newcomers more closely. As he walks up the steps to the terrace, his steward, Leonidas, comes to meet him and reminds him of the visit of the two merchants from Lucania.


»They didn't have any questions?«, Batiatus wants to know.


»No«, Leonidas replies, »they have come for the ones we’ve sorted out.«


»Oh by all...,had completely forgotten«, Batiatus growls briefly and wants to continue, but then abruptly stops again. »And? Are the men ready for transport?«


»No, they are still in their quarters.«


Batiatus becomes frantic.


»Shall we cancel the reading aloud?«, asks Leonidas.


»The geographer's report? No! Tell Maecenas to lead the men out, everything as usual. Tell the two merchants they must be patient. Lead them to the east side, if they wish to watch the further proceedings, - they certainly will.«


Leonidas returns to the merchants. Exceedingly polite, he receives them again and leads them to the Tribune, on the east side of the arena. »The sun won't come over until the afternoon«, he says to them with a friendly gesture after they've inspected the facility. »Refreshments will be provided, of course, but also dates roasted in sugar.«


»Well, that's fine«, replies one of the merchants in a dismissive tone. »We won't stay long. We just want to look around a little, get acquainted with the customs of a gladiator school.«


Batiatus, meanwhile, has gone to the terrace above the arena, which is equal in size to the arena in Rome.


The newcomers are brought out. A group of wardens orders them to line up at a designated spot in the arena, then he speaks to them, with the wardens translating into their respective languages.


»You are destined, from now on, to live here, in the school of Capua, the most famous in the whole empire. You will be taught how to use weapons, trained to become gladiators. You should not be too sad about this. There are far worse things, as you are about to learn. And I pray to the gods never to have to send a single one of you to that terrible place of which this document tells.« Batiatus unrolls the papyrus and holds it up.


»It is a Greek geographer's account of the gold mines in the north-east.« He pauses to give the translators time, then he continues: »


›Beaten to work, whether sick, infirm, or a weak woman. Day and night without interruption. There is no way to escape, because everyone is tied at the feet. The guards are from barbarian tribes, so they speak different languages.‹


Do not think that this could help you just because you are also barbarians. It will be taken care that there will always be those around you who do not speak your language.«


Headshaking, now and then whispering to each other, the merchants watch the events from the stands. »What's all this nonsense about?«, one of them turns to the steward, his voice low, his tone irrelevant.


»The papyrus from which the words are taken was the report of a Greek geographer, Agatarchidas«, answers Leonidas. »On his travels he also looked around in the roman mines, the gold and silver mines. He died around here a few years ago, an accident, they say. Batiatus believes in fear. They should fear the mines more than death in the arena. We have a transcript here. Perhaps you like to see it?« The merchant, who had asked Leonidas, reaches for the papyrus and reads silently to himself:


The quantity of people banished to the gold mines is very large, and all are bound at their feet and have to work day and night without a break. There is no rest for them and no possibility of escape.


The guards are from barbarian tribes and speak other languages, so no one can be bribed by a friendly conversation or favours.


The rock loosened by fire is crowbarred by tens of thousands of these unfortunates. By adjusting their posture to the position of the rock, they throw the chopped rocks onto the ground.


They do this work continuously and under the merciless whip of the overseer. No one finds indulgence or rest, whether he be sick, infirm, old, or a weak woman. All are alike driven to work by beatings, until finally, broken by the hardships, they perish from their ailments. Their misery is so extreme that they fear future suffering even more than the present, and the punishments are so severe that death more desirable than life.


With a questioning look, the merchant offers the papyrus to his partner, but he refuses. While the guards monotonously translate Batiatus' last words, he climbs the stone steps to a landing, looks down the ranks and finally gives the signal to his men to start the first fights.


After half an hour he has to admit that apart from a handful of Gauls, Teuton’s and a few Thracians, there is nothing 'useful' in there. In a bad mood, he lets the fights break off. The newcomers, who have proven themselves, are separated from the others, led through a labyrinth of corridors until they stand in a large hall. There they are forced to wash themselves. A doctor stands by to tend their wounds. Even harmless flesh wounds are carefully examined, anointed and bound. Everything is done to avoid possible gangrene. That's how valuable they are now.


The next day. Groups of forty to sixty gladiators are led into the arena. The newcomers are distributed evenly.


Each of these groups should correspond to a legion and like legions they should master tactical manoeuvres. Before the exercises begin, Batiatus climbs onto the stands at the southern end of the arena to watch the action from there. He checks the linen cloth stretched over him to see if it protects him from the sun, and lets his well-fed body flop down on the seat, raises his arm then towards his overseers.


With a stern expression, he watches every movement and pays meticulous attention to the correct wording of the commands. In a few days, emissaries from Rome are expected to arrive, to negotiate a price for his gladiators, for the festival in honour of Saturn is imminent. The highlight of the spectacle will be the gladiator fights and Batiatus hopes to be able to demand a higher sum in the coming negotiations.


The sun burns. Batiatus's enthusiasm has waned, half dozing off, he sits under his shady canopy. Suddenly, he winces because he hears a moaning, groaning sound. Excitedly he looks down into the arena where a circle has formed. Batiatus fears the worst. Quickly he descends the stairs and approaches the men with quick steps. Maecenas , his guard, bangs his shield hard twice when he sees him coming, and the overseers form a lane up to the wounded man.


Batiatus' lips press together. The man's right knee is shattered. He is lying on the floor, shaking with pain. He exchanges a quick glance with his doctor: »He'll be limping, that's all I can do«, he says. Batiatus makes no reply to this, turns away and walks back through the alley.


»What was the matter?«, he asks Maecenas , whom he knows is behind him, »couldn't you cut off his hand?«


»You know we can't choose for long in such situations.«


»Enough for today. Let him be taken care of, maybe he can still be sold after all. A leg cripple can't run away that fast.«


*


Two riders from Rome arrive at his school this morning. Batiatus has been waiting for them for several days. It's one of the usual visits. It is mostly patricians who let gladiators fight at their extravagant feasts.


He has the men led in. They walk along the rows, examine the gladiators, ask questions, want to buy some of the new ones, though he refuses. Always the same, he thinks to himself. They come a day or two beforehand to inspect the men. This time he was on the verge of refusing them, reluctantly allowing them entry after all. There's no point in turning her down, it would only make everything else more difficult.


Coward


Time passes infinitely slowly for Cato, he longs for the day of his departure for Alexandria. At first he spent a lot of time with Gawain, taking him around town or having the wagon hitched, and they explored the area. They often spent the evening hours together with Sargon. They didn't talk much, they didn't need to be constantly chatting to be together. Now and then a question, a thought that was exchanged: ›A horse brings forth a horse again, never a sheep or a donkey. An eagle always an eagle, never something else, not even a species similar to theeagle. This is also true for us humans. But we sort ourselves after the birth, enslave other people, enslave our own kind, although there is nothing approximately similar beside us. All thoughts and reflections on the justification of slavery, may they be by Aristotle, I deeply despise them.‹


»But we humans are not all the same«, Flavius contradicted as he sat by one evening. »I'm not just a human being, I'm a patrician by my rank, I hold state offices, but I'm not a scholar like you are, nor am I a architect.«


»All fine with that«, Gawain had answered, »may the gods save us from a monotonous sameness. But the answer is already in your question. People should be distinguished by the arts they practice, the sciences, the professions they pursue. Here is truly found by what one individual differs from another. The claim to difference by status, by law, by birth, is contrary to this truth.« And it is precisely these thoughts, with which he undermines the existing conditions, that do not let him go. Three months now, since they sat like this and Gawain returned to Alexandria again.
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