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Arthur S. Hoffman, chief editor of Adventure from
  1912 to 1927, wrote the following article for the magazine's "Camp Fire"
  section as an afterword to the first part of "Tros of Samothrace." The
  article contains, and is written around, a letter from Talbot Mundy in which
  the author describes his views of Julius Caesar as a man and a leader, and
  speculates on the nature of the Samothracian Mysteries.

Thanks and credit for making the text of this article available to RGL
  readers go to Matthew Whitehaven, who donated a copy from his personal
  archive for inclusion in this new edition of the book.

When Talbot Mundy first began talking to me about the
  Tros stories (there are to be others) and about Caesar and his times I
  began cussing myself for having done what I very particularly hold in
  contempt—I'd been swallowing whole some other fellow's collecting and
  interpretation of facts and the whole conception resulting therefrom. All of
  us are naturally inclined to do this; that is why our civilization shows so
  many stupidities. But a minority struggle against this lazy, sheep-like habit
  and try to think for themselves as best they can. I'd flattered myself I was
  among those who tried—and then Talbot Mundy came along and made me see
  what a stupid sheep I'd been.

Since school I haven't studied history (except for a few
  years that of ancient Ireland) or even done more than desultory
  reading—for example, learning from Hugh Pendexter's stories more than
  I'd ever known of the history of our own country, and from others of our
  fiction writers more of the history of various countries. I'd had to
  translate Caesar's Commentaries and to absorb more or less history as she is
  taught. It was impressed upon me that Caesar was a great man, an heroic
  figure. His Commentaries I accepted as true word for word. Did not other
  historians accept and build upon them? Were they not everywhere perpetuated
  in the schools without ever a question raised as to their complete
  trustworthiness.

In later years, of course, I learned that historians,
  instead of being infallible, were merely human beings grubbing among
  scattered bits of facts and trying to build out of them a complete conception
  of something on which they generally had no first hand information whatever.
  Also, that if one them made a mistake, many of those after him were likely to
  swallow the mistake and perpetuate it, and, on the other hand, that the
  historian of today, having at hand added bits of facts, is likely to consider
  the historian of yesterday very much out of date and not to be trusted too
  much in his deductions. In other words, any historian, including him of
  today, is, by the historian's own test, not a final authority but merely a
  more or less skilful guesser at the whole truth from what small bits of it he
  manages to collect.

Yet I had been swallowing whole, without question, all the
  historians had been handing me. To be sure, Shaw years ago had merrily
  slapped most of the historians in the face and presented a comparatively new
  conception of Julius Caesar, but by that time I'd reached the stage where I
  didn't accept other people's say-so so easily. Like a true sheep, I relapsed
  pretty well into my old conception of a very heroic Caesar and a very
  wonderful and rather admirable Roman Empire.

Then Mr.Mundy, after much delving into books, arose and
  challenged the whole works and I awoke to contempt for myself. I didn't mean
  I just scrapped all my old conceptions and accepted his, but I realized that
  I, at least, had nothing with which to support the old ideas against the new.
  Maybe Mr.Mundy is all or partly wrong. I don't know. Let's hear the other
  side in rebuttal. There are plenty of historians, both professional and
  amateur, among us who gather at Camp-Fire. Let's hear from them.

One thing seems clear to me. If historians have accepted the
  Commentaries as completely as Mr.Mundy says, then I'm "off them" and for the
  same reason as Mr.Mundy—I hesitate to swallow whole the account of
  himself and his doings that an ambitious man wrote or had written to be read
  by the voters and politicians he must win to him in order to realize his
  ambitions. Let's hear Mr.Mundy's case:

* * * * *
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I have followed Caesar's Commentaries as closely as possible
  in writing this story, but as Caesar, by his own showing, was a liar, a
  brute, a treacherous humbug and a conceited ass, as well as the ablest
  military expert in the world at that time; and as there is plenty of
  information from ancient British, Welsh and Irish sources to refute much of
  what he writes, I have not been to much trouble to make him out a hero.

In the first place, I don't believe he wrote his
  Commentaries. His secretary did. Most of it is in the third person, but here
  and there the first person creeps in, showing where Caesar edited the copy,
  which was afterward, no doubt, transcribed by a slave who did not dare to do
  any editing.

The statement is frequently made that Caesar must be
  accurate because all other Roman historians agree with him. But they all
  copied from him, so that argument doesn't stand. No man who does his own
  press-agenting is entitled to be accepted on his own bare word, and as Caesar
  was quite an extraordinary criminal along every line but one (he does not
  seem to have been a drunkard) he is even less entitled to be believed than
  are most press agents. He was an epileptic, whose fits increased in violence
  as he grew older, and he was addicted to every form of vice (except
  drunkenness) then known. He habitually used the plunder of conquered cities
  for the purpose of bribing the Roman senate; he cut off the right hands of
  fifty thousand Gauls on one occasion, as a mere act of retaliation; he broke
  his word as often, and as treacherously, as he saw fit; and he was so vain
  that he ordered himself deified and caused his image to be set in Roman
  temples, with a special set of priests to burn incense before it.

As a general he was lucky, daring, skilful—undoubtedly
  a genius. As an admiral, he was fool enough to anchor his own feet off an
  open shore, where, according to his own account, a storm destroyed it. (In
  this story I have described what may have happened.) And he was idiot
  enough to repeat the mistake a year later, losing his fleet a second
  time.

He pretends his expeditions to Britain were successful. But
  a successful general does not usually sneak away by night. On his second
  invasion of Britain he actually raided as far as Lunden (London) but it is
  very doubtful whether he actually ever saw the place, and it is quite certain
  that he cleared out of Britain again as fast as possible, contenting himself
  with taking hostages and some plunder to make a show in his triumphal
  procession through the streets of Rome. And whatever Caesar wrote
  about those expeditions, what his men had to say about them can be
  surmised fairly accurately from the fact that Rome left Britain severely
  alone for several generations.

Caesar reports that the Britons were barbarians, but there
  is plenty of evidence to the contrary. They were probably the waning tag-end
  of a high civilization; which would mean that they had several distinct
  layers of society, including an aristocratic caste—that they had
  punctilious manners, and a keen and probably quixotic sense of chivalry. For
  instance, Caesar's account that they fought nearly naked is offset by the
  fact that they thought it cowardly not to expose their bodies to the enemy.
  Their horsemanship, their skill in making bronze wheels and weapons, and
  their wickerwork chariots can hardly be called symptoms of barbarism.

The Britons were certainly mixed; their aristocrats were
  fair-haired and very white-skinned; but there were dark-haired, dark-skinned
  folk among them, as well as rufous Northmen, the descendants of North Sea
  rovers. They can not have been ignorant of the world, because for centuries
  prior to Caesar's time there had been a great deal of oversea trade in tin.
  They used gold, and in such quantities that it must have been obtained from
  oversea. They were skilful in the use of wool. And they were near enough to
  Gaul to be in constant touch with it; moreover, they spoke practically the
  same language as the Gauls.

The Samothracians Mysteries have baffled most historians
  and, down to this day, nothing whatever is known of their actual teaching. Of
  course, all the Mysteries were secret; and at all times any initiate, of
  whatever degree, who attempted to reveal the secrets, or who did reveal any
  of them even unintentionally, was drastically punished. At certain periods,
  when the teaching had grown less spiritual, such offenders were killed.

Samothrace has no harbors and no safe anchorage, which may
  account for the fact that it has never been really practically occupied by
  any foreign power, although it is quite close to the coast of Greece. The
  ruins of the ancient temples remain today. It is probably true that the
  Samothracian Mysteries were the highest and the most universally respected,
  and that their Hierophants sent out from time to time emissaries, whose duty
  was to purify the lesser Mysteries in different parts of the world and to
  reinstruct the teachers. At any rate it is quite certain that all the
  Mysteries were based on the theory of universal brotherhood (any Free and
  Accepted Mason will understand at once what is meant by that) and that they
  had secret signs and passwords in common, by means of which any initiate
  could make himself known to another, even if he could not speak the other's
  language. The Mysteries extended to the far East, and travel to the East, for
  the purpose of studying the Mysteries was much more common that is frequently
  supposed.

Caesar loathed the Druids (who were an order—and a
  very high one—of the Mysteries) because his own private character and
  life were much too rotten to permit his being a candidate for initiation. In
  all ages the first requirement for initiation has been clean living and
  honesty. He admits in his Commentaries that he burned the Druids alive in
  wicker cages, and he accuses the Druids of having done the same thing to
  their victims; but Caesar's bare word is not worth the paper it is written
  on. His motive is obvious. Any any one who knows anything at all about the
  Mysteries—especially any Free and Advanced Mason—knows without
  any doubt whatever that no initiate of any genuine Mystery would go so far as
  to consider human sacrifice or any form of preventable cruelty.

Kissing was a general custom among the Britons. Men kissed
  each other. The hostess always kissed the guest. It was a sign of good faith
  and hospitality, the latter being almost a religion. Whoever had been kissed
  could not be treated as an enemy while under the same roof.

The spelling and pronunciation of common names presents the
  usual problem. Gwenhwyfar, of course, is the early form of Guinevere, but how
  it was pronounced is not easy to say. Fflur was known as Flora to the Romans,
  and the accounts of her beauty had much to do with Caesar's second invasion
  of Britain, for he never could resist the temptation to ravish another man's
  wife if her good lucks attracted his attention. (But I will tell that in
  another story.)

To me there seems no greater absurdity than to take Caesar's
  Commentaries at their face value and to believe on his bare word that the
  Britons (or the Gauls) were savages. It is impossible that they can have been
  so. The Romans were savages, in every proper—if not commonly
  accepted—meaning of the word. The only superiority they possessed was
  discipline—but the Zulus under Tchaka also had discipline. The Romans,
  in Caesar's time at any rate, had no art of their own worth mentioning, no
  standard of honor that they observed (although they were very fond of
  prating about honor, and of imputing dishonor to other people), no morals
  worth mentioning, no religion they believed in, and no reasonable concept of
  liberty. They were militarists, and they lived by plundering other people.
  They were unspeakably corrupt and vicious. A Roman legion was a machine that
  very soon got out of hand unless kept hard at work and fed with loot,
  including women. They were disgraceful sailors, using brute force where a
  real seaman would use brains, and losing whole fleets, in consequence, with
  astonishing regularity. They were cruel and vulgar, their so-called
  appreciation of art being exactly that of our modern nouveaux-riches;
  whatever was said to be excellent they bought or stole and removed to
  Rome, which was a stinking slum even by standards of the times, infested by
  imported slaves and licentious politicians.

But they did understand discipline, and they enforced it,
  when they could, with an iron hand. That enabled them to build roads, and it
  partly explains their success as law-makers. But Rome was a destroyer, a
  disease, a curse to the earth. The example that she set, of military conquest
  and imperialism, has tainted the world's history ever since. It is to Rome
  and her so-called "classics" that we owe nine-tenths of the false philosophy
  and mercenary imperialism that has brought the world to its present state of
  perplexity and distress, long generations having had their schooling at the
  feet of Rome's historians and even our laws being largely based on Rome's
  ideas of discipline combined with greed.

Rome rooted out and destroyed the Mysteries and gave us in
  their place no spiritual guidance but a stark materialism, the justification
  of war, and a world-hero—Caius Julius Caesar, the epileptic liar, who,
  by own confession, slew at least three million men and gave their women to be
  slaves or worse, solely to further his own ambition. Sic transit gloria
  Romae! —Talbot Mundy

* * * * *
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The last paragraph gives this little brain a mighty lot to
  think about. Is it the Roman Empire we are to thank for much of our
  present-day materialism? I wonder what our world would be like now if some
  other people or peoples had brought to the front another kind of civilization
  and standard? After all it is the moral standard, the mental point of view,
  that endures. The Roman Empire has rotted into mere history that we argue
  about. But, after all these centuries, is its moral and social standard
  gripping and guiding us today? What will our own moral and social standard do
  to the future of the world?

These Mysteries of Samothrace and elsewhere—what if
  Rome had not crushed them out? Or did she? Are they and their teachings still
  among us, our backs turned to them or out feet ground on them as backs and
  feet were in Rome's day?

After a thousand or two years we are not quite so material
  as Talbot Mundy paints the Romans, but still, considering us as a whole,
  isn't materialism our controlling influence? The magnificent Roman Empire is
  rotted, gone, wiped out. The world has pretty well employed itself in proving
  that materialistic nations can not endure. Some time will it get tired and
  start developing the other kind so that they in turn can have their trial?
  Will our nation ever do that, or will it just go on doing what the Roman
  Empire did and become what the Roman Empires is—a thing wiped from the
  physical earth but sending its curse of materialism down the centuries?

We're not a materialistic nation? Well, if we've gone so far
  we don't even know we're materialistic, we're in worse shape than I
  thought.

(Source: The Camp-Fire, Adventure,
     February 10, 1925)





CHAPTER 1.

  Britain: The Late Summer of 55 B.C.
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These then are your liberties that ye inherit. If ye inherit
  sheep and oxen, ye protect those from the wolves. Ye know there are wolves,
  aye, and thieves also. Ye do not make yourselves ridiculous by saying neither
  wolf nor thief would rob you, but each to his own. Nevertheless, ye resent my
  warning. But I tell you, Liberty is alertness; those are one; they are the
  same thing. Your liberties are an offense to the slave, and to the enslaver
  also. Look ye to your liberties! Be watchful, and be ready to defend them.
  Envy, greed, conceit and ignorance, believing they are Virtue, see in
  undefended Liberty their opportunity to prove that violence is the grace of
  manhood.

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

TOWARD sunset of a golden summer evening in a clearing in a
  dense oak forest five men and a woman sat beside a huge flat rock that lay
  half buried in the earth and tilted at an angle toward where the North Star
  would presently appear.

At the southern end of the clearing was a large house built of mud and
  wattle with a heavy thatched roof; it was surrounded by a fence of untrimmed
  branches, and within the enclosure there were about a dozen men and women
  attending a fire in the open air, cooking, and carrying water.

Across the clearing from a lane that led between enormous oaks, some
  cattle, driven by a few armed men clothed in little other than skins dawdled
  along a winding cow-path toward the opening in the fence. There was a smell
  of wood smoke and a hush that was entirely separate from the noise made by
  the cattle, the soft sigh of wind in the trees, the evensong of birds and the
  sound of voices. Expectancy was in the air.

The five men who sat by the rock were talking with interruptions, two of
  them being foreigners, who used one of the dialects of southern Gaul; and
  that was intelligible to one of the Britons who was a druid, and to the
  woman, who seemed to understand it perfectly, but not to the other men, to
  whom the druid had to keep interpreting.

"Speak slowly, Tros, speak slowly," urged the druid; but the big man,
  although he spoke the Gaulish perfectly, had a way of pounding his left palm
  with his right fist and interjecting Greek phrases for added emphasis, making
  his meaning even more incomprehensible.

He looked a giant compared to the others although he was not much taller
  than they. His clothing was magnificent, but travel-stained. His black hair,
  hanging nearly to his shoulders, was bound by a heavy gold band across his
  forehead. A cloak of purple cloth, embroidered around the edges with gold
  thread, partly concealed a yellow tunic edged with gold and purple.

He wore a long sword with a purple scabbard, suspended from a leather belt
  that was heavily adorned with golden studs. His forearm was a Titan's, and
  the muscles on his calves were like the roots of trees; but it was his face
  that held attention: Force, under control with immense stores in reserve;
  youth unconquerable, yet peculiarly aged before its time; cunning of the sort
  that is entirely separate from cowardice; imagination undivorced from
  concrete fact; an iron will and great good humor, that looked capable of
  blazing into wrath—all were written in the contours of forehead, nose
  and jaw. His leonine, amberous eyes contained a hint of red, and the breadth
  between them accentuated the massive strength of the forehead; they were eyes
  that seemed afraid of nothing, and incredulous of much; not intolerant, but
  certainly not easy to persuade.

His jaw had been shaved recently, to permit attention to a wound that had
  now nearly healed, leaving a deep indentation in the chin, and the black re-
  growing beard, silky in texture, so darkened the bronze skin that except for
  his size, he might almost have passed for an Iberian.

"Conops will tell you," he said, laying a huge hand on the shoulder of the
  man beside him, "how well I know this Caius Julius Caesar. Conops, too, has
  had a taste of him. I have seen Caesar's butchery. I know how he behaves to
  druids and to kings and to women and to all who oppose him, if he once has
  power. To obtain power—hah!—he pretends sometimes to be
  magnanimous. To keep it—"

Tros made a gesture with his right fist, showed his teeth in a grin of
  disgust and turned to the other Samothracian* beside him. "Is he or is he not
  cruel, Conops? Does he keep Rome's promises? Are Rome's or his worth that?"
  He snapped his fingers.

[* Samothrace—an island in Greece, in the
  northern Aegean Sea. The name of the island means Thracian Samos ...
  Samothrace was part of the Athenian Empire in the 5th century BCE, and then
  passed successively through Macedonian, Roman, Byzantine and Ottoman rule
  before being returned to Greek rule in 1913 following the Balkan War.
  Excerpted from Wikipedia. ]

Conops grinned and laid a forefinger on the place where his right eye had
  been. Conops was a short man, of about the same age as Tros, possibly
  five-and-twenty, and of the same swarthy complexion; but he bore no other
  resemblance to his big companion. One bright-blue eye peered out from an
  impudent face, crowned with a knotted red kerchief. His nose was up-turned,
  as if it had been smashed in childhood. He had small brass earrings, similar
  in pattern to the heavy golden ones that Tros wore, and he was dressed in a
  smock of faded Tyrian blue, with a long knife tucked into a red sash at his
  waist. His thin, strong, bare legs looked as active as a cat's.

"Caesar is as cruel as a fish!" he answered, nodding. "And he lies worse
  than a long-shore Alexandrian with a female slave for hire."

The druid had to interpret that remark, speaking in soft undertones from a
  habit of having his way without much argument. He was a broad-faced young man
  with a musical voice, a quiet smile and big brown eyes, dressed in a
  blue-dyed woolen robe that reached nearly to his heels—one of the
  bardic druids of the second rank.

It was the woman who spoke next, interrupting the druid's explanation,
  with her eyes on Tros. She seemed to gloat over his strength and yet to be
  more than half-suspicious of him, holding her husband by the arm and resting
  chin and elbow on her knee as she leaned forward to watch the big man's face.
  She was dressed in a marvelously worked tunic of soft leather, whose
  pricked-in, barbaric pattern had been stained with blue woad. Chestnut hair,
  beautifully cared for, hung to her waist; her brown eyes were as eager as a
  dog's; and though she was young and comely, and had not yet borne a child,
  she looked too panther-like to be attractive to a man who had known gentler
  women.

"You say he is cruel, this Caesar. Is that because he punished you for
  disobedience—or did you steal his woman?" she demanded. Tros laughed
  —a heavy, scornful laugh from deep down near his stomach.

"No need to steal! Caius Julius Caesar gives women away when he has amused
  himself," he answered. "He cares for none unless some other man desires her;
  and when he has spoiled her, he uses her as a reward for his lieutenants. On
  the march his soldiers cry out to the rulers of the towns to hide their wives
  away, saying they bring the maker of cuckolds with them. Such is Caesar; a
  self-worshiper, a brainy rascal, the meanest cynic and the boldest thief
  alive. But he is lucky as well as clever, have no doubt of that."

The druid interpreted, while the woman kept her eyes on Tros.

"Is he handsomer than you? Are you jealous of him? Did he steal your
  wife?" she asked; and Tros laughed again, meeting the woman's gaze with a
  calmness that seemed to irritate her.

"I have no wife, and no wife ever had me," he answered. "When I meet the
  woman who can turn my head, my heart shall be the judge of her,
  Gwenhwyfar."*

[* Gwenhwyfar—Welsh form of the name
  Guinevere. Annotator. ]

"Are you a druid? Are you a priest of some sort?" the woman asked. Her
  glowing eyes examined the pattern of the gold embroidery that edged his
  cloak.

Tros smiled and looked straight at the druid instead of at her. Conops
  drew in his breath, as if he was aware of danger.

"He is from Samothrace," the druid remarked. "You do not know what that
  means, Gwenhwyfar. It is a mystery."

The woman looked dissatisfied and rather scornful. She lapsed into
  silence, laying both elbows on her knees and her chin in both hands to stare
  at Tros even more intently. Her husband took up the conversation. He was a
  middle-sized active-looking man with a long moustache, dressed in wolf-skin
  with the fur side outward over breeches and a smock of knitted wool.

An amber necklace and a beautifully worked gold bracelet on his right
  wrist signified chieftainship of some sort. He carried his head with an air
  of authority that was increased by the care with which his reddish hair had
  been arranged to fall over his shoulders; but there was a suggestion of
  cunning and of weakness and cupidity at the corners of his eyes and mouth.
  The skin of his body had been stained blue, and the color had faded until the
  natural weathered white showed through it; the resulting blend was
  barbarously beautiful.

"The Romans who come to our shore now and then have things they like to
  trade with us for other things that we can easily supply. They are not good
  traders. We have much the best of it," he remarked.

Tros understood him without the druid's aid, laughed and thumped his right
  fist on his knee; but instead of speaking he paused and signed to them all to
  listen. There came one long howl, and then a wolf-pack chorus from the
  forest.

"This wolf smelt, and that wolf saw; then came the pack! What if ye let
  down the fence?" he said then. "It is good that ye have a sea around this
  island. I tell you, the wolves of the Tiber are less merciful than those, and
  more in number and more ingenious and more rapacious. Those wolves glut
  themselves; they steal a cow, maybe, but when they have a bellyful they go;
  and a full wolf falls prey to the hunter. But where Romans gain a foothold
  they remain, and there is no end to their devouring. I saw Caesar cut
  off the right hands of thirty thousand Gauls because they disobeyed him. I
  say, I saw it."

"Perhaps they broke a promise," said the woman, tossing her head to throw
  the hair out of her eyes. "Commius* the Gaul, whom Caesar sent to talk with
  us, says the Romans bring peace and affluence and that they keep their
  promises."

[* Commius—king of the Belgic nation of the
  Atrebates, initially in Gaul, then in Britain, in the 1st century BCE. For
  more information, see the Wikipedia article Commius. ]

"Affluence for Commius, aye, and for the Romans!" Tros answered.
  "Caesar made Commius king of the Atrebates. But do you know what happened to
  the Atrebates first? How many men were crucified? How many women sold into
  slavery? How many girls dishonored? Aye, there is always peace where Rome
  keeps wolf's promises. Those are the only sort she ever keeps! Commius is
  king of a tribe that has no remaining fighting men nor virgins, and that
  toils from dawn to dark to pay the tribute money that Caesar shall send to
  Rome—and for what? To bribe the Roman senators! And why? Because he
  plans to make himself the ruler of the world!"

"How do you know?" asked the woman, when the druid began to interpret that
  long speech. She motioned to the druid to be still—her ear was growing
  more accustomed to the Samothracian's strange pronunciation.

Tros paused, frowning, grinding his teeth with a forward movement of his
  iron jaw. Then he spoke, looking straight at the woman:

"I am from the isle of Samothrace, that never had a king, nor ever bowed
  to foreign yoke. My father is a prince of Samothrace, and he
  understands what that means." He glanced at the druid. "My father had a ship
  —a good ship, well manned with a crew of freemen—small, because
  there are no harbors in the isle of Samothrace and we must beach our ships,
  but seaworthy and built of Euxine* timber, with fastenings of bronze. We had
  a purple sail; and that, the Romans said, was insolence.

[* Euxine (Euxeinos Pontos = "Hospitable sea")
  —Greek name for the Black Sea. For more information, see the
  Wikipedia article Black Sea. ]

"The Keepers of the Mysteries of Samothrace despatched my father in his
  ship to many lands, of which Gaul was one, for purposes which druids
  understand. Caesar hates druids because the druids have secrets that they
  keep from him.

"He denounced my father as a pirate, although Pompey,* the other tribune,
  who made war on pirates, paid my father homage and gave him a parchment with
  the Roman safe-conduct written on it. My name, as my father's son, was also
  on the parchment, as were the names of every member of the crew. I was second
  in command of that good ship. Conops was one of the crew; we two and my
  father are all who are left."

[* Pompey (the Great)—Gnaeus or Cnaeus
  Pompeius Magnus (September 29, 106 BCE—September 29, 48 BCE)— a
  distinguished military and political leader of the late Roman republic.
  Hailing from an Italian provincial background, he went on to establish a
  place for himself in the ranks of Roman nobility, earning the cognomen of
  Magnus (the Great) for his military exploits against pirates in the
  Mediterranean Sea after the dictatorship of Lucius Cornelius Sulla ... Pompey
  was a rival and an ally of Marcus Licinius Crassus and Gaius Julius Caesar.
  The three politicians would dominate the Roman republic through a political
  alliance called the First Triumvirate. After the death of Crassus, Pompey and
  Caesar would dispute the leadership of the entire Roman state amongst
  themselves. Excerpted from Wikipedia, q.v. ]

Tros paused, met Conops' one bright eye, nodded reminiscently, and waited
  while the druid translated what he had just said into the British tongue. The
  druid spoke carefully, avoiding further reference to the Mysteries. But the
  woman hardly listened to him; she had understood.

"Our business was wholly peaceful," Tros continued. "We carried succor to
  the Gauls, not in the form of weapons or appliances, but in the form of
  secret counsel to the druids whom Caesar persecuted, giving them
  encouragement, advising them to bide their time and to depend on such
  resources as were no business of Caesar's.

"And first, because Caesar mistrusted us, he made us give up our weapons.
  Soon after, on a pretext, he sent for that parchment that Pompey had given my
  father; and he failed to return it. Then he sent men to burn our ship, for
  the sake of the bronze that was in her; and the excuse he gave was that our
  purple sail was a defiance of the Roman Eagles. Thereafter he made us all
  prisoners; and at that time Conops had two eyes."

Gwenhwyfar glanced sharply at Conops, made a half contemptuous movement of
  her lips and threw the hair back on her shoulders.

"All of the crew, except myself and Conops, were flogged to death by
  Caesar's orders in my father's presence," Tros went on. "They were accused of
  being spies. Caesar himself affects to take no pleasure in such scenes, and
  he stayed in his tent until the cruelty was over. Nor did I witness it, for I
  also was in Caesar's tent, he questioning me as to my father's secrets.

"But I pretended to know nothing of them. And Conops did not see the
  flogging, because they had put his eye out, by Caesar's order, for a
  punishment, and for the time being they had forgotten him. When the last man
  was dead, my father was brought before Caesar and the two beheld each other
  face to face, my father standing and Caesar seated with his scarlet cloak
  over his shoulders, smiling with mean lips that look more cruel than a wolf's
  except when he is smiling at a compliment or flattering a woman. And because
  my father knows all these coasts, and Caesar does not know them but,
  nevertheless, intends to invade this island—"

The druid interrupted.

"How does he know it is an island?" he asked. "Very few, except we and
  some of the chiefs, know that."

"My father, who has sailed around it, told him so in an unguarded
  moment."

"He should not have told," said the druid.

"True, he should not have told," Tros agreed. "But there are those who
  told Caesar that Britain is a vast continent, rich in pearls and precious
  stones; he plans to get enough pearls to make a breastplate for the statue of
  the Venus Genetrix)* in Rome.

[* Venus Genetrix (Latin "Mother Venus")—
  Venus in her role as the ancestress of the Roman people, a goddess of
  motherhood and domesticity. A festival was held in her honor on September 26.
  As Venus was regarded as the mother of the Julian gens in particular, Julius
  Caesar dedicated a temple to her in Rome. Excerpted from Wikipedia,
  q.v. ]

"So my father, hoping to discourage him, said that Britain is only an
  island, of no wealth at all, inhabited by useless people, whose women are
  ugly and whose men are for the most part deformed from starvation and
  sickness. But Caesar did not believe him, having other information and being
  ambitious to possess pearls."

"We have pearls," said the woman, tossing her head again, pulling
  down the front of her garment to show a big pearl at her breast.

The druid frowned:

"Speak on, Tros. You were in the tent. Your father stood and confronted
  Caesar. What then?"

"Caesar, intending to invade this island of Britain, ordered that I should
  be flogged and crucified, saying: 'For your son looks strong, and he will die
  more painfully if he is flogged, because the flies will torture him. Let us
  see whether he will not talk, after they have tied him to the tree.'"

"What then?" asked the druid, with a strange expression in his eyes.

"Yes, what then?" said the woman, leaning farther forward to watch Tros's
  face. There was a half smile on her lips.

"My father offered himself in place of me," said Tros.

"And you agreed to it!" said the woman, nodding, seeming to confirm her
  own suspicion, and yet dissatisfied.

Tros laughed at her.

"Gwenhwyfar, I am not thy lover!" he retorted, and the woman glared. "I
  said to Caesar, I would die by any means rather than be the cause of my
  father's death; and I swore to him to his face, as I stood between the men
  who held me, that if my father should die first, at his hands, he must slay
  me, too, and swiftly.

"Caesar understood that threat. He lapsed into thought awhile, crossing
  one knee over the other, in order to appear at ease. But he was not at ease,
  and I knew then that he did not wish to slay either my father or me, having
  another use for us. So I said nothing."

"Most men usually say too much," the druid commented.

"And presently Caesar dismissed us, commanding that we should be confined
  in one hut together," Tros went on. "And for a long while my father and I
  said nothing, for fear the guard without might listen. But in the night we
  lay on the dirt floor with our heads together, whispering, and my father
  said:

"'Death is but a little matter and soon over with, for even torture must
  come to an end; but a man's life should be lived to its conclusion, and it
  may be we can yet serve the purpose for which we came to Gaul. Remember this,
  my son,' said he, 'that whereas force may not prevail, a man may gain his end
  by seeming to yield, as a ship yields to the sea. And that is good, provided
  the ship does not yield too much and be swamped.'

"Thereafter we whispered far into the night. And in the morning when
  Caesar sent for us we stood before him in silence, he considering our faces
  and our strength. My father is a stronger man than I.

"There were the ropes on the floor of the tent, with which they were ready
  to bind us; and there were knotted cords for the flogging; and two
  executioners, who stood outside the tent—they were Numidians*—
  black men with very evil faces. And when he had considered us a long time
  Caesar said:

"'It is no pleasure to me to hand men of good birth over to the
  executioners.'

[* Numidia—an ancient African Berber kingdom
  and later a Roman province on the northern coast of Africa between the
  province of Africa (where Tunisia is now) and the province of Mauretania
  (which is now the western part of Algeria's coastal area). What was Numidia
  then is now the eastern part of Algeria's coast... Excerpted from Wikipedia, q.v. ]

"He lied. There is nothing he loves better, for he craves the power of
  life and death, and the nobler his victim the more subtly he enjoys it. But
  we kept silence. Then he rearranged the wreath that he wears on his head to
  hide the baldness, and drew the ends of his scarlet cloak over his knees and
  smiled; for through the tent door he observed a woman they were bringing to
  him. He became in a hurry to have our business over with.

"It may be that the sight of the woman softened him, for she was very
  beautiful and very much afraid; or it may be that he knew all along what
  demand he would make. He made a gesture of magnanimity and said:

"'I would that I might spare you; for you seem to me to be worthy men; but
  the affairs of the senate and the Roman people have precedence over my
  personal feelings, which all men will assure you are humane. If, out of
  respect for your good birth and courageous bearing—for I reckon courage
  chiefest of the virtues—I should not oblige you to reveal the druids'
  secrets, I would expect you in return to render Rome a service. Thereafter,
  you may both go free. What say you?'

"And my father answered: 'We would not reveal the druids' secrets, even if
  we knew them; nor are we afraid to die.'

"And Caesar smiled. 'Brave men,' he said, 'are more likely than cowards to
  perform their promises. I am sending Caius Volusenus* with a ship to the
  coast of Britain to discover harbors and the like, and to bring back
  information. If he can, he is to persuade the Britons not to oppose my
  landing; but if he can not, he is to discover the easiest place where troops
  can be disembarked. It would give me a very welcome opportunity to exercise
  my magnanimity, which I keep ever uppermost in mind, if both of you would
  give your promises to me to go with Caius Volusenus, to assist him with all
  your knowledge of navigation; and to return with him. Otherwise, I must not
  keep the executioners waiting any longer.'

[* Gaius Volusenus Quadratus—a Roman tribune
  under Julius Caesar. In 55 BCE Volusenus was sent out by Caesar in a single
  warship to undertake a week-long survey of the coast of south eastern Britain
  prior to Caesar's invasion. He probably examined the Kent coast between Hythe
  and Sandwich. When Caesar set off with his troops however he arrived at Dover
  and saw that landing would impossible. Instead he traveled north and beached
  his ships near Walmer. Volusenus failed to find the great natural harbor at
  Richborough, used by Claudius in his later invasion ... There is no record of
  Caesar's reaction to Volusenus' apparent intelligence failings ... Excerpted
  from Wikipedia, q.v.
  ]

"I looked into my father's eyes, and he into mine, and we nodded. My
  father said to Caesar:

"'We will go with Caius Volusenus and will return with him, on the
  condition of your guarantee that we may go free afterward. But we must be
  allowed to travel with proper dignity, as free men, with our weapons. Unless
  you will agree to that, you may as well command your executioners, for we
  will not yield.'

"And at that, Caesar smiled again, for he appreciates dignity—more
  especially if he can subtly submit it to an outrage.

"'I have your promise then?' he asked; and we both said, 'Yes.'

"Whereat he answered:'I am pleased. However, I will send but one of you.
  The other shall remain with me as hostage. You observe, I have not put you
  under oath, out of respect for your religion, which you have told me is very
  sacred and forbids the custom we Romans observe of swearing on the altar of
  the gods.'

"But he lied—he lied. Caesar cares nothing for religion.

"'The son shall make the journey and the father shall remain,' he said to
  us, 'since I perceive that each loves the other. Should the son not keep his
  promise, then the father shall be put to certain trying inconveniences in the
  infliction of which, I regret to say, my executioners have a large
  experience.'

"He would have dismissed us there and then, but I remembered Conops, who
  alone of all our crew was living, and I was minded to save Conops. Also I
  knew that my father would wish that, and at any cost, although we dared not
  speak to each other in Caesar's presence. So I answered:

"'So be it, Caesar. But the promise on your part is that I shall go with
  dignity, and thereto I shall need a servant.'

"'I will give you a Gaul,' said he.

"'I have no use for Gauls,' I answered.'They are treacherous. And at that
  he nodded.'But there is one of our men,' said I, 'who escaped your well-known
  clemency and still endures life. Mercifully, your lieutenants have deprived
  him of an eye, so he is not much use, but I prefer him, knowing he will not
  betray me to the Britons.'

"Caesar was displeased with that speech, but he was eager they should
  bring the woman to him, so he gave assent. But he forbade me to speak with my
  father again until I should return from Britain, and they took my father away
  and placed him in close confinement.

"A little later they brought Conops to me, sick and starved; but the
  centurion* who had charge of prisoners said to me that if I would promise to
  bring him back six fine pearls from Britain, he for his part would see to it
  that my father should be well treated in my absence. So I promised to do what
  might be done. I said neither yes nor no."

[* centurion (Latin: "centurio")—a
  professional officer of the Roman army. In the Roman infantry, centurions
  commanded a centuria (century) of between 60 and 160 men, depending on force
  strength and whether or not the unit was part of the First Cohort. In the
  Roman legions' tactical organization, the centurions ranked above the optios
  and below the Tribuni Angusticlavii—the aristocratic senior officers of the
  Equestrian Class, subordinate to the legion commander, the Legatus Legionis.
  In comparison to a modern military organization, they would be roughly
  equivalent to an Infantry company commander, with the army rank of Captain,
  with senior centurions roughly equivalent to Majors. Wikipedia .
  ]

"We have pearls," said the woman, looking darkly at Tros, tossing
  her hair again.

"Nevertheless," Tros answered, "to give pearls to a Roman is to arouse
  greed less easy to assuage than fire!"

"You said Caesar will make himself master of the world. What made you say
  that?" asked the woman.

"I will tell that presently, Gwenhwyfar—when Caswallon* and the
  other druids come," he answered.

[* By the Romans called Cassivellaunus. Author's
  footnote. Cassivellaunus was a historical British chieftain who led the
  defence against Julius Caesar's second expedition to Britain in 54 BCE. He
  also appears in British legend as Cassibelanus, one of Geoffrey of Monmouth's
  kings of Britain, and in the Mabinogion and Welsh Triads as Caswallawn, son
  of Beli Mawr ... Excerpted from Wikipedia, q.v.]
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  "And ye know whether Caesar lies or not."
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Listen to me before ye fill your bellies in the places habit
  has accustomed you to think are safe. Aye, and while ye fill your bellies,
  ponder. Hospitality and generosity and peace, ye all agree are graces. Are
  they not your measures of a man's nobility? Ye measure well. But to ignorant
  men, to whom might is right, I tell you gentleness seems only an opportunity.
  If ye are slaves of things and places, appetites and habits, rather than
  masters of them, surely the despoiler shall inflict upon you a more degrading
  slavery. Your things and places he will seize. Your appetites and habits he
  will mock, asserting that they justify humiliation that his violence imposes
  on you. Be ye, each one, master of himself, or ye shall have worse
  masters.

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

THE long British twilight had deepened until the trees
  around the clearing were a whispering wall of gloom, and a few pale stars
  shone overhead. The wolves howled again, making the cattle shift restlessly
  within the fence, and a dozen dogs bayed angrily. But the five who sat by the
  rock in the midst of the clearing made no move, except to glance expectantly
  toward the end of the glade.

And presently there began to be a crimson glow behind the trees. A chant,
  barbaric, weird and wonderful, without drumbeat or accompaniment, repeating
  and repeating one refrain, swelled through the trees as the crimson glow grew
  nearer.

Tros rose to his feet, but the druid and the others remained seated, the
  woman watching Tros as if she contemplated springing at him, although whether
  for the purpose of killing him, or not, was not so evident. Conops watched
  her equally intently.

It looked as if the forest was on fire, until men bearing torches appeared
  in the mouth of the glade, and a long procession wound its way solemnly and
  slowly toward the rock. The others stood up then and grouped themselves
  behind Tros and the druid, the druid throwing back his head and chanting a
  response to the refrain, as if it were question and answer. The woman took
  her husband's hand, but he appeared hardly to notice it; he was more intent
  on watching the approaching druids, his expression a mixture of challenge and
  dissatisfaction. He began to look extremely dignified.

There were a dozen druids, clad in long robes, flanked and followed by
  torchbearers dressed in wolf-skin and knitted breeches. They were led by an
  old man whose white beard fell nearly to his waist. Five of the other druids
  were in white robes, and bearded, but the rest were clean-shaven and in blue;
  all wore their hair long and over their shoulders, and no druid had any
  weapon other than a sickle, tucked into a girdle at the waist. The
  torchbearers were armed with swords and spears; there were fifty of them, and
  nearly as many women, who joined in the refrain, but the old High Druid's
  voice boomed above all, mellow, resonant and musical.

The procession was solemn and the chant religious; yet there was hardly
  any ceremony when they came to a stand near the rock and the old druid strode
  out in front of the others, alone. The chant ceased then, and for a moment
  there was utter silence. Then the druid who had been acting as interpreter
  took Tros's right hand and led him toward the old man, moving so as to keep
  Tros's hand concealed from those behind. The old man held out his own right
  hand, the younger druid lifting the end of Tros's cloak so as to conceal what
  happened.

A moment later Tros stepped back and saluted with the graceful
  Mediterranean gesture of the hand palm outward, and there the ceremony
  ceased.

The old druid sat down on a stone beside the rock; his fellow druids found
  places near him in an irregular semicircle; the crowd stood, shaking their
  torches at intervals to keep them burning, the glare and the smoke making
  splotches of crimson and black against the trees.

The younger druid spoke then in rapid undertones, apparently rehearsing to
  the older man the conversation that had preceded his arrival. Then Tros, with
  his left hand at his back and his right thrown outward in a splendid gesture
  that made Gwenhwyfar's eyes blaze, broke silence, speaking very loud:

"My father, I know nothing of the stars, beyond such lore as seamen use;
  but they who do know say that Caesar's star is in ascension, and that nightly
  in the sky there gleam the omens of increasing war."

The High Druid nodded gravely. The chief let go his wife's hand, irritated
  because she seemed able to understand all that was said, whereas he could
  not. The younger druid whispered to him. It was growing very dark now, and
  scores of shadowy figures were gathering in the zone of torchlight from the
  direction of the forest. There was a low murmur, and an occasional clank of
  weapons. Tros, conscious of the increasing audience, raised his voice:

"They who sent me hither say this isle is sacred. Caesar, whose camp-
  fires ye may see each night beyond the narrow sea that separates your cliffs
  from Gaul, is the relentless enemy of the druids and of all who keep the
  ancient secret.

"Ye have heard—ye must have heard—how Caesar has stamped out
  the old religion from end to end of Gaul, as his armies have laid waste the
  corn and destroyed walled towns. Caesar understands that where the Wisdom
  dwells, freedom persists and grows again, however many times its fields are
  reaped. Caesar does not love freedom.

"In Gaul there is no druid now who dares to show himself. Where Caesar
  found them, he has thrown their tortured carcasses to feed the dogs and
  crows. And for excuse, he says the druids make human sacrifice, averring that
  they burn their living victims in cages made of withes.

"Caesar, who has slain his hecatombs, who mutilates and butchers men,
  women, children, openly in the name of Rome, but secretly for his own
  ambition; Caesar, who has put to death more druids than ye have slain wolves
  in all Britain, says that the druids burn human sacrifices. Ye know whether
  Caesar lies or not."

He paused. The ensuing silence was broken by the whispering of men and
  women who translated his words into the local dialect. Some of the druids
  moved among the crowd, assisting. Tros gave them time, watching the face of
  the chief and of his wife Gwenhwyfar, until the murmur died down into
  silence. Then he resumed:

"They who sent me into Gaul, are They who keep the Seed from which your
  druids' wisdom springs. But he who sent me to this isle is Caesar. They who
  sent me into Gaul are They who never bowed a knee to conqueror and never by
  stealth or violence subdued a nation to their will. But he who sent me hither
  knows no other law than violence; no other peace than that imposed by him; no
  other object than his own ambition.

"He has subdued the north of Gaul; he frets in idleness and plays with
  women, because there are no more Gauls to conquer before winter sets in. He
  has sent me hither to bid you let him land on your coast with an army. The
  excuse he offers you, is that he wishes to befriend you.

"The excuse he sends to Rome, where his nominal masters spend the extorted
  tribute money wrung by him from Gauls to buy his own preferment, is that you
  Britons have been sending assistance to the Gauls, wherefore he intends to
  punish you. And the excuse he gives to his army is, that here is plunder
  —here are virgins, cattle, clothing, precious metals and the pearls
  with which he hopes to make a breastplate for the Venus Genetrix.

"Caesar holds my father hostage against my return. I came in Caesar's
  ship, whose captain, Caius Volusenus, ordered me to show him harbors where a
  fleet of ships might anchor safely, threatening me that, unless I show them
  to him, he will swear away my father's life on my return; for Caius Volusenus
  hopes for Caesar's good-will, and he knows the only way it may be had.

"But I told Caius Volusenus that I know no harbors. I persuaded him to
  beach his ship on the open shore, a two days' journey from this place. And
  there, where we landed with fifty men, we were attacked by Britons, of whom
  one wounded me, although I had not as much as drawn my sword.

"Your Britons drove the Romans back into the ship, which put to sea again,
  anchoring out of bowshot; but I, with my man Conops, remained prisoner in the
  Britons' hands—and a druid came, and staunched my wound.

"So I spoke with the druid—he is here—behold him— he
  will confirm my words. And a Roman was allowed to come from the ship and to
  take back a message to Caius Volusenus, that I am to be allowed to speak with
  certain chiefs and thereafter that I may return to the ship; but that none
  from the ship meanwhile may set foot on the shore.

"And in that message it was said that I am to have full opportunity to
  deliver to you Caesar's words, and to obtain your consent, if ye will give
  it, to his landing with an army before the winter storms set in.

"Thus Caius Volusenus waits. And yonder on the coast of Gaul waits Caesar.
  My father waits with shackles on his wrists. And I, who bring you Caesar's
  message, and who love my father, and who myself am young, with all my
  strength in me, so that death can not tempt, and life seems good and full of
  splendor—I say to you: Defy this Caesar!"

He would have said more, but a horn sounded near the edge of the trees and
  another twenty men strode into the clearing, headed by a Gaul who rode beside
  a Briton in a British chariot. The horses were half frantic from the
  torchlight and fear of wolves, but their heads were held by men in wolf-skin
  who kept them to the track by main strength. Conops plucked at the skirt of
  Tros's tunic:

"Commius!" he whispered, and Tros growled an answer under his breath.

The two men in the chariot stood upright with the dignity of kings, and as
  they drew near, with the torchlight shining on their faces, Tros watched them
  narrowly. But Conops kept his one bright eye on Gwenhwyfar, for she, with
  strange, nervous twitching of the hands, was watching Tros as intently as he
  eyed the stranger. Her breast was heaving.

The man pointed out as Commius was a strongly built, black-bearded
  veteran, who stood half a head shorter than the Briton in the chariot beside
  him. He was dressed in a Roman toga, but with a tunic of unbleached Gaulish
  wool beneath. His eyes were bold and crafty, his head proud and erect, his
  smile assuring. Somewhere there was a trace of weakness in his face, but it
  was indefinable, suggestive of lack of honor rather than physical cowardice,
  and, at that, not superficial. His beard came up high on his cheek-bones and
  his black hair low on a broad and thoughtful forehead.

"Britomaris!" cried the driver of the chariot, and he was a chief beyond
  shadow of doubt, with his skin stained blue and his wolfskins fastened by a
  golden brooch—a shaggy-headed, proud-eyed man with whipcord muscles and
  a bold smile half-hidden under a heavy brown moustache.

The husband of Gwenhwyfar stood up, dignified enough but irresolute, his
  smoldering eyes sulky and his right hand pushing at his wife to make her keep
  behind him. She stood staring over his shoulder, whispering between her teeth
  into his ear. The chief who drove the horses spoke again, and the tone of his
  loud voice verged on the sarcastic:

"O Britomaris, this is Commius, who comes from Gaul to tell us about
  Caesar. He brings gifts."

At the mention of gifts, Britomaris would have stepped up to the chariot,
  but his wife prevented, tugging at him, whispering; but none noticed that
  except Tros, Conops and the druids.

At a signal from the other chief a man in wolf-skins took up the presents
  from the chariot and brought them—a cloak of red cloth, a pair of Roman
  sandals and three strings of brass beads threaded on a copper wire.

It was cheap stuff of lower quality than the trade goods that occasional
  Roman merchants brought to British shores. Britomaris touched the gifts
  without any display of satisfaction. He hardly glanced at them, perhaps
  because his wife was whispering.

"Who is here?" asked Commius, looking straight at Tros.

At that Conops took a swift stride closer to his master, laying a hand on
  the hilt of his long knife. Gwenhwyfar laughed, and Britomaris nudged her
  angrily.

"I am one who knows Commius the Gaul!" said Tros, returning stare for
  stare. "I am another who runs Caesar's errands, although Caesar never offered
  me a puppet kingdom. Thou and I, O Commius, have eaten leavings from the same
  trough. Shall we try to persuade free men that it is a good thing to be
  slaves?"

The chief who had brought Commius laughed aloud, for he understood the
  Gaulish, and he also seemed to understand the meaning of Gwenhwyfar's glance
  at Britomaris. Commius, his grave eyes missing nothing of the scene, stepped
  down from the chariot and, followed by a dozen men with torches, walked
  straight up to Tros.

His face looked deathly white in the torch glare, but whether or not he
  was angry it was difficult to guess, because he smiled with thin lips and had
  his features wholly in control. Tros smiled back at him, good nature
  uppermost, but an immense suspicion in reserve.

Gwenhwyfar, clinging to her man's arm, listened with eager eyes and parted
  lips. Conops drew his knife clandestinely and hid it in a tunic fold.

"I know the terms on which Caesar sent you. I know who is hostage for you
  in Caesar's camp," said Commius; and Tros, looking down at him, for he was
  taller by a full hand's breadth, laid a heavy right hand on his shoulder.

"Commius," he said, "it may be well to yield to Caesar for the sake of
  temporary peace—to give a breathing spell to Gaul—to save thine
  own neck, that the Gauls may have a leader when the time comes. For this
  Caesar who seems invincible, will hardly live forever; and the Gauls in their
  day of defeat have need of you as surely as they will need your leadership
  when Caesar's bolt is shot. That day will come. But is it the part of a man,
  to tempt these islanders to share your fate?"

"Tros, you are rash!" said Commius, speaking through his teeth. "I am the
  friend of Caesar."

"I am the friend of all the world, and that is a higher friendship," Tros
  answered. "Though I were the friend of Caesar, I would nonetheless hold
  Caesar less than the whole world. But I speak of this isle and its people.
  Neither you nor I are Britons. Shall we play the man toward these folk, or
  shall we ruin them?"

The crowd was pressing closer, and the chief in his chariot urged the
  horses forward so that he might overhear; their white heads tossed in the
  torchlight like fierce apparitions from another world.

"If I dared trust you," Commius said, his black eyes searching Tros's
  face.

"Do the Gauls trust you?" asked Tros. "Are you a king among the Gauls? You
  may need friends from Britain when the day comes."*

[* Caesar made Commius king of the Atrebates, half of
  which tribe lived in Britain and half in Gaul. There is no historic record,
  however, of the British Atrebates having accepted Commius as king.]

"You intend to betray me to Caesar!" said Commius, and at that Tros threw
  back his shock of hair and laughed, his eyes in the torchlight showing more
  red than amber.

"If that is all your wisdom, I waste breath," he answered. Commius was
  about to speak when another voice broke on the stillness, and all eyes turned
  toward the rock. The old High Druid had climbed to its summit and stood
  leaning on a staff, his long beard whiter than stone against the darkness and
  ruffled in the faint wind—a splendid figure, dignity upholding age.

"O Caswallon, and you, O Britomaris, and ye sons of the isle, hear my
  words!" he began.

And as the crowd surged for a moment, turning to face the rock and listen,
  Gwenhwyfar wife of Britomaris came and tugged at Tros's sleeve. He thought it
  was Conops, and waited, not moving his head, expecting a whispered warning;
  but the woman tugged again and he looked down into her glowing eyes. She
  pointed toward the house at the far end of the clearing.

"Thither I go," she whispered. "If you are as wise as you seem fearless,
  you will follow."

"I would hear this druid," Tros answered, smiling as he saw the point of
  Conops' knife within a half inch of the woman's ribs.

"He will talk until dawn!"

"Nonetheless, I will hear him."

"You will hear what is more important if you follow me," she answered; and
  at that, she left him, stepping back so quickly that the point of Conops'
  long knife pricked her and she struck him angrily, then vanished like a
  shadow.

Tros strode slowly after her, with Conops at his heels, but when he
  reached the gloom beyond the outskirts of the crowd he paused.

"Am I followed?" he asked.

"Nay, master. They are like the fish around a dead man. One could gather
  all of them within a net. Do we escape?"

"I know what the druid will say," Tros answered. "I could say it myself.
  What that woman has to say to me, I know not. Though it may be she has set an
  ambush."

Conops chuckled.

"Aye! The kind of ambush they set for sailormen on the wharfsides of
  Saguntum! A long drink, and then—"

He whistled a few bars of the love song of the Levantine ports:

Oh, what is in the wind that fills

  The red sail straining at the mast?

  Oh, what beneath the purple hills

  That overlean the Cydnus, thrills

  The sailor seeing land at last

  Oh, Chloe and—"

"Be still!" commanded Tros. "If there were no more risk than that, my
  father would be free tomorrow! Which way went the woman?"

Conops pointed, speaking his mind as usual:

"That Briton who came in the chariot—Caswallon—fills my eye.
  But I would not trust Commius the Gaul; he has a dark look."

"He is anxious for his Gauls, as I am anxious for my father," Tros
  answered. "He hates Caesar, and he likes me; but for the sake of his Gauls he
  would stop at nothing. He would bring Caesar to this island, just to give the
  Atrebates time to gather strength at Caesar's rear. Nay, he may not be
  trusted."

"Master, will you trust these Britons?" Conops asked him, suddenly, from
  behind, as he followed close in his steps along a track that wound among
  half-rotted tree stumps toward the cattle fence. Tros turned and faced
  him.

"It is better that the Britons should trust me," he answered.

"But to what end, master?"

"There are two ends to everything in this world, even to a ship," said
  Tros darkly; "two ends to Caesar's trail, and two ways of living life: on
  land and water. Make sure we are not followed."

The dogs barked fiercely as they approached the fence, and Conops grew
  nervous, pulling at his master's cloak.

"Nay, it is a good sign," said Tros. "If it were a trap they would have
  quieted the dogs."

He turned again to make sure no one was following. The torchlight shone on
  the High Druid's long white robe and whiter beard, and on a sea of faces that
  watched him breathlessly. The old man was talking like a waterfall. They were
  too far away now for his words to reach them, but judging by his gestures he
  was very angry and was in no mood to be brief.

"On guard!" warned Conops suddenly as they started toward the fence again,
  but Tros made no move to reach for his sword.

It was the woman Gwenhwyfar, waiting in a shadow. She stepped out into the
  firelight that shone through a gap in the fence and signed to Tros to follow
  her, leading around to the rear of the house, where a door, sheltered by a
  rough porch, opened toward the forest.

She led the way in, and they found themselves in a room whose floor was
  made of mud and cow dung trampled hard. There was a fire in the midst, and a
  hole in the roof to let the smoke out. She spoke to a hag dressed in ragged
  skins, who stirred the fire to provide light and then vanished through an
  inner door.

The firelight shone on smooth mud walls, adzed beams, two benches and a
  table.

"Your home?" asked Tros, puzzled, and Gwenhwyfar laughed.

"I am a chief's wife; I am wife of Britomaris," she answered. "Our serfs,
  who mind the cattle, live in this place."

"Where then is your home?" asked Tros.

She pointed toward the north.

"When Caswallon comes, we leave home," she answered. "The power to use our
  house is his, but we are not his serfs."

Gwenhwyfar's attitude suggested secrecy. She seemed to wish Tros to speak
  first, as if she would prefer to answer questions rather than to force the
  conversation. She looked extremely beautiful in the firelight; the color had
  risen to her cheeks and her eyes shone like jewels, brighter than the
  gleaming ornaments on her hair and arms and breast.

"Why do you fear Caswallon?" Tros asked her suddenly.

"I? I am not afraid!" she answered. "Britomaris fears him, but not I! Why
  should I be afraid? Caswallon is a strong chief, a better man than
  Britomaris; and I hate him! He—how strong is Caesar?" she demanded.

Tros studied her a moment. He gave her no answer. She sat down on one of
  the benches, signing to him and Conops to be seated on the other.

"You said Caesar will make himself master of the world," she remarked
  after a minute, stretching her skin-clad legs toward the blaze. She was not
  looking at Tros now but at the fire. "Why did you say that?"

Suddenly she met his eyes, and glanced away again. Conops went and sat
  down on the floor on the far side of the fire.
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Beware the ambitious woman! All things and all men are her
  means to an end. All treacheries are hers. All reasons justify her. Though
  her end is ruin, shall that lighten your humiliation—ye whom she uses
  as means to that end that she contemptuously seeks?

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

TROS made no answer for a long time, but stared first at the
  fire and then at Gwenhwyfar.

"Send that man away," she suggested, nodding toward Conops; but Tros
  scratched his chin and smiled.

"I prefer to be well served," he answered. "How can he keep secrets unless
  he knows them? Nay, nay, Gwenhwyfar; two men with three eyes are as good
  again as one man with but two; and even so, the two are not too many when
  another's wife bears watching! Speak on."

Her eyes lighted up with challenge as she tossed her head. But she laughed
  and came to the point at once, looking straight and hard at him.

"Commius spoke to me of Caesar. He said he is Caesar's deputy. He urged me
  to go with him and visit Caesar. Britomaris is a weak chief; he has no will;
  he hates Caswallon and yet bows to him. Caesar is strong."

"I am not Caesar's deputy, whatever Commius may be," said Tros. "But this
  I tell you, and you may as well remember it, Gwenhwyfar: A thousand women
  have listened to Caesar's wooing, and I have been witness of the fate of
  some. There was a woman of the Gauls, a great chief's daughter, who offered
  herself to him to save her people. Caesar passed her on to one of his
  lieutenants, and thereafter sold her into slavery."

"Perhaps she did not please him," Gwenhwyfar answered. And then, since
  Tros waited in silence, "I have pearls."

"You have also my advice regarding them," said Tros.

Gwenhwyfar waited a full minute, thinking, as if appraising him. She
  nodded, three times, slowly.

"You, who have lost all except your manhood and the clothes you wear!" she
  said at last, and her voice was bold and stirring, "what is your
  ambition?"

"To possess a ship," he answered, so promptly that he startled her.

"A ship? Is that all?"

"Aye, and enough. A man is master on his own poop. A swift ship, a crew
  well chosen, and a man may laugh at Caesars."

"And yet—you say, you had a ship? And a crew well chosen?"

Tros did not answer. His brows fell heavily and half concealed eyes that
  shone red in the firelight.

"Better be Caesar's ward, and rule a kingdom, than wife of a petty chief
  who dares not disobey Caswallon," Gwenhwyfar said, looking her proudest.
  "Caswallon might have had me to wife, but he chose Fflur. There was nothing
  left for me but Britomaris. If he were a strong man I could have loved him.
  He is weak.

"He likes to barter wolf-skins on the shore with the Roman and Tyrian
  traders. He pays tribute to Caswallon. He does not even dare to build a town
  and fortify it, least Caswallon should take offense.

"He obeys the druids, as a child obeys its nurse, in part because he is
  afraid of them, but also because it is the easiest thing to do. He is not a
  man, such as Caswallon might have been—such as you are."

She paused, with parted lips, looking full and straight at Tros. Conops
  tapped the dirt floor rhythmically with the handle of his knife. A man in the
  next room began singing about old mead and the new moon.

"It is a ship, not a woman that I seek," said Tros, and her expression
  hardened.

But she tried again:

"You might have a hundred ships."

"I will be better satisfied with one."

She began to look baffled; eyes and lips hinted anger that she found it
  difficult to hold in check.

"Is that your price?" she asked. "A ship?"

"Woman!" said Tros after a minute's silence, laying his great right fist
  on his knee, "you and I have no ground that we can meet on. You would sell
  your freedom. I would die for mine."

"Yet you live!" she retorted. "Did you come to Britain of your free will?
  Where is your freedom? You are Caesar's messenger!"

She got up suddenly and sat down on the bench beside him, he not
  retreating an inch. Not even his expression changed, but his shoulders were
  rigid and his hands were pressing very firmly on his knees.

"Do you not understand?" she asked.

"I understand," he answered.

Suddenly she flared up, her eyes blazing and her voice trembling. She did
  not speak loud, but with a slow distinctness that made each word like an
  arrow speeding to the mark.

"Am I not fair?" she asked, and he nodded.

Her eyes softened for a moment, then she went on:

"Caswallon was the first and is the last who shall deny me! I can be a
  good wife—a very god's wife to a man worth loving! Caesar can conquer
  Caswallon, but not alone. He will need my help, and yours. Caesar made
  Commius a king over the Atrebates; and what was Commius before that? Caesar
  shall make me a queen where Caswallon lords it now! And you—?"

"And Britomaris?" asked Tros, watching her.

"And you?" she said again, answering stare for stare. Her breast was
  heaving quickly, like a bird's.

"Oh, Tros!" she went on. "Are you a man, or are you timid? Here a kingdom
  waits for you! Yonder, in Gaul, is Caesar, who can make and unmake kingdoms!
  Here am I! I am a woman, I am all a woman. I love manhood. I do not love
  Britomaris."

Conops stirred the fire.

"Do you not see that if you are all a woman you must oppose Caesar?" Tros
  asked. "Then—let Caesar outrage! Let him slay! He will have done
  nothing, because your spirit will go free, Gwenhwyfar. Caesar plans an empire
  of men's bodies, with his own—his epileptic, foul, unchaste and
  hairless head crowned master of them all! Whoso submits to him is a slave
  —a living carcass. Hah! Defy him! Scorn him! Resist him to the last
  breath! The worst he can do then will be to torture a brave body till the
  braver soul goes free!"

His words thrilled her.

"Well enough," she answered promptly. "I am brave. I can defy Caesar. But
  I need a braver chief to make the stand with me than Britomaris. If Caswallon
  had taken me to wife—but he chose Fflur—perhaps it was as
  well—you are nobler than Caswallon, and—"

"And what?" asked Tros.

She answered slowly:

"A bold man now could conquer Britain. The druids—I know them
  —the druids would support one who opposed the Romans. They fear for
  their own power should Caesar gain a foothold. The druids trust you. Why?
  They do not trust me. Tros—Strike a bargain with the druids. Slay
  Caswallon. Seize the chieftainship, and raise an army against Caesar!"

"And Britomaris?"

"Challenge him!" she answered. "He would run! I have the right according
  to our law, to leave a man who runs away."

"Gwenhwyfar!" Tros exclaimed, getting up and standing straight in front of
  her. "It is Caesar, and not I who has the falling sickness! You and I lack
  that excuse! Know this: I will neither steal a wife from Britomaris, nor a
  throne from Caswallon; nor will I impose my will on Britain."

She stood up, too, and faced him, very angry.

"Have you never loved?" she asked, and though her eyes were steady, the
  gold brooch on her breast was fluttering.

"Loved? Aye, like a man!" he answered. "I have loved the sea since I was
  old enough to scramble down the cliffs of Samothrace and stand knee deep to
  watch the waves come in! The sea is no man's master, nor a bed of idleness!
  The sea holds all adventure and the keys of all the doors of the unknown!

"The sea, Gwenhwyfar, is the image of a man's life. If he flinches, if he
  fails, it drowns him. Is he lazy, does he fail to mend his ship or
  steadfastly to be example to his crew, there are rocks, shoals, tides, the
  pirates, storms. But is he stanch, he sails, until he reaches unknown ports,
  where the gods trade honesty for the experience he brings! I seek but a ship,
  Gwenhwyfar. I will carve a destiny that suits me better than a stolen kingdom
  and a cheated husband's bed!"

She reached out a hand unconsciously and touched his arm:

"Tros," she answered, "Caswallon has some longships hidden in the marshes
  of the Thames. Take me—take a ship, and—"

"Nay," he answered. "Caswallon owes me nothing. He who owes me a good ship
  is Caesar!"

"And you think that you can make Caesar pay?" she asked. "Take me to
  Caesar, Tros; between us we will cheat him of a ship! With you to teach me, I
  could learn to love the sea."

He stepped back a pace or two, would have stumbled backward against the
  clay hearth if Conops had not warned him.

"None learns to love," he answered. "Love is a man's nature. He is this,
  or he is that; none can change him. I am less than half a man, until I feel
  the deck heave under me and look into a rising gale. You, Gwenhwyfar, you are
  less than half a woman until you pit your wits against a man who loves to
  master you; and I find no amusement in such mastery. Make love to
  Britomaris."

She reddened in the firelight, stood up very proudly, biting her lip. Her
  eyes glittered, but she managed to control herself; there were no tears.

"Shall I bear a coward's children?" she demanded.

"I know not," said Tros. "You shall not bear mine. I will save you, if I
  can, from Caesar."

Tears were very near the surface now, but pride, and an emotion that she
  did her utmost to conceal, aided her to hold them back.

"Forgive me!" she said suddenly.

Her hands dropped, but she raised them again and folded them across her
  breast.

"Forgive me, Tros! I was mad for a short minute. It is maddening to be a
  coward's wife. I tempted you, to see how much a man you truly are."

Conops' knife hilt tapped the floor in slow staccato time.

"Kiss me, and say good-by," she coaxed, unclasping her hands again.

"Nay, no good-byes!" he answered, laughing. "We shall meet again. And as
  for kissing, a wise seaman takes no chances near the rocks, Gwenhwyfar!"

Stung—savage—silent, she gestured with her head toward the
  door, folding her arms on her breast, and Tros, bowing gravely, strode out
  into darkness. Conops shut the door swiftly behind them.

"If this isle were in our sea, she would have thrown a knife," said
  Conops, twitching his shoulder-blades. "Master, you have made an enemy."

"Not so," Tros answered. "I have found one. Better the rocks in sight than
  shoals unseen, my lad! Let us see now who our friends are."

He strode toward the torchlight, where the old High Druid was still
  holding forth, swaying back and forward on the summit of the rock as he
  leaned to hurl his emphasis. More chariots had come and horses' heads were
  nodding on the outskirts of the crowd—phantoms in the torch-smoke.

Tros kept to the deeper shadows, circling the crowd until he could
  approach Commius and Caswallon from the rear. He was stared at by new
  arrivals as he began to work his way toward them, but the Britons had too
  good manners and too much dignity to interfere with him or block his way.

The women in the crowd stared and smiled, standing on tiptoe, some of
  them, frankly curious, but neither impudent nor timid. Most of them were big-
  eyed women with long eyelashes and well-combed braided hair hanging to the
  waist. Nearly all had golden ornaments; but there were slave women among
  them, who seemed to belong to another race, dressed in plain wool or even
  plainer skins.

It was a crowd that, on the whole, was more than vaguely conscious of the
  past it had sprung from.

Glances cast at Tros were less of admiration than expectancy, to see him
  exhibit manners less civilized than theirs—the inevitable attitude of
  islanders steeped in tradition and schooled in the spiritual mysticism of the
  druids; proud, and yet considerate of the stranger; warlike, because
  decadence had undermined material security, but chivalrous because chivalry
  never dies until the consciousness of noble ancestry is dead, and theirs was
  living.

Commius the Gaul, who, when he was not deliberately controlling his
  expression, had the hard face and the worried look of a financier, was seated
  beside Caswallon. The chief was standing in the chariot, his gold-and-amber
  shoulder-ornaments shining in the torchlight. He smiled when he caught sight
  of Tros, and with a nudge stirred Commius out of a brown study. Commius,
  adjusting his expression carefully, got down from the chariot, took Tros's
  arm, and led him to the chief.

"Tros, son of Perseus, Prince of Samothrace," he announced. Caswallon
  stretched out a long, white, sleeveless arm, on which strange pagan designs
  had been drawn in light-blue woad. It was an immensely strong arm, with a
  heavy golden bracelet on the wrist.

They shook hands and, without letting go, the chieftain pulled Tros up
  into the chariot. Britomaris, from about a chariot's length away, watched
  thoughtfully, peering past a woman's shoulder.

The old High Druid was talking too fast for Tros to follow him; he was
  holding the rapt attention of the greater part of the crowd, and it was less
  than a minute before Tros was forgotten. The old druid had them by the ears,
  and their eyes became fixed on his face as if he hypnotized them.

But his eloquence by no means hypnotized himself. His bright old eyes
  scanned the faces in the torchlight as if he were judging the effect of what
  he said, and he turned at intervals to face another section of the crowd,
  signing to the torchmen to distribute their light where he needed it.

Moreover, he changed his tone of voice and his degree of vehemence to suit
  whichever section of the crowd he happened to be facing. There were groups of
  dark-haired swarthy men and women, who looked consciously inferior to the
  taller, white-skinned, reddish-haired breed, or, if not consciously inferior,
  then aware that the others thought them so. He spoke to them in gentler, more
  persuasive cadences.

Caswallon watched the druid in silence for a long time; yet he hardly
  appeared to be listening; he seemed rather to be waiting for a signal. At
  last he lost patience and whispered to a man in leather sleeveless tunic who
  leaned on a spear beside the chariot.

The man whispered to one of the younger druids, who approached the pulpit
  rock from a side that at the moment was in darkness. Climbing, he lay there
  in shadow, and, watching his opportunity when the old man paused for breath,
  spoke a dozen words.

The old druid nodded and dismissed him with a gesture. The younger druid
  worked his way back through the crowd to chariot wheel and whispered to
  Caswallon.

The man with the spear received another whispered order from the chief,
  and he repeated it to the others. Without any appearance of concerted action,
  the torchmen began to edge themselves in both directions toward the far side
  of the rock, until the near side was almost in total darkness.

Then Caswallon took the reins without a word to Tros, and the man with the
  spear spoke to Commius the Gaul, who climbed into another chariot. The horses
  began to plunge, but Caswallon pulled them backward, edging the chariot
  gradually into deeper shadow.

Two other chariots followed suit; and in one there was a woman, who drove,
  and who had magnificent brown hair that reached below her waist. Conops
  jumped in and, curling on the floor, made ready to cling to Tros's knee in
  case of need; being a seaman, he had no love and less experience of
  chariots.

Suddenly Caswallon wheeled his team and sent it at full gallop toward the
  end of the lane that led into the forest. She who drove the second chariot
  wheeled after him; and a third, in which Commius the Gaul was clinging,
  bumped over the rotting tree-roots in the wake.

The pace, once the horses sprang into their stride, was furious. Tros,
  forever mindful of his dignity, clung nevertheless to the chariot side,
  setting his teeth as the wheels struck ruts and branches, feeling as if the
  dimly seen milk-white of the horses were foaming waves, and himself in a
  ship's bow on the lookout for unknown rocks.

They plunged into the forest, where the oaks met overhead. There was a
  sound, that might have been the sea, of wind in the upper branches—a
  sensation of tremendous speed—and nothing visible except the sudden-
  looming tree-trunks, which seemed to miss the wheel by hair's breadths.

There was a thudding of wheels and a thunder of pursuing hoofs, a splash
  now and then where shallow water lay in unseen hollows, a smell of
  horse-sweat, and of rotting leaves, and a whirring of unseen bats. One bat
  struck Tros in the face, and fell to the floor of the chariot, where Conops
  drew his knife and slew it—believing then, and forever afterwards, that
  he had killed a devil.

The horses appeared to be frantic and out of hand, and yet Caswallon
  managed them with art that concealed all method, standing with one foot
  resting on a sort of step, no more than feeling at the horses' mouths,
  balancing his weight as if by instinct in advance of sudden turns and low
  obstructions that the horses took in their stride but that threw the chariot
  a yard in air.

Long—endless to Tros—darkness, and then moonlight silhouetting
  ghostly tree-trunks, a splash through a shadowy ford, then through a mile of
  stumps and seedlings at the forest's edge into a belt of fern and lush grass
  glistening with dew, and at last a rolling down, where patches of chalk
  gleamed milk-white under the moon and the track swung around a hillside under
  a scattering of fleecy clouds.

Then Caswallon glanced at Tros, and Tros forced a good-natured grin:

"O Chief," he said, "you are the first who has made me feel that kind of
  fear!"

Caswallon smiled, but the ends of his long moustache concealed what kind
  of smile it was. Instead of answering he glanced over his shoulder at the
  second chariot, not fifty yards behind. There was a woman driving it.

Then, with one swift look into Tros's eyes, he shook the reins and shouted
  to the team—a trumpet shout, that held a sort of note of laughter, but
  not of mockery to which a guest could take exception. He seemed pleased to
  have shown his prowess to a foreigner, that was all.
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Mark my words, ye who are deceived and undone and betrayed
  by women; ye who fight each other for a woman's favors; ye who value women by
  the numbers and strength of their sons, and by their labor at the loom. Lo, I
  tell you a secret. There is laughter in the eyes of some—aye, even
  within their anger, and beneath it. Those are the wise ones and the worthy.
  They are not ambitious. They know ambition is the yoke-mate of treachery.
  They will not betray themselves. How then can they betray another?

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

WOLVES worrying a kill yelped and vanished into shadow as
  the chariot thundered around a shoulder of the down and passed a cluster of
  low, flint-and-mud-built cottages with wooden roofs, surrounded by a wall,
  within which was bleating and the stifling smell of sheep.

Beyond that the moonlight shone on a big thatched house surrounded by a
  wooden paling. It was high and oblong, but of only one story with projecting
  eaves, built of wooden beams with flints and chalk packed into the
  interstices. Light shone through the chinks of the shutters. There were no
  trees near it.

They were expected, for a gate was flung wide at the sound of their
  approach and a dozen men with spears and shields formed up in line outside
  the entrance, raising their spears as Caswallon drove full-gallop past
  them.

Within the paling there was a smell of horses that stamped and whinnied at
  their pickets under a lean-to roof. The house door opened, showing a blazing
  fire on a hearth exactly facing it. Caswallon drew the team up on its
  haunches, and almost before their forefeet touched the ground again he let go
  the reins, jumped along the chariot pole, touched it lightly once with one
  foot, and seized their heads.*

[* This was a favorite trick of the Britons in
  battle.]

Six women stood in the doorway, with three children clinging to their
  skirts.

Some one with dark, shaggy hair, who wore nothing but a wolfskin, led away
  the horses just in time to avoid the second chariot that thundered through
  the gate and drew up as the first had done.

And, as the horses pawed the air, the woman who was driving dropped the
  reins and exactly repeated Caswallon's feat, springing along the pole to the
  ground to seize their heads. There was no sign yet of the third chariot and
  Commius. A man stepped out behind the chariot the woman had been driving and
  held the horses until another man dressed in skins came and led them
  away.

"O Tros, this is Fflur. She is my wife," said Caswallon, taking her by the
  hand.

She stepped forward and kissed Tros on both cheeks, then stepped back to
  her husband's side, and Tros wondered at her, for she was good to look at
  —strong, modest, matronly, gray-eyed, and dressed in embroidered woolen
  stuff, with a bodice of laced leather that showed the outlines of her
  graceful figure. There were pearls in her hair and in the big round brooches
  on her dress.

It was she who led the way into the house, scolding the dogs, throwing an
  arm about one of the women in the doorway, asking why the children were not
  asleep in bed—a very gracious lady, full of dignity and laughter and
  sincerity.

"This is not my house," said Caswallon, taking Tros by the arm. "I am the
  chief. They pay me tribute from the fen-land to the sea. It is a good
  kingdom. You shall tell me about Caesar."

He did not wait for Commius' chariot but followed his wife into the house
  and shut the door behind him, pushing away the dogs, rolling one of them over
  playfully with his foot—then tasting a tankard of mead that his wife
  took from a woman's hand and brought to him.

He only sipped, then handed the tankard to Tros, who drank the half of it
  and passed it back. Caswallon swallowed the remainder, gave the empty tankard
  to a woman, wiped his wet moustache on a woolen towel that the woman passed
  to him, smiled and handed the towel to Tros.

"So one of us clove your chin? Was it a good blow?" he asked, laying a big
  white hand with rings on it on Tros's shoulder.

"No. A blow in haste," said Tros. "He was not strong."

"He is very strong. His name is Erbin. He can throw a good-sized bullock
  by the horns. You broke his ribs," said Caswallon. "Can you break mine?"

"I will not," Tros answered.

Caswallon laughed, half-disappointed, wholly admiring Tros's strength,
  flexing his own great shoulder-muscles as he led to where two high-backed
  oaken seats faced each other on opposite sides of the hearth.

He threw himself on one, shoving the dogs away as he thrust his skin-clad
  legs toward the fire, signing to Tros to take the other. Then he unbuckled
  his long sword, and Tros followed suit, each man setting his weapon against
  the wall. Conops sat down on the floor beside the hearth, within reach of
  Tros's legs, and a woman brought him a tankard of mead all to himself.

It was a high, oblong room, with great black beams overhead, from which
  hams and sides of bacon hung in the smoke that rose from the hearth and lost
  itself up in the shadows below the thatch. There was no light except from the
  fire, but one of the women prodded that to keep it blazing, and when she
  disappeared Conops assumed the duty.

Three sleepy children, two boys and a girl, came and clung to Caswallon's
  legs, begging him to tell them stories, but after he had tousled up their
  hair and rolled one of them on the floor among the dogs, he dismissed them,
  calling to one of the women to make them go to bed.

His wife Fflur was already busy with her women in another room; there was
  a clattering of dishes.

"And Caesar?" said Caswallon. "I am told you know him? We can talk
  here."

He leaned against the back of the seat with his hands on his knees and
  looked at Tros confidently. His was the gift good breeding produces, of
  putting a guest mentally at ease. He spoke as to an equal, without any fuss
  of dignity.

"Has Commius not told you?" Tros asked, and Caswallon nodded.

"Commius also is a guest," he remarked. "But the chariot in which he rides
  will come more slowly. I ordered it."

"Commius," said Tros, "owes his life and his wealth to Caesar. If I know
  anything of men, then Commius hates Caesar, but is thinking of the Atrebates
  and the other Gauls. If Caesar should invade this island, Commius might
  persuade the Gauls to rise behind him. If that is not his plan, at least he
  thinks of it.

"He is a Gaul at heart, but afraid for his own skin and his own
  possessions. He does not dare speak openly, lest some one should betray his
  speech to Caesar. Commius is a watchful and secretive man. He will stop at
  nothing to help the Gauls, provided he can save his own skin."

Caswallon nodded.

"And you?" he asked. "Did not Caesar send you?"

"My father is a hostage in Caesar's camp. I was to show the coast and the
  harbors to Caius Volusenus. I risk my own life and my father's; but I warn
  you to oppose Caesar—to resist his landing in all ways possible."

"Why do you do that?" asked Caswallon. "If you were my own brother, or my
  wife's son, I could understand it. But you are neither a Briton nor a
  Gaul."

"Ask the druids," Tros answered. "They will tell you, if they see
  fit."

"You are a kind of druid?"

"No," said Tros.

"Perhaps you are a greater than a druid?"

"If you speak of my father—yes. As for me, I am young. Most of my
  life I have spent voyaging. In that way a man learns one thing, but not
  another. I am not deep in the Mysteries, but my father Perseus is a Prince of
  Samothrace."

Caswallon nodded again, but did not pretend to understand more than
  vaguely.

"I have heard of the Mysteries of Samothrace," he said respectfully. "I am
  a king. The druids say I am a good enough one. If Caesar wants my kingdom, he
  must fight for it. I have said so to Commius."

"Have you quarreled with Commius?" asked Tros.

"No. He is my guest. He brought presents from Caesar, a lot of trash that
  the women laughed at. I will send him back to Caesar with some valuable
  gifts, to show him how a king is generous."

"Thus whetting Caesar's appetite!" said Tros drily. "If you send a gift
  like that to Caesar, lay your plans well, Caswallon. Good enough, if you bait
  an ambush for the Roman wolf. Be ready for him, that is all! Be sure what you
  are doing!"

The humorous, middle-aged-boyish face of Caswallon began to look puzzled.
  He was plainly meditating a blunt question, and yet too polite to ask it.

"Some men seek revenge, some fame, some riches, some authority," he said
  at last, twisting at his long moustache. "All men whom I ever met sought
  something for themselves."

Whereat Tros grinned.

"I seek to keep my father's good opinion and to earn the praise of Those
  who sent me into Gaul," he answered.

"Nothing else?" asked Caswallon, watching his face steadily.

"I need a ship."

"I have ships."

"So has Caesar. Big ones, that can out-fight yours."

Caswallon pushed a dog out of the way and stirred the fire with his
  foot.

"Do you propose to help me against Caesar if I offer you a ship?" he
  asked, looking at Tros sideways, suddenly.

"No," said Tros. "I swear no oaths. I make no bargains. I will help you if
  I can, and freely. It is Caesar who owes me a ship, having burnt mine. If a
  day comes when I think you owe me anything, I will demand it of you."

"You will demand a ship of Caesar?"

Tros laughed. "As well demand a fat lamb of a wolf! But you are not
  Caesar. I would ask a debt of you, and you would pay it."

"If I thought I owed it, yes," said Caswallon. It was evident that he
  liked Tros finely. "I will give you a ship now, if you have need of it."

But Tros shook his head.

"What is the matter with my ships?" Caswallon asked him. There was
  challenge in his voice.

"You forget. My father is a hostage. I must set him free before I play my
  own hand."

"Yes. A man should do that. You want me to help you set your father free?"
  asked Caswallon, lowering his eyebrows. "How could I do that? My men would
  laugh at me, if I talked of invading Gaul! The druids would forbid it. Fflur
  would say no to it. Besides, I have never seen your father. Has he a claim on
  me?"

"No claim," Tros answered. "None. But Caesar says he has a claim against
  you."

"He lies!" remarked Caswallon.

He himself did not look like a man who dealt in lies.

"And he will invade your island to levy tribute."

"It is I who levy tribute here!" Caswallon said slowly, scratching a dog's
  back with his foot.

He stared at the fire for about a minute, frowning.

"If you resolve to oppose Caesar, will your men obey you?" wondered
  Tros.

"They have had to hitherto. I am the chief. There have been a few
  disputes, but I am more the chief than ever," he answered.

"Are you over-confident?" asked Tros. "Caesar's method is to send his
  spies who promise big rewards and make atrocious threats, thus undermining a
  chief's authority."

"I have kept close watch on Commius."

"No doubt you have," said Tros. "Nevertheless, this night a woman offered
  me your kingdom if I would play Caesar's game with her."

At that Caswallon suddenly threw off his thoughtful mood and laughed
  boisterously, hugely, spanking both knees with his hands so thunderously that
  the dogs yelped and Fflur came in with her wrists all white with meal to
  learn what the joke might be.

"Fflur—hah-hah-ho-ho-hoh!—yah-ha-ha-hah! Fflur, have you heard
  the latest? Britomaris' wife offers our kingdom to this man! What do you
  think of that?"

"I mentioned no name," said Tros.

"No! Hah-ha-ha-ho-hoh! That is a good one. Haw-haw-hah-hah-hoh! She hasn't
  a name worth mentioning! Hah-hah-hah! What say you, Fflur? Shall I put her in
  a sack and send her for a gift to Caesar?"

"You know she is dangerous," his wife answered.

"She!" laughed Caswallon. "If she had a man like Tros here, she might be
  dangerous, but not with Britomaris! And if she were truly dangerous, she
  would have poisoned both of us—oh, years ago! I will let her try her
  blandishments on Caesar."

"You are always over-confident," said Fflur, and left the room again,
  adding over her shoulder, "it is only thanks to me you are not poisoned."

Caswallon chuckled amiably to himself and shouted for some more mead. A
  woman brought two tankards full, and, as if it were a joke, he made her taste
  from both of them.

"She lives!" he laughed. "Tros, at the first sign of a bellyache call
  Fflur, who will give you stuff to make you vomit."

Tros laughed and drank quickly, for he was anxious to have more serious
  speech before Commius should arrive.

"Caesar prepares a fleet and plans to sail for the coast of Britain before
  the equinox," he said abruptly.

Caswallon stiffened himself.

"How many men can he muster?"

"Many. But he has not ships enough for all, and he must also hold down the
  Gauls, who hate him. I think he will come with two legions, and perhaps five
  hundred cavalry."

"I laugh!" said Caswallon. "I will gather dogs enough to worry his two
  legions! Nay, the sheep shall chase him out of Britain!"

"Your lips laugh," said Tros, "but your eyes are thoughtful. My face is
  sober, but I laugh within. A deep plan pleases me. You have ships, but how
  big are they? And have you sailors for them?"

"I have three longships," said Caswallon, "that are rowed by twenty men,
  and each can carry fifty. Now and then they go a-fishing, so the crews are
  always ready. But do you think I will fight Caesar on the sea? Not I! I went
  to sea once, as far as Gaul, and I vomited worse than Fflur makes me when she
  thinks I have been poisoned! I will fight Caesar on dry land!"

"Where Caesar will defeat you unless heaven intervenes!" said Tros grimly.
  "However, you could not fight Caesar with three ships. Where are the
  ships?"

"In the river,* by the marsh edge, well hidden from the North Sea
  rovers."

[* The Thames—which was always the river.
  Author's footnote. ]

"Could you send those ships, unknown to any one but you, around the coast,
  to a point that you and I will choose as the most dangerous landing place for
  Caesar, and hide them near by at my disposal?"

Caswallon nodded, but the nod was noncommittal, not a promise.

"It is a long way by sea," he said slowly, as if he doubted that such a
  plan was feasible.

"Because, if you will do that," said Tros, "and if the crews of your three
  ships obey me, I believe I can wreck the whole of Caesar's fleet and leave
  him at your mercy on the beach with his two legions. I can do it! I can do
  it! If I can only find a man who knows the tides."

"Ah!"

Caswallon sat bolt upright. Then he summoned his wife with a shout that
  made the dogs wake up and bark. She came and sat down on the seat beside him,
  her jewels gleaming in the firelight, but not more brilliantly than her
  eyes.

"I like this man. I like his speech," said Caswallon.

"He is good," said Fflur, looking straight at Tros. "But he will not obey
  you. He has the eyes of a druid and a brow that is harder than bronze. He
  will never be a king, because none can serve themselves and make him take the
  blame. Nor will he ever be a slave, for none can tame him."

"He is like the wind that blows; if he blows your way, you may use him. He
  will tell no lies. He never thinks of treachery. But if he blows away from
  you, you can neither hold him nor call him back."

"So, Tros, now you know yourself," said Caswallon. "Fflur is always
  right."

Tros smiled, his lion's eyes half closing.

"I would like to know what she says of Commius," he answered.

"She says that he will surely betray me."

"If you let him," Fflur added.

"Mother of my sons, I will not let him!"

Tros smiled within himself and Fflur saw the change in his expression. She
  was very lovely when her gray eyes shone with hidden laughter. Suddenly, as
  if ashamed of a moment's mood, she put an arm around her husband's shoulder
  and nestled close to him.

"What is it I should hear?" she asked.

Tros repeated what he had said to Caswallon about the ships, and Fflur
  listened with her eyes closed. Her husband signaled to Tros to wait in
  silence for her answer. She sat quite still, with her head against the
  woodwork, hardly breathing.

"I see blood," she said at last, shuddering. She was not seeing with her
  eyes, for they were shut. "I see men slain—and doubts—and a
  disaster. But there is brightness at the farther side of it, and a year, or
  longer, but I think a year—and then more blood; and I do not quite see
  the end of that.

"There is another way than this one you propose, but it would lead to
  failure because of rivalry. This way is the best, because it gives the
  victor's crown to no man, yet it will succeed. But you—" She opened her
  eyes slowly and looked straight at Tros.

"You will suffer. You will not return to Samothrace, although you will
  attempt it. In a way you will be a king, yet not a king, and not on land.
  More than one woman shall bless the day that you were born, and more than one
  woman shall hate you; and those that love you will come very near to causing
  your destruction, whereas those who hate will serve your ends, though you
  will suffer much at their hands."

Conops stirred by the hearthside, prodding the fire with a charred stick,
  seeming to thrust at pictures that he saw within the embers. That was the
  only sound, until Caswallon spoke:

"I envy no man who shall have a kingdom, that is not a kingdom, on the
  sea. Fflur is always right. If you should suffer too much, Tros, Fflur shall
  find you a way of relief. I am your friend, and you are welcome."

"After a while he will go away, and he will not come back," said
  Fflur.
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The Law is simple. There is nothing difficult about it. Why
  ask me to peer into your souls and say ye are good or evil? Judge ye for
  yourselves. Ye know your own hearts. Whoever could betray his host or his
  guest; whoever could misuse hospitality by treacherous betrayal of the
  secrets learned beneath a hospitable roof, that one is lower than any animal,
  he is capable of all treasons; he is vile, and virtue is not in him. He to
  whom hospitality is genuinely sacred, whom torture could not compel to yield
  the secrets learned by hearth and broken bread and mead, that one has
  manhood. He is capable of all the other virtues. He will be a god when his
  lives on the earth are finished.

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

THERE was a great shout at the gate and a thudding of hoofs
  on soft earth. The dogs awoke and barked with glaring eyes and their hair on
  end, as the other chariot brought Commius the Gaul. Some one struck the door
  three times with a sword-hilt and opened it. In strode Commius with his cloak
  across the lower portion of his face, and paused a moment, blinking at the
  firelight. He seemed annoyed at the sight of Tros, but let his cloak fall and
  contrived to smile.

He was followed into the room by all the armed men who had been standing
  at the gate; they stacked their weapons in a corner after lifting their right
  hands one by one in salute to Caswallon.

"So this is your palace?" said Commius, glancing about him and assuming
  admiration.

Caswallon laughed.

"This is where we will eat and rest," he answered. "This belongs to
  Britomaris and Gwenhwyfar. Since they can not speak to me civilly, but pay me
  tribute nonetheless, they play the host from far off. They always go when I
  announce my coming. After I have gone, they say I stole the furniture! Yet
  they accept the gifts I leave. Be seated."

"Where is your palace?" Commius asked, taking the seat beside Tros after
  bowing with grave dignity.

"I have none," said Caswallon. "I have a home that Fflur keeps, where I
  give judgment."

"Where?" asked Commius, but Caswallon did not answer. For excuse he found
  fault with the men, who were carrying in a long table and arranging it on
  trestles opposite the hearth. They worked clumsily, being evidently men of
  rank, not far below the chief himself in station, laughing when the women
  made fun of them.

When the table was set, and a heavy cloth laid on it, they dragged up a
  bench before the hearth and as many as could sat down on it, while the others
  sprawled on the floor between their legs.

Two of them were short and swarthy, but the others were tall, with long
  hair carefully combed and oiled; one man's hair was golden, and another's
  like spun flax. Not one but wore beautifully made brooches, and their arms
  were all covered with devices painted on with blue woad; they wore woolen
  breeches, and their legs were enclosed in leather stockings, cross-gartered
  to the thigh. Clean men, all of them, and courteously dignified, but thirsty
  and not at all retiring.

"Mead!" they shouted. "Where is the mead?"

And the women brought it in great brimming tankards.

They pledged the health of Fflur and of Caswallon; then, sending the
  tankards back to be refilled, they drank to Tros and to Commius, courteously
  wishing them a dozen sons apiece:

"Which will keep the good-wife busy," as one of them remarked. "Aye," said
  another, "a childless woman is a restless curse, so drink we to the midwife!
  If there were a son or two to this house, Britomaris would have more reason
  to call his wife his own! Hah-hah-hah-hah! Guest Tros, they saw thee track
  Gwenhwyfar to the herdsman's house—so says the charioteer who just
  brought Commius. Does he lie? Nay, out with it! All know her."

"They know more than I, then," Tros answered, and Fflur glanced approval.
  "My man Conops here attended that tryst. Let him answer for me."

"He has but one eye! Hah-hah-hah! A dozen pairs of eyes can watch
  Gwenhwyfar, and she will give them all the slip! Ho! Caswallon, what say you
  to it?"

"That you lack manners!" Caswallon answered. "I can throw the man who
  insults my guest as far as from here to the paling. This is Tros, who broke
  the ribs of Erbin. If I give him leave, he can break thine."

"Oh, well, I will save my ribs for another purpose. Let him have
  Gwenhwyfar! Whoever takes her from Britomaris does us all a service, for he
  will kill her very soon when he has found her out! And besides, without her
  Britomaris might become a man! Ho! I drink to the Lord Tros of the yellow
  eyes, who stole his shoulders from an oak tree, and who keeps a one-eyed
  servant lest the fellow see all that is happening in herdsmen's houses!"

"Ho-hah-hah-hah!" they chorused, and drank deep.

The women had to leave off loading food on to the table, to fill up their
  tankards, and they made so much noise that the children woke up and had to be
  bundled back to bed again behind a painted ox-hide curtain that cut off the
  far end of the room.

Then the meal was declared ready and they all fell to, Fflur sitting on
  the chief's right hand and Tros on his left hand, next to Commius, the other
  women serving and the dogs alert for bones or anything that anybody threw;
  for they cut the meat with their daggers, and tossed to the floor whatever
  they did not care to chew. There was a thunderstorm of growling underfoot and
  dog-fights most of the time, but no one took much notice, except to kick
  occasionally when the fighting was uncomfortably close.

There was bread, beef, mutton, pork, butter and cheese, onions, and a sort
  of cabbage boiled in milk, but no other vegetables. Conops received his food
  on a bench beside the hearth, and the women helped him to enough for three
  men. The Britons ate too steadfastly to do much talking, but Tros, possessing
  the Mediterranean temperament, had time for speech between the mouthfuls, and
  Commius had no appetite; so they exchanged words.

"Did Gwenhwyfar speak of me?" asked Commius.

"Aye, and of Caesar."

A long pause, during which Tros listened to such sporadic conversation as
  passed between the Britons—mainly about horses and the scarcity of
  deer. One man, with his mouth full, urged Caswallon to summon all the able-
  bodied men to a wolf hunt.

"I will lead you to a wolf hunt soon enough," said Caswallon. "I will give
  you your bellyfull of wolves."

Then:

"When do you return to Caesar?" Commius asked.

"Soon," said Tros.

"You return with Caius Volusenus?"

"If he waits for me."

Caswallon did not appear to catch that conversation, but Fflur was
  watching Commius intently, and it may have been that second-sight involved
  the corollary of second-hearing. She glanced at her husband, making no
  remark, but he read some sort of warning in her eyes and nodded, looking then
  steadily during three slow breaths at Commius, slightly lowering his eyelids.
  Fflur appeared satisfied.

A moment later Caswallon left the table, muttering something about seeing
  whether the serfs were being fed. He strode outside and slammed the door
  behind him.

"He is forever thinking of the serfs," said Fflur. "That is why he is a
  great chief and none can overthrow him. Some of you think more of horses than
  of men and more of hunting than of other people's rights. And some of you are
  very clever"—she looked at Commius again—"but your chief is wiser
  than you all."

To please her, they began telling stories of Caswallon, pledging him in
  tankards full of mead as they recalled incident after incident, adding those
  imaginative touches that time lends to the deeds of heroes, until, if one had
  believed them, or even they had believed themselves, Caswallon would have
  seemed not much less than divine. He was a long time absent, and the glamour
  of him grew each minute.

Commius took advantage of the roars of laughter—as one man told how
  the chief had trapped a Norseman's ship that came a-raiding up the Thames,
  and how he had killed the pirate and enslaved the crew—to resume a
  conversation in low tones with Tros.

"I pledge you to keep this secret," he began.

But Tros was a man who made no rash pledges, so he held his peace.

"Do you hear me?" asked Commius. "Caesar has a high opinion of me, and I
  of you. I trust you. I am minded to warn Caesar that he will prod a wasps'
  nest if he sails for Britain. I have seen and heard enough. I will advise
  against invasion."

Tros's amber eyes observed the Gaul's face thoughtfully. He nodded, saying
  nothing, and helped himself to gravy, mopping it up with bread from the dish
  in front of him.

Commius waited for another roar of laughter, and resumed:

"I must go in haste to Caesar. One of us should stay here. If I could say
  to Caesar I have left you here to watch events and to spy out the strength
  and weakness, he would excuse the haste of my return. If you permit me to
  return with Caius Volusenus in your place, I will use my influence to set
  your father free."

Tros kept silence, munching steadily. After a minute Commius nudged him,
  and their eyes met.

"You agree?" he asked. "I pledge myself to set your father free, and to
  warn Caesar not to invade Britain."

"If you heard a man warn the winter not to come; and if you heard him
  promise to pull Caesar's teeth, how much of it would you believe?" asked
  Tros.

"Then you prefer not to trust me?"

"Oh, I trust you. A man is what he is. I trust you to work for Commius.
  But if I should trust you with my father's life, I should be a worse fool
  than even you suppose."

Commius' face darkened.

"I have influence with Caesar," he said grimly.

"And I none," Tros answered. "Yet I will play a bolder hand than yours
  against him. Each to his own way, Commius!"

"Remember, I pledged you to secrecy!" the Gaul retorted.

"Hah! When you have my pledge, you may depend on me," said Tros. "My
  tongue is mine!"

Commius' eyes glittered coldly.

"I have seen men with their tongues torn out for saying less than you have
  said," he answered.

Caswallon entered, standing for a moment with the moonlight at his back,
  until they yelled to him to shut the door and keep the bats out. He strode to
  the fire and threw a faggot on. His eyes looked full of laughter.

"Commius," he said, "I go north in the morning. Will you come with
  me?"

"I have a boil," said Commius. "It irks me to ride in chariots; and I
  would as soon die now as try to sit a horse before the boil is healed."

Caswallon had to turn his back to hide some sort of emotion. "You must be
  my guest then in my absence," he said over his shoulder.

"You are a prince of hosts," Commius answered, bowing and smiling
  leanly.

"Then when I return after two or three days, I will find you here?"

"By all means," said Commius.

There was a gleam of something like excitement in his eyes.

"You know this is Britomaris' house," Caswallon went on. "I have sent word
  to him that I shall leave at dawn. He and his wife Gwenhwyfar will be here
  soon after daybreak."

Commius was breathing very slowly. Almost the only sound came from a dog
  that cracked a bone under the table.

"Is my meaning clear to you?" Caswallon asked. "Britomaris pays tribute,
  but he is not my friend. You say you are my friend."

"Never doubt it. I am proud to be," said Commius.

"And you are my guest—here—wherever I may be. Britomaris will
  try to plot with you against me. Will you be for me, or for Britomaris
  —and Gwenhwyfar?"

"Over and above all laws is that of hospitality," said Commius without a
  moment's hesitation. "Even if my sympathy were not yours, as I think you know
  it is, I must nevertheless uphold you while I am your guest."

"Good," said Caswallon, turning with his back to the hearth and his hands
  behind him, legs well apart to avoid a dog that had taken sanctuary between
  his feet to gnaw a bone in safety. "I call you all to witness how I trust our
  friend, Lord Commius. I bid you all to trust him in like manner—
  exactly in like manner."

Commius stood up and bowed, and the men who sat at table murmured his name
  politely, raising their tankards to drink to him. But their eyes were on
  their chief, although no sign that a stranger could have noticed passed
  between them. Two or three times Commius looked as if about to speak, but he
  thought better of it, and it was Tros who spoke next:

"I am weary. Do the Britons never sleep?"

"I had forgotten that," said Caswallon. "Aye, we had better sleep. Do we?
  We are the soundest sleepers this side of the grave! But Lud* pity those who
  sleep a minute later than I do in the morning, for I will prod them out o'
  blanket with a spear point! So away with all the kitchen-stuff, and one last
  drink!"

[* Lud, Llud—Celtic river god; in this
  context, apparently the patron deity of the river Thames. Annotator. For more
  information, see the Wikipedia article Nuada. Lud was also the name of a
  legendary British king who gave his name to the town which eventually became
  the city of London. See the Wikipedia article on King Lud. ]

The women cleared away the dishes and the cloth, but left the table, for
  two men needed that to sleep on. The others laid their blankets on the floor,
  quarreling a little as to who had precedence.

Tros received two huge blankets and a pillow from Fflur, who led him and
  Conops to an inner room where she kissed him good night.

"Is your man with that one eye watchful?" she asked.

"Better than a dog!" said Tros.

"Bid him guard you against Commius. The Gaul will lie on the fireside seat
  in the outer room, but the others will sleep like dead men. I know murder
  when I see it in a man's eyes. Be sure he means to kill you one way or
  another. He believes you know too much about him."

"I fear no knife of his," said Tros.

"Yet you fear," she answered. "What is it?"

"I fear lest he will run to Caius Volusenus, and cross to Gaul, telling
  Caesar I have joined with your husband. I fear for my father's life. Commius
  would sell me and my father, and another dozen like us, for a pat on the back
  from Caesar."

"You need not fear," she answered. "Caswallon is awake. Commius will not
  return to Gaul—not yet. But be on guard against his knife, if he ever
  suspects that we suspect him."

She spread Tros's bed for him with her own hands, and called to one of the
  women to bring a pile of fleeces for Conops, bidding him spread them before
  the door as soon as it was shut.

"So you may both sleep," she said, smiling, "and if one tries to open in
  the night he must awaken Conops. Can you shout loud?" she asked.

"Aye, like a sailor!" Conops assured her with a nod.

"Shout then, and at the first alarm; and if the intruder takes flight, go
  to sleep again. Let there be no slaying in my house."
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It is wiser to take a liar at his word and oblige him to eat
  his lies, than to denounce him and too soon expose his enmity. It is wiser to
  seem to believe than to boast of your unbelief. Lies, like the moles, can
  burrow faster than ye dig. It is wiser to let them creep into the open.

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

ALMOST the next that Tros knew, day was breaking through the
  shutter chinks and there was a great row in the outer room—shouts,
  oaths and laughter. Caswallon was keeping his promise to rouse late sleepers
  with a spear point. Dog barks and the high-pitched laugh of children added to
  the din. The table upset with a crash. A dog yelped. Then there came a
  succession of grunts and thuds as one man after another was thrown, laughing
  and protesting, through the front door.

"Are we all awake?" cried Caswallon. "Come and wrestle with me, Tros! Let
  us see if your back is stronger than I can break!" So Tros rubbed the sleep
  out of his eyes, and went and wrestled with him on the dew-soaked grass
  before the door, two dozen men admiring; for the horse-grooms and the
  herdsmen came and looked on, laughing like lunatics and offering to bet their
  freedom on the British chief.

But neither had the best of it, and they were locked in a grunting knot of
  arms and legs when Fflur came and summoned them to breakfast. Caswallon's
  oldest son, aged sixteen, promised on his honor to break Tros's neck the
  moment he was old enough.

"Gods! But he will have to fight a man!" laughed Caswallon, rubbing his
  woad-stained skin. "Yours is a neck worth breaking, Tros!"

They washed in tubs of water that the women set outside the door, combed
  their hair carefully, and went in to the business of eating, which was
  serious, devotional and too faithfully performed to allow much conversation.
  Commius, making notes on tablets, which he thrust cautiously into his bosom,
  was the last to the table and the first to use his mouth for anything but
  eating:

"You Britons," he said, "are you irreligious nowadays? In Gaul, our people
  all worship at sunrise. That is the first act of the day."

"Before strangers?" asked Caswallon. "No wonder the Romans have subdued
  you."

"What can the observance of religion have to do with that?" asked
  Commius.

"All," said Caswallon, "everything. If an enemy learns your thoughts, he
  is a fool if he can't throw you down and pin you under him. Religion not kept
  secret is weakness. Tell me my thoughts, Commius!"

Tros chuckled. Commius assumed the vaguely pained look of a financier who
  discovers that some one knows as much as he does. Caswallon studying him
  shrewdly between mouthfuls, which he washed down with beakers of warm milk,
  proceeded to amuse himself.

"You tell me you have a boil. Then I know where to kick you, don't I?"

"Would you kick your guest?" asked Commius.

"No," said Caswallon, "and I would kill the man who did. But let us
  suppose you were my secret enemy; for I have met such men, who spoke me fair
  and did me evil when my back was turned.

"Let us suppose you were my secret enemy. I know you have a boil. What
  would be easier than to lance that boil for you, and to put a little gangrene
  on the knife? You see, two can play at being secret enemies!

"It is just so with religion, which is why the druids keep it secret, and
  why we practice it in secret, and why Caesar hates the druids, and why I like
  them. Caesar never conquered Gaul until he slew the druids first. He will
  never conquer me, because he does not know my thoughts. Tell me my true
  thoughts, Commius!"

But before Commius could answer, Fflur put a word in:

"Ah! But what if the boil were feigned?"

She did not look at Commius; she was putting salt on an enormous skillet-
  full of fried eggs that one of the women had brought for her inspection.

"If the boil were feigned," said Caswallon. "Bah! What fool would pretend
  to have a boil? The truth would be too easy to discover. A dangerous man
  would pretend to have a tooth-ache, or the bellyache. We risk offending the
  honorable Commius if we carry such a theme too far. And by the way, Commius,
  shall I send for a druid to come and make you easier? They are very clever
  with their little knives."

"No," Commius answered. "It will burst soon of its own accord." Followed
  boasting with excruciating details, by a man who claimed that he had ridden
  from Cair Lunden* all the way to Pevensey, with boils so bad that, although
  he was weak with pain, a horse could not throw him because he had stuck to
  the saddle. And that naturally led to rival reminiscences, including one by
  Tros, concerning a man who grew such calluses from friction on a rower's
  bench that when he was ashore, running away from King Ptolemy's press-gang,
  six arrows stuck into him like feathers in a bird's tail without his even
  knowing it.

[* Cair Lunden—Town of Lud, London. For more
  information, see the Wikipedia article on King Lud. ]

So breakfast broke up in a storm of anecdotes, not all of them polite, and
  Commius was able to avoid attention to himself by simply keeping silence.

Then there was a clatter of hoofs and wheels outside, and a dozen serfs
  entered to carry out the bedding and other luggage, while Caswallon and his
  friends went outside to inspect the horses.

There were ten magnificent gray and white teams yoked to chariots, whose
  sides were built of wickerwork and wheels of bronze; and there were twelve
  more horses for the escort, mostly stallions, squealing and rearing with
  excitement.

Caswallon mounted a gray stallion and put him through his paces while the
  luggage chariots were being loaded, exhibiting such horsemanship as made the
  sea-wise Tros gasp, until the owner of the horse complained that there would
  be no strength left in the animal and Caswallon, jumping the horse over a
  chariot, vaulted to the ground beside him.

There was very little leave-taking from Commius, who stood in the door and
  bowed his pleasantest, pretending he was sorry not to make the journey with
  them. The only man he had much conversation with was Conops, to whom he gave
  a gold coin surreptitiously; but Conops, thanking him effusively, displayed
  it in his right palm so that Tros and the rest might see and draw their own
  conclusions.

Fflur did not kiss Commius, although from the hostess a kiss was
  customary. Caswallon shook him by the hand, signing to his wife and children
  and the other women to make haste into the chariots. His last remark sounded
  almost like a warning:

"Remember, Commius; you are my guest. Britomaris and Gwenhwyfar pay me
  tribute. They are not my friends."

Then they were off, with Tros up beside Caswallon and Conops on the floor,
  bracing his feet against the chariot's wicker sides that squeaked as
  Caswallon wheeled the team and sent it headlong at the open gate, with dogs
  barking, serfs shouting, the rattle and thump of the other chariots wheeling
  into column one by one, and then the thunder of the hoofs of the escort
  kicking up the dust a hundred yards behind.

For a long while Caswallon drove as if driving were life's one employment
  and speed the apex of desire, stooping to watch how the horses placed their
  feet. He never once glanced back at Fflur, who drove her own chariot with
  equal skill, her long hair flowing like a banner in the morning breeze and
  the heads of three children bobbing up and down beside her. At last he eased
  the pace a little and glanced at Tros sidewise, smiling:

"There will be fun with Commius," he remarked. "I like to see a fox caught
  in a trap. He will plot with Britomaris, who does exactly what Gwenhwyfar
  tells him, as long as she is there to make him do it. That will be treachery,
  he being my guest. Some men of mine, and a druid, will pick a quarrel with
  him. He having been my guest, they will spare his life. Alive, I can use him.
  He is no good dead. And they will spare Britomaris and Gwenhwyfar because I
  have so ordered it, for I can use them also.

"But they will fasten the fetters on Commius, and the druid will look for
  the boil, since it is his duty to attend to that. Finding none—the fool
  should have bethought him of a bellyache—the druid will denounce him as
  a liar. We have failings, but there is this about us Britons: When we have
  proved a man a liar, we disbelieve whatever else he says. Thus the harm that
  Commius has done by too much talking when he thought my back was turned will
  be undone."

"I see you work craftily," Tros observed.

"A man must, if he proposes to remain a king," said Caswallon. "Kingship
  is the first of all the crafts. This Caesar who has conquered Gaul is bold
  and treacherous and fortunate and rather clever; but is he crafty?"

"Very," Tros answered. "If kinging is a craft, he is the master craftsman
  of them all."

"Has he a Fflur?"

"No. Women are his tools, or an amusement"

"Then I will beat him!" said Caswallon.

And at last he looked back at his wife, who laughed and waved a hand to
  him.

"You owe your life to Fflur," he remarked. "You sleep deep, friend Tros,
  and with the shutter off the thong—a compliment to me, no doubt, but
  dangerous! Commius stirred three times. Twice he was at your window. He
  carries poison with him, which he bought from a woman near the seashore where
  he landed when he first came. One drop on a man's lips in the
  night—"

"Who watched him?"

"Fflur heard him and she roused me. So it happened there were two kings at
  your window in the night—and twice!—each lying to the other as to
  how he came to be there! We agreed that from that spot there was the best
  view of the moon's eclipse, and that the cry of a strange night-bird had
  awakened both of us."

"There is no reason why Commius should fear me," said Tros. "I am not
  his enemy."

"There is no reason why Gwenhwyfar should fear me, and I am not her
  enemy," Caswallon answered. "But, man or woman, it is all one when they plan
  treachery. They are like a wolf then. None can say why they pursue this
  victim and not that one.

"But perhaps it would have suited Commius to have it said I poisoned you.
  You were sent by Caesar, Tros. Thus Caesar would have a plausible excuse for
  quarrel with me. But let us hear what the one-eyed fellow says."

Conops exhibited the gold coin, tossed it in air and missed it as the
  chariot bumped a hillock. They had to stop to let him recover it, and the
  escort galloped up full pelt to find out what was wrong.

"He said," Conops remarked when they were under way again, and he spat on
  the coin and polished it, "he said, if I should remember to tell him at the
  earliest moment all that is said and all that is done while my master is out
  of his sight, he for his part will remember to advance my cause with Caesar,
  who has many lucrative employments in his gift."

Tros laughed. Caswallon glanced down at Conops half-a-dozen times.

"I will buy that man from you," he said at last. "How much in gold will
  you take for him? Or shall I swap you three for one?"

"He is a free man," Tros answered.

"Oh. Then I would kill him if he offered to change masters."

Caswallon lapsed into one of his silent moods, merely waving with his arm
  occasionally as they skirted mud-and-wattle hamlets, beautifully built,
  invariably fenced about with heavy tree-trunks, clean and prosperous, but
  containing no stone buildings and no roofs other than thatch.

There were sheep and cattle everywhere, and great numbers of horses, all
  carefully watched and guarded against wolves by herdsmen armed with spears;
  but there was surprisingly little grain, or stubble to show where grain had
  been, and such as there was, was fenced as heavily as the villages.

The main road seemed to avoid the hamlets purposely, but here and there
  the villagers seemed to have repaired it, and wherever there was much mud it
  was rendered passable by tree-trunks felled across it. There were no bridges
  whatever, but the fords were good and were evidently kept in order.

They changed horses at a village that Caswallon called a town, where a
  hundred armed men, very variously dressed, lined up to salute the chief in
  front of a big thatched house with painted mud walls. They saluted him more
  or less as an equal, calling him and Fflur by their names and gathering
  around the chariots when the formal shouting with their spears in air was
  finished.

The man who owned the house was a long, lean, fox-haired veteran with a
  naked breast covered with woad designs, whose wife was young enough to be his
  daughter. But she knew how to play the hostess and to command the village
  women, who brought out bread and meat and mead for every one, turning the
  half-hour wait into a picnic.

They all seemed much more impressed with Tros than with Caswallon and
  wanted to know whether he was one of Caesar's generals or an ambassador.

But Caswallon warned Tros to keep silence, so he pretended not to
  understand their speech; instead of talking, he and Conops kissed the girls
  who carried mead to them, and that started a kissing riot that kept everybody
  busy, while Caswallon talked in undertones with the red-haired man and the
  group that stood about him leaning on their spears.

Then Caswallon mounted the rehorsed chariot and addressed the crowd,
  standing very splendidly and making his voice ring until even the giggling
  girls grew silent and the children gaped at him.

"Caesar will not come yet; but he will surely come!" he told them. "Get ye
  to work and harvest all the corn. Make double store of dried meat. Increase
  the sheaves of arrows. Mend the chariots, and let no blacksmith put on fat in
  idleness!

"When the invader comes there shall be a sudden call to arms, but until
  then, he who wastes time leaning on his spear is a traitor to his wife and
  children! When Caesar comes, he will lay waste the land, as he has laid all
  Gaul waste; he feeds his horses in the standing corn and burns what he does
  not need. So get ye the harvest in! It will be time enough to lean on spears
  when I send warning."

The man with red hair showed his teeth and leered with puckered eyes, but
  Caswallon beckoned him and clapped him on the back, pulling him up into the
  chariot beside him, bidding him make friends with Tros "who knows Caesar
  well."

"Tros, this is Figol, whose grandfather came like you from over the sea,
  although from another quarter. He is a better man than Britomaris, for he
  looks like a lean fox but he acts like a fat Briton, whereas Britomaris looks
  like a Briton but acts like a fox. Figol pays me tribute of all between this
  forest and where Britomaris' land begins; and the old fox doesn't cheat me
  more than I permit for the sake of his young wife!"

With that he lifted Figol with one arm and hoisted him over the chariot-
  side into the crowd, waving him a merry good-by, and was off almost before
  Conops could scramble into the chariot. They plunged into a forest at the
  outskirts of the village and drove amid gloomy oaks for leagues on end, with
  clearings here and there, and well used tracks at intervals on either hand
  that evidently led to villages.

Caswallon had lapsed into silence again, for a long time studying the new
  team and then whistling to himself. He seemed to think he was alone, until
  suddenly he turned to Tros and grinned at him.

"Figol is a fox, but I out-fox him!" he remarked. "If I had let him keep a
  hundred men at hand, he would have dared me to come and fetch the tribute
  that is nine months in arrear! He would have talked to them against me,
  instead of making ready against Caesar. But now they will get the harvest in,
  and when they have it I will have my share! We will deal with Caesar when the
  time comes."

"When Caesar does come, you will find he has made all ready in advance,"
  said Tros.

"This is a good kingdom," said Caswallon. "Let Caesar come, and he shall
  have a bellyful of fighting for it! But if I should raise an army too soon,
  they would grow tired of waiting; and first they would race the horses on the
  downs, and then they would drink all the mead, carousing through the
  night.

"And after that, because there was no more mead, they would say I was
  mistaken about Caesar. Whereafter they would laugh a great deal, and they
  would all go home. I know my Britons. And when Caesar came there would be no
  army.

"Some day you shall see my town, Cair Lunden, and when you have stayed
  there awhile you will understand how crafty a king must be, if he is to earn
  —and also get—the tribute money."

"Crafty!" said Tros. "Are you crafty enough to trust me to tell Caesar
  that if he comes soon, with a small force, he will find you unprepared?"

"Fflur trusts you. She knows," Caswallon answered. "I never knew her to be
  wrong in the matter of trusting a man."





CHAPTER 7.

  Gobhan and the Tides
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Knowledge? Any fool can have it. But wisdom, with which to
  interpret knowledge and to use it, that is something that each one must learn
  for himself in the school of existence. It is a mark of the wise man that he
  can listen to fools and learn from them, although their speech is folly.

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

THE SUN had crossed the meridian about two hours before, and
  they were still cantering through lush, green forest when Tros smell
  tidewater and nudged Conops, who smelled it too and grinned. Four of the
  escort had been cantering behind them for an hour, screening the view down
  the track to the rear, and it was not until the horsemen maneuvered into
  single file to avoid a mud hole that Tros knew the other chariots were
  missing. When he asked where they had disappeared to, Caswallon merely
  motioned toward the northwest and said:

"Home. Cair Lunden."

"And we?"

"I will show you the longships."

But first they met Gobhan, in a house of logs and mud that overlooked long
  marshes where the snipe swarmed between the forest and the river Thames. In
  places the forest crept down almost to the water's edge; and there were
  creeks innumerable, crowded with wildfowl that filled the air with mournful
  longshore music. There was another huge forest on the far side, more than two
  miles away. The river rolled between the mud-flats, lonely and immense, with
  only one small boat in sight, working its way with oars and sail across the
  tide.

"Our weakness!" said Caswallon, pulling up the team where the trees ended
  and they could see the vast expanse of river. "If Caesar only knew this river
  he could sail up with his hundred ships and have us at his mercy! The
  Northmen come now and then, which is why we hide our ships."

There they left the chariot, with the horses nibbling at the trees, and
  walked, all seven in single file with Caswallon leading, toward the
  mud-and-log house in the foreground, that stood with its front door almost in
  the marsh. There was smoke rising from a hole in the wooden roof, but no sign
  of an inhabitant until they reached the front by a narrow foot-path, and
  Caswallon shouted:

"Gobhan! Come out there, Gobhan!"

Almost instantly through the door showed a face that made Tros want to
  laugh, but that rather frightened the four members of the escort. It was
  comical, and yet immensely dignified, without a single feature that explained
  the dignity, old beyond calculation, toothless, nearly bald—there was a
  forehead that mounted so high it resembled a waxen skullcap with a
  gray-haired tassel on the top—and bearded, but with the beard enclosed
  in a leather bag and tied back behind the ears. The nose nearly met the chin.
  There were no eyebrows; a pair of lashless eyes as bright as a weasel's
  peeped alert and inquisitive from sunken sockets.

"What do you want?" the face asked, mumbling the words because of
  toothlessness.

Then a body followed the face; lean, scrawny, twisted, suffering
  apparently from ague caught from the marsh. He was dressed in a long brown
  smock with a leather apron over it and nothing to proclaim his rank in life
  except a plaited woolen girdle such as druids wore. He showed no respect for
  Caswallon, but stood and looked at him, his hands shaking, his hollow cheeks
  moving as he worked his gums.

"Such a host you are, Gobhan! Such welcome you offer us! Such courtesy!"
  said Caswallon, striking an attitude.

The ancient addressed as Gobhan grinned at last—if it was a grin
  that quaked among the wrinkles. He muttered something, shrugged his bony
  shoulders, turned, and led the way into the house. Caswallon strode in after
  him and Tros followed; Conops would have followed Tros through a furnace
  door, whatever his private feelings; but the escort withdrew toward the
  chariot, expressing strange emotions.

"Wizard!" was a word that one man used; and another one said something
  about "dirty magic and abominations."

The interior of the house—it had only one room—was almost as
  remarkable as its owner. There were two truckle-beds at one end, with a table
  between them and two stools, but the whole of the rest of the interior was
  given up to furnaces and clay retorts, instruments for measuring, benches
  piled with jars, mortars, ladles and a work-bench down the middle of the room
  on which were appliances whose object Tros could not guess. The room was not
  exactly in confusion, but there was hardly standing room for the three who
  did not belong there.

Over in a corner a blind man clothed in skins plied an enormous bellows
  steadily, as if he did it in his sleep. There was the roar of a charcoal
  furnace and the stench of heated metal, but no sign of anything being made,
  although there were an anvil and great tongs and hammers near the door.

The owner of the place made no remark but simply waited in front of
  Caswallon, holding his apron to keep his hands from shaking and constantly
  moving his toothless gums. He seemed neither afraid, nor yet pleased to see
  his visitors.

"So now you see Gobhan," said Caswallon. "Look at him! My people wanted to
  roast him alive in his own furnace for wizardry; but I said no to it, for one
  reason and another. It cost me quite a quarrel with the younger druids, who
  proclaimed him an outlaw from their Mysteries, which I daresay is more or
  less true. And there is trouble now and then because the Northmen come to
  him, and he will not see the difference between a Briton and a foreigner, but
  teaches anything he knows to any one who asks him.

"If the druids know more than he does, I will say this: They conceal it! I
  never could have saved him, if I hadn't thought of using him to trap a
  longship full of Northmen, who sailed up the Thames to plunder Lunden.

"I sent a man to fall into their hands and tell them about Gobhan; so they
  turned aside to steal him, meaning to take him to their own country to teach
  the trick of metal to their shipwrights. And I caught them there, yonder
  where the creek flows through the rushes.

"We drew a chain across the creek behind them, and they burned their own
  ship rather than let us capture it, cattle and all; the forehold of the ship
  was full of bulls. It took three to kill the last man; never were such
  fighters! I would have saved him; I would have given him a wife and let him
  live in Lunden; but I could not reach his side before they ran a spear under
  his armpit and drowned him. He was fighting waist-deep when he fell.

"Northmen are thieves, and they come a-roving summer or winter, whenever
  they're least expected; but the fault I find with them is wearing armor,
  which is not the way a man should fight. We Britons fight nearly naked, not
  esteeming cowardice."

"You have brought me a long way to see Gobhan!" Tros interrupted
  drily.

"Aye, I was coming to that. You spoke of Caesar's fleet, you remember. Now
  Gobhan owes his life to me. If you can understand that noise he makes between
  his gums, he shall tell you things that Caesar does not know. Gobhan knows
  the Book of Domnu."*

[* Domnu—the very ancient sea-god of the
  Britons. Author's footnote. For more information, see the chapter on
  "The Gaelic Gods
  and Their Stories" in Charles Squire's Celtic Myth and
  Legend, 1905. ]

"Does he understand the tides?" asked Tros, nudging Conops. In Samothrace,
  where he came from, they knew more of "Domnu" and the inner meanings of the
  word than any druid did.

"Tides, full moons and the weather—he knows it all," said Caswallon.
  "Make shift to understand his yammerings, and I will send him south for you
  in one of the longships. He shall lie in wait at Hythe."

"There are strange tides around this island," said Tros, observing Gobhan
  closely.

"Aye," said Caswallon. "Our tides puzzle the Northmen badly. And the worst
  of it is, that this old wizard teaches them as readily as he teaches us, when
  they can find him! He has no discretion. I have often wondered why I did not
  let my people burn him."

"Let me talk with him," said Tros, beckoning the old man. Together they
  went and sat on logs up-ended near the furnace, where Tros could draw
  patterns with his finger in the charcoal-dust on the floor. Caswallon stood
  and watched them, with his legs astride and hands behind his back.

The only light in that corner came from the door and in a red glow from
  the charcoal furnace that the bellows-man was tending. Tros's eyes glowed
  like a lion's, but most of his bulk was lost in shadow, as his fingers
  roughly traced an outline of the shore of Kent and the coast of Gaul with the
  narrow sea between.

The old man wiped it out and drew a better one, and for a long while Tros
  studied that, until at last he laid a finger on the spot where he supposed
  the quicksands lay.* At that Gobhan nodded, and looked strangely pleased. The
  ague left him. He began to grow excited.

[* The Goodwins. Author's footnote. The Goodwin Sands are
  a 10-mile long sand bank in the English Channel, lying six miles east of Deal
  in Kent, England. More than 2,000 ships are believed to have been wrecked
  upon them ... Excerpted from Wikipedia, q.v. ]

Mumble-mumble—Tros could hardly understand a word of it, until
  Gobhan prodded the blind old bellows-man with a long stick. Then the purring
  roar of the furnace ceased, and the blind man sat beside them to interpret
  the toothless noises into more or less intelligible speech.

The blind man seemed to know as much as Gobhan did about the tides and
  winds and weather; as the two of them became aware of Tros's inborn
  understanding of the sea, they vied in their enthusiasm to explain to him,
  clutching him, striking each other's wrists, interrupting each other,
  croaking and squeaking like a pair of rusty-throated parrots, answering his
  questions both at once and abusing each other when he failed to understand
  exactly—Caswallon smiling all the while as if he watched a
  dog-fight.

Sun and moon—there was interminable talk about them. Gobhan suddenly
  wiped out the channel map and drew a diagram of sun and moon and earth, with
  circles to describe their courses.

But the blind man did not need the diagram to argue from; he used his two
  fists for earth and moon, and Gobhan's head to represent the sun,
  gesticulating with his foot to show the action of the tides as their
  positions changed.

Once in his excitement he would have burned himself by getting too close
  to the furnace, but Gobhan hurled him away, and the argument resumed with
  both men kneeling as if they were throwing dice, and Tros's heavy face, chin
  on hand, two feet from theirs as he leaned forward, studying first one and
  then the other, then the diagrams that Gobhan traced and the blind man kept
  on wiping out because he could not see, and did not need them.

At last Gobhan struck the blind man into silence and sat still with his
  eyes shut, counting days and hours, checking them off on his fingers; and by
  that time it was the blind man who appeared to have the ague, for he was
  sweating and trembling with irrepressible excitement. Gobhan on the other
  hand had grown as calm as if he were saying prayers.

"Mumble-mumble."

"Eight days," interpreted the blind man. Gobhan nodded.

Tros rose, facing Caswallon.

"What present shall I make?" he asked.

"None," said Caswallon. "If you give them money they will have no further
  use for you. And as for their needs, they eat at my cost. Have you learned
  what you came for?"

"Aye, and more," said Tros.

"I will send them both to Hythe to await you there, in the harbor with the
  three ships," said Caswallon.

And then Conops entered; he had slunk out to explore the marsh, and came
  back with slime up to his knees, resheathing the long knife in the red sash
  at his waist.

"Master, I have seen the ships. They are no good," he remarked in Greek.
  "They are too long for their beam, too high at bow and stern to steer in a
  breeze; and they would swallow a quartering sea and lie down under it as a
  Briton swallows mead, or my name isn't Conops!"

"That is their affair," said Tros.

"They are leaky," Conops insisted. "Their seams are as open as the
  gratings on a prison window. I vow I could stick my fingers in! I would as
  soon put to sea in an orange-basket. Some of the cordage is made of wool, and
  some of leather! Some of it is good flax, but you never saw such
  patchwork!"

The blind man returned to his bellows. Gobhan peered into a clay crucible
  that was set in the charcoal furnace, shaking again with ague and not
  pleased, because the crucible had cooled. Both of them appeared to have
  forgotten Tros, and they took no notice whatever of Caswallon who beckoned to
  Tros to come out and see the three longships.

They lay berthed in the mud up a creek well concealed from the river by a
  bank of rushes. There were branches fastened to their masts to render them
  invisible against the trees. They were very small, but not ill-built, and
  they were much more seaworthy than Conops made them out to be.

The woolen cordage Conops had described turned out to be the lashings that
  held in place the tent-cloth with which they were covered, but it was true
  they were moored with horse-hide warps made fast to the nearest trees. Nor
  were they very leaky; they were well tarred, and a day's work on their seams
  by half a dozen men would make them fit for sea.

"Where are the crews?" asked Tros.

"Doubtless carousing!" said Caswallon. "It needs a month to sober them
  when they have beaten off a North Sea rover. Three weeks gone, the three of
  them together sunk a longship down at Thames mouth, and I paid them well for
  it."

"There is need for haste," said Tros.

"There shall be haste! I will promise them another big reward. And there
  will be Gobhan with them, whom they fear a great deal more than they fear me
  —for they who follow the sea are bigger fools than they who live on
  land!

"I will say that if they fail to reach Hythe and if they fail to obey you,
  Gobhan shall turn them all into fish. They will believe that, and they are
  too familiar with fish to wish to grow scales and fins! The rest is for you
  to contrive."

"Very well," said Tros. "Understand me: I do not know what the gods will
  have to say about all this. The gods prevent many things that men design; but
  I think the gods are not in league with Caesar. Unless Caesar's cold heart
  changes, I am likely to be pilot when he sets sail for the coasts of
  Britain.

"I will lead him to the high cliffs that are nearest to the coast of Gaul,
  and if it may be, I will wreck him on the quicksands in midchannel. I will
  surely do that if I understand the tides aright and if the wind should
  favor.

"In that case, you and I will never meet again, because, of all the
  certainties the surest is, that if I set Caesar on the quicksands he will
  slay me. And we may miss the quicksands; or Caesar's men may see the water
  boiling over them and steer clear.

"So watch for his fleet, and be ready with an army to oppose his landing.
  And if he succeeds in landing, count on me nevertheless, provided you are
  sure that Gobhan and these three ships are safe in Hythe, and that the crews
  will obey me when I come."

"Tros!" said Caswallon, and seized him by the right hand. Their eyes met
  for the space of seven breaths.

Then the Chief spoke again:

"You are a man. But I do not know yet why you do this."

"I have not yet done it!" Tros answered.

"Nevertheless, in my heart I know you will attempt it. Why? What am I to
  you? And what is Britain to you?"

"What is fire to water?" Tros answered. "One stream serves as well as the
  next when it comes to checking forest fires. If you were invading Caesar's
  rightful heritage, then I would side with him against you! I am a free man,
  Caswallon. A free man mocks himself, who sits in idleness while Caesars burn
  up freedom!"

"I see you are not a man to whom I may offer a reward," said Caswallon,
  gripping his hand again. "But I am your friend, Tros; Fflur is also your
  friend."

"I am glad of it," Tros answered. "But be careful not to judge too
  hastily, for thus far we have only dealt in words. And next, I must trade
  words with Caesar, who values nothing except deeds that glorify him.
  Remember: I will tell Caesar that if he comes swiftly with a small force he
  will catch you unprepared. First then, prove me a false prophet and a liar!
  Then call me friend—if both of us deserve it—when we meet
  again!"
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Treason betrays itself. There was never a treachery yet that
  did not yield its secret. But not to the treacherous. He who is blinded by
  his own treacheries, how shall he read and understand the signs in others? In
  the presence of integrity treason must boast; it can not keep silence.

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

TROS drove back in the night, with a purse of gold at his
  waist that Caswallon gave him for expenses, in a chariot horsed with four of
  the finest stallions Britain could produce, driven by a long-haired
  charioteer whose pride was that no chariot had ever overtaken him since he
  had been made chief's messenger.

They were followed by a dozen riders, partly for protection from wolves
  that bayed in the forests all night long, but equally for the important
  business of compelling wayside autocrats to furnish fresh teams when required
  and to provide their best, instead of leading out old lame horses.

Even so, because of a bent bronze chariot-wheel, that caught between two
  sunken tree-trunks in a dark ford, and the time it took to find and awaken a
  blacksmith, and the time he took to get the wheel hot, straighten and replace
  it, the sun was up an hour before they came to Britomaris' house, where the
  charioteer shouted for a fresh team.

There was a rabble of men and women in the yard, and of all sorts, light-
  and dark-skinned, tall and stocky, some so dwarfish as to seem deformed. And
  they were not disposed to make way for the chariot, or to bring out horses at
  the charioteer's command.

Some one shouted for Britomaris; but it was Gwenhwyfar who came to the
  door and stood looking at Tros long and sullenly before she spoke.

"You? You dare to come here?" she said at last, curling her lip and
  glowering under lowered eyelids.

"Horses!" roared the charioteer, but she acted as if she had not heard
  him, and the mounted men rode off to the stables to help themselves.

"Look!" said Gwenhwyfar pointing. "These are my people. They have come to
  see the shame you brought on Britomaris and on me! Dog—that have slept
  in my house and betrayed me to Caswallon! Dog—that are servant of
  Caesar and false to Caesar, too! Insolent dog—with the eyes of a druid,
  the teeth of a wolf and the breath and the speech of a viper!"

There was none, now the escort were gone, except Conops, crouching in the
  chariot, to protect Tros from violence. Conops loosed his long knife, for the
  crowd looked ugly, and the charioteer felt at the reins to get the stallions
  on their toes—ready to wheel them and charge through the crowd at a
  moment's warning.

"Draw your sword, master!" Conops whispered. But Tros touched him on the
  back to calm him.

"Where is Commius?" he asked.

"Aye! Where is Commius! He was my guest. Who betrayed him?"

Gwenhwyfar sneered and tossed the hair out of her eyes. "Commius, who was
  your friend! Commius, who ate at the same table with you in this, my house!
  Commius, who slept under my roof! Where is Commius, whom you betrayed?"

"I asked, where is he!" Tros had a voice like rolling thunder when the
  mood was on him.

Gwenhwyfar looked startled, but her eyes glared defiance.

"Go ask the druids! Go! You shall eat no more in my house! Drive him
  forth, men! Drive him!"

She threw out both arms in a gesture that condemned him to mob mercy, and
  the crowd hardly hesitated. Some one threw a javelin, that missed and stuck
  quivering in the house wall; and before the twang of that ceased, Tros was
  almost off his feet from the sudden jerk as the charioteer wheeled his team
  and sent it headlong at the crowd. There were no scythes in the sockets on
  the axles, or he would have mowed a dozen of them.

"Kill him!" screamed Gwenhwyfar.

But the words froze on her lips; for the escort arrived on the scene from
  behind the house, charging with lowered spears, riding fresh, corn-fed,
  frantic horses they had seized. No one was slain. The crowd scattered and
  ran, those who had weapons throwing them away; but many were knocked down,
  and some were soundly thumped with spear butts.

The charioteer laughed and wheeled the team around again to face the door,
  while four of the escort went to bring a fresh team for the chariot. They
  were laughing, and not in the least annoyed by the disturbance; two of the
  remaining escort chaffed Gwenhwyfar mercilessly, calling her "Caswallon's
  scornling," but she ignored them as if they were a mile away. Her whole
  hatred was aimed at Tros, concentrated on him, glaring, venomous.

"Do you love your father as you love your friends?" she asked.

But Tros, listening with both ears, pretended to be careful how they
  changed the team.

"Drive fast!" she mocked. "Aye, drive like the wind! You shall not reach
  Gaul before your father dies! Caesar will avenge me! Caesar will draw blood
  in exchange for Commius! Hurry, before the crows leave nothing you can
  recognize!"

Tros's face showed no emotion, but his grip on Conops' shoulder told
  another tale. The one-eyed sailor winced and tried to loosen the grip with
  cautious fingers.

"Who knows where Commius is? I will speak with him," said Tros; and one of
  the escort seized a man who tried to slink away around the corner of the
  house.

Backed against the wall and held there with a spear point at his throat,
  the man soon gave his information and was let go. The four fresh horses were
  yoked by that time.

And at last Tros spoke to Gwenhwyfar:

"Gwenhwyfar, wife, of Britomaris, you will fall to Caesar yet! Caesar will
  treat you less kindly than I did. You may offer him ten kingdoms, and
  yourself thrown in, but I see you walking through the streets of Rome at
  Caesar's chariot tail; and, if by then you are not too worn from weeping, and
  too sore-footed, and too thin, there will be an auction afterward.

"Rome stinks, Gwenhwyfar! You will miss the sweet earth smell of Britain,
  and the freedom, and the green oaks and the thick turf underfoot! Rome's
  streets are hard, and her heart is harder. But harder than all—aye,
  harder than that heart of yours—is Caesar's! Farewell!"

He bowed to her as the chariot wheeled away, and the men of the escort
  paid her scurvy compliments; but she stood still, leaning back against the
  doorpost with her head erect, glaring her anger until the chariot and its
  escort were lost to view.

"Lonely she looks, and I am sorry for her, for she will be lonelier still
  if ever she meets Caesar," Tros said to Conops.

But she had friends; for as they galloped by the corner of the wall that
  shut the house from view, a stone hurled by an unseen hand missed Tros by so
  little that he almost felt the weight of it, and it broke the tough turf
  where it landed.

"But, master—your father!" Conops was clenching and unclenching his
  fingers. "Has she sent a messenger to Caesar? Has she betrayed us?" Conops
  clutched his knife and spoke to Tros between thin, vindictive lips. "If your
  father is slain, my master, I will beg one favor of you: Let me live that I
  may bury this in her!"

He showed six inches of his knife-blade.

"I think she lied," said Tros.

But his voice betrayed him. He did not think that. He knew she spoke the
  truth; he knew some messenger had gone to inform Caesar what had happened to
  Commius the Gaul, along with, doubtless, a long story about himself. His
  blood ran cold. He knew how much mercy his father would receive from Caesar
  when that sort of tale should reach the Roman's ears.

"There is room for things to happen between here and Gaul," he said after
  a minute. "It is one thing to send a messenger; another for the man to reach
  his goal. Moreover, Caius Volusenus has a fairly swift ship. We may arrive
  there first."

There was delay, though, before they resumed the ride to where Caius
  Volusenus waited for them. The escort led into the forest and then wheeled
  out of the fairway down a lane that bore no tracks of wheels, where they had
  to stop a time or two to lift the chariot over fallen trees, and the bronze
  wheels cut deeply into moss.

At the end of a mile or two of winding between ancient oaks, where the
  deer fled suddenly in front of them and rabbits scampered for the
  undergrowth, they entered a wide clearing. There a dewy hillside faced them,
  scattered with enormous stones; and in the midst of the hill there was a
  considerable clump of very ancient yew trees, with a cave mouth just below
  that, its entrance arched with three adze-trimmed monoliths. Above the trees
  there was a cluster of neat, thatched dwellings.

Among the trees sat druids in their long robes, and one of them was the
  ancient who had held forth on the night when Tros first met Caswallon.

The druids, led by the old one, came solemnly down the hillside and
  surrounded Tros's chariot. He greeted them, and the escort jumped down from
  their horses to show respect, yet it was a peculiarly masked respect; they
  looked as little interested as they could, perhaps because Tros was a
  stranger.

"Is Commius here? May I have word with him?" asked Tros when the greeting
  was all done.

The old man sent two younger druids to the cave. They brought out Commius,
  with fetters on his wrists but not ill-treated otherwise. The Gaul's
  black-bearded face was set so as to mask emotion, and a lean smile hid
  whatever he might think of Tros. He nodded a curt greeting, holding the
  clasped hands in front of him to ease the bronze fetters' weight.

"Commius, I am on my way to Caesar," said Tros.

The Gaul inclined his head slightly to signify that he understood, but he
  said nothing; nor did he glance at the druids, or make any sign except that
  unnoticeable nod.

It was only by imagining himself in the Gaul's position that Tros realized
  there would be no conversation while the druids listened. But the druids also
  realized it. Almost before Tros could face about to beg their indulgence the
  oldest of them made a signal and they walked away in silence and sat down at
  a sufficient distance to be out of earshot.

"Now!" said Tros. "What shall I say of you to Caesar?"

Commius smiled thinly.

"You will say of me to Caesar what you wish to say, if he permits," he
  answered. "My message has already gone."

"Have you a message for your Gauls?" asked Tros.

"Yes. Bid the Atrebates obey Caesar. Caesar will avenge me."

The voice was cleverly controlled, but the expression of his face masked
  contempt too studiously for Tros not to see through it.

"You think you have contrived my downfall, Commius," he answered. "I doubt
  it. A man is hard to kill until his time comes. For my own part I am not a
  dealer in men's lives. I have sought you out to see what I can do to help
  you."

"Can you set me free?" asked Commius, and the sneer in his voice was
  biting; it brought the fire into Tros's amber eyes.

"You could set yourself free very easily if you were not a traitor to your
  race," he answered. "Commius, we are two fools, I because I did not know how
  wholly you are Caesar's slave—"

The word stung; Commius' black eyes blazed at last. He almost answered,
  but controlled himself.

"—and you, because you think to promote your own ambition before you
  do your duty to the Gauls. You have eaten from Caesar's hand. You like the
  food! But he will treat you as he does the other dogs in due time."

"Dogs?" snarled Commius, losing his control at last. "The dogs shall tear
  your carcass before you are twelve hours older!"

"So that is it! I thank you for the warning, Commius!"

Tros laughed and turned away, having learned what he came to learn. The
  druids, observing that the conference was over, came forward in a group, and
  the two who had brought Commius from the cave took charge of him again. Tros
  spoke to the oldest druid, greeting him respectfully:

"Lord Druid, before Commius became your prisoner, he sent a messenger
  toward the coast. Where would such a messenger be likely to lie in wait to
  slay me before taking ship?"

The old druid glanced at the escort, who were munching bread in a group
  beside their horses, having washed their hands and faces in the dew.

"My son, those horsemen will take care of you," he answered.

"But a messenger did go?"

"Aye, a man went, with a letter to Etair, son of Etard. Gwenhwyfar, wife
  of Britomaris, wrote it. Etair is her half-brother, and his place lies near
  the seashore where you landed from the Roman ship. It was his men who
  attacked you when you landed."

Tros scratched his chin, grinning thoughtfully, and Conops went and stood
  where he could watch his master's face. Conops' only remedy for anything was
  that long knife he carried in his sash, but he knew that Tros despised
  fighting if a craftier way might be found out of a difficulty. Craftiness is
  much more nervous work than fighting, and Conops held his breath.

"If a druid might ride with me," said Tros at last, still scratching at
  his chin, "a druid who would lead me to a small seaworthy boat, whose owner
  would obey my orders—"

The old druid nodded and, turning his back on Tros, gave orders very
  swiftly in rumbling undertones. It was not clear why he did not wish Tros to
  hear what he said, unless it was the habit of keeping his own counsel and
  establishing a mystery whenever possible.

He had hardly finished speaking when the young druid, who had befriended
  Tros when he first landed, went and sat down in the chariot, tucking his long
  robe in under his feet.

Then the old High Druid dismissed Tros with one sentence:

"Caius Volusenus grows impatient because his ship lies close to a
  dangerous shore."

But he did not explain how he knew that. He held up his right hand in an
  act of invocation and boomed out words that sounded like a ritual, then
  gestured to Tros to be gone.

The escort mounted at once with an air of relief and began laughing and
  chattering; the charioteer preferred not to wait another second, but drove
  toward Tros, and the moment he and Conops had stepped in they were off at
  full gallop, returning down the same glade by which they had come.

"These druids," said Conops in Greek, thumbing his long knife for the
  scandalized druid's benefit, "are too much like specters from another world
  for me. They are not enough like honest men or criminals for me to trust
  them."

Tros smiled.

"Never mind," he answered. "I would trust you less if you should trust any
  man too much! Put your knife away!"
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If it were true, as ye say, that to slay is to prevail, then
  why not kill me? Ye could wear my robes and occupy my seat. But could ye know
  what I know? Could ye think what I think? Could ye do what I do? Could ye
  have my vision, and enjoy that, merely by proving that violence slays and
  that flesh becomes dust?

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

THE FOREST went down to the sea along the route that Tros
  took that morning; and because the druid ordered it they made a detour to the
  westward that brought them, near midday, to a swampy harbor hidden amid
  trees, not far from where the chalky downs begin that draw nearer to the
  shore southeastward until they form the white cliffs of Kent.

"Hythe," said the druid, pointing to where roofs over a mud-and-wattle
  wall could be seen between wind-twisted branches.

The town was hidden from the sea; there were no signs of cultivation or of
  human dwellings that would be likely to tempt sea rovers into the reed-
  infested harbor mouth. There was not even an inhabitant in sight, although
  there were boats drawn up into the reeds, amid which narrow, winding paths
  led mazily toward the town wall. Gulls and other sea-fowl by the thousand
  filled the air with harsh music, under a bright sky flaked with fleecy
  clouds.

"Hythe, a high tide, and the wind in the southwest!" said Tros,
  meditating. "How often does the wind set thus?"

"More often than not," said the druid. "It is the winds from the west that
  save this land from pirates. Northwest, west, southwest—most days in
  the year. The Northmen set forth, but three times out of five storms blow
  them back again."*

[* Great Britain has always had the "weather-gage" of an
  invader. Author's footnote. ]

"And a fair slant for Gaul, but a rising sea," said Tros. "Caius Volusenus
  will be fretting at his anchor, if he has not gone away and left me."

They went and stood on the shingle beach, where the rounded stones sang
  sharply of the weight behind the waves and they could see, amid the
  white-caps in the distance to the eastward, a galley that pitched at her
  anchor and rolled until her heavy fighting top looked like a plaything of the
  spray.

"The Romans are the worst seamen I have yet seen," Tros remarked, screwing
  up his eyes to stare along the waves. "They think weight is strength, and pit
  their strength against the sea. They hang on by brute force, when a seaman
  would employ a little strategy to use the sea against itself.

"If Caius Volusenus were a seaman, he would not be lying off a lee shore
  until his crew was weak from vomiting. If he were any kind of man except a
  Roman soldier, he would have explored this shore-line, instead of waiting for
  me to bring information.

"But that is the Roman method: Seize a hostage, threaten him, then send
  his son or his brother to save the hostage's life by betraying some one else!
  And because the world is what it is, and men are what they are, the plan
  succeeds too often!

"But I have seen the Romans lose a fleet of ninety ships on the coast of
  Sicily, because a land general ordered thus and so, and they knew no better
  than to obey the fool! What is that group of men along the beach a mile
  away?"

The druid, peering under the palm of his hand, looked anxious but said
  nothing. It was clear enough that the men were forcing a small boat into the
  sea, and at the first attempt it overturned in the surf. They had to haul it
  back on the beach and bail the water out.

"Now that is a strange state of affairs," said Tros. "They look to me like
  Britons."

"They are Britons," said the druid.

"Don't they know this harbor? Can't they take a boat from here?"

The druid nodded, putting two and two together, frowning:

"You are too late, Tros! That will be the messenger whom Commius sent to
  Caesar. They who are helping him to launch the boat belong to Etair, son of
  Etard, who is against Caswallon, whereas the men of Hythe are for him. They
  plan to reach Caius Volusenus' ship ahead of you. They will succeed, because
  it will take us too long to procure a crew. The men of Hythe are doubtless on
  the hills behind us, tending cattle and watching Caius Volu—"

The druid coughed, for Tros clapped him on the back so suddenly that he
  bit a word off midway.

"Quick!" said Tros. "Show me a boat with a sail!"

"But a crew?" said the druid.

"I have one!"

"Those horsemen? They can hunt deer; they can drink and sing and fight,
  but—"

"I said, I have one! He is enough! Make haste, man!"

That druid never hurried faster in his life. They found a boat within a
  quarter of an hour, whose sail had not been carried ashore and hidden. They
  found oars and a pole in another boat, and from a third boat lifted a dozen
  yards of good hemp rope with which to repair the running gear.

Tros said good-by to the escort, gave them all the gold out of Caswallon's
  purse, and nearly broke the hand of one in his hurry to get the good-byes
  over and be gone. Then he kissed the druid on both cheeks, cried out to
  Conops to raise the sail and shoved the boat out from the reeds, jumping in
  as the keel slid free of the mud.

It was a strong boat, but awkward and as slow as a drifting log, although
  they labored at the oars like Titans.

But at last they worked their way over the bar at the harbor mouth and
  caught the southwest wind that laid her over until the gunwale was awash.
  Then Tros took the steering oar and made experiments to discover the best
  point of sailing, but he found her a clumsy tub at best.

Her blunt bow checked her constantly, and he had hard work to keep from
  being swamped by the rising sea. Conops was bailing half the time.

They had made a drenching, wallowing mile of it, and Caius Volusenus' ship
  seemed farther off than ever, her hull down out of sight between the waves or
  rising over a big one with her nose toward the sky, when Conops shouted,
  pointing shoreward:

"They have launched that other! They are giving chase!"

It was a faster boat and a bigger one, manned by half a dozen men, who had
  forced her through the surf at last and were following in Tros's wake. Her
  big square lug-sail bellied in the wind and lifted her along a good three
  yards for his two.

Rolling dangerously as the helm changed, she began to work to windward,
  not more than a quarter of a mile astern, two men with bows and arrows
  standing in her bow and a very big man in a bearskin coat leaning his weight
  against the steering oar.

"He is reckless—they have promised him a fat reward for our two
  heads!" said Tros.

"Master, make for the shore!" urged Conops. "They are too fast and too
  many for us!"

But Tros headed farther out to sea, edging his boat craftily to keep the
  quartering waves from swamping her. He lost a little speed by doing that, and
  Caius Volusenus' ship was still a good six miles away.

"The tortoise who runs, and the hare who fights, are equal fools!" he
  growled in Conops' ear.

But Conops drew his long knife nervously, returned it to its sheath and
  then drew out Tros's sword, examined its keen edge and drove it home again
  into the scabbard.

"We two against seven—and no arrows!" he said in a discouraged
  voice.

But Tros, making no remark, continued his experiments, discovering a trick
  the awkward hull possessed of falling away from the wind stern-first whenever
  he relieved the pressure from the oar. Nothing saved her then from swamping
  but the pressure of the wind that heeled her over and exposed more broadside
  to the waves—that, and instant skill at the helm.

As Tros eased her off from one of those experiments, an arrow hummed into
  the sail and stuck there. "Take cover below the weather gunwale," he ordered;
  so Conops knelt, begging leave to take the oar and run the risk himself.

"For if you die, master, and I live, can I save your father?"

Tros paid no attention to him. He was watching the approaching boat and
  her crew out of the corner of his eye and considering the flight of three
  more arrows that winged their way into the sail. The pursuing boat was to
  windward now, nearly abeam, changing her course so as gradually to reduce the
  distance between them.

"They shoot across the wind, yet all the arrows find their way into the
  sail," he said at last. "That is not bad shooting. That is done on purpose.
  They propose to make us prisoners. Let them see you throw up your hands!"

"Master! We have had enough of being prisoners!"

"Obey!" commanded Tros.

So Conops stood, throwing his hands up, while Tros edged his boat
  cautiously toward the other, which turned at once and came downwind toward
  him.

"They are seven," he growled between his teeth, for he did not want it
  seen that he was talking. "Return your knife to its sheath, Conops! Four of
  them will jump aboard us. See! They stand ready in the bow. That leaves three
  for us to tackle. When I give the word, jump! I like their boat better than
  this one. Leave the big man in the bearskin coat, and that other, to me. Take
  you the fellow with the bow and arrows who kneels by the mast. Are you
  ready?"

As he spoke, a big sea lifted both boats, and in the trough that followed
  the man in the bearskin shouted, shoving his helm hard over. They rose
  together, side by side and almost bumping on the crest of the next wave. Tros
  suddenly let go the sheet, exactly at the moment when the four men in the
  other boat's bow jumped.

They had calculated on his veering away from them, if anything; but it was
  his stern that fell to leeward; his bow came up into the wind. They missed,
  the pitch and roll assisting Tros as he plied the helm.

Three sprawled into the water and the fourth just grasped the gunwale,
  where he clung until the two boats crashed together and the force of the
  collision shook him off.

The man in the bearskin roared an order, leaning his whole strength
  against the steering oar, but he was too late; the collision spilled the wind
  out of his sail and he shipped the top of a wave over his stern that almost
  swamped him.

Tros, calculating to a hair's breadth, had timed the turn so that his bow
  struck the stranger amidships and, continuing the swing, he let the other
  boat bear down on him until for a second they lay parallel and bumping,
  facing opposite directions.

"Jump!" he shouted then. He and Conops sprang for the bigger boat, where
  the three men stood to receive them with drawn knives. But each of them had
  to cling to something with one hand to preserve his balance because the boat
  was beam-on to the sea and wallowing, as the loose sail flapped and
  thundered.

Tros took his oar with him, and landed with the blade of it against a
  man's throat. That man went backward overboard, and Conops' knife went home
  to the hilt into the third man, striking upward from below the ribs.

The man in the bearskin thrust at Tros, but stumbled over the dead man,
  who flopped and slid to and fro, bleeding in knee-deep water. So the blow
  missed, but the butt of Tros's oar did not; it struck the out-thrust hand and
  spun the knife overside.

The fellow in the bearskin, shaking his hand because the blow had stung
  him, jumped in on Tros with a yell; but the boat lurched; Tros had the better
  sea legs. Roaring to Conops to keep his knife away, he seized his opponent by
  the neck and slowly forced him backward overboard.

"Haul on the sheet!" he shouted then, jumping for the steering oar that
  swung and banged in its iron bracket. In a moment they were paying off before
  the wind, and the boat they had left was down between the waves a hundred
  yards behind, half-full of water and sinking.

"Take that bucket and bail for your life!" Tros shouted; conning the
  rising sea as he headed up a bit toward the wind; for the tide set inshore;
  they had made a lot of leeway while the short fight lasted.

For a long time after that he made no remark, until Conops had bailed most
  of the water overside.

Then Conops, with his back toward Tros, searched his victim carefully and,
  finding nothing worth appropriating, picked him up and threw him into the sea
  to leeward. When he had seen the body sink he came and sat down by his
  master.

"Clean up the blood!" Tros commanded.

Conops went to work again, using a piece of sail-cloth that he found in a
  box under a coil of rope. Presently he returned, and resumed the seat.

"So now you have a dead man to account for," was all Tros said, sparing
  him one swift glance as they rose over a big wave. Conops looked surprised,
  indignant, irritated. He had expected praise.

"It was him or me," he answered after a moment's pause. "Well—you
  killed him. Can you give him back his life?" "But, master, you killed
  two men!"

"Not I! I gave them leave to swim!" said Tros.

"They could not swim. They are all drowned, master."

"That is their affair. I never forbade them to learn to swim."

"But that fellow clad in a bearskin—how could he have swum? His coat
  drowned him."

"He never asked my leave to wear that coat," said Tros. "I could have
  slain him with my sword as easily as you slew your man. But I spared him. I
  gave him leave to swim. No enemy of mine can hold me answerable for the
  bearskin coat he wears!"

"I am glad I slew," said Conops, glaring fiercely through his one eye.

"Laugh, if you wish," said Tros. "But a man should mind his own business.
  At some time or another, you will have that fellow's life to answer for,
  which should have been his business and not yours."

Conops was silent for a long time.

"Well. At least you have a stolen boat," he said at last.

"So?" said Tros. "When, then? One I borrowed, by a druid's leave. This one
  I exchanged for that one; and who started the exchange? I tell you, Conops,
  you have nearly as much as Caesar has to learn about the art of living! It is
  a coward's act to kill, if there is any other way."

"Then you call me a coward, master?"

"Yes," said Tros, "but not as bad a one as Caesar; which, if you were, I
  would contrive to get along without you, instead of trying to teach you
  wisdom. Ease off the sheet a little—so—plenty. Now get forward
  and see whether Caius Volusenus signals us."





CHAPTER 10.

  Caius Julius Caesar


Table of Contents



Ye invite me to blame the conqueror. But I find fault with
  the conquered. If ye were men, who would truly rather die that eat the bread
  of slavery or bow the knee to arrogance, none could conquer you. Nay, none I
  tell you. If ye were steadfastly unwilling to enslave others, none could
  enslave you. Be ye your own masters. If ye are the slaves of envy, malice,
  greed and vanity, the vainest, greediest, most malicious and most envious man
  is far greater than you. His ambition will impel him to prove it. Your
  meanness will enable him to prove it.

  —from The Sayings of the Druid Taliesan

TROS went about between two waves as he came nearly abreast
  of the plunging galley and, falling away before the wind as close to her side
  as he dared, shouted for a rope. But none was thrown to him. He had to work
  like fury at the steering oar, bump the galley's side and jump for it,
  thanking the clumsy shipwrights who had left good toe- and finger-hold.

For that galley had been thrown together by unwilling Gauls at Caesar's
  order, very roughly in the Roman fashion under the eyes of Roman overseers,
  and had been rendered fit for sea by laying strips of wood to hold the
  caulking in the seams.

Tros and Conops clambered aboard and let the small boat drift away. There
  were seasick Romans lying everywhere—they all but stepped on two of
  them—but not a sign of Caius Volusenus.

Lemon-countenanced and weak from vomiting, a legionary summoned him at
  last. He came out of his cabin below the after fighting deck and dropped
  himself weakly against the bulkhead—a middle-aged man, dignified and
  handsome even in that predicament, with his toga nearly blown off in the wind
  and his bare knees trembling. His eyes were a bit too close together to
  create instant confidence.

"How dare you keep me waiting all this while?" he grumbled, trying to make
  a weary voice vibrate with anger. "We might have lost the ship, plunging in
  this welter at a cable's end!"

"You will lose her yet!" said Tros; but his eye was up-wind, and he knew
  the wind was falling. "Have you a spar to make fast to the cable? You had
  better let the anchor go and make sail as she turns before the wind."

Caius Volusenus doubted that advice, but Tros was in haste now to return
  to Caesar, so he talked glibly of a lee shore and a gale, and pointed to the
  rocks where the tide would carry them.

One thing was certain—that the crew was much too weak and
  discouraged to haul the anchor up; so while Caius Volusenus and two young
  decurions* aroused and bullied the crew into a semblance of activity, Tros
  and Conops lashed a spar to the cable-end and tossed it overboard.

[* decurion (Latin: "decurio")—a cavalry
  officer in command of a troop or turma of thirty soldiers in the army
  of the Roman Empire. In the infantry, the rank carried less prestige—a
  decurion only led a squad called a contubernium or "tent group" of 8
  men... Wikipedia.
  ]

Then, when Caius Volusenus gave the signal, they slipped the cable and the
  galley swung away before the wind with three reefs in her great square-
  sail.

Tros took the helm and no man questioned him. It was not until they
  reached mid-channel and the wind fell almost to a calm that Caius Volusenus
  climbed up to the after-deck and leaned there, yellow and weak-kneed,
  resuming the command.

"Not for Caesar—not even for Caesar," he grumbled, "will I take
  charge of a ship again on this thrice cursed sea! He would not trust a crew
  of Gauls. He said they would overpower us Romans if a gale should make us
  seasick. Well, I would rather fight Gauls than vomit like a fool in Neptune's
  bosom. What news have you?"

"News for Caesar," Tros answered.

"Speak!" commanded Caius Volusenus.

"No," said Tros. "You are a faithful soldier, I don't doubt; but you are
  not Caesar."

Caius Volusenus scowled, but Tros knew better than to let his information
  reach Caesar at second-hand, for then Caius Volusenus would receive the
  credit for it. He, Tros, needed all the credit he could get with Caesar, and
  on more counts than one.

"Well, there are two of you," said Caius Volusenus. "I will have them flog
  that man of yours, and see what he can tell me."

He stepped toward the break of the deck to give the order to a legionary
  who was standing watch beside the weather sheet.

"Better order them to row," said Tros. "There is not enough wind now to
  fill the sail. Flog Conops, and you injure me. Injure me, and I will fashion
  a tale for Caesar that shall make you sorry for it. Hasten to Caesar, and I
  will say what may be said in your behalf."

Caius Volusenus turned and faced him, his skin no longer quite so yellow
  since the wind had ceased.

There was an avaricious, hard look in his eyes, not quite accounted for by
  the ship's rolling over the ground-swell.

"Did you find pearls?" he demanded.

"Plenty," said Tros after a moment's thought.

"Have you any?"

"No. But I know how to come by them."

He thought another moment and then added:

"If I should return as Caesar's pilot, and you, let us say, were to lend
  me a small boat in which to slip away by night, I could lay my hands on a
  good sized potful of pearls, and I would give you half of them."

Caius Volusenus ordered out the oars and watched until the rowing was in
  full swing, beating time for the discouraged men until the oars all moved in
  unison. Then he turned on Tros suddenly:

"Why should I trust you?" he demanded.

"Why not? By the gods, why not?" Tros answered. "Have I played you false?
  I might have stayed in Britain. I might have wrecked this ship. For the rest,
  you shall hear me speak in praise of you to Caesar's face. What do you find
  untrustworthy about me?"

"You are a Greek!" said Caius Volusenus.

"Nay, not I! I am a Samothracian," said Tros.

Caius Volusenus did not care to know the difference. He snorted. Then he
  ordered the idle sail brailed up to the spar; and for a while after that he
  beat time for the rowers, who were making hardly any headway against the tide
  that was setting strongly now the other way.

At last he turned again to Tros, standing squarely with his hands behind
  him, for the ship was reasonably steady; and except for those too narrowly
  spaced eyes he looked like a gallant Roman in his fine bronze armor; but he
  spoke like a tradesman:

"If you will swear to me on your father's honor, and if you will agree to
  leave your father in Gaul as a hostage for fulfillment of your oath, I will
  see what can be done about a small boat—in the matter of the pearls.
  You would have to give me two thirds of the pearls."

"Two thirds if you like," said Tros, "but not my father! He knows these
  waters better than I do. He is a better pilot and a wiser seaman. Unless
  Caesar sets him free on my return, Caesar may rot for a pilot—and all
  his ships and crews—and you along with him!"

Caius Volusenus faced about again and cursed the rowers volubly. Then,
  after a while, he ordered wine brought out for them and served in brass cups.
  That seemed to revive their spirits and the rowing resumed steadily.

After a long time Caius Volusenus, with his hands behind him, came within
  a pace of Tros and thrust his eagle nose within a hand's length of his
  face.

"Where are these pearls?" he demanded.

"In a woman's keeping."

"Why did you bring none with you?"

"Because, although the woman loved me nicely, there was scant time, and
  she has a husband, who is something of a chief. She begged me to take her
  with me. But I did not see why Caesar should have those pearls, and I had
  thought of you and what a confederate you might be."

Conops, squatting on the steps that led to the after-deck, was listening,
  admiring, wondering. Greek to the backbone, he loved an artful lie. His face
  rose slowly above the level of the deck; his one eye winked, and then he
  ducked again.

"Well, let us leave your father out of it," said Caius Volusenus. "He is
  Caesar's prisoner; let Caesar free, keep, or kill him. That is nothing to me.
  I have a wife in Rome. Strike the bargain, Tros—" Tros nodded.

"—and remember this: I hold no Greek's oath worth a drachma, but I
  hold my own inviolable. If you fail me, I swear by the immortal gods that I
  will never rest until you, and your father both, have been flogged to death.
  Bear that well in mind. I have the confidence of Caesar."

"You are a hard man," Tros answered, looking mildly at him; he could make
  those amber eyes of his look melting when he chose.

"I am a very hard man. I am a Roman of the old school."

Caius Volusenus called for wine, and his own slave brought it to him in a
  silver goblet. He drank two gobletsful and then, as an afterthought, offered
  some to Tros. It was thin, sour stuff.

There was no more conversation. Caius Volusenus went below into his cabin,
  to sleep and regain strength after the long seasickness. The rowers just kept
  steering way, and Tros plied the helm until the tide turned; but even with
  the changing tide no wind came and they made but slow progress until
  moonlight showed the coast of Gaul and Caritia* sands still ten or twelve
  miles in the offing.

[* The modern Calais. Author's footnote. ]

Then Caius Volusenus came on deck again and fumed because the anchor had
  been left behind. He feared those sand-banks, having seen too many galleys go
  to pieces on them and he did not want to do the same thing under Caesar's
  eyes.

Beyond the banks the masts of half a hundred ships stood out like etchings
  in the haze, and the glow of Caesar's campfires was like rubies in the night.
  The sea was dead, flat calm, but Caius Volusenus would not risk the narrow
  channel in darkness, and the rowers had to dawdle at the oars all night long,
  while Conops took the helm and Tros slept.

As day was breaking, with the tide behind him and a puff of wind enough to
  fill the sail, Tros took the helm again and worked his way into a berth
  between galleys that lay with their noses lined along the shore.

There all was bustle and a sort of orderly confusion, with the ringing of
  the shipwrights' anvils and the roar of bellows, the squeaking of loaded ox-
  wains and the tramping of the squads of slaves who carried down munitions and
  the provender to put aboard the ships.

At the rear was a fortified, rectangular camp, enclosed within a deep
  ditch and an earth wall, along which sentries paced at intervals.

Within the camp the soldiers' tents were pitched in perfectly even rows,
  with streets between, and in the center, on one side of an open space, where
  four streets met, was Caesar's, no better and no larger than the rest, but
  with the eagles planted in the earth in front of it and sentries standing
  by.

The huts, where prisoners and supplies were guarded, were at the rear end
  of the camp, enclosed within a secondary ditch-and-wall. The horse lines,
  where the stamping stallions squealed for breakfast, were along one side, but
  Caesar's special war-horse had a tent all to himself behind his master's.

In a line with Caesar's sleeping tent there was a bigger, square one, with
  a table set in it and an awning spread in front; it was there, in a chair of
  oak and ivory, beside the table at which his secretary sat, that Caesar
  attended to business.

He was up betimes and being shaved by a Spanish barber, when Caius
  Volusenus marched up and answered the challenge of the sentries, swaggering
  with the stately Roman military stride and followed by Tros and Conops, who
  made no effort to disguise their deep-sea roll, although it made the sentries
  laugh.

There were a dozen officers in waiting underneath the awning, but they
  made way for Caius Volusenus; he passed through, nodding to them, leaving
  Tros and Conops to wait until they were summoned.

But they were not without entertainment, although no man spoke to them;
  for in the middle of the open space exactly in front of the eagles,* a naked
  Gaul, held down by four legionaries, was being flogged by two others for
  stealing, each stroke of the cords laying open the flesh.

[* Standards bearing the insignia of the different
  legions and the letters S.P.Q.R. Author's footnote]

And there was a row of prisoners to be considered, women among them, lined
  up under guard awaiting Caesar's will concerning them.

It was a long time before Caesar sent for Tros. The Gaul was very nearly
  flogged to death, and the earth was purple with his blood when Caius
  Volusenus thrust his way between the other officers and beckoned.

Having satisfied his dignity to that extent, he came forward a stride or
  two to be out of earshot of the others, and whispered as Tros fell into
  stride beside him.

"Caesar is in a good mood. I have spoken for you. Make your news brief and
  satisfactory, and all will be well. Remember: Caesar has decided to invade
  Britain. Speak accordingly, and offer no discouragement. I have told him you
  are a splendid pilot. Let him know that you and I explored the coast
  together."

Tros, smothering a smile, followed him between the officers and stood
  before the table where the Lombard secretary eyed him insolently.

Caesar sat with a rug over his knees and his scarlet cloak hung on the
  back of the chair behind him. He was hardly forty-five, but he looked very
  bald and very old, because the barber was not yet through with him and had
  not yet bound on the wreath he usually wore. His cheeks looked hollow, as if
  the molars were all missing, and the wrinkles at the corners of his mouth
  twitched slightly, as if he were not perfectly at ease.

Nevertheless, he was alert and handsome from self-consciousness of power
  and intelligence. He sat bolt upright like a soldier; his pale smile was
  suave, and his eyes were as bold and calculating as a Forum money-lender's.
  Handsome, very handsome in a cold and studied way—he seemed to know
  exactly how he looked—dishonest, intellectual, extravagant, a liar,
  capable of any cruelty and almost any generosity at other men's expense;
  above all, mischievous and vicious, pouched below the eyes and lecherously
  lipped, but handsome—not a doubt of it.

"So Tros, you return to us?"

His voice was cultured, calm, containing just the least suggestion of a
  challenge. He crossed one knee over the other underneath the rug and laid his
  head back for the barber to adjust the golden laurel wreath. It made him look
  ten years younger.

"I claim my father," Tros answered.

Caesar frowned. Caius Volusenus coughed behind his hand.

"Tell me your news," said Caesar in a dry voice; the note of challenge was
  much more perceptible, and his eyes all but closed, as if he could see
  straight through Tros to the British coast beyond him.

"I landed. I was wounded. I was rescued by a druid. I met Caswallon and
  his wife Fflur. I was shown an army of a hundred men, and I saw it dismissed
  for the harvesting. I heard dissensions. There was some talk of an invasion,
  but none ready to repel it. I saw Commius, and he is held a prisoner in
  chains. I stole a boat and came back."

"Examining the coast with me," put in Caius Volusenus.

"Saving the interruption, that is a very proper way to turn in a report,"
  said Caesar.

"You may withdraw." He glanced at Caius Volusenus sharply, once, and took
  no further notice of him as he backed away under the awning.

"Harbors?" asked Caesar.

"None," said Tros. "There is a good beach for the ships, good camping
  ground, and standing corn not far away."

"And the equinox?" asked Caesar, glancing at the blue sky.

"I spoke about that with the druids. Yesterday's gale will be the last
  until the equinox arrives; that period is accurately known but none knows how
  soon thereafter the storms will begin, since they vary from year to year. But
  for the next few days there is sure to be calm weather."

"Why do they hold Commius prisoner?"

"Because he urged them to permit your army to land on the shore of
  Britain."

"Do they not know my reputation? Do they not know that I punish insults?
  Do they not know Commius is my ambassador?"

"They say he brought trashy presents that the women laughed at. They say
  he is a spy, not an ambassador," Tros answered.

Caesar's face colored slightly.

"Barbarians!" he sneered, and then smiled condescendingly. "What kind of
  man is Caswallon?"

"He fights nearly naked," said Tros. "He thinks armor is a coward's
  clothing."

Caesar looked amused.

"Has he ships?" he asked.

"I heard him boast of three."

Caesar drummed his lean, strong fingers on the chair-arm.

"Well—I will wait until after the equinox," he said after a moment.
  "I have some small experience of druids. They are sly and untrustworthy. I am
  afraid these storms might catch me in midchannel and scatter the fleet. I
  have only one strong ship; the rest were built in haste by inexperienced
  Gauls, good enough for calm weather, dangerous in heavy storms. And now of
  course, you wish to see your father?"

Tros nodded and smiled. For a moment he was off guard—almost ready
  to believe that sometimes Caesar's word was worth face value.

"A splendid, dignified and noble looking man, your father. All the fault I
  find with him is his affection for the druids; a strange affection, not
  becoming to him. A great sailor, I am told. You say he knows these waters
  around Britain as well as you do?"

Tros nodded again, but the smile was gone. He forefelt trickery now.

"I will speak with him first," said Caesar. "You shall see him
  afterward."

"Is he well?" asked Tros nervously. "Has he been treated properly,
  or—"

"I always treat people properly," said Caesar in a suave voice. "There is
  nothing done in this camp except by my orders. You may retire."

He said the last words in a louder voice, and an officer marched in, who
  took Tros by the arm and led him out under the awning. Another officer was
  summoned.

Tros heard Caesar's voice speaking in undertones, and less than a minute
  later he was marching between two officers toward the far end of the camp,
  where the prisoners were confined within the inner ditch and wall. There, in
  the gap that served as gate, he recognized the centurion who had promised to
  treat his father kindly, but he had no opportunity to speak with him.

He first knew that Conops was dogging his steps when the centurion on
  guard demanded weapons, and Conops swore in Greek because they took away his
  knife with scant ceremony.

"Unbuckle my sword. Hand it to them," he ordered, and Conops obeyed.

A moment later they were both shut into a low shed that had no window; a
  door was locked on them, and for fifteen minutes they listened to the steady
  tramp of a sentry, and the clank of his weapons as he turned at each end of a
  twenty-yard beat, before either of them spoke.

Then Conops broke the silence

"Master," he whispered, "I can work my way out of this place. Look, where
  the wall is broken at the top. Lift me, and I can crawl out between wall and
  thatch. Let me find your father."

Tros hesitated for a moment, looking troubled.

"If they catch you, they will flog or kill you, Conops."

"I am a free man," Conops answered. "I may do what I will with my own
  life."

"Look like a slave, and speak like one. They will take less notice of you.
  Strip yourself," said Tros.

So Conops pulled off everything except a sort of kilt that he had on under
  the smock. Tros lifted him, and he crawled into the narrow gap where the top
  of the mud wall had crumbled because rain leaked through the thatch.

He had to force his way through carefully to make no noise, and he was
  delayed by having to wait until a sentry on the outer rampart passed on his
  regular beat. Then he dropped to the ground outside, and Tros heard him
  whisper:

"I may be a long time. Don't despair of me."

Tros picked up Conops' clothes and stowed them under his own, then paced
  the hut restlessly, for there was nothing to sit down on but the damp earth
  floor, and nothing to do but worry. At the end of an hour the door opened,
  and a slave in charge of a centurion brought in a bowl of boiled wheat.

"Weren't there two in here?" asked the centurion.

"I don't know," said Tros. "The hut was empty when they put me in."

The centurion shrugged his shoulders, slammed the door again and passed
  on. Tros heard him ask another officer whether any record had been kept of
  the beheadings since a week ago, but he could not catch the reply.

There began to be a lot of trumpeting, the clang of arms and the tramp of
  horses. A voice that spoke in stirring cadences appeared to be addressing
  Roman troops, but the voice was not Caesar's. Trumpets again, and then the
  sound of cavalry moving off in regular formation. Half an hour after that a
  Latin slave-dealer, with his secretary slave and tablets, looked in while a
  legionary held the door open.

"I tell you, this one is not for sale," said the legionary. "Caesar has
  another use for him. There was another, a one-eyed man, but I suppose he has
  been executed."

"Extravagance!" said the slave-dealer. "You soldiers kill off all the best
  ones. What with the beheadings and the draft for gladiators, males are worth
  a premium and females are a glut. I could bid a price for this one. He looks
  good."

"Save yourself trouble," said the legionary. "I tell you, Caesar needs
  him."

And he slammed the door.

An hour after that came Conops, scrambling through the hole under the
  eaves and knocking down dry mud in handfuls. They picked it all up carefully
  and tossed it through the opening. Then Conops resumed his clothes.

"Master, your father was in a round hut at the other end of this prison
  yard."

"Was?" asked Tros.

"Was. He has gone. There is a window to that hut, with wooden bars set in
  the opening; and the window is toward the rampart, so I stood in shadow and
  had word with him. He has not been harmed, but he suffers from confinement.
  He was very grateful for the news of you.

"While I hid below the window, between the back of the hut and the
  rampart, an officer came who led him away to Caesar. Then a sentry on the
  rampart spied me; so I pretended to be one of the slaves who clean the camp
  of rubbish.

"I picked up trash and climbed the rampart to throw the stuff into the
  ditch, as the others do; and so I saw them take your father into Caesar's
  tent. Then I kept gathering more rubbish, and kept on climbing the rampart to
  throw the stuff away; so I saw them bring your father out and set him on
  horseback.

"The cavalry was lined up then—five hundred of them—and when
  they went away your father rode with them between two soldiers."

"Was he wearing his sword?" asked Tros.

"Yes."

"Which way went the cavalry?"

"Alongshore to the eastward."

"Did my father send me any message?"

"Yes, master. He said this: That after you started for Britain, Caesar
  sent for him and told him he must pilot one portion of the fleet to Britain
  when the time comes, if he hopes ever again to see you alive.

"And your father added this: That that fleet will not reach Britain if he
  can prevent it.

"'Tell him,' he said, 'it is better to die obstructing Caesar than to live
  assisting him to work more havoc.'

"Then he told me to bid you not to be deceived by anything Caesar may say,
  but pretend to serve Caesar for your own life's sake, obstructing him in all
  ways possible, for the sake of Those who sent you forth from Samothrace."

"That will I!" said Tros, scowling.

"Then I hid awhile and watched them change the guard at this end of the
  prison yard. None saw me, although the sentry on the rampart passed me twice
  as I was making shift to climb in, setting a forked stick against the wall to
  set my foot on, and kicking it away afterward."

Tros paced the floor like a caged animal, his hands behind him and his
  chin down on his breast.

"What if Caesar should leave me here!" he exploded at last. "He can find
  other pilots than me."

But Caius Volusenus was too eager for imaginary pearls to let that happen.
  He came striding to the hut and gained admittance after the officer on duty
  had sent him back, fuming and indignant to obtain a pass from some
  superior.

"Now Caesar would have left you here in chains and have used your father
  only, for he trusts neither of you," he began, when he was sure the door was
  shut and none was listening. "But I spoke up for you, and I told Caesar you
  are a man whose instincts compel you to navigate safely.

"I suggested he should send your father as a pilot for the cavalry, who
  are embarking a few miles down the coast. He agreed because that will keep
  the two of you apart. It is no use arguing with Caesar."

"No use whatever," said Tros. "What then?"

"Pluto paralyze him! He began to wonder why I set such store by you!
  Caesar would suspect his mother if she brought him milk!

"He decided you are not to go with me on my ship, but with him on his,
  where he can keep an eye on you. And he has told me off to bring up the rear
  of the expedition."

Tros had not ceased to pace the floor all the while the Roman was
  speaking. Suddenly now he turned and faced him where a stream of sunlight
  shone through a crack beside the doorpost.

"How much of this is true?" he demanded. "Caesar told me he will not start
  until after the equinox."

"All of it is true," said the Roman, showing his decayed front teeth in
  something between a smile and a snarl. "Shall Caesar tell his real plans to
  every prisoner he questions? Listen to me now, Tros: You would never dare to
  play a trick on Caesar; but perhaps you think because I am only Caius
  Volusenus I am easier to trifle with.

"I remind you of my oath! At the first chance I will take care to provide
  you with a small boat. That is my part of it. Thereafter you bring pearls,
  and the woman with them, if you see fit. You may keep the woman; but two
  thirds of the pearls are mine, according to agreement. And if the pearls are
  not enough, or if you fail me"—he showed his teeth again—
  "remember my oath, that is all!"
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