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CATALOGUE·OF·CHARACTERS


Lucius Justinius Marcellus, born in Arausio


Family members






	Gnaeus Justinius Marcellus


	father of Lucius, Gaius und Marcus







	Gaius Justinius Marcellus


	eldest son of Gnaeus J Marcellus







	Julia


	his wife






	Marcus Cornelius Plautus


	Gnaeus J Marcellus’s second son; adopted by Lucius Cornelius Plautus, and lives in Rome







	Gaius Justinius Marcellus Syros


	Lucius’s cousin, lives in Antiochia







	Sextus Pompeius Trogus


	Lucius’s uncle, lives in Lugdunum







	Pompeia Troga


	Lucius’s mother, a Voconti Gaul, died in Arausio








In Arausio






	Hector


	freedman of Gnaeus J Marcellus







	Domitia


	his wife






	Stephanos


	Gnaeus J Marcellus’s house steward







	Titus


	Friends of Lucius







	Quintus


	 







	Sextus


	 







	Appius


	 







	Pertinax


	retired Gladiator, Lucius’s Swordsmanship tutor







	Saxum


	retired Legionnaire, Lucius’s trainer







	Sergius


	grounds warden for Gnaeus Marcellus








In the XIX Augusta






	Publius Quintilicius Varus


	Legate, a general of the Augusta







	Quintus Galarius


	Camp commander








Military Tribune






	Publius Sulpicius Quirinius


	Supreme Tribune, senior military tribune, deputy of Varus







	Quintus Poppaeus Sabinus


	 







	Gnaeus Domitius Ahenobarbus


	 







	Quintus Ostorius Scapula


	 







	Centurion Marcus Canidius


	primi pili Centurion







	Centurion Titus Valens


	primi ordinis







	Centurion Kaeso Vulso


	tutor






	Optio Antinius


	his deputy






	Centurion Publius Vitellius


	Pilus prior of the VIII cohort







	Centurionn Manius Hilarius


	Hastatus prior of the VIII cohort






	Ambiorix


	Allobrogian chief, auxiliary troop’s captain








2. Hastatus Centurion of the VIII Cohort






	Optio Aulus Drusillus


	Lucius’s deputy






	Mallius


	Signifer (standardbearer)






	Celsonius


	Tesserarius (scribe)







	Legionnaires


	 






	Ripanus


	 






	Exoratus


	 






	Promptus


	 






	Tertinius


	 






	Albanus


	 






	Voluminius


	 








The Celts






	Cingetorix


	Licatier chief







	Gesatorix


	Licatier chief








The Generals






	Tiberius Claudius Nero


	Augustus’s stepson







	Vipsania Agrippina


	his wife, daughter of Agrippa







	Nero Claudius Drusus


	Augustus’s stepson, Tiberius’s younger brother







	Lucius Calpurnius Piso


	Consul







	Imperator Caesar Augustus


	First Citizen of Rome (Caesar)










REGISTER·OF·ROMAN·CITIES·AND·RIVERS






	Arausio


	Orange







	Augusta Praetoria


	Aosta







	Augusta Raurica


	Augst







	Basilia


	Basel







	Bratanium


	Gauting







	Brigantium


	Bregenz







	Cambodunum


	Kempten







	Castra Treverorum


	Trier







	Castra Vindelicum


	Augsburg







	Curia


	Chur







	Geneva


	Geneva







	Lugdunum


	Lyon







	Massilia


	Marseille







	Nicae


	Nizza







	Narbo


	Narbonne







	Oppidum Ubiorum


	Cologne







	Pons Drusi


	Bolzano







	Tridentum


	Trent







	Turicum


	Zurich







	Vindonissa


	Windisch







	Vitudurum


	Oberwinterthur







	Adige


	Etsch







	Danuvius


	Danube







	Lacus Benacus


	Lake Garda







	Lacus Venetus


	Lake Constance







	Lacus Lemanus


	Lake Geneva







	Padus


	Po







	Rhenus


	Rhine







	Rhodanus


	Rhone







	Licca


	Lech







	Vinda


	Wera
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A·CHANGE·OF·FORTUNE


ARAUSIO


The hot sun was searing down on Lucius’s face. His mouth was full of dust and filth. The desert stretched in all directions as far as the eye could see; not a tree or bush or water hole could be found, only rocks and sand. There were several watering holes over there, to the East, but access to them was blocked by the Parthian army.


Lucius would have given a million sesterces for a single sip of water, but there was no time to reach for his nearly empty canteen; the mounted archers were closing in again. They steadily assailed the Romans while trotting along to the end of the phalanx, where they turned their horses to resume the attack. Arrows hailed down on the Legionnaires. The Parthians answered each scream of agony with derisive laughter. Lucius desperately gripped his shield and beseeched Mars to stop the attack. Suddenly the Parthians swung their horses around and galloped off. Mounted Legionnaires failed to take them down.


The entire Legion heaved a sigh of relief, but the respite was short. The Parthian cataphracts were preparing to attack.


Their horses’ armor glittered like lake waters on a peaceful summer day. Their lances, sparkling in the sun, were anything but peaceful. Their Dragon Standard hovered threateningly above them.


Lucius’s eyes wandered over to the Roman Legionnaire Eagle, proudly flying over the Legion, alert and ready for battle.


The cataphracts moved out, the riders mantled behind their shields; lances at the ready.


Lucius forced himself to take a steadying breath and then called out his orders. The Legionnaires assembled. With their shields standing on the ground and the heavy javelins stretched before them, they awaited the onslaught.


Lucius gasped at the impact and the world seemed to collapse. An inferno raged around him. Wood splintered and metal rang out; roaring and screams of pain, cries of death. The attack engulfed the Legion like a tidal wave. Suddenly, there was silence. Dead and wounded lay scattered around Lucius, but the attack had been repelled. The archers returned and once again, a hail of arrows mercilessly battered the Legionnaires. The man in front of Lucius heaved a sigh before falling face down onto the earth. Lucius stared horrified at the arrow sticking out of the dead man’s neck. His sight flickered, making him blink. He ran his tongue over his cracked lips. Arrows were now raining down upon them ceaselessly. Lucius could not form a single clear thought.


Where were the Legion’s riders? He couldn’t discover them anywhere. Many Legionnaires were making a fearful retreat. It was only a matter of time before his Legion, and then the entire Roman army, turned and ran.


Lucius knew he had to do something. It was up to him. He turned to the Aquilifer and tore the Eagle out of his hands. “Follow me, comrades!” he cried, “Do not abandon your Eagle to shame!”


He charged the enemy, apparently flying over the desert floor. Arrows sped past him and he was not touched. A Parthian archer drew a bead on him and fell at the same moment from his horse; gouged by Lucius’s spear. A lance flew toward him; and was deflected by his shield. The Parthian commander fell, struck down by Lucius’s sword. Sword, spear, shield, and Eagle; Lucius himself did not know how he held them all. It was as if he suddenly had a thousand hands. The Legion behind him began moving forward, heartened by Lucius’s courageous example, and their onslaught wiped out the Parthian army, forcing a retreat. The Legionnaires regained the watering place. How glorious water tastes; better than any wine! General Marcus Vipsanius Agrippa rode toward them and reined in next to Lucius. “Tribunus Marcellus!” he called out in his resonant voice. “You have saved the Legion! I reward you with the grass crown!” A nuncio passed the crown to Agrippa, who lowered it upon Lucius’s head. The Legionnaires erupted in cries of victory, calling out his name, “Lucius! Lucius” They grabbed his arm and shook him.


“Lucius!” Stephanos called and shook him awake. Lucius sprang up from the bench. The scroll lying on his legs clattered to the ground. He was not in Parthia; he was in Arausio and had fallen asleep in the garden. It was not the desert sun shining on his face, but the warm sun of the South Gaul springtime.


“Lucius!” Stephanos, the house steward, repeated, “it is time for your lessons!”


Lucius stretched and grumbled indignantly: rhetoric lessons! He would have loved to tell the old man what he could do with those lessons, but it wasn’t his fault. Lucius watched Stephanos as he shuffled back to the house. He picked up the scroll and glanced longingly at the last passage he had read:


“As our soldiers hesitated, daunted by the deep waters, the Eagle-bearer of the X Legion invoked the gods to grant them a successful outcome to this venture. He cried out, ‘Jump, my comrades or surrender the Eagle to our enemies! I, for one, will fulfill my duty to the Empire and my generals!”


Lucius rolled up the scroll, stood up and sighed. “I, for one, will fulfill my duty to my family.” However, one day, he swore to himself, I would be a tribune, legate or general. I will shatter the enemies of the Empire and earn myself a byname. Germanicus sounds good, or maybe Armenius. Lucius Justinius Marcellus Brittanicus has a wonderful ring to it. I will parade down via Sacra amid rejoicing Romans; my soldiers will sing their satirical songs and in the evening, I will dine in the temple of Jupiter Optimus.


At that moment, a voice from above called down, “Hello Lucius!” Now that was definitely not Jupiter Optimus. A small boy leaned over the wall and looked down at him, “Can you come over Lucius? My parents are out and only my sister is home. You wanted to show me that Orca trick!”


“I’m afraid I can’t right now, Sextus.” Lucius replied with genuine remorse, “I have a rhetoric lesson.”


“You’ve got it good!” Sextus said enviously, “I have to learn this stupid reading and writing with twenty other children, while you get to study really interesting stuff!”


Children! Lucius thought to himself. Sextus actually believes that I enjoy doing this dung. I could think of much better things to do with my time!


He waved good-bye and went in the house. He crossed the atrium to return the book to the library. Scrolls of Cicero’s orations lay ready for him at the entrance to the atrium, opposite the house altar. He rolled them open to make sure they were the right ones. It was going to take a few more years before he could launch his career in the Empire’s service by the Eagle, and until then he would have to remain in Arausio. He reluctantly pulled on the hooded cape that Stephanos held ready for him and left the house.


After his lesson, Lucius’s mood had reached rock bottom. Servius opened the door directly upon the second knock, but even that took too long after wasting his afternoon with Cicero.


“It’s about time!” he snarled at the slave and pushed past him into the house. The thickset Gaul, who tended to heavy work in the house, gazed after Lucius, perplexed. Lucius thundered up the stairs to the sleeping chambers and hastened down the attic hall to his room. What little brightness seeped through the skylight was not enough to alert a furious young man to the slanting rafters. Lucius was painfully reminded that at five and a half feet, he was too tall to go storming down this hallway.


He stood dazed; his head thumping and close to fainting. He gingerly touched his forehead. By Aesculapius that is going to be a goose egg! He is going to have to bear more of those stupid lines about his ancestry. Not that one or two of his friends did not have Gallic ancestors, but his Gallic blood showed clearly on his face: blue eyes, a broad nose and, beyond that, he was at least a hand’s breadth taller than his friends were. The pain and certainty of derision did not improve his mood, and when he reached his room, he flung the door open with such force that it hit the wall with a loud bang. He threw the scrolls and writing utensils on his bed. While wrenching his cloak over his aching head, he, of course, scraped the fresh bruise, causing him to whimper in pain. He threw his cloak on the floor and stepped over to his clothes trunk. As the lid crashed against the wall, the red plaster cracked and splintered, leaving behind an ugly white scratch.


He dug around for his bathing things: oil, strigil, sponge and a fresh linen tunic. Where was his new, blue tunic? He carelessly tossed the articles of clothing that he didn’t need on the floor. He looked at his strigil in disgust; its handle depicted children playing the nut game. He wished he could just toss it out and buy a sensible scraper, one for grownups. He had seen some at the market, their artfully worked handles depicting erotic scenarios. The one with satyrs and nymphs had appealed to him most, but his older brother, Gaius, would just tap his forehead and tell him to get out of the sun.


He finally had all of his things and rolled them into a bundle. He picked up his cloak, ignoring the rest of the chaos he had wrought, and left the chamber. With his battered head voicing caution, he moved down the hallway much more slowly than before.


A drop of wine and a bath would be nice, Lucius thought, and turned to the door leading into the slaves’ common room. He had nearly reached the partially open door, when he suddenly froze; Servius was talking about him.


“The young master is in the best of moods again! Rhetoric lessons?” Servius asked of the other slaves while attending to his carving. Stephanos, who was going over the list of provisions, confirmed in a word, “Rhetoric lessons!”


Brigit, who was repairing a robe, looked up and laughed, “His Gallic blood is showing!”


“His mother was a Roman!” Stephanos remarked annoyed.


Brigit sighed, “Of course Pompeia was a Roman, but two generations of Roman citizenship does not erase his Gallic blood. A fifteen-year-old Gaul wants to fight; not read! Gaius and Marcus were completely different; they could not wait to start learning and holding orations!”


She should know, she was his brothers’ nanny after Cornelia, Gnaeus’s wife, died giving birth to Marcus. Brigit also took care of Lucius after his mother died.


“I remember how Gaius stood on the garden bench and orated to the trees. When I wanted to get him down, he glowered at me and said, ‘Can’t you see that I am giving a speech to the people’s assembly from the rostrum? A woman has no call to interrupt a man at affairs of state!’ and then he said to the trees, ‘Citizens, I am called away on dire business. I will return to you tomorrow to elucidate the grounds upon which I name Marcus Antonius a sinister creature!’ He climbed down from the bench and strutted in to supper. He was thirteen at the time.” She smiled at the memory.


The two men politely returned her smile. They were more than familiar with Brigit’s stories of the master’s children. As she noticed their superficial smiles, she silently returned to her sewing.


Lucius was embarrassed by the slaves’ talk about him, but tempting aromas coming from the kitchen distracted him. He would have loved to have gone and seen what delicacies Geminia was cooking up, but she could turn into a fury when someone disturbed her at the wrong moment. Apart from her daughter, Briseis, no one was allowed in the kitchen when Geminia was cooking.


Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, Lucius caught a movement in the passageway to the atrium. He had been discovered eavesdropping by the slaves’ quarters! With cheeks burning he hastily strode towards the house door. Steps closed in on him from behind and he heard the voice of Julia, his brother’s wife.


“Lucius, a word, please!” Lucius lowered the hand he had raised to open the door, and turned his profile to Julia:


“Yes?” he asked and hoped his voice made evident how little interest he had in a lecture on behaving like an adult. However, Julia had something else on her mind.


“Rogata was here this morning!” She announced somberly.


Rogata was their neighbor whose house was adjacent to their garden. A garrulous woman, Lucius thought, whose constant advice grated on one’s nerves. To make up for it, she had a charming daughter, Sabellia. Lucius had known Sabellia, and her older brother, since she was a little girl. He also occasionally played with Sextus, Sabellia’s youngest brother. Now Sabellia was fourteen and didn’t look in the least like a little girl any more. Julia’s piercing look brought him rudely back to the present.


“It is because of Sabellia!”


Lucius was confused. What is because of Sabellia?


“You’re not listening again!” Julia scolded caustically.


Yeah, yeah, Lucius thought annoyed, talk, will you?


“Rogata and her husband Sabellius don’t mind your visits and think it is very nice of you to play with Sextus, but they say it is not fitting that you just climb over the wall into their courtyard.”


“What?” Lucius was surprised, “But I have been doing that since I was six years old!”


“Yes, but you are a young man now, and Sabellia a young woman. They just do not think it is appropriate to have you hopping over the courtyard wall!” Julia paused before adding sternly, “And I quite agree!”


“Well I don’t!” Lucius responded arrogantly, “It’s just fine and dandy for me to play with Sextus, but I’m supposed to run around the entire Insula instead of just climbing over the wall?” Lucius did not say where he thought Rogata and Titus could stuff it, and jerked open the door.


“I’ll be in the bath!” he called back at Julia before slamming the door closed. The last he heard from Julia was something like, “Well, be back in time for cena!” What a stupid, senseless thing for her to say, Lucius thought. Women are simply idiotic – as if he would miss dinner, with his cavernous appetite.


Julia sighed as Lucius stormed off. Was there anything worse than a burgeoning young man? They were particularly difficult in the time between casting off the Bulla and donning the toga virilis. Julia knew all too well how it was; she had two brothers herself. They had been no different. They could not wait to be rid of the Bulla, and had to be constantly reminded to wear it. The amulet protected them until they were fully men. Still, which sixteen-year-old would admit that he was not a man? Particularly it came to girls. More than once in the past three months, Lucius had “forgotten” to wear his Bulla and Julia wondered who the lucky girl was. She had not said anything to Gaius; men quickly forget what it was like to be young. The last thing that Lucius needed was sermon from his oldest brother. She would have to talk to Gaius. Lucius desperately needed a direction for his energies; a purpose that gave him the sense of being an adult, of being taken seriously. Something to keep him out of trouble.


Out on the street, Lucius slowed down. He was furious at Julia, but not as blinded with rage as to risk slipping and falling into the filth on the street. The sidewalk under the colonnades was bustling with people making their way to their homes for cena, so Lucius kept to the street, which, at this time of day, were thick with filth and garbage. The shopkeepers had begun to close their stores and had simply dumped their garbage on the street before sweeping out their shops. Added to the dirt compiled throughout the day, the streets were a treacherous piggery. Pedestrian had to watch their step to avoid skating over the filth and landing on their backsides – to the general amusement of onlookers. Besides that, Lucius had no desire to hear another lecture from Gaius and Julia on the family dignitas, just because he had been walking too fast. It would blemish the family reputation when the son of Gnaeus Justinius Marcellus, Praefectus of Augustus upon settling the Colonia Arausio; friend and fellow soldier of the best general in the Roman Empire, Marcus Agrippa, was seen to be running through the streets like a common day-worker. Lucius could hear their voices clearly. Then, the thing with Sabellia. What was Rogata thinking? He hadn’t made any moves on Sabellia, and even if he had, they should be honored to have a Justinius Marcellus showing interest in their daughter. Not as a wife, of course, Sabellia was clearly below his station. Perhaps I should just make her advances, he thought as he reached the corner of the Insula, where he was always greeted by the aroma of fresh baked bread from the bakery. Was there any finer scent? Was there anything more savory to ease one’s hunger? Of all the inventors emerging from humankind, the inventor of bread must have been blessed by the gods. Lucius viewed the display with hungry eyes. The baker’s wife, noticing his look, picked up a loaf and held it out to him. He nodded vigorously and she tossed him the bread. With only one hand free, he had some difficulty catching and holding the loaf. He bit into the bread and held it with his teeth while rummaging for a coin. As he finally found one, he tossed it to the baker’s wife, who caught it deftly and called out a greeting to him.


He took a large bite. The taste of fresh bread somewhat soothed his temper. Chewing contentedly, he ambled along the street, greeting acquaintances and nodding importantly when clients asked him to relay their good wishes to his father and brother. He arrived at the small bathhouse at the end of the street and paid his quarter as entrance fee.


“No massage today, young Master Lucius?” asked the tenant, somewhat disappointed.


“Not today. It is already late. I just want a cleansing and to soak a bit in warm water.”


After undressing, he was cleansed. Oil and sand were rubbed onto his skin, which the bath servant then scraped off with the strigil. Lucius rinsed himself clean in the cold pool and then hurried off to the caldarium, the warm pool. He greeted the other bathhouse guests and began to doze, thinking about his future.


He often thought about his future recently, not having the slightest idea what was to become of him. For four years now, his father has been in the Orient, his only contact with family being letters. Planning his future was not a subject that Lucius wanted to discuss with his father in letters. In talking face to face, his father was decidedly terse, having no time for what he called “ramblings”. However, after forty years in the Legion, for his father “ramblings” were anything longer than three sentences, and any objections came close to a capital crime. “Then why should I learn rhetoric?” a baffled Lucius asked his father, who had engaged the rhetoric tutor Asteros shortly before leaving for Rome. For a moment, Gnaeus Marcellus was at a loss for words before replying through gritted teeth, “Because I said so and because it will be useful to you later!” The order of the reasons did not escape Lucius.


Lucius would have liked to have spoken about these things with his other brother, Marcus. He and Marcus had always got along well, sharing a bent towards nonsense. Gaius, the eldest, Prudent Gaius, as they had always called him, had often taken them to task, but Marcus could have cared less.


Then, four years ago, Marcus left with his father for Rome. How Lucius had envied him! However, Marcus did not return. One day they received a letter from father, declaring that Marcus was no longer their brother. Lucius was horrified and confused. Gaius explained to him that a knight by the name of Lucius Cornelius Plautus had adopted Marcus. Plautus had no sons of his own, so Marcus was no longer Marcus Justinius Marcellus; he was now Marcus Cornelius Plautus. The fact that his brother suddenly had a different name deeply confused Lucius. Unlike Lucius, Marcus did not have to waste a moment’s time thinking about his future. As the son of a rich knight, he would simply one day inherit his adoptive father’s fortune.


Gaius, Prudent Gaius, had very real plans for Lucius’s career. Unfortunately, these did not concur in the slightest with Lucius’s plans. A few days ago, he had complained to Gaius about his rhetoric lessons. When Gaius asked him why he was so testy, Lucius had replied “Oh, nothing special. Asteros’s lesson nearly put me to sleep again. By Minerva, why do I have to memorize and hold every oration that was ever held in Rome? What is the point? I would much rather train in the palaestra with my friends. None of them has to learn rhetoric. They are on the brink of donning a man’s toga and entering the world of adulthood while I still have to study. They help their families, travel and see the world. Appius has already been to Narbo.”


Gaius merely made fun of him, raising his arms to heaven as if in prayer, “O ye gods! Look upon this poor, enslaved man and have mercy on his lot! How much longer, Lucius, will you abuse our patience? How much longer will your madness deride us?” Lucius flushed deep red and nearly let his temper get the upper hand as his brother recited one Cicerco’s most renowned orations. Before he could respond, Gaius let his arms sink and continued in a normal tone of voice “You should hear yourself speak. Other youths your age are in the fields, working until sunset. The heaviest things you have lifted today are your scrolls. You are fortunate to be able to go to school and study rhetoric. It will aid you in your business dealings. Perhaps one day you will hold a public office, where you must be able to speak before people. With your education in rhetoric and law, you bring cases before the court. You can be elected to Aedile or Duovir. You have so many possibilities, but you must study first!”


Lawyer or Aedile in Arausio? Lucius moaned so loudly that the other bathhouse guests, turned to him in alarm. The thought of rotting away for the rest of his life in this colonia was devastating. Gaius did not know about his secret desire, his dream that first emerged when he was five or six as his family was stopping over at a mansio. Lucius was so enthralled by the adventures of an old Legionnaire that his father, grown impatient, had to drag him away. As they journeyed on, Lucius bombarded his father with questions, wanting to know if his stint as a soldier had been just as exciting. “Don’t pay any attention to that blowhard!” Gnaeus said, “Life in the Legion is not that entertaining!” He then went on to relate a few of his own experiences to give Lucius a less romantic impression of the Legion. Lucius, though, could see no difference. Everything sounded so exotic, adventurous and fascinating. At that moment, he swore to himself that one day he would serve the Roman Empire, just like his father. First his father had fought to conquer Gaul and then to end the terrible civil war there. He was active in the reconstruction and had worked for Agrippa in the Gallia Comate province administration for three years. He had helped settle veterans in Arausio and the Julii Forum. Now he was in the Orient, fulfilling his duty at war and in negotiations with the Parthians. Between stints of duty, he had always returned to his acreage in Cincinnatus and worked the land.


This was Lucius’s vision of his future. To roam the world in the service of the Roman Empire. Three or four years as a military tribune and then an important position in province administration. Campaigns in far off lands – Parthia, Egypt, mythical Britannia; battling against giant Germans; plundering rich cities. Settling veterans, administrating the province and occasionally returning to his own acreage, steeped in honor and ever ready to be called up again.


This vision he had kept to himself. He had continued to plague his father for more stories, but his mother didn’t approve, so he learned little from his father. Therefore, Lucius had to find other sources of information, which could not have been easier. After all, Arausio was a veteran colony and veterans loved to recount tales of the good old days beneath the Eagle. Lucius had heard many exciting tales. Furthermore, he had read Caesar’s commentaries on the Gaul War and civil war, Salust’s stories about the war against Jugurtha and Polybio’s writings on the war against Hannibal.


Hour after hour, he had pored over geography books with his Uncle Gnaeus Pompeius, his mother’s younger brother, who revealed to Lucius his intention of writing a comprehensive geographic and historic work. Ganeus had been compiling all sorts of documents from old authors for years; not only the well-known writers such as Varro and Cato, but he had also unearthed works of long forgotten Greeks. Who had ever heard of Ephoros? His uncle kept up a lively correspondence with Nepos, Livius and a young Greek named Strabo, and he had spent a fortune on the life’s work of Diodoros Siculus, forty volumes in all written over a period of thirty years. Together, Uncle Gnaeus and Lucius wandered through this collection. All this only intensified Lucius wanderlust. He had begged to travel to the Orient with his father and uncle, but the only answer he received was “You are too young!” and “This is not a pleasure trip!”


All the same, Lucius refused to be put off. In his last letter, he had asked his uncle if he could accompany him on his next research journey, as his secretary or suchlike, but Uncle Gnaeus had regretfully turned him down since he would spending the next years writing, not traveling. Stuck in Arausio! What could he expect from Arausio? He would first be elected Quaestor, city treasurer, and tend to the city’s finances. How thrilling! As Quaestor, he would automatically sit on the city council and after a few years of shuffling scrolls and wearing out the seats of his tunics, be elected Aedile and eventually, Duovir – an office any idiot can hold, as long as he was a member of the city council and has reached the prescribed age. However, as Justinii Marcelii, there was no doubt that at thirty-five, if he lived so long, that he would be elected Duovir. Until then, he would molder away on the city council, supervising the wine trade and overseeing the wine harvest at the vineyards in the fall. This is the future fate that Lucius saw steadily closing in on him, and nothing could save him from it. There was no way for him to become a tribunus. Tribunes were either sons of Senators or sons of knights, and his father was neither the one, nor the other. “I know!” Lucius snarled at the water, “So I will make my “career” here in Arausio. I will start out as a scribe at my brother’s business; eventually be given my own responsibilities; until at last reaching the pinnacle: personally negotiating business in “distant” cities like Lugdunum, Massilia or Narbo.” Unless a miracle happened, the only other career open to him was to enter the Legion as miles, a common foot soldier. Then, in ten or twenty years, he could work his way up to Centurion, and later changing to administrational service in a province. Lucius rejected this option with his whole heart. Miles! He shook his head. He was a Justinii Marcelii; one of his ancestors had been a knight and liege of the legendary Gaius Marius. Lucius sought a more comfortable position in which to carry on his musings.


He had sacrificed to Mars, praying for a miracle. Perhaps he should make an offering to Apollo and ask for his help. After all, Apollo was the patron god of Augustus, and if the Princeps couldn’t help him, then who could? He would sacrifice to Apollo directly, on his way home – and to Fortuna, of course, as there is no sense in sneering at luck. Was it not their unshakeable trust in luck that led Sculla and Caesar to defeat their enemies?


Lucius was actually almost on time for cena. He was lying on his cline popping grapes into his mouth while idly surveying the mural in the triclinum as he had done a hundred times before. Bacchus was missing a finger and one of the Muses’ faces was only partially completed; sloppy work on the painter’s part. A drunken guest had thrown an empty beaker at the wall, obliterating Erato’s face. There was also detectable water damage, if you knew where to look. Gaius could easily have the plaster knocked off and a commission a new painting. Perhaps they should trade places for a fresh view, a change of perspective. If he were to trade places with Julia, he would be facing the Oath of the Horatians, a lovely, patriotic motif. From Gaius’s cline, he would gaze directly at the library, overlooking most of the atrium. Now that would be something new.


“Lucius?” Gaius’s voice seeped into his awareness and he sat up startled, “Are you sleeping with your eyes open? I wish I knew what you were thinking.”


No, you do not, Lucius thought as he reached for his wine beaker, “What is it?” he asked grumpily.


“A letter from father has arrived! I would like to read it after we have eaten.” Gaius said in his calm, pedantic manner that always drove Lucius up the walls because it made him feel like a little child. It had been some time since they had heard from Father. Lucius swallowed his annoyance and looked expectantly at Gaius, who took the letter from its case and unrolled it.


Gnaeus Marcellus hails his sons,


I am still in Syria, but your Uncle Gnaeus and Sextus are on their journey home. By the time you receive this letter, they will already be in Rome. From there, Sextus will set out for Arausio, bringing a guest with him.


I am doing well and trust that I will be in Italy by the end of the year, perhaps even in Arausio. I will decamp, when Augustus decamps. He still has several matters to attend. We will next travel to Greece, and from there to Brundisium. I will reach Rome in Sextilis or September. Whether I can directly continue my journey or not, will then be decided.


It appears that our family awaits a change of fortune. We will be following a new course. Sextus has a number of instructions for you. Follow them obediently, sons.


May Jupiter protect you.
Greetings from your father Gnaeus Marcellus


Lucius looked up disappointed and confused, “That wasn’t much. He could have gone a bit more into detail.”


Gaius was also annoyed, “He seems to have forgotten that we have aged for years since he left, and are no longer children. Why is he being so secretive? A change of fortune? What are these instructions? Who is this guest?”


He looked at Julia as if she may have an answer. Julia merely shrugged her shoulders and, as the practical lady of the house that she was, said “We are not going to find out by lamenting, but must make preparations to receive two guests!”


Gaius nodded and called toward the atrium, “Stephanos!” After a moment, approaching steps could be heard. The Massalian house steward entered the atrium, “Yes, master?”


“Our Uncle Sextus will be visiting us in a few days. He is bringing a guest with him. Prepare everything for them!”


“Yes, master.” Stephanos asked “How large will the escort be? Are there women among the guests?”


Gaius shook his head, “Sextus’s wife is in Lugdunum. I don’t know if the guest is traveling with a woman, nor how large their escort may be. They will have had a long journey, so there will not be any more than four or five escorts between them. “Prepare for any eventuality!” As Stephanos left the room, Gaius looked over the scroll again, “Whatever is Father up to?”


Lucius had been waiting impatiently for their guest, and now his Uncle Sextus’s sedan was standing in front of the door. Sextus Pompeius Trogus, youngest brother to Lucius’s mother, heaved his large, massive figure out of the sedan. His father had been Caesar’s head chancellor in Gaul. His family had made quite a profit on the Gallic war. Sextus liked to show off his wealth and considered it nobler to be carried than to walk. His large figure had become even wider in the hips; obviously, they cooked well in the Orient.


A second, much younger man, of about eighteen years, got out of the sedan. He was as darkly tanned as an Oriental or African, but his finely chiseled facial features revealed him a Roman.


Gaius greeted the guests, “Sextus Pompeius, be welcome in our house!”


Sextus thanked him and beckoned Lucius to come closer. He introduced the young man, “This is your cousin, Gaius Justinius Marcellus Syros. He is Gaius Marcellus Pius’s second son. He traveled with your father from Antioch to Rome.”


“You live in the Orient?” Lucius exclaimed excitedly, “You must tell me all about it!”


His brother scolded him “Lucius! First, give an appropriate greeting. Welcome in our house, Gaius Justinius. Two namesakes under the same roof may cause some confusion!”


Syros laughed “Call me Syros, everyone does. As I was the first Justinii Marcellii born in the Orient, I was given this byname to avoid being confused with my father.”


“Where is your baggage?”


“At the South portal hostel”,Sextus answered, “We didn’t want to load everything onto bearers and since the wagon is not permitted to enter the city before sundown, we’ll just have to wait. We have the most important items in this bundle.”


“Then take a bath and freshen up” Gaius said, “In the meantime, I will arrange for dinner to be made.”


The triclinum was spacious, but all the same, somewhat crowded with five people. Stephanos had brought in four clines and a chair for Julia. It would be unseemly for Gaius’s wife to lie at dinner with guests, even though they, like Sextus and Syros, were family members.


“Your father gave me letters to bring to you.” Sextus announced as he carefully peeled the shell from his egg, “And he inferred that he just might be a grandfather when he returns home at the end of the year!” Syros relishing a stalk of leek. Gaius’s eyes flashed at him.


“Oh, Marcus is going to be a father?” Julia mentioned lightly, “He did not mention that in his last letter.”


Syros smiled mischievously, “Um no, not Marcus, he was thinking on his other son!”


“Lucius!” Julia cried in mock horror, “You have impregnated a girl and didn’t tell us! Who is she?”


Lucius put on a pointedly somber expression, “Caesar’s wife!” he cried out.


“But she must be above all suspicion!” Gaius added, laughing.


This was a classic line often heard on stage. No one knew what the story surrounding Caesar’s wife was anymore. It had something to do with the notorious People’s Tribune Clodius, but the details were no longer important. Alone Caesar’s claim that his wife, known throughout the city for her infidelity, was above all suspicions amused the Romans to end even a generation after the fact. A bite of tuna fish escaped Gaius’s laughing mouth, flying in a high arc and landing in his beaker. Syros gasped with laughter. Sextus, holding his jiggling stomach, brought forth “Since when are you trying to outdo Maecenas? Mulsum with tuna fish? A true delicacy for gourmets!”


“At least it’s not cooked donkey!” Lucius shuddered at the thought.


“If you turn your nose up at cooked donkey, then do not accept an invitation to dinner in Rome!” Syros remarked with tears in his eye,. “Ever eaten pig’s udder? Or piglet uterus?” Syros smirked at their repulsed expressions.


“Gaius!” Julia cried, shocked.


“Degenerate!” Sextus growled, helping himself to another piece of tuna fish.


Gaius fished out the tuna from his beaker and took a sip of the honey wine.


“Do you want to ruin our appetite? Tell us instead about what is going on in the Orient! The rumors are contradictory. The Parthians have returned the standards; but refuse to release the prisoners. Once we heard that Tiberius had fallen in Armenia; then suddenly a Parthian marionette is sitting on the Armenian throne, then again, victory across the board for Rome. Syros snatched a piece of leek before Gaius signaled Stephanos to clear the appetizers. “There’s a bit of truth in all of it! The situation in the Orient is very complex. Rome clearly rules in Hispania and Gallia, but things are less clear in the Orient.” he explained and took a bite of leek.


“What is not clear about it? Asia, Syria, Bithynia et Pontus, Egypt and more recently Galatia. The Orient is entirely made up of Roman provinces except for that tiny blot called Judea and behind that Parthia and Armenia!” Lucius threw in eagerly. Finally, a topic he knew something about!


Syros sighed and watched in silence as the main course was brought in; green cabbage, beans with bacon, and chicken. “Yes, and most of Rome shares your opinion” he remarked resignedly, “But that only goes to show just how ignorant they are in the city and how little they know about what is actually happening in the East.”


“Then disabuse us, enlighten us with your wisdom, O Learned One!” Gaius declaimed, ladling wine from the wine bowl and pouring it into the beakers through a sieve. “Two to three” he murmured to Stephanos, who immediately began to top off the beakers with water before passing one to Sextus.


“First of all, the Eastern provinces do not compose a cohesive land area like in Hispania.” Syros placed his wine beaker in front of him and pointed at it, “This is Syria with Parthia to the East and Armenia to the North. In the West are the provinces Asia, Bithynia et Pontus and Galatia. Between Armenia and these three provinces lie Lycia, Cappadocia and Pontus where allied kings reign. The king of Armenia, Artaxes is anything but a friend to Rome, or least he was, he has been murdered. That’s bad news for us!”


“Why?” Gaius asked astonished, “I thought he was an enemy of Rome. His death must have made things simpler.”


“The line of succession is quite complicated!” Sextus rejoined.


Syros took a deep breath, “Well, Phraates of Parthia wants most to see Artaxes’s oldest son, Artaxes the Younger, who is married to Phraates daughter, on the throne. This is not agreeable to Agrippa, who wants Tigranes, Artaxes younger brother, crowned. Phraates is against this, as Tigrates is known as friend to Rome. Phraates suggested a trade: the standard of Crassus and Antonius for Artaxes the Younger on the throne. In addition, Rome should give her word to keep out of Parthian and Armenian internal affairs. Then Phraates would consider releasing the prisoners.”


“So?” Lucius asked on tenterhooks.


“You have to imagine the situation!” Syros elucidated, “Agrippa is sitting on a podium in his curule chair. Behind him, twelve lictors. Above him tower his blue standard and the Syrian Legion Eagle. On his right, the elite of Roman society are seated; on his left, King Herod of Judea and the ambassadors of Cappacedonia and Armenia. Now the Parthian negotiators come in and make their demands. Agrippa explodes and threatens to execute the negotiators; calls for his sword and swear he would rather perish in the desert like Crassus than to enter into such a degrading agreement. Herod rushed into his arms, beseeching him by all the gods not to lay hands on the negotiators!”


Syros looked around at his audience. Lucius followed his eyes and noticed that even Julia was hanging on Syros’s every word, which obviously had escaped Gaius’s since he did not reprimanded her impropriety.


Syros, satisfied that he had their undivided attention, continued, “Agrippa rages on, unable to calm himself. Herod dismisses the cowed negotiators and Tiberius orders one of the lictors to guide them safely through the crowd, which is teeming with soldiers. As the negotiators are being led out, Agrippa roars after them “I have obliterated Pompeius, Antonius and Cleopatra. I will whittle down Ekbatana, Seleukia and Susa and fetch the head of Phraates.” For a moment, there is absolute silence. Then thunderous jubilation breaks out, the soldiers charge the podium and scream their enthusiasm. An exhilarated Herod claps Agrippa repeatedly on the shoulder, and the Cappadocian ambassadors applaud ecstatically. One had the impression that everyone was ready to immediately march against the Parthians.


“And then?” Lucius was enthralled by Syros’s report.


“Phraates sent a new negotiator who apologized profusely, insuring that the other negotiators had been executed for so twisting the words of their king. They then invited Agrippa to visit the High King in Ekbatana. Agrippa politely declined and sent Tiberius in his stead.”


Sextus cut in, bringing the story, which had heard often enough, to an abrupt end, “Who returned with the standards, and the prisoners, too!”


Syros eyed him, slightly irritated, but nodded in agreement, “And this year Tiberius and the Legions will remove to Tigranocerta to place Tigranes on the throne!”


Lucius let out a low whistle, “So triumph for Rome across the board! And King Phraates agreed to all this?”


“Well, he sees it from a different perspective. For years, Rome has threatened him with a retaliation campaign because of Carraeh. Marcus Antonius’s attack failed, but now the civil war has ended, the next can happen any time. Phraates returns the standards and Rome recognizes his sovereignty. Tigranes was raised in Rome, so he poses no threat to us. Armenia cannot move out against Parthia without Rome’s support, so they remain neutral. Phraates can concentrate on his domestic political enemies. Tridates lays claim to the Parthian throne, but Rome has sworn not to support him.”


Gaius creased his brow. “Then why is there a campaign this year?”


“Demonstrating of our power to the kings of the Orient is most important,” Syros explained, “First, Tigranes and Armenia will see just who they owe the throne and their independence to; secondly, Phraates will see just how powerful Rome is, and thirdly, Tiberius will have an opportunity to attain glory.”


There was a short period of silence, as everyone considered what had just been said.


“That is all so very exciting, isn’t it?” Lucius asked curiously, “You have to tell me all you know about the countries you have visited and the people you have met!”


Syros laughed, “Do we have one evening or a whole year? The Orient is a colorful blend of peoples – Syrians, Greeks, Romans, Armenians, Egyptians, Phoenicians and Judeans.”


He took another drink and looked about searchingly. “No garum?” he asked Gaius. Lucius grinned to himself, expecting a cutting remark from Gaius. Syros couldn’t know his cousin’s distaste for the spicy fish sauce that smothered all other flavors. Gaius hardly made a face as he called to Stephanos, “Bring the garum, please!” He even managed to ban the repugnance from his voice.


Syros did not seem to notice. He turned to Lucius and said, “In a few years, my father wants to travel with me to Egypt. That will give me the chance to visit Jerusalem and Alexandria.” Syros told Lucius that he could hardly wait to enter his father’s business as a full-fledged member. “To see other countries, other peoples – Rhodes, Athens, Gades, the Tin Islands, Colchis, the Euxinian Ocean, and maybe one day even India.” Syros’s eyes shone with anticipation.


Sextus smiled. “This seems to be a family affliction. Each generation brings forth one with wanderlust. Lucius also dreams of visiting other countries.”


“Not me” said Gaius with a vigorous shake of his head. “I find traveling a strain. It is enough for me to drive to Lugdunum or Massalia. When I went to Rome four years ago, the exertion nearly did me in.”


“How did you like Rome, Gaius?” Syros asked.


“Once you have seen the architecture of Rome, everything else seems so small in comparison.” Gaius answered.


Syros nodded. “On our journey, we sailed into Athens; we saw Brundisium, Syracuse and Naples. All of them are beautiful cities, but Rome is the most magnificent. The heart of the city is almost entirely out of marble,” he rhapsodized “and they are still building everywhere. Augustus and Agrippa will leave a city of marble behind.”


“Are there any cities in the Orient equal to the size and grandeur of Rome?” Lucius asked, eager to learn more.


Alexandria or Babylonia perhaps, maybe Susa. I have not seen these cities yet.” Syros rejoined thoughtfully. “Only Ekbatana!”


“Ekbatana?” Gaius asked amazed. “Ekbatana in Parthia? What were you doing in Ekbatana?”


Instead of responding, Syros took another sip of wine. Gaius and Lucius were impatiently waiting for an answer. Sextus smiled at his nephews’ keen expectancy.


“I was there with my father!” was Syros’s curt answer.


Puzzled, Gaius and Lucius looked at each other. That didn’t clarify anything! Ekbatana lay deep within the Parthian realm and until very recently, Rome had waged war against Parthia.


Lucius intruded on Syros’s silence. “And what did your father do there?”


“My father? He escorted your father.” Syros answered.


Gaius and Lucius looked questioningly over to Sextus, who was deeply involved with his meal. Lucius had a sneaking suspicion that Syros was leading them on. He examined his cousin closely, but Syros bore his scrutiny innocently. Lucius looked again to Sextus, who was openly returning his nephew’s gaze. He was not laughing; or better, he was intentionally not laughing. Lucius’s suspicion grew stronger, and Gaius must have thought the same as he snatched up some grapes and threw them on Syros head, “Talk, already!”


Syros laughed aloud, and Sextus burst out with “Oh ye gods! What delicious expressions! You looked like a couple of oxen!”


Somewhat agonized and uncertain, Gaius and Lucius joined in their laughter. Their father obviously deemed it unnecessary to clue them in on his missions. Finally, Syros took mercy on them and began to relate his experience. “Marcus Agrippa wanted to negotiate with the Parthians, which required more than simply shouting them down. Due to my father’s business dealings in Parthia, he has established good relationships there. Agrippa wanted to make use of this, which is how our family became involved. Thus, our fathers traveled to Ekbatana. I accompanied them as their secretary.


“And then?”


Syros fell silent, heightening the suspense. “You must understand that in the Orient negotiations are very time consuming. Formalities must be observed and there are many details demanding attention. This entails a series of visits and receptions, invitations and gifts for business partners who know someone who knows someone who is the cousin of someone who is close to the third eunuch who is someone’s third son!”


Lucius’s head was spinning, “And he is a member of the royal family!”


“No” Gaius interjected drily, “but he knows someone who has heard of someone who knows someone in the royal family”.


“I see you are familiar with the situation!” Syros claimed, causing laughter all around.


“How could you be so well informed on Parthian political relationships?” Gaius probed further.


“Every merchant in the Orient is up on political conditions in Parthia. For business reasons, so to speak. Knowing which king desires war and which prefers peace, is vital to a merchant. And” he added with a sly grin, “who knows who could know whom!”


A fully unrelated thought sprang into Lucius’s mind, “What about the Roman prisoners?”


“You mean our uncle? The prisoners were released, but our uncle’s name was not on any of the lists. He is still missing, probably long dead.” Syros said sadly, “Our fathers traveled to Nisbis to witness the return of the Eagle.”


“I cannot say with certainty when Gnaeus will return to Arausio,” Sextus remarked, “but he will definitely return to Italy this year. Since there is still much to be done, he will most likely spend the winter in Rome. Nonetheless, he has plans for you and I am to relate his wishes.”


“Plans?” Lucius asked confused.


“Wishes?” Gaius added suspiciously.


“Yes. You, Gaius, are to apply for the office of Vigintiviri this year.” Sextus announced.


Gaius choked and spluttered wine over the table.


“GAIUS!” Julia exclaimed scandalized, but Gaius could only gasp and attempt to clear the wine from his windpipe. Sextus came to his aid, clapping him sharply on the back. His hands, as large as platters, descended with such force that Lucius feared Sextus would break his brother’s back.


When Gaius could speak again, his voice was a hoarse whisper, “I’m to get myself elected this year?”


“Why not?” Sextus wanted to know, “Elections are not until July, so you have time to enter your candidacy and prepare your election campaign. The Justinii Marcellii are well-known in Arausio, your chances of being elected are quite good.”


“But I have already promised my support to both a Triumviri capitals candidate as well as to a candidate running for Curator of Water Supply.” Gaius emphasized, “If I cannot run for the Tirumvirat of Public Order, then all that is left are positions as Douvir for the city streets or Quatrovir for streets outside of the city. Those are out of the question!”


“How are your connections to the governor?” Syros suggested. “He could put on the judge’s slate.”


Sextus waved dismissively, “It doesn’t matter what you run for. Gnaeus wants you in office next year so you can claim a seat on the city council at any time, even if you have not yet been Quaestor. It’s all in the letter I brought. Read it through at your leisure; there will be some changes coming about.”


“What else?” Gaius asked in distress, “Am I to apply for the priesthood, too?”


“No, but aside from cultivating and selling wine, Gnaeus wants the family to enter the money market.”


“The money market?” Gaius cried out appalled, “We haven’t the slightest notion of the money market!”


“That is what Syros is here for. He can instruct you!”


“Are you telling me that I’m supposed to set up a table in the forum and play at money-lending? By all the Furies, I will not do it!” Gaius had turned a deep red and looked ready to unleash his wrath on Sextus. Julia laid a restraining hand on his arm. “Calm yourself, my husband; I’m sure that is not your father’s intention.”


Syros nodded in agreement. “She is right; his aims are towards something altogether different. To complete the reorganization throughout Gallia, Agrippa is once more governor of the entire province. The last uprisings were years ago; trade and artisanship are flourishing. More and more luxury articles, furnishings and tableware are being exported from Italy to Gallia. Eventually, native artisans will begin to produce these wares to meet local market demands. I’m not talking about small, individual workshops, but about mass production. Large enterprises will need capital for workshops, machines and workers. This capital can be provided by a consortium; and such a consortium is exactly what Uncle Gnaeus envisions.”


Gaius looked at Lucius in irritation. What is it? Lucius thought, until he noticed that his sausages were swimming in garum. “Why do we even bother to season the food when you drown it garum anyway?” Gaius criticized before turning back to Syros, “We are to become financers, are we?”


He though it over a moment before objecting, “But we don’t have that kind of money!”


“It does not have to be your own money.” Sextus assured him. “You know the people here. As council member, the people will look up to you, and as an attorney, you will know how to present your case. I can lay it all out for you.”


Initially, Lucius had listened closely, but now that they were going into detail, he became bored. Of course, it was interesting to hear how a province was administrated, but one had slaves and freedmen for that. He felt all eyes on him and realized that someone had spoken to him. “Pardon?” he offered, while taking a drink of the diluted wine.


“While I was in Rome, I engaged a tutor for you. He will arrive in the next few days.” Sextus repeated, slightly annoyed.


“A tutor?” Lucius sighed in resignation.


Sextus replied off-handedly, “A swordfighter.”


“A what?” Lucius roared. He must have misunderstood; a sword combat tutor? For him?


“His name is Pertinax” Sextus continued, “He was master in the arena. He is retired now.”


“Pertinax?” Gaius asked. “A few years ago, there was a renowned Gladiator of that name. He was a Thracian fighter.”


“And a Samnite.” Sextus confirmed, “He was freed four years ago. At first, he earned his bread as a bouncer in the bordellos, but then became a tutor for the Spanish Legions. He has just returned and your father specifically asked for him; he seems to come highly recommended among Legionnaires.


“Where is Pertinax now?” Lucius asked eagerly.


“He is already in the city, looking for lodgings.”


Sword training with a Gladiator! His friends will turn green with envy when they see him practicing his freshly learned abilities in the palaestra! First off, he will have to learn the Gladiator’s victory pose; Appius had that vase with the Gladiators painted on it.


“Don’t congratulate yourself too soon!” Sextus cautioned, chuckling, “Sword fighting is no piece of cake! It’s hard training; harder than wrestling or boxing.”


Lucius heard him, but was already preoccupied with other thoughts. Lucius the Swordfighter, he considered as a byname or Lucius the Triumphant. He noticed Gaius’s sardonic look and heard him announce to the others sarcastically, “You can forget about him, he’s in Elysium!”, but Lucius could have cared less.


As Stephanos brought the fruit, he took an apple and watched idly as the slave laid the sacrifice plate in front of Gaius. Gaius placed a sausage and a bit of cabbage on the plate and gave it back to Stephanos, who brought it to the house altar. He then sprinkled frankincense in the lamp and thanked the gods for the repast. So will I offer a sacrifice to Fortuna, Lucius thought. I am a child of fortune.


Lucius first returned from his daydreams as conversation turned once again to the situation in Rome. Merchants had related stories of unrest in the city.


“What is going on in Rome?” Gaius asked curiously. “Have there really been riots?”


Sextus sighed heavily, “Do you remember the Aedile Marcus Egnatius Rufus?”


Gaius shook his head. Lucius, though, remembered a letter from Marcus. “Wasn’t he the one who assigned his slaves to firefighting?” he suggested cautiously.


Sextus nodded, “That made him so popular, that he was elected Praetor!”


“Oh, yes, now I remember!” Gaius exclaimed. “Before leaving Rome, Augustus himself had commissioned a unit to be created – the vigilis – and Agrippa had restored peace in the city before he left for Hispania, hadn’t he?”


“Short-lived!” Syros answered, “Rufus has collected an impressive number of followers, and the moment Agrippa left Rome, they all came crawling out of their holes.”


“Yes” Sextus added, “And now he wants to circumvent the lex Villia annalis and have himself elected Consul.”


“Consul!” said Gaius taken aback. “I had heard something to that effect, but had taken it to be a wild rumor.”


“Well it wasn’t” Sextus corrected him, “There was quite a bit of confusion. Gaius Sentius Saturninus had to take office alone and Rufus tried to mobilize his followers. For the first time in years there were fistfights in the forum!”


“Will he try to take over the city?” Lucius asked, worried. “Will there be a rebellion?”


“No!” Sextus shook his head energetically. “His followers are not that fanatical. Most of them are just hotheads needing to blow off some steam, but none of them is seriously interested in change or another war. Most of the time, Saturninus has the situation under control and Titus Statilius Taurus, with his Gladiators and Vigils, is there to put down any rebellion that may arise. It is going to be a hot summer, but as soon as Augustus returns to Rome at the end of the year, the whole turmoil will have evaporated.”


“I sincerely hope so!” Gaius said and got up. Every disturbance, every intrigue in Rome had eventually affected the provinces. Peace had reigned for ten years now, and one could only hope that it remained that way for a long time to come.


During the following weeks, Luis was obligated to help with the election campaign. Gaius hosted several dinners for friends and influential families to sound out on whom he could rely for support. Syros proved to be an invaluable asset; his accounts of events in the Orient gave the impression that it was worthwhile to back a Justinii Marcelii. Gnaeus Marcellus had led the colonia settlement. He was one of the richest and most honored citizens of Arausio, but his frequent absence had hindered the family on gaining political importance. In the end, Gaius could secure the support of several council members, who lent him personnel with campaign experience.


Deciding which office Gaius should aspire to was no easy task. The Justinii Marcellii had already promised their support to other candidates, so Gaius could not run against them. That only left the loathsome office of Street Curator. The Duumviri viarum were responsible for the condition and cleanliness of the streets within the city. This put them between Scylla and Charybdis: Should they be faithful to the dictates of office, they were forced to levy penalty fines, making themselves unpopular among their fellow citizens. Should they be lenient, they risked being sued for negligence by a political opponent.


The Quatroviri viarum were responsible for the streets outside of the city, traveling throughout the province the entire year. They were to ensure that tracks between fields were passable and that the main arteries properly plastered. In addition, they commissioned repairs, which they sometimes had to pay for out of their own pockets. Despite the inconvenience and travel required, Gaius chose the latter.


Gaius gained the assistance of neighbors and merchant unions who painted slogans on their walls. “Elect Gaius Marcellus to Quatroviri, we, his neighbors recommend him.” “The fruit merchants ask you to put the supervision of streets in Gaius Marcellus’s hands. He is a good man.” “Gaius Marcellus for Quatroviri, Quintus Annius endorses this!”


These and other slogans appeared on house walls. Gaius donned his toga candida each morning and went to the forum to introduce himself to the voters. Each evening he held counsel with his friends and advisors, as well as studying the laws and regulations of road engineering.


One morning Gaius said, “Lucius, I need you to ride to the estate for me tomorrow. Sergius needs more money for the harvest workers and he wants to discuss it with me, but I haven’t the time right now. Could you go for me?”


Lucius was surprised. “Of course, I would be happy to!”


“If like, I can accompany you.” Syros, who had just returned from Lugdunum, offered.


“Excellent!” Lucius was thrilled. Syros was a most welcome traveling companion as Lucius could finally learn more about the Orient.


On the way to the stalls at the Northern portal the next day, Lucius pointed out to Syros how the colonia forum had been laid out at the foot of the sandstone hill, which had provided the building material for the temple and basilica. The city had then expanded from the South to the river and beyond.


Lucius turned his steps directly towards the stalls of Gaius Julius Catuvoix, a Vocontii Gaul who had received Roman citizen’s rights in the days when Augustus still called himself Gaius Julius Caesar. Syros and Lucius were greeted by the typical odors of dung, straw and horse as they entered the courtyard. A coarse, heavy set Gaul was mucking out the stalls. Lucius greeted him and asked for Catuvoix, but the man just gaped at him stupidly. Lucius repeated his question in Voncontii, a dialect he had learned from his mother, and again in Abrogi, his nanny’s dialect, with the same results. The Gaul merely stared at him with his mouth open, revealing his stubby teeth, then spit on the ground and returned to his work.


Lucius was seething. How dared this stable hand treat him so? Syros looked at Lucius both questioningly and expectantly, but Lucius was at a loss for what to do. Where was Catavoix? What on earth would Syros think of him? He addressed the menial in several other dialects, but the man did not react all. Finally, Catavoix came out of one of the buildings. His clothing and friseur were Roman, but he was unmistakably Gallic. His eyes swept over the courtyard and alit on Lucius. Catavoix recognized him immediately. He also saw the anger on Lucius’s face and reacted promptly.


“You stupid fool!” he roared at the laborer in Vocontii, beside himself with rage, “You are to tell me immediately when important guests arrive, or send them to me directly! I should have you whipped! Forgive me Lucius Justinius, that you and your companion were left waiting due to this this barbarian’s lack of manners! How can I serve you?”


Lucius did his best to swallow his anger and save face. He announced patronizingly, “My cousin Gaius Justinius and I require two horses for several days!”


Catavoix whistled and another worker hastened over. Catavoix assailed him with a deluge of instructions and the man directly ran off to follow them. In no time, two horses stood in front of Lucius and Syros, saddled and ready. Lucius was grateful that Syros neglected to mention his embarrassment as they rode out of the city’s northern portal


They took the Via Agrippa northwards. The streets were lively. They encountered merchants, hunters, farmers and even a mounted courier. Travelers hurried to make way for him as soon as they recognized his messenger’s sash. He literally flew past them and Lucius watched him vanish in the distance. A good courier covered 130 miles in one day, a thought that pained Lucius’s backside.


Syros told of his life and travels in the Orient and the time passed quickly. Late that afternoon, they reached the turnoff to the estate, and, as always, Lucius’s heart leapt. He had been living in Arausio for some years now, but he had spent his childhood at the country estate. Every time he saw the milestone at the fork in the road, he knew: one more hour, and I will be home.


“How much further?” Syros asked as they left the main road for a track between the fields.


“About ten miles.”


Isolated villae rusticate, with their lands and properties, could be seen between the fields. As they rode past a large wine garden, Lucius announced proudly, “Here is where our family’s property begins!”


After some time, they turned down the lane leading directly to the courtyard where they soon spotted the dirty, grey border wall. They rode towards the portal, details crystalizing as they approached.


“This must be what Virgil saw when he praised rural life!” Syros exclaimed enthusiastically.


Lucius pointed to the building on the right of the portal. “This is the barn, and behind it, in that big building with the red roof, are the workshop, smithy and bathhouse. We only need one oven to operate all three. Left of the portal is the stall and corral for oxen and horses. Behind that is the building where we make the wine. The residence is in a small park further back.” Lucius was proud to see how impressed Syros was with the family estate.


“The style is not very Italian or Roman.” Syros remarked. The estates that I have seen in Italy or Syria are built quite differently; all the important departments are gathered under one roof.”


“That is true. Our estate is modeled after the Celtic homesteads of west and north Gallia. You will not find our perystil or atrium in the accustomed form, either. It can get very cold here in the winter.” Lucius enjoyed having something to show and explain that was new to Syros.


The passed under the portal and stood before a marble pillar that declared in flaming red letters that this estate was the property of Gneaus Justinius Marcellus. Lucius showed Syros a long shed attached to the workshop. “Here is where we keep wagons and machines.”


Some men were working on a machine, overseen by a strong, thickset man, who was giving instructions. As he heard hoof beats, he turned and approached them. His tunic was simple but clean.


“He doesn’t do the dirty work.” Syros whispered derisively.


“That is Sergio, our foreman.” Lucius responded, somewhat piqued. He could not imagine that Syros had ever done any serious physical labor.


Sergius came towards them and stretched out his arm in greeting, “Master Lucius, it is a joy to see you! You and your friend are most warmly welcome!”


“This is my cousin Gaius from Syria. He brought us the news of father’s return.”


“Then he is doubly welcome! Do dismount and let us tend to your horses.”


They dismounted and Sergius beckoned a worker to lead the horses away, Lucius’s surveyed the buildings, “It is good to be here again. Two years has been a long time! What are you working on over there?”


Sergius pointed to the machine. “The new harvester has a few tics and we are trying to iron them out. However, you go on ahead to the house, you will want to bathe before dinner. My wife will be so happy to see you again.”


The walked past the wagon shed and a large area opened up before them, lined on one side with small homes and on the other flanked by a goose pen. Directly in front of them, surrounded by a park, was the manor, which spanned nearly the entire length of the estate. A portico and two turrets gave the building an Italian character.


Syros indicated the homes, “Those are very comfortable slaves’ quarters!”


“Those are not slaves’ quarters; they are the homes of freedmen. We hardly have any slaves on the estate any more. At the last Aidui rebellion ten years ago, the Romans fled to safety in Arausio. Sergius and the other slaves remained here to defend the estate against thieves and plunderers. In return, my father freed them as they had reached the prescribed age.” Lucius paused, “Most of the work is done by day laborers anyway. Wine growing is a demanding enterprise, but requires few workers over the year. During the grape harvest that we need many hands, making it worthwhile to engage day laborers. We have machines for the grains!”
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