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Belisama Introduction

Belisama (modern day River Ribble) is a Historical Fiction novel centred around the Roman fort and settlement of Bremetennacum (modern day Ribchester, England). All the events take place during one lunar cycle in the spring of 122 CE. Readers should note that this is not a slow burn coming-of-age novel. Roman girls and boys grew up fast in Roman times with girls expected to behave as grown women at thirteen years of age, and boys as grown men at fourteen. According to most sources, twenty-five to thirty-three years of life expectancy was common, although there were some exceptions.

While we may well look back in horror at the deprivations and cruelties of times gone by, the novel is concerned with life as it probably was and how ordinary people lived and died through extraordinary times and circumstances on the troubled island of Britannia. Emperor Hadrian wanted to establish defined borders and bring an era of peace, culture, and stability across the Empire, but I speculate that many in northern Britannia boiled with resentment at life under Roman rule, even as the tribes in the south had moved on from the Boudica rebellion and bought into the Roman way of life.

I wish to acknowledge the Roman Museum at Ribchester, which gave me the inspiration to author the novel, although in no way is that to be construed as an endorsement of the novel. Also, I acknowledge all the academics for the historical literature who’s works and translations have revealed some of what was a vast ancient Empire that still fascinates many to this day. 
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Chapter One

River Pilot

(Fluvius Gabanator)

Regulus was hopeless first thing in the morning, and the morning of 21st March 122 CE made no difference to that indisputable cast iron fact. He blundered and fumbled from his bed like he had spent all night in one of the village taverns at Bremetennacum and flopped into one of the chairs by the fireplace.

He gazed, bleary eyed, at his mother, Seren, as she carried on sewing by dim candlelight, unperturbed by the usual morning performance of her tall gangly fourteen-year-old son. Patient about her craft, her long brown hair draped down across her face as she continued her work one push and pull of the thread at a time. Regulus marvelled at her stoic industriousness and how she managed to be awake so early. 

There was only the two of them in the small two roomed ground floor apartment. Boxes of material, clothes, strips of leather, and buckles surrounded Seren ready for sewing, repairing, completing ready for market day and collection by her customers. A black iron pot hung over the embers in the fireplace and puffs of steam rose from the breakfast porridge. A small wooden table, stood against the wall under the window, began to appear from the shadows as the first light of dawn crept into the room. Seren stood, served two wooden bowls of porridge from the black iron pot, and handed one to Regulus.

“You’d better have something to eat,” she said. 

They both ate with gratitude, mindful of the deliciousness of hot food after such a harsh winter and the scarcity that had come with it. At least the first warmer days of spring, and the promise of better times ahead, brought some relief. They had survived; some had not. Life and death balanced on a high wire with no care for status or wealth, and although extra money was always welcome, Seren’s careful budgeting had got them both through. 

“This river trip should only take a couple of days,” said Regulus as he finished his food and prepared to leave.

“You will be careful, won’t you?” asked Seren.

Regulus gave her a youthful carefree grin.

“Always!”.

She looked at him with her kind grey eyes, knowing how cavalier and carefree he could be, which clashed with her careful and methodical approach to life. She sometimes wondered how he had managed to stay in one piece. She went back to her work, head bowed, nimble fingers stitching a leather strap around a buckle to finish off a belt. Days were long and work was hard, but the money from sales at market, clothing repairs for villagers, and Regulus’s modest Cadet River Pilot stipend paid the rent and put food on the table. 

She allowed herself a sigh.

“At least we have that,” she whispered to herself. 

Regulus grabbed his small leather bag of meagre possessions, knife in his tunic belt and rushed out onto the Roman road, which teemed with life even at this early hour. Market stalls were set, bakers had been baking, butchers chopping, and the relentless clanking of the blacksmith’s hammer at the forge echoed around the houses. Children ran around chasing each other and delighted in teasing the cantankerous old baker. As the children chased each other, a hissing gaggle of geese chased the children and flustered hens clucked about trying to stay out of the way. 

The gentle green slopes of the north and south sides of the Belisama valley ran down to the river, and a grey gravel Roman road cut a straight line from the top of one side to the other. At the bottom of the valley on the north side of the river, a civilian settlement had sprung up on the east and west side of the road. Just before a wooden bridge, a Roman fort straddled the road with a north and south gate, home to five hundred Asturian Cavalry veterans. The fort was called Bremetennacum, but most called it “Bremetenn” for short. A symbol of Roman rule and power, not one amphorae of olive oil crossed the Belisama without permission and authorisation.

Regulus walked down the road and into the fort. Four gates, north, south, east, and west with a square in the middle, and wooden barracks for the soldiers filled most of the area. One of the soldiers waved him through as he walked past and out to the river on the other side. He could see the mast of the Belisama Cygnus poking up from below the top of the riverbank by the fort. He knew he must be onboard before “Gabo”, the River Pilot, to complete all the necessary checks, and be ready for the voyage down to the Belisama estuary. They were bound for the fish port, the so-called Portus Piscium home to some of the Setantii, the coastal tribe of the marshes.

As the loading dock came into view, he could see the ten slave rowers loading the long narrow and shallow boat with all the cargo for trading at the Portus Piscium. An officious little man sat on a tiny stool scribbling notes for the manifest on top of a cashbox, which served as a makeshift desk. Cargo was being loaded and secured: amphorae of olive oil and wine imported from the south of the Empire, venison, sacks of bread loaves, early spring root vegetables grown in the fertile fields of the Belisama valley, and barrels of salted pork. 

The Setantii had grown to enjoy the trappings and varied diet of Roman rule. They were happy to exchange the flounder, shrimp, eel, and prized salmon for bread and wine – especially the wine. They had become experts in making the fish sauce that Romans loved so much. Even the Romanised Brigante in the village had grown to love it. All, it appeared, except Regulus. He hated the stuff. To him, it smelled and tasted like rotten fish. He was sure there must be others in the vastness of the Roman Empire who shared his opinion, but he had yet to meet one.

Towering over the whole scene and supervising the work was First Spear Centurion Decimus, the Primus Pilus. Six feet tall, he stood bolt to attention in full uniform. His stern and battle-scarred face was expressionless, yet his sharp brown eyes missed nothing. He would bark in a thunderous militaristic voice at anyone out of order, or a sack out of place during the loading process. Although he was a veteran of the twentieth legion, the famous Legio XX, and forty-five years of age, he was as fit and muscular as men half his years. He had been seconded to Bremetenn to represent the legion fifteen years ago, and, having won the respect and admiration of the veterans, the Prefect of the fort had requested that he stay. 

Regulus walked down the steps and onto the loading dock.

“Good morning, Primus Pilus Decimus, how goes your day?”

“Well enough Cadet Fluvius Gabanator,” he replied, his voice and language strictly formal. He growled something at the man on the stool about finishing the accounts and manifest. The man’s beady eyes scrutinised everything one last time and he locked the box ready for loading. 

“Everything is in order Primus Pilus Decimus.”

“Very good, Clerk of the Fort, see to it that the cashbox, accounts, and manifest are handed over to Fluvius Gabanator before departure,” said Decimus as he took two steps back, stamped his right foot, and stood to attention.

A short stocky man with a confident air breezed down the steps to the loading dock. He had a head full of slicked back black hair, and a black, neatly trimmed beard. He beamed with approval at the scene before him. His arms were full of scrolls: charts, moon and tide dates and times, and other writings about the Belisama and the marshes he had gathered over the years. He noted his cadet checking the ropes and sail rigging, oiling the pulleys and he muttered to himself that all was in order. Fluvius Gabanator, was his formal title, but everyone called him “Gabo”, his formal title being such a mouthful. Many languages were spoken across the Roman Empire and Latin was, in the main, the language of law, politics, and the military. Brevity of speech often aided communication. 

He boarded the boat and greeted Regulus with great enthusiasm.

“Regulus are you well this bright spring morning?”

“I am, Gabo, the boat is ready to leave when you give the order.”

“Excellent, and I have a surprise for you today. You will take charge of the voyage and take us down to Portus Piscium. You’ve had two years of training and experience on board, so it is time for you to step up.”

Regulus wanted to throw his arms around Gabo. He had worked and waited for this day since he had first seen the boat as a child. For years he had looked to Gabo as a father figure, who had taught him so much: taking him out to hunt and fish, teaching him the rudiments of writing and arithmetic and how to read the charts and tabulations of the river and the tides. 

“Thank you, I will not let you down,” said Regulus.

Gabo clapped him on the shoulder.

“I know you won’t, now jump on the steering oar and get us under way.”

“Yes sir,” said Regulus, barely able to contain himself as he took up position on the raised platform at the back of boat and began to give the commands.

“Let go the forward line, rowers in position.”

The front of the boat peeled away from the loading dock, the back line straining against the current, holding the boat in position.

“Let go the back line, rowers ready.” 

The boat rushed forward, and the rowers dug deep in the water. The river was fast and swollen by the spring rains. The rowers showed their skill and experience, working in concert with Regulus to control speed and direction as they manoeuvred around the first few tricky bends in the river. Not for the first time did Regulus admire their skill and industry. It did not seem fair to him that these slaves had not been made Freedmen when they had more than proved their loyalty to Gabo. He knew that Gabo had applied to Prefect Sextus but had been refused on the grounds that the river economy would not support the extra money needed to pay them even a small Freedman’s stipend. 

The appalling truth of just how much the Empire’s economy depended on slave labour was a mystery to those with limited understanding of how complex systems worked. Regulus thought about his mother, who had been in servitude as a seamstress and cook to an elderly couple in Bremetenn, and only achieved her freed status through a will upon their death. Had it not been for that, he would have been born a slave and denied the free Roman status he now enjoyed. It did not make sense to him, because most freed slaves did well for themselves and others, bringing many benefits to the Empire.

The fields of the Belisama valley rolled past as the boat made its way downstream. Wetlands had been converted to farmland by systems of ditches, which drained the boggy land. Cattle and horses grazed, farm workers ploughed and sowed crops, and further along, work parties dug more land for farming. The land was rich and fertile, and the fort veterans and villagers returned good harvests along with horse rearing. Imports via a network of roads from across the Empire supplied access to a varied diet of food for most of the year. 


Occasional flashes of silver leaped from the water as a few early spring salmon battled their way upstream to end their days on the spawning beds. Kingfishers, with their electric blue plumage dived and heaved themselves away from the water, small fish dangling from their beaks. The air was full of buzzing insects from an early hatch and wily trout made rings in the water as they feasted on the limitless source of food. The sun began to climb higher, and the river began to widen as the current slowed, countered by the effects of a high spring tide pushing in the opposite direction.

The fertile fields of farmland gave way to marshland, dotted with hills of higher ground and the rowers pulled harder to maintain speed. Regulus knew they must be down far enough to catch the high-water mark to ride the outgoing ebb tide into the estuary and on to the creek at Portus Piscium. There had to be enough draft of water in the creek to allow them to dock. It was a fine balance. Even Gabo, with all his skill and years of experience had been caught out, the boat stuck on a mudbank, waiting for the next tide to float. A steady pace working with the flow got the job done.

A sharp left turn wound the river around the high ground and double-backed around the other side. The ebb tide had started to flow as the ten-mile-wide estuary came into view. Posts, pile-driven into the riverbed, marked left and right of a deep channel. A cold wind blew from the southwest, and Gabo hoisted the square sail, adjusting it to catch the wind. The boat picked up speed as rowers, tide, and wind worked together. 

Small mounds of higher ground poked up from the vast watery expanse of the Belisama estuary, some topped with the Roundhouses of the Setantii people of the coastal region. The marshland area on the north side of the deep Belisama channel, the Fylde as it was called, had more Roundhouses on raised ground. The Roman Hill Fort stood high on a hill in the distance, dominating the area. Regulus steered with care as the guard on the front swung a lump of lead on a rope, checking the depth of the water and shouting measurements. 

A wooden jetty came into view, jutting out of the Portus Piscium creek. A lone petite figure stood on the end of the jetty, anticipating the arrival of the boat. Regulus recognised her wild mop of long red hair and felt butterflies in his stomach, imagining her bright green eyes looking at him. It was Sabina, the woman who never failed to fascinate him and hold his undivided attention. Everything about her radiated energy and sparkle despite her low existence as a slave. He wanted to talk to her, but he was a Roman and she was a slave, a major obstacle in the stratification of Roman society. For now, though, he had to focus on getting the boat safely on the jetty while there was still enough depth of water in the creek. He steered the boat ten yards up the creek and bumped alongside the jetty.

Other slaves had arrived on the jetty, helping with the lines to secure the boat. Sabina seemed to lead the action, initiating things and one step ahead of the rest. 

“Sabina, always running, always running. Doesn’t she ever stop?” thought Regulus.

What he did not know was that Sabina always wanted to stay one step ahead of her slave master, the obnoxious and sadistic Stultus. It was her way of regaining a sense of control and autonomy in her otherwise owned life. It meant that he could not tell her what to do because she had already done it, and she knew that annoyed him. 

One step behind as usual, came Stultus walking down the wooden walkway to the jetty from a huge warehouse on top of some higher ground. With him came the slave owner of the Portus Piscium, Festus Crassus. Together, they could be mistaken for a bizarre circus act. Festus bowled onto the jetty, a man with a girth that appeared to exceed his height, his head as bald and shiny as a steel helmet and tiny eyes sunk deep into his blubbery humourless jowls. Stultus, scrawny and gnarled with a face like a blunted battle axe and an evil grin, which showed his missing and rotten teeth. He had furtive eyes that darted around everywhere, and he carried a blood-stained multi-strap flog in his right hand, caressing the leather straps with his left. 

Stultus sat down on a barrel watching the slaves work as Festus and Gabo looked over the manifest, and Regulus started to fill in the log with details of the voyage. The slaves began to carry the goods up the wooden walkway to a gravelled square in front of the warehouse. Stalls were laid out ready for bartering and selling. A crowd of Sentantii had gathered from all over the estuary and the Fylde. Boxes of fish, including the prized salmon, were stacked in front of the warehouse ready to exchange for the goods from Brematenn. 

As the last of the goods were being unloaded from the boat, one of Festus’s slaves stumbled and dropped a sack of bread. Stultus stood and began to flog the slave. Regulus ran over and grabbed the flog.

“Leave him alone!” shouted Regulus.

Stultus squared up, “Make me!”.


Regulus shoved him hard, and Stultus reeled back before rushing at Regulus, head down, and the two of them grappled on the muddy jetty, the occasional fist flying. Just when it looked like a bit of a street scuffle, Stultus broke free and pulled his knife. Regulus responded and pulled his knife. Gabo grabbed Regulus from behind, pulled him away, and thundered at him.

“What do you think you’re doing? I trust you with charge of the boat and you insult me by getting into a knife fight with an idiot!”.

Regulus was shaking with anger and adrenalin. Then he noticed Sabina staring straight at him. He stared straight back over Gabo’s shoulder. Gabo noticed and exploded.

“Oh, I see, not content with getting into a knife fight, now you want to be led around by your ballista bolt. Birdbrain!”.

“Yes, but…”.

“Shut up! Right, get on the boat and clean it from top to bottom. You’ll be a real hero with the slaves then and don’t even think about taking charge of the boat again until you’ve learned to behave like a man.”

Stultus walked past and snarled at Regulus. Regulus blew him a kiss.

Gabo turned to Festus.

“My apologies, Festus, my cadet is inclined to forget himself.”

“It is nothing, a mere misunderstanding. My slave master can be a little heavy-handed from time to time. Let us move on to matters of commerce,” said Festus.

Regulus was left alone on the boat with a bucket of water and a scrubbing brush for company.

“Psst!”


He looked round. Sabina stood on the jetty opposite him.

“Sabina, what are you doing here. You’re liable to get in trouble for talking to me.”

“I don’t care. I hate that sadistic idiot and I thought you showed courage standing up to him.”

“I acted without thought. I won’t make the same mistake again.”

“You learn fast. Next time, push him in the creek.”

He laughed, “Not a bad idea.”

“I must go. Festus gets agitated if he can’t find me,” she said.

“I hope to see you again very soon,” said Regulus.

“All things are possible if the gods will it. Stay well.”

“And you.” 

She sprinted up to the market square. Regulus scrubbed away. To the west, the sun was lowering, and the tide had receded revealing a wide landscape of marsh grass with rivulets of seawater trapped in random crevices. The Belisama Cygnus perched on a ledge of mud at the side of the creek. The creek was revealed by the receding tide as a muddy rough shaped V, twenty feet deep with a flat bottom of silt three yards wide. Shallow fresh water from an inland brook flowed along the bottom and out into the deep channel of the Belisama. Birds filled the sky and hopped around the mud banks and marsh grass; rich pickings left by the outgoing tide.

To the east, the Pennine Hills cut a dark purple backdrop overlooking the flat marshes and river channels. The Hill Fort to the north was lighting up with torches. A full moon began to appear from behind the Pennine Hills and braziers had been lit in the market square. The sound of laughter and conversation drifted down from those who had stayed late at the market to enjoy some social drinks, although most had gone home, fearful of evil spirits and monsters said to roam the marshes and the sea at night. 

Regulus washed himself from a barrel of water and walked up to the market square. Gabo was sat at a long table with Festus and two Setantii elders. Accounts and the cargo manifest littered the table along with cups, bowls, and food. 

“Regulus, have you finished your work?” said Gabo.

“Done sir, may I eat?”

“Yes, come and sit down.” 

“Thank you, I have prepared the boat for loading at first light.”

“Excellent, Festus and I have been discussing how good the trading has been today.”

Festus grunted his approval and carried on eating.

The sun went down in the west, casting the last of its rays as the full moon began to spread its silvery glow over in the east. Stars littered the night sky, sparkling and blinking. The North Star shone, a distant lighthouse in the heavens accompanied by the seven sisters, who danced around it in a slow-moving plough-shaped formation. In the market square, a few stragglers warmed themselves around braziers. Festus excused himself and went to his quarters in the warehouse with the two Setantii elders. Gabo and Regulus decided it was time to turn in for the night.

To the side of the warehouse, there was a long and narrow wooden shed. Inside, on small beds with straw mattresses, the slaves slept – a cramped and filthy dormitory. There was no personal space, the slaves dispossessed of everything including their freedom. However, the standard chains and locks so prevalent at most slave camps were missing; the marshes and tides did that job. A few had tried to escape. All had failed, many caught out by the tides. Others had been caught after becoming stuck on a mudbank or turned in for reward money. One hapless slave had tried and failed three times only to end his days hanging from a cross.

Sabina had crept outside the shed as she did most nights. She enjoyed the fresh air and open space, which gave her a sense of freedom. She had been watching Regulus and Gabo and listening to their conversation. But the thing that fascinated her the most was how the moon and tides were inter-related, how the moon waxed and waned and how the tides were high or low. She had no idea why things happened that way, except that they did, and although she had received no formal education, she was quick and perceptive.

She knew she had recently changed from a girl to a woman. Soon Festus would want to realise on his investment. He told her that he had bought her six years ago at a slave market in Deva along with another girl, knowing that one of them would probably die before reaching adulthood. Plagues, fever, and crippling accidents were everyday hazards, and all but the strongest children died young. Sabina’s “little sister” as she called her died from a fever six months after arriving at Portus Piscium. Now, having survived to thirteen years of age, she knew Festus would sell her as a strong virgin slave to a wealthy merchant or Brigante chief. 

Festus always gave his “investments” high Roman names. Sabina was the name of the Emperor Hadrian’s wife, and that suited his ridiculous delusions of grandeur, but it did seem to work and bring in a higher price. A higher price meant more money and money was the thing that mattered most to Festus. Money was everything: money for its own sake so he could look at it, count it, fondle it, and save it. Food came a distant second, although he was still greedy and selfish at the table. He accepted all invitations to dinners, but never reciprocated because that cost money.

Sabina continued to increase her knowledge of the terrain and tides in the event she needed to escape if Festus planned to sell her to some obnoxious man in a hellhole at the edge of the Empire, which would be just as bad, if not worse, as her current situation. She had a plan if she needed to act fast, although the hounds and slave catchers did present major problems. But the marsh grass would take her weight and if she could get to the higher ground in the east, the tide would cover her tracks and scent. Timing would be crucial.

On the other hand, she might be bought by a wealthy merchant, perhaps assigned to cooking and serving food to guests with the possibility of at least some form of rudimentary education. Perhaps she would be treated well like the family pet, and that had to be better than Portus Piscium and the lecherous eyes of Stultus. In any event, she was determined to keep all options, limited as they were, open. She crept back inside the shed and lay down to try and get some sleep.

It was just before dawn when Regulus was woken with a prod from Gabo. The slaves had already begun loading the boat. Stultus and Festus stood on the jetty overseeing their slaves and Gabo busied himself ticking things off the manifest as they were loaded. Stultus looked a bit sheepish, his swollen left eye half closed by a shiny purple bruise. Regulus noticed his own bottom lip had doubled in size. Gabo looked at him.

“Something wrong with your lip?”

One of the slaves stifled a laugh with a cough.

“It’s not funny!” Regulus protested.

One of the guards was amused.

“You’ll get over it.”

Regulus busied himself securing the amphorae of fish sauce.

“The curses of the Four Furies on this stuff,” he muttered to himself, still half asleep and grumpy.

Once the loading was done, everyone perched wherever they could to eat. By this time, the sun had popped up from behind the Pennine Hills in the east promising a little warmth against a biting southwest wind. Scudding clouds threatened rain making the marshes look bleak and desolate. Everyone ate in silence, cupping their hands around the bowls of hot porridge trying to get some warmth and relief. Sabina ran around serving the food and collecting empty bowls. 

A tidal bore appeared and rushed up the Belisama channel. Water poured into the creek, which began to fill up with surprising speed. When the boat was afloat, Gabo took command and they pulled away from the jetty out into the Belisama channel. Regulus hoisted the square sail, and the boat sped away into the distance. Sabina stood and watched, longing to be on the Belisama Cygnus, a free Roman citizen with at least some control of her destiny. She caught herself missing Regulus and pushed the thought to the back of her mind as a foolish flight of fancy. She was about to run up to the warehouse to get on with her usual monotonous chores when she overheard Festus.


“That’s the last voyage they’ll make to Brematenn,” said Festus.

Stultus laughed, “I can’t wait to get Regulus under my flog.”

“Patience Stultus, patience. He will be our pilot slave under your control soon enough.”

Festus turned and began to walk up to the warehouse.

“Come Stultus, let us prepare for the arrival of our guests.”

Sabina did not run. She stood, statue still at the end of the jetty, watching the Belisama Cygnus disappear as the visibility deteriorated and rain drove in sideways.
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Chapter Two

Time and Tide

I

While Sabina shivered in the rain at the end of the jetty, Festus was in his personal quarters, housed in part of the warehouse. Slaves clattered about in a kitchen preparing food for a feast. A long table was set in a dining area and three chairs on each side of the table waited for the guests to arrive, with Festus’s chair at the head, which was a large throne-like affair made to fit his girth. The slaves worked without speaking, but they shot each other the occasional quizzical glance; it was not like Festus to spend money and host a feast.

Out on the jetty, Sabina noticed a small boat being rowed over from one of the Roundhouses. Stultus and the two Setantii elders walked onto the jetty as the boat came into the creek. Stultus ordered Sabina to report to Festus and she ran up to the warehouse, glad to get out of the driving rain and be warmed by the fire in the dining area. 

She bowed her head and addressed Festus.

“Master Festus, I’ve been ordered to report.”

“Yes, you are to wait on my guests. Pick two female slaves to assist,” he said.

“As ordered.”


Outside, four burly men walked across the square. They each wore long wool cloaks with long black hair draping down over fox fur collars, and knee length black leather boots. Long swords hung from their belts and chains of office dangled from their necks, each with a medallion indicating their tribal chiefdom. Stultus and the two Setantii elders led the way, and all were engaged in quiet conversation. Sabina caught a glimpse of them as they entered the warehouse and headed to Festus’s quarters. Her first thought was that she was to be paraded at the feast so a price could be agreed for her sale, and she tried to comfort herself with the thought that things could be worse.

Festus gave the men a warm welcome, pouring each a large goblet of wine with great munificence and flourish as he assured them that food was on the way. He proposed a toast.

“Men, to confederation!” and they all drank.

They took their places at the table. Stultus stood at the door, hoping beyond hope to be invited to join them for the feast.

“Close the door behind you Stultus,” said Festus.

Sabina and two slave girls had washed themselves as best they could from a barrel of cold water. They tied their hair back and put on clean tunics, which Festus had ordered for them. The girls had a little giggle at each other – joy was hard to come by in the grey monotonous life of a slave. They made their way to Festus’s quarters. The ever-lecherous Stultus stood outside the door leering at them as they stood waiting to be called for service. Festus opened the door and ushered the slaves inside. 

They began serving the varied food, all arranged on silver platters by the kitchen slaves. Salmon, olives, venison, bread, and flounder graced the table, and the tribal chiefs ate heartily. Sabina skipped around the table, topping up the wine goblets, watching the other two girls serve food, correcting them if they made a mistake; they were nervous. The wine began to take effect and the men started to slur. One man, representing the Caledonians and the other tribes north of the Stanegate Road turned to Festus.
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