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         ‘How wonderful to have a scholar write about ancient Rome; how comforting to feel instant confidence in the historical accuracy of the novel.’
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         ‘Saylor’s gifts include authentic historical and topographical backgrounds and … sombre themes set off the brilliant scenery and clever plotting.’
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         ‘Readers will find his work wonderfully (and gracefully) researched … this is entertainment of the first order.’
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         ‘Saylor has acquired the information of a historian but he enjoys the gifts of a born novelist.’
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            ROMAN MONTHS AND DAYS

         
 
         The names of the Roman months were Januarius, Februarius, Martius, Aprilis, Maius, Junius, Quinctilis (later Julius, to honour Julius Caesar), Sextilis (later Augustus, to honour Caesar Augustus), September, October, November and December.
         
 
         The first day of each month was called the Kalends. The Ides fell on the 15th day of Martius, Maius, Quinctilis and October, and on the 13th day of the other months. The Nones fell nine days before the Ides.
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            Legend is historical, just as history is legendary.
 
            Alexandre Grandazzi, The Foundation of Rome
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            A STOP ON THE SALT ROUTE

         
 
         1000 BC
         
 
         As they rounded a bend in the path that ran beside the river, Lara recognized the silhouette of a fig tree on top of a nearby hill. The weather was hot and the days were long. The fig tree was in full leaf, but not yet bearing fruit.
         
 
         Soon Lara spotted other landmarks – an outcropping of limestone beside the path that had a silhouette like a man’s face, a marshy spot beside the river where the waterfowl were easily startled, a tall tree that looked like a man with his arms upraised. They were drawing near to the place where there was an island in the river. The island was a good spot to make camp. They would sleep on the island tonight.
         
 
         Lara had been back and forth along the river path many times in her short life. Her people had not created the path – it had always been there, like the river – but their deerskin-shod feet and the wooden wheels of their handcarts kept the path well worn. Lara’s people were salt traders, and their livelihood took them on a continual journey.
         
 
         At the mouth of the river, the little group of half a dozen intermingled families gathered salt from the great salt beds beside the sea. They groomed and sifted the salt and loaded it into handcarts. When the carts were full, most of the group would stay behind, taking shelter amid rocks and simple leantos, while a band of fifteen or so of the heartier members set out on the path that ran alongside the river.
         
 
         With their precious cargo of salt, the travellers crossed the coastal lowlands and travelled towards the mountains. But Lara’s people never reached the mountaintops; they travelled only as far as the foothills. Many people lived in the forests and grassy meadows of the foothills, gathered in small villages. In return for salt, these people would give Lara’s people dried meat, animal skins, cloth spun from wool, clay pots, needles and scraping tools carved from bone, and little toys made of wood.
         
 
         Their bartering finished, Lara and her people would travel back down the river path to the sea. The cycle would begin again.
         
 
         It had always been like this. Lara knew no other life. She travelled back and forth, up and down the river path. No single place was home. She liked the seaside, where there was always fish to eat, and the gentle lapping of the waves lulled her to sleep at night. She was less fond of the foothills, where the path grew steep, the nights could be cold, and views of great distances made her dizzy. She felt uneasy in the villages, and was often shy around strangers. The path itself was where she felt most at home. She loved the smell of the river on a hot day, and the croaking of frogs at night. Vines grew amid the lush foliage along the river, with berries that were good to eat. Even on the hottest day, sunset brought a cool breeze off the water, which sighed and sang amid the reeds and tall grasses.
         
 
          
         Of all the places along the path, the area they were approaching, with the island in the river, was Lara’s favourite.
         
 
         The terrain along this stretch of the river was mostly flat, but in the immediate vicinity of the island, the land on the sunrise side was like a rumpled cloth, with hills and ridges and valleys. Among Lara’s people, there was a wooden baby’s cradle, suitable for strapping to a cart, that had been passed down for generations. The island was shaped like that cradle, longer than it was wide and pointed at the upriver end, where the flow had eroded both banks. The island was like a cradle, and the group of hills on the sunrise side of the river were like old women mantled in heavy cloaks gathered to have a look at the baby in the cradle – that was how Lara’s father had once described the lie of the land.
         
 
         Larth spoke like that all the time, conjuring images of giants and monsters in the landscape. He could perceive the spirits, called numina, that dwelt in rocks and trees. Sometimes he could speak to them and hear what they had to say. The river was his oldest friend and told him where the fishing would be best. From whispers in the wind he could foretell the next day’s weather. Because of such skills, Larth was the leader of the group.
         
 
         ‘We’re close to the island, aren’t we, Father?’ said Lara.
 
         ‘How did you know?’
 
         ‘The hills. First we start to see the hills, off to the right. The hills grow bigger. And just before we come to the island, we can see the silhouette of that fig tree up there, along the crest of that hill.’
         
 
         ‘Good girl!’ said Larth, proud of his daughter’s memory and powers of observation. He was a strong, handsome man with flecks of grey in his black beard. His wife had borne several children, but all had died very young except Lara, the last, whom his wife had died bearing. Lara was very precious to him. Like her mother, she had golden hair. Now that she had reached the age of childbearing, Lara was beginning to display the fullness of a woman’s hips and breasts. It was Larth’s greatest wish that he might live to see his own grandchildren. Not every man lived that long, but Larth was hopeful. He had been healthy all his life, partly, he believed, because he had always been careful to show respect to the numina he encountered on his journeys.
         
 
         Respecting the numina was important. The numen of the river could suck a man under and drown him. The numen of a tree could trip a man with its roots, or drop a rotten branch on his head. Rocks could give way underfoot, chuckling with amusement at their own treachery. Even the sky, with a roar of fury, sometimes sent down fingers of fire that could roast a man like a rabbit on a spit, or worse, leave him alive but robbed of his senses. Larth had heard that the earth itself could open and swallow a man; though he had never actually seen such a thing, he nevertheless performed a ritual each morning, asking the earth’s permission before he went striding across it.
         
 
         ‘There’s something so special about this place,’ said Lara, gazing at the sparkling river to her left and then at the rocky, tree-spotted hills ahead and to her right. ‘How was it made? Who made it?’
         
 
         Larth frowned. The question made no sense to him. A place was never made, it simply was. Small features might change over time. Uprooted by a storm, a tree might fall into the river. A boulder might decide to tumble down the hillside. The numina that animated all things went about reshaping the landscape from day to day, but the essential things never changed, and had always existed: the river, the hills, the sky, the sun, the sea, the salt beds at the mouth of the river.
         
 
         He was trying to think of some way to express these thoughts to Lara, when a deer, drinking at the river, was startled by their approach. The deer bolted up the brushy bank and onto the path. Instead of running to safety, the creature stood and stared at them. As clearly as if the animal had whispered aloud, Larth heard the words ‘Eat me.’ The deer was offering herself.
         
 
         Larth turned to shout an order, but the most skilled hunter of the group, a youth called Po, was already in motion. Po ran forward, raised the sharpened stick he always carried and hurled it whistling through the air between Larth and Lara.
         
 
         A heartbeat later, the spear struck the deer’s breast with such force that the creature was knocked to the ground. Unable to rise, she thrashed her neck and flailed her long, slender legs. Po ran past Larth and Lara. When he reached the deer, he pulled the spear free and stabbed the creature again. The deer released a stifled noise, like a gasp, and stopped moving.
         
 
         There was a cheer from the group. Instead of yet another dinner of fish from the river, tonight there would be venison.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The distance from the riverbank to the island was not great, but at this time of year – early summer – the river was too high to wade across. Lara’s people had long ago made simple rafts of branches lashed together with leather thongs, which they left on the riverbanks, repairing and replacing them as needed. When they last passed this way, there had been three rafts, all in good condition, left on the east bank. Two of the rafts were still there, but one was missing.
         
 
         ‘I see it! There – pulled up on the bank of the island, almost hidden among those leaves,’ said Po, whose eyes were sharp. ‘Someone must have used it to cross over.’
         
 
         ‘Perhaps they’re still on the island,’ said Larth. He did not begrudge others the use of the rafts, and the island was large enough to share. Nonetheless, the situation required caution. He cupped his hands to his mouth and gave a shout. It was not long before a man appeared on the bank of the island. The man waved.
         
 
         ‘Do we know him?’ said Larth, squinting.
 
         ‘I don’t think so,’ said Po. ‘He’s young – my age or younger, I’d say. He looks strong.’
         
 
         ‘Very strong!’ said Lara. Even from this distance, the young stranger’s brawniness was impressive. He wore a short tunic without sleeves, and Lara had never seen such arms on a man.
         
 
         Po, who was small and wiry, looked at Lara sidelong and frowned. ‘I’m not sure I like the look of this stranger.’
         
 
         ‘Why not?’ said Lara. ‘He’s smiling at us.’
 
         In fact, the young man was smiling at Lara, and Lara alone.
 
         
               

         
 
         His name was Tarketios. Much more than that, Larth could not tell, for the stranger spoke a language which Larth did not recognize, in which each word seemed as long and convoluted as the man’s name. Understanding the deer had been easier than understanding the strange noises uttered by this man and his two companions! Even so, they seemed friendly, and the three of them presented no threat to the more numerous salt traders.
         
 
         Tarketios and his two older companions were skilled metalworkers from a region some two hundred miles to the north, where the hills were rich with iron, copper and lead. They had been on a trading journey to the south and were returning home. Just as the river path carried Larth’s people from the seashore to the hills, so another path, perpendicular to the river, traversed the long coastal plain. Because the island provided an easy place to ford the river, it was here that the two paths intersected. On this occasion, the salt traders and the metal traders happened to arrive at the island on the same day. Now they met for the first time.
         
 
          
         The two groups made separate camps at opposite ends of the island. As a gesture of friendship, speaking with his hands, Larth invited Tarketios and the others to share the venison that night. As the hosts and their guests feasted around the roasting fire, Tarketios tried to explain something of his craft. Firelight glittered in Lara’s eyes as she watched Tarketios point at the flames and mime the act of hammering. Firelight danced across the flexing muscles of his arms and shoulders. When he smiled at her, his grin was like a boast. She had never seen teeth so white and so perfect.
         
 
         Po saw the looks the two exchanged and frowned. Lara’s father saw the same looks and smiled.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The meal was over. The metal traders, after many gestures of gratitude for the venison, withdrew to their camp at the far side of the island. Before he disappeared into the shadows, Tarketios looked over his shoulder and gave Lara a parting grin.
         
 
         While the others settled down to sleep, Larth stayed awake a while longer, as was his habit. He liked to watch the fire. Like all other things, fire possessed a numen that sometimes communicated with him, showing him visions. As the last of the embers faded into darkness, Larth fell asleep.
         
 
         Larth blinked. The flames, which had dwindled to almost nothing, suddenly shot up again. Hot air rushed over his face. His eyes were seared by white flames brighter than the sun.
         
 
         Amid the dazzling brightness, he perceived a thing that levitated above the flames. It was a masculine member, disembodied but nonetheless rampant and upright. It bore wings, like a bird, and hovered in midair. Though it seemed to be made of flesh, it was impervious to the flames.
         
 
         Larth had seen the winged phallus before, always in such circumstances, when he stared at a fire and entered a dream state. He had even given it a name, or more precisely, the thing had planted its name in his mind: Fascinus.
         
 
         Fascinus was not like the numina that animated trees, stones, or rivers. Those numina existed without names. Each was bound to the object in which it resided, and there was little to differentiate one from another. When such numina spoke, they could not always be trusted. Sometimes they were friendly, but at other times they were mischievous or even hostile.
         
 
         Fascinus was different. It was unique. It existed in and of itself, without beginning or end. Clearly, from its form, it had something to do with life and the origin of life, yet it seemed to come from a place beyond this world, slipping for a few moments through a breach opened by the heat of the dancing flames. An appearance by Fascinus was always significant. The winged phallus never appeared without giving Larth an answer to a dilemma that had been troubling him, or planting an important new thought in his mind. The guidance given to him by Fascinus had never led Larth astray.
         
 
         Elsewhere, in distant lands – Greece, Israel, Egypt – men and women worshipped gods and goddesses. Those people made images of their gods, told stories about them, and worshipped them in temples. Larth had never met such people. He had never even heard of the lands where they lived, and he had never encountered or conceived of a god. The very concept of a deity such as those other men worshipped was unknown to Larth, but the closest thing to a god in his imagination and experience was Fascinus.
         
 
         With a start, he blinked again.
 
         The flames had died. In place of intolerable brightness there was only the darkness of a warm summer night lit by the faintest sliver of a moon. The air on his face was no longer hot but fresh and cool.
         
 
          
         Fascinus had vanished – but not without planting a thought in Larth’s mind. He hurried to the leafy bower beside the river where Lara liked to sleep, thinking to himself, It must be made so, because Fascinus says it must!
         
 
         He knelt beside her, but there was no need to wake her. She was already awake.
         
 
         ‘Father? What is it?’
 
         ‘Go to him!’
 
         She did not need to ask for an explanation. It was what she had been yearning to do, lying restless and eager in the dark.
         
 
         ‘Are you sure, Father?’
 
         ‘Fascinus … ,’ He did not finish the thought, but she understood. She had never seen Fascinus, but he had told her about it. Many times in the past, Fascinus had given guidance to her father. Now, once again, Fascinus had made its will known.
         
 
         The darkness did not deter her. She knew every twist and turn of every path on the little island. When she came to the metal traders’ camp, she found Tarketios lying in a leafy nook secluded from the others; she recognized him by his brawny silhouette. He was awake and waiting, just as she had been lying awake, waiting, when her father came to her.
         
 
         At her approach, Tarketios rose onto his elbows. He spoke her name in a whisper. There was a quiver of something like desperation in his voice; his neediness made her smile. She sighed and lowered herself beside him. By the faint moonlight, she saw that he wore an amulet of some sort, suspended from a strap of leather around his neck. Nestled amid the hair on his chest, the bit of shapeless metal seemed to capture and concentrate the faint moonlight, casting back a radiance brighter than the moon itself.
         
 
         His arms – the arms she had so admired earlier – reached out and closed around her in a surprisingly gentle embrace. His body was as warm and naked as her own, but much bigger and much harder.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The next morning, when the others began to wake and stir, Larth saw that Lara was back in the bower where she usually slept. He wondered if she had disobeyed him. Then he saw, by the look in her eyes and the smile on her face as she woke, that she had not.
         
 
         While the others broke camp and made ready to depart, Larth called Po to his side. The youth was uncharacteristically slow to respond and kept his eyes averted while Larth spoke to him.
         
 
         ‘Before we set out this morning, Po, I want you to return to the place where you killed the deer yesterday. Rake the earth and cover any traces of blood on the path. If blood was spattered on leaves or loose stones, throw them in the river. This should have been done yesterday, but the light was fading and there was much work to do, skinning and roasting the deer. Do it now, before we set out. We can’t leave blood on the trail.’
         
 
         ‘Why not?’ said Po.
 
         Larth was taken aback. Po had never used such a surly tone with him before. ‘Blood will attract vermin and predators. Blood on the trail may offend the numina that reside along the river, no matter that the deer freely offered herself. But I needn’t explain these things to you. Do as I tell you!’
         
 
         Po stared at the ground. Larth was about to speak again, more harshly, when he was distracted by the arrival of the metal traders, who had come to see them off.
         
 
         Tarketios stepped forward. He made a great show of offering Larth a gift. It was an object made of iron, small enough to hold in the palm of one hand, with an opening at one end and a very sharp point at the other. It was a spearpoint made of iron – a very useful thing for bringing down the next deer that should cross the river path. Tarketios made it clear that he expected nothing in return.
         
 
         Larth’s people possessed a few crudely fashioned knives and scraping tools made of iron, but nothing as finely wrought as the spearpoint. He was very impressed. He showed it to Po. ‘What do you think of that?’ he said. Before Po could answer, Larth reached for Po’s spear and took it from his grasp. ‘You’re the best hunter among us. You should have this. We’ll let Tarketios show us how to fix the point to the shaft.’
         
 
         While Po stood dumbly by, Larth handed the spear and the iron point to Tarketios. Tarketios smiled at both men. The sight of his perfect teeth made Po’s fingers twitch. With a small hammer and nails, Tarketios set about fixing the point to the shaft. Larth watched him work, fascinated, and took no notice of the deep red blush that spread across Po’s face.
         
 
         When the work was done, Tarketios handed the spear back to Po. The new point was heavier than Po had realized. The spear tilted forward in his hand and the iron point struck the ground with a thud.
         
 
         ‘The balance is different,’ said Larth, laughing at the younger man’s consternation. ‘You’ll have to learn how to aim and throw all over again. But the new point should allow for a cleaner kill, don’t you think? You won’t need to throw as hard.’
         
 
         Po hurriedly shifted his grip and held the spear firmly upright again, grasping the shaft so tightly that his knuckles turned white.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         A little later, as the salt traders were getting ready to depart from the island on the rafts, Tarketios approached Lara. He led her to a secluded spot. There were no words they could share to express what they were feeling. For a while they simply touched and held each other, then drew apart. In the same instant, each read the intention of the other: to offer a parting gift. The moment of shared understanding and the likeness of their intentions made them both laugh.
         
 
         To Tarketios, Lara offered the most precious thing she could: a small clay vessel with a cork stopper, filled with pure white salt.
         
 
         Tarketios accepted the gift, then set it aside. Over his head he lifted the leather strap around his neck, along with the amulet that hung from it. It was strange because it had no discernible shape; it appeared to be nothing more than small lump of unworked metal. But it was a metal such as she had never seen before, very heavy in the palm of her hand, and of a most unusual colour, a pure yellow like the light of the sun. The only work that had been done on the metal was a small piercing that allowed it to be hung from the leather necklace.
         
 
         Tarketios placed it over her head. He uttered something, naming the thing he had given her, but the word was only a strange sound in her ear. Lara had no way of knowing how precious the little lump was; it was the only metal that never tarnished. But by the look in Tarketios’s eyes, she could see that he treasured it, and that by giving it, he honoured her.
         
 
         Although she did not yet know it, already he had given her another gift. A new life was quickening in her womb.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The sun was well up in the sky by the time the little band set out. Upriver from the island, the hills to their right receded and the river made a sweeping bend around a low, flat promontory. The first landmark they came to was a little path that led to some hot springs near the river. In cooler weather the springs were a favourite place to make camp, but not at this season.
         
 
         Larth was settling into the rhythm of the walk when he suddenly remembered the task he had assigned to Po before they set out. He looked over his shoulder. ‘Did you clean the blood from the path?’ he said.
         
 
         By the look on Po’s face he could see at once that his order had been ignored.
         
 
         ‘Go back, then, and do it now!’ he said, exasperated. ‘We won’t wait for you. You’ll have to run to catch up with us.’
         
 
         Without a word, Po stopped in his tracks. He let the others pass him. He watched as the band continued onward, until the last straggler disappeared from sight.
         
 
         The spear in his hand seemed to quiver. He looked down and saw that his hands were trembling. It was one thing to act on impulse – to see a deer and instantly spring into action, to cast his spear and then stab the creature until it was dead, with hardly a thought until the deed was over. To do what he was now contemplating was something altogether different.
         
 
         Po remained standing on the path for a long time. Finally he turned and headed back in the direction of the island, running at a steady trot, hefting the spear in his hand and judging its weight.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The terrain along the path steadily rose as the band proceeded upriver. Several times, at places which afforded a view, Larth paused and asked Lara, whose eyes were better than his, to look back the way they had come. She saw no sign of Po, or of anyone else on the trail. The sun began to sink, and still Po had not rejoined the group. Larth grew fearful. He should not have sent the youth alone. Because Po had disobeyed him, anger had clouded his judgement.
         
 
          
         But just as the group stopped to make camp for the night, Po appeared. He strode towards them at a steady pace, not rushed or out of breath. Instead he seemed calm and relaxed.
         
 
         ‘You took your time!’ said Larth.
 
         ‘What was the hurry? A man can’t get lost, following the river path.’
         
 
         ‘You did as I told you?’
 
         ‘Of course.’
 
         Larth’s eyes had weakened, but he retained a sharp sense of smell. He looked at Po more closely, especially at his hair and his hands. They were very clean – unusually so. ‘You have the smell of the hot springs on you.’
         
 
         For several heartbeats, Po did not answer. ‘Yes. I stopped to bathe in the springs.’
         
 
         ‘You even washed this.’ Larth touched the youth’s woollen tunic. It was freshly rinsed and still slightly damp.
         
 
         ‘I felt … the blood of the deer on me. You said to cover all traces. The numina along the trail …’ Po lowered his eyes. ‘I felt the need to wash myself.’
         
 
         Larth nodded. He said no more.
 
         
               

         
 
         The place where they camped was near a high, steep hill. From past journeys, when his eyes had been sharper, Larth knew that from the summit of the hill a man could see a great distance. He found Lara and told her to come with him.
         
 
         ‘Where are we going, Father?’
 
         ‘To the top of the hill. Quickly, while there’s still daylight.’
 
         She followed, puzzled by his urgency. When they reached the top, Larth took a moment to catch his breath, then pointed in the downriver direction. The sinking sun was in their eyes. It cast a red glow across the land and turned the winding river into a ribbon of flame. Even with his poor eyesight, Larth could discern the hilly region near the island, though the island itself was hidden. He pointed towards it.
         
 
         ‘There, daughter. Where the island lies. Do you see anything?’
 
         She shrugged. ‘Hills, water, trees.’
 
         ‘Something moving?’
 
         She narrowed her eyes and shielded her brow. Silhouetted against the red haze of the sunset, she saw a multitude of tiny flecks of black above the island, slowly circling and riding the wind, as bits of cinder spin above a fire.
         
 
         ‘Vultures,’ she said. ‘I see many vultures.’
 
         
               

         
 
         Later, while the others slept, Larth remained awake, as was his habit. He watched the fire for a while, then rose and walked stealthily to the place where Po lay. The youth was sleeping by himself, away from the others, as if he wanted to keep his distance from them. His spear lay close beside him. To take it, Larth had to be very careful not to wake him.
         
 
         By the firelight, he looked very closely at the iron point. Even in the hot springs, it must have been impossible to scrub every bit of blood from the hammered metal. In tiny, jagged fissures, traces of blood yet remained.
         
 
         He returned to Po and stood over him. He pressed the spearpoint to the youth’s throat and gave him a kick.
         
 
         Po stirred, gave a start, then was instantly awake. A bead of blood appeared around the spearpoint pressed to his neck. He gasped and gripped the shaft with both hands, but Larth exerted all his strength to hold it steady.
         
 
         ‘Speak in a whisper!’ he said, not wanting to wake the others. ‘Remove your hands from the spear! Put your arms at your side! That’s better. Now tell me the truth. All three of them – or only Tarketios?’
         
 
         For a long time, Po did not answer. Larth saw his eyes flash in the darkness and heard his ragged breathing. Though Po lay very still, Larth could feel the quivering tension of the youth’s body transmitted through the shaft of the spear.
         
 
         ‘All of them,’ Po said at last.
 
         Larth felt a great coldness descend upon him. Until that moment, he had not been sure of the truth. ‘Their bodies?’
         
 
         ‘In the river.’
 
         My oldest friend, fouled with blood! thought Larth. What would the numen of the river think of him and his people now?
         
 
         ‘They’ll flow to the sea,’ Po said. ‘I left no trace –’
 
         ‘No! At least one of the bodies must have grounded on the riverbank.’
         
 
         ‘How can you know that?’
 
         ‘Vultures!’ Larth could picture the scene – blood in the water, a corpse amid the rushes, the vultures circling overhead.
         
 
         Larth shook his head. What a hunter the boy must be, to stalk and kill three men! And what a fool! Could the people afford to lose him? Could they afford to keep him? It was in Larth’s power to kill him, here and now, but he would have to justify his action to the others. More than that, he would have to justify the action to himself.
         
 
         At last, Larth sighed. ‘I know everything you do, Po. Remember that!’ He lifted the spearpoint from the youth’s throat. He let the spear fall to the ground. He turned away and went back to his place by the fire.
         
 
         It might have been worse. If the boy had been such a fool that he killed only Tarketios, then the other two would surely have come after him, seeking vengeance. They would have taken the news back to their people. The knowledge that one of the salt traders had done such a thing would have spread. The consequences and recriminations could have continued for a lifetime, perhaps for generations.
         
 
         As it was, only the numina along the trail would know, and the river, and the vultures. And Larth.
         
 
         He gazed at the fire and wished, more fervently than he had ever wished before, that Fascinus would appear to him that night. Fascinus could put in his mind the proper thing to do. But the fire died to darkness, and Fascinus did not appear.
         
 
         It would never appear to him again.
 
         
               

         
 
         That night, except for the vultures, whose gullets were stuffed with carrion, the little island in the river was deserted.
         
 
         As long as Larth lived, the salt traders never camped there again. He told them that lemures – shades of the restless dead – had come to dwell upon the island. Because Larth was known to possess a deep knowledge of such things, the others accepted what he said without question.
         
 
         As winter turned to spring, Lara gave birth to a son. The birth was difficult, and Lara very nearly died. But when her suffering was most acute, for the first and only time in her life, she had a vision of Fascinus, and a voice in her head assured her that she and her child would both survive. All the while, she clutched the lump of gold that hung from the necklace around her neck, and the cool metal seemed to absorb her pain. In her delirium, the gold and Fascinus became one and the same. Afterward, she told her father that the numen of the winged phallus had come to dwell in the gold.
         
 
         Shortly after the birth, in a simple ceremony near the salt beds beside the sea, Lara was wedded to Po. Though he knew better, Po claimed the child as his own. He did this because Larth told him he must, and he could see that Larth was right. Po would never be as wise in the ways of the numina as was his father-in-law, but even he could sense that his act of violence on the island demanded an act of contrition. By accepting the son of the man he had killed, Po made restitution to the lemur of Tarketios. He also appeased any numina which had witnessed and been offended by the blood he had deliberately shed.
         
 
         Over the years, Lara’s memories of Tarketios grew dim, but the gold amulet he had given her, which she now believed to house the numen of Fascinus, never lost its lustre. Before she died, she gave the amulet to her son. Her explanation of its origin was not true, but was not a lie either, for Lara had come to believe less in her dim memories than in the fanciful stories she had invented to take their place. ‘The gold came from the fire,’ she told her son, ‘the same fire above which your grandfather saw Fascinus on the last night we camped on the island. Without Fascinus, my son, you would never have been conceived. Without Fascinus, neither you nor I would have survived your birth.’
         
 
         Fascinus inspired conception. Fascinus safeguarded birth. It had another power, as well: Fascinus could avert the evil eye. Lara knew this from experience, because after her son was born, she had heard other women whisper behind her back, and had caught them looking at her strangely. In truth, they looked at her with curiosity and suspicion, but she interpreted their gazes as envy. The gazes of the envious, as her father had taught her, could cause illness, misfortune, even death. But with Fascinus hanging from her neck, Lara had felt safe, confident that the dazzling lustre of the gold could deflect even the most dangerous gaze.
         
 
         As the amulet and the story of its origin were passed down to succeeding generations, it was left to Lara’s descendants to ponder the exact role played by Fascinus in the continuation of the family line. Had the winged phallus itself emerged from the flames to impregnate Lara? Had such an instance of intercourse between numina and humankind ever occurred before, or since? Was it because a numen had fathered her child that the other women had been suspicious and envious of Lara? Had Fascinus made a gift of the gold knowing that Lara would need it to protect herself, and to safeguard his own offspring?
         
 
         The gold amulet, its true origin forgotten, was passed down through the generations.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         Many years passed. Larth’s warning of restless lemures on the island in the river was forgotten, and the salt traders once again camped there. Still, the island and the surrounding area remained nothing more than a stopping place. Deer, rabbits and wolves roamed the seven nearby hills. Frogs and dragonflies dwelt in the marshy lowlands between the hills. Birds passed overhead and saw below them no sign of human occupation.
         
 
         Elsewhere in the world, men built great cities, made war, consecrated temples to gods, sang of heroes, and dreamed of empires. In faraway Egypt, the dynasties of the Pharaohs had already reigned for millennia; the Great Pyramid of Giza was more than fifteen hundred years old. The war of the Greeks against Troy was two hundred years in the past; the taking of Helen and the wrath of Achilles had already passed into legend. In Israel, King David had captured the old city of Jerusalem and made it his capital, and his son Solomon was building the first temple to the god Yahweh. Further to the east, migrating Aryans were founding the kingdoms of Media and Parsa, forerunners of the great Persian empire.
         
 
         But the island in the river, and the seven nearby hills, remained unsettled by men and overlooked by the gods, a place where nothing of particular importance had ever happened.
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            A DEMIGOD PASSES THROUGH
            

         
 
         850 BC
         
 
         It seemed to Cacus that, once upon a time, he had been human.
 
         Cacus had been born in a village high in the mountains. Like the others in the village, he possessed two arms and two hands, and he walked upright on two feet. Clearly, he had not been born an animal, like the timid sheep or the wild wolves, but a human being.
         
 
         But Cacus had always been different from the others. They walked with an even gait; Cacus shambled, because one of his legs was too short and oddly bent. The others could stand tall and straight with their arms at their sides; Cacus’s back was hunched and his arms mismatched. His eyes were sharp, but there seemed to be something wrong with his mouth; he never learned to speak, and could make only a garbled noise which sounded like ‘cacus’; it was from this noise that he acquired his name. His face was grossly misshapen; another child once told him that a potter made his face out of clay, then threw it down and stepped on it.
         
 
         Few people ever looked at him directly. Those who knew him looked away out of pity; strangers drew back in fear. His deformities should have marked him for death in the hour of his birth, but his mother had contrived to spare him, pleading that the infant’s prodigious size – he was so big that she very nearly died in bearing him – was a promise of future strength. She had been correct. While still a child, Cacus grew to be bigger and stronger than even the biggest, strongest man in the village.
         
 
         When that happened, the villagers who had pitied him began to fear him.
         
 
         Then came the Hunger.
 
         The winter was dry and cold. The spring was dry and hot. The summer was drier and hotter still. Streams dwindled to a trickle, then to nothing. Crops withered and died. The sheep could not be fed. When it seemed that things could not become worse, one night the mountain shook so severely that some of the huts collapsed. Not long after that, black clouds came from the west; they promised rain, but sent down only lightning bolts. A lightning strike started a fire that swept across the mountainside and destroyed the hut in which the grain was stored.
         
 
         The villagers turned to the elders for advice. Had things ever gone so badly before? What could be done?
         
 
         One of the elders recalled a similar time from his childhood, when the number of villagers had grown too large and a series of bad years led to hunger and desperation. There was a ritual handed down from a time before his birth, called the rite of sacred spring. A pact was made with the great numina of the sky and the earth: if the village could survive the winter, then, when spring came, a group of children would be driven away from the village, sent forth to survive in the world beyond as best they could.
         
 
         It seemed a harsh remedy, but times were harsh. The elders advised that there must be a rite of sacred spring. The villagers agreed.
         
 
         The number of children to be sent away was decided by portent. On a still day, the elders climbed up to a stone promontory on the mountainside above the village. There they set fire to a bundle of dry branches, then stood back and waited until the rising smoke formed a column in the air, so that the sky was separated into two regions, one to either side of the smoke. The elders watched the sky and counted the number of birds that flew from one region to the other, crossing the line defined by the smoke. By the time the branches burned to ashes and the column of smoke dispersed, seven birds were seen to cross. Seven children had to be chosen.
         
 
         The choosing was done by lottery. It was important that everyone in the village could see that the numina of chance, not the scheming of any parent, dictated the outcome. While everyone in the village watched, the children stood in a line. A pot full of small pebbles, all white except for seven black ones, was passed before them. One by one, the children reached inside and took a pebble. When all of them were done, together they opened their palms to show the stone they had chosen. When it was seen which children had chosen the black pebbles, there was much weeping; but when Cacus’s claw of a hand opened to show a black pebble, even his mother seemed relieved.
         
 
         That winter was milder than the year before. Despite hunger and hardship, no one in the village died. It seemed that the rite of sacred spring had placated the numina and preserved the village. When spring came, and the first buds opened on the trees, it was decided that the children must set out.
         
 
          
         According to the ritual, an animal would guide the children to their new home. All the elders agreed on this, but none of them could quite remember how this animal was to be chosen. The eldest among them said that the animal would make itself known, and sure enough, the night before the children were to set out, several of the elders had a dream in which they saw a vulture.
         
 
         The next morning, the seven children were taken from their homes. The other children and all the women of the village were shut away; from the huts, their weeping could be heard all over the mountainside. The elder with the keenest eyes climbed up to the promontory and watched. At last he gave a shout and pointed to the southwest, where he saw a vulture circling just above the horizon.
         
 
         The men took up cudgels. Beating drums and shaking rattles, the elders led them in a chant meant to summon their courage and harden their hearts. The chant grew faster and faster, louder and louder. At last, screaming and brandishing their cudgels, they ran towards the seven children and drove them from the village.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The days after that had been very hard. Each morning the children searched the sky for a vulture. If they saw one, they headed towards it. Sometimes the vulture led them to carrion that was still fit to eat; sometimes it led them to a carcass so foul that even the vulture would not touch it. Desperation taught them to hunt and fish and to sample every plant that might be edible; even so, on many days, the children went hungry. Cacus was too clumsy to be of much use as a hunter, and the others resented him because he needed more to eat. But he was the strongest by far, and when predators howled at night, it was to Cacus that the others looked for protection.
         
 
          
         The first to die was a girl. Faint from hunger, she fell from a high place and struck her head. The children debated what they should do with her body. It was not Cacus who suggested the unthinkable, but another boy. The rest agreed, and Cacus did as the others did. Was that when he began to become something that was not human, when he first ate human flesh?
         
 
         Little by little, their wanderings took them to the lower lands to the south and west of the mountains. Here the land offered more game and the rivers more fish, and the plants were more fit to eat. Still, they were hungry.
         
 
         The next child to die was a boy with an injured foot. When the children came upon a bear and scattered in panic, the boy lagged behind. The bear caught him and mauled him badly, then lumbered off when Cacus came running back, screaming and brandishing a branch. The boy was already dead.
         
 
         When the children ate that night, it seemed only proper that Cacus should have the largest portion.
         
 
         Summer passed, and still they found no home. One of the children died after eating a mushroom. Another died after several days of sickness and fever. Despite their hunger, the survivors feared to eat the bodies of those who had died of poison or fever, and so they buried them in shallow graves.
         
 
         Only Cacus and two others remained. That winter was unusually bitter and cold. Trees shivered naked in the wind. The earth turned as hard as stone. The animals vanished. Even the most skilful hunter would have found it impossible to survive without the desperate solution to which Cacus resorted.
         
 
         Was that when the change occurred in Cacus – when he decided not to wait for a fall or a bear, or some other chance event? Instead, he did it himself. He did what he had to do, and for the most basic reason: he needed to eat. But he did not act rashly. He did not kill them both at once. First he killed the stronger one, and let the weaker one live a little longer. More than once, that child, his final companion, tried to escape from him. Cacus waited as long as he could, until his hunger was so great that no man could have endured it. He waited because he knew, as soon as the other child was gone, that the only thing worse than hunger would follow: loneliness.
         
 
         Spring came. Cacus was alone. At night he could not sleep, but lay awake listening to the sounds of the wilderness, entering more and more into a world bereft of human reason.
         
 
         He continued to wander. Eventually he encountered travellers, and came upon villages, but no humans would have anything to do with him. They feared him, and rightly so; more than once, he stole a child and ate it. When that happened, the humans pursued Cacus. A few times they came close to capturing him, but always Cacus escaped and left the hunters behind, their bones picked clean. Surviving in the wild had taught him cunning and stealth. Physically, no man was his match; Cacus had grown bigger and stronger than any man he had ever seen.
         
 
         The wheel of the seasons passed again and again. Cacus survived the dry summers and the harsh winters, always alone, always wandering.
         
 
         One day, he saw a vulture cross the sky. The season was early spring. The green of the earth and the soft warmth of the air stirred in his mind a dim recollection of the beginning of his journey. He set about following the vulture.
         
 
         Eventually, he found himself on a path beside a river. Around a great bend in the river, he saw ahead of him a region of hills, and beyond one of the hills, a plume of smoke. He lost sight of the vulture, but decided that the path he was following was as good as any other. Paths led to villages; in villages, there was food to be stolen. This time, he told himself, he would stay hidden and go raiding only at night. The longer he could go without being seen, the longer it would be before the villagers ran him off.
         
 
         Suddenly, Cacus felt a great sadness. Once he had lived in a village himself. The others had sometimes teased and taunted him, but they had accepted him as one of their own, despite the fact that he was so different. Then they had driven him off. Why? Because the earth and the sky themselves demanded it; that was what his mother had told him. Before he left the village, he had never harmed anyone, yet the world and everything in it had become his enemy. The sadness he felt swelled inside him and turned into rage.
         
 
         He rounded a corner and saw ahead of him a young girl on the path. She was carrying a basket of clothes, heading to the river. Her hair was golden, and around her neck, suspended from a simple strip of leather, was a small amulet made of gold that flashed in the sunlight. The girl saw him and screamed. She dropped her basket and ran away.
         
 
         Furious, suddenly weeping, he ran after her, shouting his name: ‘Cacus! Cacus!’
         
 
         He followed her only a short distance, for up ahead, he saw the first signs of a settlement. Wishing he could disappear, he stepped off the path, into the brush. From the settlement, he could hear the girl still screaming, then the shouts of others as they ran to her side, asking what she had seen.
         
 
         What had the girl seen, when she looked at him? Not a human like herself, that was certain. And not an animal, either; no animal, except perhaps a snake, inspired such revulsion and fear. It was a monster she saw. Only a monster could wrench such a scream from the girl’s throat.
         
 
         He had become a monster. When had this happened? It seemed to Cacus that, once upon a time, he had been human…
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The settlement by the river started as a trading post. Traffic along the river path, and up and down the route used by the metal traders, had increased to such an extent that there always seemed to be people coming and going through the region of the Seven Hills. It was an enterprising descendant of Po and Lara who hit upon the idea of settling permanently at the crossroads and setting up a marketplace for the exchange of goods. Why should the salt traders transport their salt all the way to the mountains, when they need bring it only as far as the trading post, exchange it there for the goods they wanted, then head back to the mouth of the river for more salt?
         
 
         A place that had been a crossroads became a destination and, for the handful of settlers at the trading post, a home. By acting as middlemen and providing accommodation for travellers, the settlers thrived.
         
 
         The settlement of twenty or so huts was located at the foot of a steep cliff, where a broad, flat meadow beside the river offered easy access to the path and provided plenty of space for setting up the market. A seasonal stream, called the Spinon, cut through the meadow and emptied into the river, which men now called the Tiber.
         
 
         The huts were round with a single large room, made of intertwined twigs and branches daubed with mud, with peaked roofs of rushes and reeds. For a doorway, sturdy upright poles, in some cases elaborately carved, supported a wooden lintel; a flap of stitched animal skins provided the door covering. The huts, furnished with simple pallets for sitting or sleeping, were intended strictly for shelter from the elements or for privacy. All cooking and most social activities took place outside.
         
 
         The marketplace, on the other side of the Spinon and nearer the river, consisted of a few thatched sheds for storing salt, pens for livestock, and an open area where traders could park their wagons and carts and offer their goods for sale. They marketed oxen, cattle, swine, sheep and goats. On any given day, the various commodities might include dyed wool, fur rugs, hats made of straw or felt, bags made of leather, clay vessels, woven baskets, combs and clasps of tortoiseshell or amber, bronze ornaments and buckles, and axes and ploughshares made of iron. There were pine nuts from the mountains, crayfish from the river, succulent frogs from the marshy lake, pots of honey, bowls of cheese, pitchers of fresh milk, and, in season, chestnuts, berries, grapes, apples and figs. Some of the traders arrived at regular intervals and became old friends to the settlers and to each other, but new faces were always appearing, men from far away who had heard of the trading post and were eager to see for themselves the variety of goods to be found there.
         
 
         The trading post was also a place to exchange news and gossip, to hear stories from faraway places, and to listen to travelling singers. Men who knew magic passed through, offering their services. Some could cure  the sick or make a barren woman fertile. Some could see the future. Some could commune with the numina that animated the non-human realm.
         
 
         By far the most exotic visitors to the settlement were the traders who arrived by boat, paddling upriver from the sea, where they arrived on larger ships, which they left moored at the mouth of the Tiber. Those huge, splendid vessels – some of the settlers had once made a journey downriver to look at one – carried the traders up and down the coast and even, so they claimed, across the great sea. These seafarers called themselves Phoenicians. They spoke many languages, wore brightly coloured clothes and finely wrought jewellery, and brought with them extraordinary things to barter, made in unimaginably distant lands, including small images of men, made of metal or clay. At first, misunderstanding, the settlers thought that numina lived in the images, just as numina lived inside trees and rocks, though the idea that a numen would reside in even the most splendid man-made object seemed to many of them far-fetched. The Phoenicians tried to explain that an idol did not house a numen, but stood as a representation of something called a god; but this concept was too abstract for the settlers to follow.
         
 
         The latest descendant in the line of Po and Lara was a girl called Potitia, daughter of Potitius. Growing up at the trading post, Potitia had been allowed from earliest childhood to roam the surrounding countryside. For a long distance upriver and down, she knew every steep embankment and muddy beach along the riverbank. She had waded across the Tiber when it was low, and had swum across when it was high.
         
 
         She had also explored the Spinon, which ran in front of the settlement, following it up through a little valley flanked by steep hillsides to its source, a marshy lake surrounded by hills. The marsh teemed with living creatures – frogs, lizards, dragonflies, spiders, snakes and all sort of birds. It was exhilarating to see a flock of startled geese take flight from the reeds, or to watch the swans make circles in the sky before landing on the water with effortless grace.
         
 
         As she grew older, Potitia’s explorations had taken her further and further from the settlement. One day, venturing upriver, she had discovered the hot springs. Greatly excited, she had run all the way home to tell the others, and was chagrined to learn that her father already knew about the springs. Where did the bubbling water come from? Potitius said it flowed up from a fiery place deep underground. Curious, Potitia had searched all around the hot springs for an entrance to the underworld, but had never found one. On one occasion, the hot springs dried up, though they soon returned. Alarmed that such a thing might happen again, the settlers decided to build an altar at the springs, and to make offerings to appease the fiery numina in the earth. Potitius had made the altar himself, using oxen to drag a large stone to the spot, then chiselling the stone into a shape that seemed suitable to him. Once a year, an offering of salt was spread upon the altar, then scattered over the hot springs. So far, they had not run dry again.
         
 
         As her explorations took her outwards from the village, so they also took her upwards. The first of the Seven Hills which Potitia conquered was the one directly behind her family’s hut. On the side that faced the settlement, the hill presented a sheer cliff that was impossible for even the most determined child to climb, but on the far side of the hill, by trial and error, Potitia discovered a route that led all the way to the top. The view was astounding. Circling the crest of the summit she could look down on the marshy lake, on the settlement below, and on the region of the hot springs, which she now could see were situated at the edge of a large plain that lay in an elbow of the Tiber. Gazing beyond these familiar places, she realized that the world was much vaster than she had previously imagined. The river stretched on in either direction for as far as she could see. Wherever she looked, the impossibly distant horizon faded to a smudge of purple.
         
 
         One by one, Potitia conquered all the Seven Hills. Most of them were bigger than the one closest to home, but were easier to climb, once you knew the best place to begin the ascent and which route to take. Each hill had something to distinguish it. One was covered with a beech forest, another was crowned with a ring of ancient oaks, another was populated by osier trees, and so on. The hills had not yet been given individual names. Collectively, for longer than anyone could remember, men called them the Seven Hills. More recently, a visitor passing through had jokingly referred to the region as the ruma, which was the same word men used to refer to a woman’s breasts, or the teats of a cow, and now, as often as not, ruma was the word people used for the hilly region. To the settlers, it seemed perfectly natural to liken the features of the earth to the parts of a body.
         
 
         In a cliff directly across from the settlement, beyond the meadow on the far side of the Spinon, Potitia had discovered the cave. Situated in a cleft of the steep hill and concealed by scrubby bushes that clung tenaciously to the rocks, the mouth of the cave was hard to discern from the ground directly below; it might have been nothing more than a shadow cast by a lip of rock. Through trial and error, Potitia determined that it was impossible to climb down to the cave from above. Climbing up from below would require considerable skill and daring. Her first few attempts over the course of a summer resulted in one nasty fall after another, and repeated scoldings from her mother, who disapproved of Potitia’s scraped hands, bloody knees and torn tunics.
         
 
         Eventually, Potitia discovered a way to reach the cave. When she stepped inside for the first time, she knew that all her efforts had been worthwhile. To a child’s eyes, the space seemed enormous, almost as big as her family’s hut. She sat upon an outcropping of rock that formed a natural bench, and rested her arm on a ledge that provided a shelf. The cave was like a house made of stone, just waiting for her to claim it. Unlike the hot springs, the cave was unknown to the others at the settlement. Potitia was the first human being ever to set foot in it.
         
 
         The cave became her secret haven. On hot summer days she escaped there to take a nap. On wet winter days she sat inside, comfortable and dry, and listened to the rain.
         
 
         As Potitia grew older, roaming the woods and exploring the ruma grew less important to her. She became more interested in learning the skills her mother could teach her, such as cooking and weaving baskets from the reeds that grew around the marsh. Her mother told her that she should begin to consider which of the boys in the settlement she might wish to marry; by various signs, Potitia’s body had begun to manifest the advent of her womanhood.
         
 
         To celebrate her maturity, Potitia’s father gave her a precious gift. It was an amulet made of the yellow metal called gold.
         
 
         For ten generations, the lump of gold which Tarketios had given to Lara had been left in its natural state; nothing had been fashioned from it, for the metal seemed too soft to be properly worked. It was a visiting Phoenician who had shown Potitia’s grandfather that gold could be alloyed with another precious metal called silver, and for a great price the Phoenician smith had crafted the resulting ingot into a shape specified by Potitia’s grandfather. By the highest Phoenician standards, the workmanship of the amulet was crude, but to Potitia’s eyes, it was a thing of wonder. Made to be hung upon a leather necklace, the little amulet was in the shape of a winged phallus. Her father called it Fascinus – bringer of fertility, protector of women and infants in childbirth, guardian against the evil eye.
         
 
         Although she had questioned her father on the subject and listened carefully to his answers, Potitia could not quite understand whether the amulet actually was Fascinus, or contained Fascinus, or only represented Fascinus, in the way that the idols of the Phoenicians were said to represent their gods. Despite her lack of clear understanding, Potitia nonetheless felt very grown-up when she wore the amulet. She was no longer the girl with skinned knees and muddy feet, the child who wandered carefree across the little world of the ruma. Even so, she carried within her a child’s sense of wonder and the sweet nostalgia of having grown up in a world where there was little to fear and much to discover.
         
 
         Until very recently, that world had remained unchanged – a place where strangers met in good company and where Potitia might expect to raise her own children with little concern for their safety, allowing them to wander at will, as she had done. But now, all that had changed. The world had become dark and dangerous. Families kept their children always in sight. Even grown men did not dare to wander alone across the ruma.
         
 
         The coming of the monster Cacus had changed everything.
 
         
               

         
 
         It was Potitia who had seen him first, that day she headed down to the river to wash a basket of clothes. At the sight of him, she screamed, dropped the basket and fled. The creature ran after her, making a hideous noise that made the hair rise on the back of Potitia’s neck: ‘Cacus! Cacus!’
         
 
         Just when her energy flagged and he might have caught her, the monster gave up the chase. Potitia reached the settlement unharmed. She was convinced that Fascinus, and Fascinus alone, had saved her. All the way back to the village, she ran with one hand at her throat, grasping the amulet tightly, begging for Fascinus’s protection, whispering aloud, ‘Save me! Save me, Fascinus!’ Afterwards, trembling with relief, she whispered again to the amulet, giving it her thanks and pledging her devotion. It was a prayer that Potitia uttered, in just such a manner as the Phoenicians would have understood, made not to a nameless numen that inhabited a thing or place, but to a powerful, superhuman entity that possessed the intelligence to understand her words. She had not offered ritual propitiation to a numen, but had prayed directly to a god. In that moment, although Potitia acted with no idea of the significance of what she had done, Fascinus became the first native god to be worshipped in the land of the ruma.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         For a long time, no one but Potitia had seen the monster, and there were those in the settlement, listening to her description of Cacus, who thought that she must have imagined the encounter on the path. Her family, after all, were known for their fanciful beliefs, showing off the amulet they called Fascinus and hinting that their line had sprung from the union of a numen and a woman – as if such a thing were possible!
         
 
         Then, little by little, it became evident that some malicious creature was indeed among them. Bits of food went missing, along with small objects that no one had cause to steal. Now and again, objects of value were found broken – a spinning wheel, a clay pot, a toy wagon made of wood – as if some overgrown, immensely strong child smashed them out of spite. The troublemaker struck at night and left no trail; Cacus had grown skilful at covering his tracks.
         
 
         The settlers were angry and frightened. Their fear of the monster was compounded by another: that the traders who came to the market would learn about Cacus and be frightened away. If traders stopped coming, the settlers would lose their livelihood, and the settlement might vanish altogether.
         
 
         One morning, during the busiest cattle market of the year, everyone in the settlement was awakened by a lowing among the cattle. Outside the pen, a cow was found dead, its body torn open and much of the flesh missing. The cow could not have climbed over the fence, and the gate remained shut. What sort of man could possess the strength to lift a cow up and over the rough-hewn fence, and then to kill the beast and tear it open with his bare hands? A thrill of panic ran through the settlement. Some of the cattle-traders rounded up their herds and drove them homeward at once.
         
 
         Armed with knives and spears, hunting in pairs, the settlers combed the Seven Hills. Two of the hunters must have found the monster. Their bodies were eventually discovered on the hill of the osier trees, broken and eviscerated, much as the cow’s body had been.
         
 
          
         It did not take long for word to spread up and down the trails that led to the ruma: the monster that was stalking the trading post had an appetite for human flesh. Traders did not merely stop doing business at the settlement; they made great detours to avoid passing anywhere near it.
         
 
         With most of the traders gone and traffic so greatly reduced on the trails, the monster grew even bolder. An infant went missing. Her remains were found only a short distance from the settlement, at the foot of the steep hill on the far side of the Spinon. One of the searchers, looking up to avert his eyes from the horrible sight, glimpsed a movement on the hillside above. From behind a bramble-covered lip of stone, a hideous face peered down for a moment, then disappeared. A moment later, a shower of rocks rained down on the searchers, who fled. Peering up at the hillside from a safe distance, they discerned what appeared to be a cave, its opening obscured by brambles. None of them could see a way to scale the hillside. Even if it could be scaled, none of them could imagine what would await them once they reached the mouth of the cave.
         
 
         Back at the settlement, the searchers told what they had discovered. To her horror, Potitia realized that the monster had taken up residence in her secret cave, which was a secret no longer.
         
 
         From his hole high up in the side of the hill, Cacus ventured out at night to terrorize the settlement. During the day, he stayed hidden in the cave.
         
 
         More than once, the settlers attempted to scale the hillside and attack him in his lair. Bellowing his name, Cacus dropped stones on them. One settler fell and broke his neck. Another was struck in the eye and blinded. Another managed to draw closer to the mouth of the cave than anyone else, but was killed instantly by a stone that struck his forehead. Instead of falling, his limp body became caught on sharp rocks and brambles. No one dared to climb up and retrieve it. There it hung for several days and nights, a horrifying rebuke to those who had sought to destroy the monster. One morning, the body was no longer there. Cacus had claimed it. The man’s bones, picked clean, appeared one by one at the foot of the hill as Cacus tossed them out.
         
 
         It was Potitius who suggested that the hillside be set afire. If the flames and smoke did not kill the monster outright, they might at least drive him from his lair. The brambles at the foot of the hill were set on fire. The flames spread upward, heading directly for the cave. Then a wind blew up from the Tiber and drove the flame this way and that. Embers spiralled high in the air, blew across the Spinon, and ignited the thatched roof of a hut. The flames spread from hut to hut. The settlers worked desperately to douse the flames with buckets of water from the river. When the fire at last burned itself out, the face of the hillside was scorched and black, but the cave was untouched and the monster unharmed.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         It was decided that a watch should be set upon the cave, so that, if the monster descended, an alarm could be raised. Men and boys took turns throughout the day and night, training their eyes upon what little could be seen of the mouth of the cave from below.
         
 
         One of Potitia’s cousins, a burly, hotheaded youth named Pinarius, boasted to her that he would put an end to Cacus once and for all. Caught up in his enthusiasm, Potitia confessed to her cousin that she had climbed to the cave many times. Scarcely believing her, Pinarius nonetheless accepted her explanation of how it could be done.
         
 
         On the afternoon that it was his turn to keep watch on the cave, Pinarius decided to act. The day was hot and the air was heavy with sleep. The rest of the settlers dozed, except for Potitia, who knew of her cousin’s plan and gave him a kiss for luck before he began the climb.
         
 
         From above, there came a faint noise that they took to be the sound of the monster snoring. Perhaps it was the buzzing of flies, drawn to the cave by blood and gore. Potitia remembered summer afternoons when she had dozed in the shadowy coolness of the cave. She could picture the monster asleep in that familiar, beloved place. The image made her shiver, yet it also pierced her with a sadness that she could not explain. For the first time she wondered where the monster came from. Were there others of his kind? Surely a mother had given birth to him. What fate had led him to the ruma, to become the most wretched of all living things?
         
 
         Pinarius made the ascent quietly and quickly, but as he drew close to the cave he reached for a handhold that would have taken him in the wrong direction. Watching from below, Potitia corrected his course with a loud whisper.
         
 
         The sound that might have been the monster’s snoring abruptly stopped. Potitia felt a shiver of dread.
         
 
         Pinarius reached the mouth of the cave. He pulled himself onto the lip of stone, gained his balance, and grinned down at her. He pulled out his knife and showed her the blade, then disappeared into the cave.
         
 
         The scream that followed was like nothing she had ever heard, so loud that it woke every sleeper in the village. A rending noise followed, then silence. A few moments later, Pinarius’s head came flying from the hole in the hillside. It landed with a thud in the grass just beyond Potitia, who fell to the ground in a faint. Dazed, with the sun in her eyes and swooning from the heat, she looked up and saw Cacus standing on the lip of stone high above, staring down at her. His hulking, misshapen body was covered with blood and gore. The sound that came from his throat – ‘Cacus? Cacus?’ – had a low, urgent, questioning quality, as if he gazed at a thing which fascinated him, from which he desired a reply.
         
 
         ‘Cacus?’ he uttered again, cocking his head and staring down at her.
         
 
         Potitia scrambled to her feet. Running blindly, she tripped over the head of Pinarius. She gave a shriek and staggered back to the settlement, weeping.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The death of Pinarius drove many of the settlers to the limit of their endurance. His father, also named Pinarius, argued that the time had come to abandon the settlement. The monster had inflicted great suffering, and against him they were powerless; but more than this, the arrival of the creature had unleashed a great evil in the land of the ruma. The numina all around them had turned against the settlers. The worst of the misfortunes had been the burning of the huts by treacherous winds and flames, but there had been many other, smaller misfortunes in recent days. The settlers must move on, argued the elder Pinarius. The only questions to be debated were when and to where, and whether they should stay together or go their separate ways.
         
 
         ‘If we leave, cousin, what will keep the monster here?’ asked Potitius. ‘I think he’ll follow us. He’ll stalk us on the trail. Our children will be his prey.’
         
 
         ‘Maybe,’ acknowledged Pinarius. ‘But in the open, away from his cave, we might at least have a chance to kill the thing.’
         
 
         Potitius shook his head. ‘This creature is a far more skilful hunter than any of us. We’d have no chance against him in the wild. One by one, he would take us.’
         
 
         ‘That’s what he’s doing now!’ Pinarius wept, grieving for his son.
         
 
          
         The argument was not settled, but it seemed to Potitia that it was only a matter of time until Pinarius would prevail. The ruma had become a place of sadness and despair. Still, it broke her heart to think of leaving the hills of her childhood.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         Then the stranger arrived.
 
         It was the lowing of oxen that woke Potitia that morning. There had been no oxen in the market for a long time. At first, she thought she must be dreaming of the old days before the coming of Cacus. But as she stirred and rose, the sound of the oxen continued. She hurried from the hut to see what was happening.
         
 
         Sure enough, a small herd of oxen was standing in the slanting sunlight in the meadow on the far side of the Spinon, peacefully eating the grass that grew near the foot of the hill where Cacus dwelt. Near the herd, sitting on the ground and leaning against a tree trunk, was the ox-driver. His eyes were closed and his head was tilted to one side; he appeared to be asleep. Even at a glance, and at such a distance, Potitia was quite certain she had never seen him before. For one thing, he was much larger than any other man she had ever seen, except Cacus, if Cacus could be called a man. Unlike Cacus, he was not at all ugly or frightening to look at. Indeed, he was quite the opposite. She found herself crossing the steppingstones that traversed the Spinon and walking towards him.
         
 
         ‘Potitia! What are you doing?’ Her father, along with most of the other settlers, had gathered near the empty cattle pen. They  were watching the stranger from a safe distance, trying to decide whether he should be approached, and who should do it. Potitia realized that they were afraid of the stranger, but she did not share their fear.
         
 
          
         As she stepped closer, she saw that his mouth was slightly open, and she heard him softly snoring. His hair was long and black. His beard was thick. Everything about him was oversized. His strong, rugged face was a match for his brawny shoulders and arms. Potitia decided that he was by far the most handsome man she had ever seen, even though he looked slightly ridiculous, sitting there snoring.
         
 
         Over his shoulders he wore a pelt of some sort, tied across his chest by the animal’s forelegs. The fur was a tawny gold, and the paws were tipped with formidable claws. Potitia realized that it was the pelt of a lion, and she regarded the stranger with even greater curiosity.
         
 
         He must have sucked in a flying insect, for suddenly he bolted forward, instantly awake. He made a face and spat convulsively. The group gathered across the stream let out a collective gasp of alarm, but Potitia laughed. To her, the ox-driver looked more ridiculous – and more appealing – than ever.
         
 
         He picked a fly from his mouth, gave a shrug, then looked up at her and smiled.
         
 
         Potitia sighed. ‘You can’t stay here.’
 
         He frowned.
 
         ‘Your oxen aren’t safe here,’ she explained.
 
         His gaze was uncomprehending. Could it be that he had not heard of Cacus? He must have come from very far away, she thought. When he spoke, her suspicion was confirmed. She could not understand a word he said.
         
 
         A dog that had been lying near the oxen rose to its feet and ambled towards them, wagging its tail. The ox-driver shook his head. He wagged his finger at the dog and said something in a gently chiding tone. Clearly, it was the dog’s job to wake him if anyone approached the oxen while he was sleeping, and the dog had not done its duty.
         
 
         The ox-driver stood and stretched his massive arms above his head. He was even taller than Potitia had thought. Craning her neck to look up at him, she felt very small, like a child. Unconsciously, she reached to her throat and touched the gold amulet. The ox-driver gazed at Fascinus for a moment, then looked into her eyes. His gaze stirred certain feelings in her, and Potitia knew that she was not a child any longer but a woman.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         Try as they might, the settlers seemed unable to communicate to the stranger the peril he faced by staying in the meadow so near the cave of Cacus. They pointed, they mimed, they spoke in all the various dialects they had learned from traders. The man did not understand.
         
 
         ‘I’m not sure he has all his wits,’ said Potitia’s father.
 
         ‘We shall wake tomorrow to find his dead body lying at the foot of the hill,’ grumbled Pinarius.
         
 
         ‘What terrible things to say! I think you’re both wrong,’ said Potitia. She smiled at the ox-driver, who smiled back.
         
 
         Pinarius exchanged a sidelong glance with his cousin and lowered his voice. ‘On many important things we disagree, Potitius, but I think one thing is evident to us both. Your daughter is smitten by this stranger.’
         
 
         ‘He is impressive,’ said Potitius, looking the man up and down. ‘How do you think he came by that lion’s skin he wears? If Potitia finds him suitable –’
         
 
         Pinarius shook his head and spat. ‘It shall come to grief. Mark my words!’
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The afternoon became sweltering as the midsummer sun beat down upon the ruma. A warm breeze, smelling of mud and decay, rose from the marshes and followed the Spinon down to the Tiber. The droning of cicadas filled the meadow, where the oxen lay dozing in the shade.
         
 
         As the settlers believed there were numina in places and objects, so they also believed that numina informed certain phenomena, such as sleep. Like other numina, those of sleep could be friendly or unfriendly. Sleep could heal the weary and the sick and give comfort to the grieving. Sleep could also render even the strongest man utterly helpless.
         
 
         That afternoon, the numina of sleep descended upon the settlement like a hand upon the brow of an infant, shutting the eyes of the settlers whether they wished to close them or not. Men fought to stay awake, and lost the battle without even knowing it.
         
 
         The oxen slept. The dog slept. The ox-driver also slept, leaning back against the tree where Potitia had first seen him.
         
 
         Potitia did not sleep. She sat in the shade of an oak tree and studied the stranger, wondering what the future might hold for her.
         
 
         There was another who did not sleep. With his long arms and immense strength, Cacus had found a way to climb down from the cave that even Potitia did not know about. Brambles kept him hidden at almost every point as he descended. If he exercised great stealth and did not cause a single leaf to tremble or a shard of stone to give way underfoot, his movement down the face of the cliff was very nearly invisible. Even if the boy who had been set to watch the cave that day had not been dozing, Cacus probably would have descended unseen.
         
 
         Cacus was not aware of the coming of the stranger, but he had heard the lowing of the oxen. He had not eaten beast-flesh in many days.
         
 
         Across the meadow, he caught sight of the oxen. He took no notice of the ox-driver or Potitia. Both were nearby, but both were very still, and obscured by the dappled shade of the trees. He chose the smallest of the oxen and made his way towards it. Not a single twig broke beneath his feet; it was a remarkable thing that a creature so large and ungainly could move so quietly upon the earth. Nonetheless, the ox sensed danger. It swished its tail, rose to its feet and uttered a low bleat. The beast saw Cacus, took a step back, then froze.
         
 
         When he reached the ox, Cacus did not hesitate. He clamped his fists together, raised them in the air, and landed a hammer-like blow upon the ox’s forehead.
         
 
         The ox snorted once, shuddered, and fell dead. It struck the earth with a heavy thud. The other oxen stirred and began to mill about. The dog’s ears twitched, but it remained asleep.
         
 
         Potitia, who had just nodded off, gave a start. She opened her eyes and saw that the monster was no more than ten paces away. She sucked in a breath and would have screamed, but her throat was suddenly so tight that no sound would come out.
         
 
         She jumped to her feet. Her first thought was to wake the ox-driver, but to do that, she would have to run past the monster. She turned and ran in the other direction, away from the settlement, towards the cave.
         
 
         Cacus’s eye was drawn by the movement. He caught a glimpse of her amid the high grass, and recognized her at once. He ran after her.
         
 
         His legs were mismatched, but very long and powerful. When it suited him, he could run with incredible speed. The flies that had been buzzing about the oxen followed after him in a swarm, drawn by the odours of blood and rotting flesh that clung to him.
         
 
         Potitia’s foot struck an exposed root and she went flying. Perhaps it was as the elder Pinarius said: All the numina of the ruma had turned against them, and even the roots of the trees were conspiring with the monster. What a fool she had been to think that the arrival of the ox-driver was a sign of better times to come! As she tumbled against the hard, sun-baked earth, she reached up to touch Fascinus at her neck, and whispered a prayer that the monster might kill her swiftly.
         
 
         But Cacus had no intention of killing her.
 
         
               

         
 
         The ox-driver slept, dreaming of the faraway land of his childhood. It was a dream of sunshine and warm meadows, lowing oxen and singing cicadas.
         
 
         Then, in an instant, he was awake.
 
         One of the oxen stood over him, urgently pressing its cold, wet snout against his cheek. The stranger grunted with disgust, wiped his face with the back of his hand, and looked about.
         
 
         At once he saw the cause of the ox’s distress. One of its companions was lying in the grass nearby, utterly still and in a most unnatural position. Where was the dog? He saw it curled up on the grass not far away. The dog yawned, briefly opened its eyes, then shut them again and resettled itself more comfortably.
         
 
         The ox-driver cursed and jumped to his feet.
 
         He heard a muffled sound that might have been a woman’s scream and ran towards it.
         
 
         What he saw first was a swarm of flies above a depression in the high grass. Then he caught a glimpse of bare, hairy flesh – the hunched back of Cacus, moving up and down and this way and that. The ox-driver moved forward more cautiously, not sure what sort of man or beast he was approaching. Punctuating the gasps and groans and slavering noises was a curious, guttural sound: Cacus … cacus … cacus!
         
 
         Then he heard a sound that chilled his blood – the scream he had heard before, from a woman in great distress.
         
 
         The ox-driver gave a shout. The hunched back suddenly ceased moving. A face, shockingly hideous, rose above the high grass and peered at him. The creature snarled, gave a cry of indignation – ‘Cacus!’ – then rose to its full height. Beneath the creature, still hidden by the grass, the woman let out a plaintive sob.
         
 
         The ox-driver was not used to encountering anything that walked on two legs that was as big as himself; but this creature was bigger. Nor had he ever encountered a being as loathsome to look at as Cacus. Revulsion rose in his throat, and an unaccustomed emotion washed over him – the cold prickle of fear. The lion whose skin he wore he had killed with his bare hands, but a lion seemed a minor menace compared to Cacus.
         
 
         The ox-driver braced himself and gave another shout, challenging the creature to fight. A moment later, with a deafening roar, Cacus hurtled towards him.
         
 
         The sheer mass of the creature struck the ox-driver with bruising force, knocking him to the ground. The stench of the creature’s breath filled his nostrils. The taste of the creature’s foul sweat mingled on his tongue with the bitter flavour of dirt as they tumbled on the ground. The flies that swarmed around the creature buzzed in the ox-driver’s ears and flew into his nostrils and eyes, tormenting and distracting him.
         
 
         With Cacus on top of him, crushing him, the ox-driver frantically reached for anything that might serve as a weapon. His hand closed on a fallen branch. He swung it with all his might. A shuddering impact ran through his arm as the branch broke against the creature’s skull. The piece that remained in his fist was jagged and sharp; he stabbed it into the creature’s flank. A scream pierced his ears. Hot blood ran over his hand, causing him to lose his grip on the weapon. The creature bolted up and away from him.
         
 
         The ox-driver staggered to his feet. He watched the creature pull the shard of wood from his bleeding flesh and cast it aside. For a moment he thought the creature might flee. Instead, Cacus hurtled towards him and knocked him to the ground. The ox-driver managed to wriggle free and struggle back to his feet. A short distance away, amid the high grass, he saw a stone the size of a newborn ox, and ran towards it. He surprised even himself when he lifted the stone over his head. He hurled it towards the pursuing Cacus.
         
 
         Cacus managed to dodge the stone, but only barely; it grazed his shoulder and sent him reeling. Enraged, he picked up an even larger stone and hurled it. The ox-driver dived to one side. The stone struck a towering oak tree and shattered the trunk. The whole tree came crashing to the ground.
         
 
         Amid a din of creaking and cracking, a host of shrieking birds took flight, and then all was still. The ox-driver struggled to catch his breath. The creature was nowhere to be seen. Had he fled? Was he pinned beneath the branches of the tree? For an instant the ox-driver let down his guard – then he caught a whiff of the creature’s stench and heard the buzzing of flies. He whirled about, and in the next instant felt two hands grip his throat.
         
 
         Spots swam before his eyes. The meadow grew dim, as if night had suddenly fallen. His head seemed to swell like a bloated wineskin, until he felt sure it would burst.
         
 
         His struggled to pry Cacus’s hands from his throat. The creature’s grip was unshakable. The ox-driver sought desperately to gain a purchase with his fingertips, and at last managed to grasp one of Cacus’s fingers and slowly bend it backward. He heard the finger snap, and was sickened by the noise, but Cacus held fast. He broke another finger, on the creature’s other hand, and another. As a fourth finger snapped, Cacus gave an unearthly scream and relented. His grip was broken.
         
 
         Before Cacus could escape, the ox-driver deftly slipped behind him and caught the creature’s neck in the vice of his elbow. With his other hand he gripped his wrist, tightening the vice. Cacus struggled to draw a breath, but could not. Nor could he wrench the arm away from his throat, for his fingers were broken, his hands useless.
         
 
         Mustering all his remaining strength, the ox-driver wrenched the creature’s head to one side and gave it a hard twist. Cacus’s neck broke. He thrashed and convulsed. The huge weight of his body slipped from the ox-driver’s grasp. He tumbled to the ground with his head cocked at an impossible angle and his limbs akimbo.
         
 
         Utterly exhausted, the ox-driver dropped to his knees, fighting back nausea and gasping for breath. His vision was blurred. Flies buzzed in his ears.
         
 
         The dog, wide awake now, suddenly arrived at a gallop, barking ferociously and baring its fangs at the sight of the corpse. He pounced atop the limp body of Cacus, stood stiffly upright, perked its ears, and alerted the people of the ruma with a long howl of triumph.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         In feverish glimpses, Potitia had witnessed the entire struggle.
 
         When the stranger’s challenge drew Cacus’s attention, she had managed to scramble to her feet and to flee. Stumbling and staggering, she repeatedly looked back. It seemed to her that she saw not two men but two entities greater than human engaged in a fight to the death. She felt the earth shake beneath their stamping feet. She saw them lift stones that no mortal could lift. She saw a great tree fall to the ground, destroyed by their combat. She saw Cacus fall dead, and the ox-driver drop to his knees.
         
 
         In a daze, she made her way to the river. No matter how vigorously she scrubbed her flesh, rubbing until it was red and raw, it seemed to her that the stench of the monster clung to her.
         
 
          
         When she staggered back to the settlement, no one remarked on the smell. Indeed, they took no notice of her. Learning of the monster’s demise, the ecstatic settlers had circled the ox-driver and were loudly praising him, shyly touching him, trying to lift him onto their shoulders and laughing when he proved to be too big and heavy.
         
 
         No one realized what had happened to Potitia except the ox-driver, who shot her a look of mingled relief and remorse. She herself said nothing about it, not even to her father.
         
 
         The body of Cacus was dragged a great distance from the settlement. Repeatedly, vultures tried to land upon it. The people drove them off, until the ox-driver made it clear that they should desist and allow the vultures to snatch whatever delicacies they could. When the vultures flew off with Cacus’s eyes and tongue, the ox-driver applauded them.
         
 
         ‘It seems the fellow has a high regard for vultures,’ noted Potitius. ‘And why not? Whenever he sees a vulture, it’s probably because another of his enemies is dead!’
         
 
         Satisfied that the vultures had been propitiated, the people pelted the corpse of Cacus with stones, then set it aflame. A wind from the southwest carried the foul smoke high into the air and away from the ruma. The numina of fire and air were seen to be in accord with the people, who could only hope, with the monster’s baleful influence removed, that the other numina of the region would again show kindness and favour to them.
         
 
         That night, there was rejoicing in the settlement. The ox that had been killed by Cacus was butchered. The flesh was roasted for a great feast in honour of the stranger who had delivered them. His hunger was voracious; he ate everything they set before him.
         
 
         Potitius felt moved to make a speech. ‘Nothing so terrible as the coming of the monster has ever occurred in living memory. Nothing so wonderful has ever occurred as the monster’s destruction. We were on the verge of abandoning this place in despair.’ Here he looked sidelong at his cousin Pinarius. ‘Then we were saved by an occurrence which none of us possibly could have foreseen – the arrival of a stranger who was every bit a match for the monster. This is a sign that we were meant to reside always in the land of the ruma. Whatever happens, we must have faith that ours is a special destiny. Even in our darkest moments, we must remember that we are guarded by friendly numina of great power.’
         
 
         Wine had always been a rare and precious commodity in the settlement; it had become even more so after the traders stopped coming. Still, the store that remained, mixed with water, was enough to provide a serving to everyone at the feast, with extra portions – unwatered and as much as he could drink, which proved to be a great quantity – for the ox-driver. Encouraged by raucous laughter and shouting, he repeatedly mimed his battle with Cacus, laughing and stumbling around the roasting pit until at last he lay down exhausted and fell into a deep sleep.
         
 
         The settlers were drunk and stuffed with food. Many had not enjoyed a proper sleep since the coming of Cacus, and they happily followed the stranger into the land of dreams.
         
 
         All slept – except Potitia, who feared that sleep would bring only nightmares.
         
 
         She found a spot to herself, away from the others, and lay on a woollen mat beneath the stars. The night was warm and lit by a bright moon. On such a night, when she was girl, she might have climbed up to her cave and slept there, safe and secluded. That could never happen again. The monster had ruined the cave and her memories of it forever.
         
 
         Potitia hugged herself and wept – then gave a start when she sensed the presence of another. She smelled his breath, heavy with wine. His massive silhouette blocked the moon. She shuddered, but when he knelt and touched her gently, she stopped sobbing. He stroked her brow. He kissed the tears that ran down her cheeks.
         
 
         He loomed over her, as Cacus had loomed, yet was different in every way. The smell of his body was strong but pleasing to her. Cacus had been brutal and demanding, but the ox-driver’s touch was gentle and soothing. Cacus had caused her pain, but the stranger’s touch brought only pleasure. When he drew back, fearful that his sheer bulk might overwhelm her, she gripped him like a child might grip a parent and pulled him closer to her.
         
 
         When the paroxysm of their first coupling passed, for a time she lay quiet and felt utterly relaxed, as if she floated on air. Then she suddenly began to tremble. She shuddered and began to weep again. He held her tightly. He knew she had suffered an ordeal beyond his understanding, and he strove, awkwardly but with exquisite gentleness, to comfort her.
         
 
         But the cause of her weeping was beyond even Potitia’s understanding. She was remembering something she had been trying to forget. At the moment of her utmost loathing and despair – while Cacus was inside her, squeezing and crushing her from all sides – she had looked into his eyes. They were not the eyes of a beast, but of a human like herself. In that instant, she had seen that Cacus was full of more suffering and fear than she could imagine. Amid her loathing and disgust, she felt something else: pity. It stabbed her like a knife. Now, with all her defences down, she found herself weeping, not because of what Cacus had done to her, but for Cacus himself and the awfulness of his existence.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         The next day, when the hung-over settlers awoke, the stranger was gone. So were his oxen and his dog.
         
 
          
         Pinarius said that someone should be sent after him, to ask him to return. Potitius argued against this; as the coming of the stranger had been unforeseen, so it had been with his leaving, and the people of the settlement should do nothing to interfere with the comings or goings of their deliverer.
         
 
         Word of Cacus’s demise spread. One by one, the traders began to come back to the settlement. When they heard the tale of the ox-driver, they put forward many notions about who he might have been and where he might have come from.
         
 
         It was the Phoenician seafarers, the most widely travelled of all the traders, who made the most compelling case. They declared that the ox-driver was the strongman of their own legends, the demigod named Melkart. A demigod, they explained, was the offspring of a god and a human. The settlers were inclined to agree that the stranger had exhibited a strength beyond the merely mortal.
         
 
         ‘Oh, yes, the hero who saved you was most certainly Melkart,’ the Phoenician captain declared. ‘Every Phoenician knows of him; a few have met him. The fact that he wore a lion’s skin proves his identity. The killing of a lion was one of Melkart’s most famous exploits; he wears the skin as a trophy. Yes, it was Melkart who killed this monster of yours, most assuredly. You should set up an altar to him, as you set up an altar to the numina who inhabit the hot springs. Surely Melkart did more for you than ever those hot springs did! You should make sacrifices to him. You should pray for his continued protection.’
         
 
         ‘But how did this … demigod … come to be here, so far from the lands where he’s known?’ asked Potitius.
         
 
         ‘Melkart is a great traveller. He’s known in many lands, by many names. The Greeks call him Heracles. They say his father was the sky god they call Zeus.’
         
 
         The settlers had only a vague notion of who the Greeks might be, but the name Heracles was more pleasing to their ears than Melkart, though the captain’s pronunciation of the Greek was a bit garbled. They decided to call the ox-driver Hercules.
         
 
         As the Phoenician captain had suggested, an altar was erected to Hercules, very near the spot where Potitia had first seen him sleeping. Since the Phoenicians knew more about god-worship than the settlers, they were consulted about the best ways to show honour to Hercules. It was decided that dogs and flies must be kept away from his altar, since, during the battle, his ally the dog had failed him and the flies had fought against him. Vultures he had favoured, so it was decided that the vulture would be sacred to his memory. It was also decided that when an offering was made, every part of the sacrificed animal should be eaten, in the way that Hercules himself had exhibited such a hearty and unbridled appetite.
         
 
         Thus, although Fascinus was the first native god and the first god to receive the prayers of a settler, it was a deity already worshipped in other lands who received the first altar dedicated to a divinity in the land of the ruma.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         Potitia grew big with child. Her father had suspected that something beyond flirtation might have transpired between his daughter and the stranger, and her pregnancy seemed to confirm his suspicion. Potitius was pleased. According to family legend, long ago an ancestress had experienced intercourse with a numen; Potitia was partly descended from Fascinus, whose amulet she wore. Had the demigod Hercules seen this spark of the otherworldly in Potitia? Was that why he had found her worthy to bear his child? And would that child not be something new and special upon the earth, containing the mingled essence of numen, demigod and human in his veins? Potitius mused on such ideas, and was pleased.
         
 
          
         Potitia fell prey to darker thoughts, for she knew there was an equal chance that the child might have a different father: Cacus. If the thing that came from her womb was a hideous monster, everyone would know her shame. Would they kill the child at once and her as well? Was the thing stirring inside her a god or a monster? She was torn by many emotions. Her father was puzzled and dismayed by her misery.
         
 
         It was decided to celebrate the very first sacrifice to Hercules not on the anniversary of his arrival, as would later become the custom, but on the day that Cacus had first been seen, in the springtime; thus the first Feast of Hercules could expunge the bitter memory of Cacus’s arrival. Potitius and Pinarius squabbled over who should assume the duty of slaying an ox, roasting the meat, and placing the offerings upon the stone altar before consuming them. Finally they decided to share the duty and perform the rites together. The feast would be shared equally by their families.
         
 
         But on the day chosen for the sacrifice, Pinarius was absent. He had gone to visit relatives at a farm upriver, and had not yet returned. Potitius decided to begin the ritual without him.
         
 
         Dogs were driven off, and an oxtail whisk was used to banish flies. The ox was sacrificed, butchered and roasted, and the offering placed upon the altar. A prayer of supplication was chanted, using phrases suggested by the Phoenician captain. Potitius summoned the members of his extended family to share in the feast. ‘We must eat it all,’ he told them, ‘not just the meat, but also the organs and the entrails – the heart, kidneys, liver, lungs and spleen – for that was the example Hercules set for us with his voracious appetite. To eat these parts of the sacrificed beast is our privilege, and we should begin with them.  Here, daughter – to you I give a portion of the liver.’
         
 
         As Potitia ate, she remembered the first time she had seen Cacus, and the prayer she had uttered to Fascinus; she also remembered the terror she had felt when Cacus attacked her, and the gentleness of the man they now called Hercules. She was very near to giving birth, and subject to powerful extremes of elation and despair. She often laughed and wept at the same time. Potitius, watching her, seeing how pale and drawn she was, wondered if his daughter had been too delicate a vessel to receive the seed of a demigod.
         
 
         The feast was very nearly finished when Pinarius arrived, bringing his family with him.
         
 
         ‘You’re late, cousin – very late! I’m afraid we proceeded without you,’ said Potitius. A full belly and a portion of wine, only slightly mixed with water, had put him in good spirits. ‘I’m afraid we’ve already finished the entrails, but there are some choice cuts of meat remaining for you.’
         
 
         Pinarius, angry at himself for missing the ceremony, grew furious at this further indignity. ‘This is an outrage! We agreed that I was to serve equally as a priest of the Altar of Hercules, and that the eating of the entrails was a sacred duty – yet you’ve left none for me and my family!’
         
 
         ‘You were late,’ said Potitius, his good mood spoiled. ‘You’ll eat what the god left for you!’
         
 
         Their squabbling grew louder and their words more belligerent. Relatives began to gather behind each man. It seemed that the first sacrifice to Hercules might turn into a brawl.
         
 
         The argument was suddenly interrupted by a loud cry. It came from Potitia. Her labour had begun.
         
 
         The delivery took place before the Altar of Hercules, for Potitia was in too much distress to be moved. The labour was short but intense, and there was something not right about it. The baby was too big to come out; the midwives were thrown into a panic. Along with her physical pain, Potitia was in an agony of suspense.
         
 
          
         At last the baby emerged from her womb. It was a man-child. Potitia reached for him. The midwives placed him in her arms. He was big, very big, yes – but not a monster. All his limbs were intact, and his proportions were no different from any other baby’s. Still, Potitia was uncertain. She gazed into the baby’s eyes, as she had gazed into the eyes of Cacus, and also into the eyes of the ox-driver. She could not be sure! The eyes that now gazed back at her might be the eyes of either man.
         
 
         Potitia did not care. Whoever his father might be, the child was precious to her, and precious to Fascinus. Weak and exhausted, but filled with joy, Potitia lifted the necklace bearing Fascinus over her neck and placed it around the neck of her newborn baby.
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            THE TWINS

         
 
         757 BC
         
 
         The day was an important one for Potitius – the most important day so far in his young life. From infancy, he had been a witness to the ritual. Later, he became a participant in the feast. Now, for the first time, at the age of fourteen, he was assisting his father in performing the annual rites of sacrifice at the Altar of Hercules.
         
 
         While the assembled family members of the Potitii and the Pinarii watched, Potitius’s father stood before the altar and recited the tale of the god’s visit, telling how Hercules appeared in the people’s time of greatest need and killed the monster Cacus, then just as suddenly disappeared. Meanwhile, young Potitius slowly circled the altar and waved the sacred whisk, fashioned of an oxtail with a wooden handle, to drive away any flies that might come near. His distant cousin Pinarius, who was the same age and was also performing for the first time in the ritual, circled the altar in a wider orbit, walking in the opposite direction; his job was to drive away any dog that might come near.
         
 
         Potitius’s father finished the story. He turned to the father of Pinarius, who stood beside him. For generations, the two families had jointly tended to the altar and performed the ceremony, trading duties from year to year. This year, it fell to the elder Pinarius to recite the prayer for Hercules’s protection.
         
 
         An ox was slain and butchered. While it was being roasted, a portion of raw flesh was placed on the altar. The priests and their sons searched the sky. It was young Potitius, with a cry of excitement, who first saw the vulture fly overhead and begin to circle above them. The vulture was favoured by Hercules; its appearance was a sign that the god was pleased by the offering and accepted it.
         
 
         The priests and their families gathered to feast on the ox. In every other matter relating to the ceremony, the families shared precisely equal duties; but, following tradition, the eating of the entrails remained a privilege accorded solely to the Potitii. It had become a tradition as well for the various Pinarii to grumble good-naturedly about this – ‘Where is our portion? Why are we given no entrails?’ – to which their cousins would give the traditional reply: ‘No entrails for you! You arrived late for the feast!’
         
 
         Young Potitius took all his duties very seriously. He even attempted to banter with young Pinarius about the entrails, but received only a sullen look and a grunt in reply. The two boys had never been friends.
         
 
         After the feast, his father took Potitius aside. ‘I’m proud of you, son. You did well.’
         
 
         ‘Thank you, Father.’
 
         ‘Only one more ritual remains to complete the day.’
 
         Potitius frowned. ‘I thought we were finished, Father.’
 
          
         ‘Not quite. I think you know, son, although we seldom talk about it – no need to make the Pinarii more jealous of us than they are already! – that our ancestry can be traced back directly to Hercules himself.’
         
 
         ‘Yes, Father.’
 
         ‘You also know that the ancestors of the Potitii include a god even more ancient than Hercules.’ He reached up to touch the amulet of Fascinus which hung from a leather strap around his neck.
         
 
         Potitius could count on his fingers the times he had seen the amulet. His father wore it only on very important occasions. He gazed at it, fascinated by the lustre of the gold.
         
 
         His father smiled. ‘When I was your age, I took part for the first time in the rites of the Altar of Hercules, doing just as you did today, whisking the flies away. When the feast was done, my father took me aside. He told me that I had done well. On that day, he said, I was no longer a boy, but had become a man. Do you know what he did then, son?’
         
 
         Potitius gravely shook his head. ‘No, Father. What did he do?’
 
         In answer, his father raised the leather strap over his head, then solemnly placed it around Potitius’s neck. He smiled and ran his hand over his son’s silky blond hair, a gesture of affection to seal the last moment of his boyhood.
         
 
         ‘You are a man now, my son. I pass the amulet of Fascinus to you.’
         
 
         
               

         
 
         Potitius might now be a man, but after the feast, when the day’s duties were done and he was at last free to do whatever he pleased, he reverted to behaving like a boy. There were many hours of midsummer sunlight remaining. He had promised to visit his two best friends after the feast, and he was eager to join them.
         
 
          
         Since the days of Cacus, the little settlement by the Tiber had continued to prosper and grow. The market by the river saw a thriving traffic in salt, fish and livestock; these three commodities arrived separately, but after being treated with salt, the preserved fish and meat could be transported great distances, or traded for other goods that flowed into the busy market. The oldest and most prosperous families, like the Potitii and the Pinarii, continued to live in the original settlement near the Spinon and the market grounds, in huts not very different from those of preceding generations, though the number of huts had increased greatly and they were now built much closer together. Numerous other, smaller settlements, some consisting of hardly more than a single family, had sprung up across the ruma, some in the valleys and some on the hilltops. Well-worn footpaths linked all the settlements together.
         
 
         The word ruma itself, as a reference to the region of the Seven Hills, had changed subtly in pronunciation over the years and by repeated usage had acquired the status of a proper name, so that people now called the area ‘Roma’. The name had a quaintness and a cosiness about it, conveying the sense of a hilly place that lovingly nurtured its inhabitants.
         
 
         With more settlements and more people had come the tendency to formalize the names of various locales amid the Seven Hills, often naming places for the trees which lived there. Thus the hill of oak trees came to be called Querquetulanus – ‘Oak Hill’ – while the hill of osiers was the Viminal, and the hill of beeches was the Fagutal.
         
 
         Shepherds and swineherds now lived and tended their livestock atop the hill above the old cave of Cacus. That hill was called the Palatine, after the goddess whom the shepherds worshipped, Pales. Of gods, once unknown in Roma, there now were many. As the population of mortals had grown, so had the number of deities, and each of the little communities scattered across the Seven Hills acknowledged a local divinity to whom they paid homage. Some of these divinities retained the nameless, nebulous character of the ancient numina, but others had acquired names and well-defined attributes after the fashion of gods and goddesses. Among these deities, the primacy of Hercules was recognized by everyone in Roma, and thus his altar had come to be called the Ara Maxima, or Greatest of Altars. It was agreed that his father was the sky-god known locally by the name Jupiter. The role of the Potitii and the Pinarii in tending to the Ara Maxima gave them great status among the people of Roma.
         
 
         Potitius took pride in carrying on his family’s traditions; but now, his duties done, he was eager to join his two friends, who lived on the Palatine. He quickly returned to his family’s home, a compound of interconnected huts, where he threw off the finely woven woollen robe he had worn for the ceremony and put on an old tunic, more suitable for rough play. He kept the amulet of Fascinus around his neck, for he wanted to show it off to his friends.
         
 
         Potitius strode through the busy marketplace and crossed a wooden footbridge that spanned the muddy Spinon. He walked past the Ara Maxima, where a few of his wine-befuddled relatives still loitered at the scene of the feast. He continued on to the foot of the Palatine, where he scaled a steep stairway hewn from the rocky hillside. The stairway had been made long ago, after the demise of the monster Cacus, to remove the threat of what had been an inaccessible cave. The hillside was no longer unscalable, thanks to the stairway, and the cave itself, an accursed place, had been filled in with stones and dirt. Brambles and clinging bushes had grown over the spot, so that little trace of the cave remained – nothing more than a bare outline that could be discerned only by someone looking for it. Potitius knew the history of the Stairs of Cacus, as people called the steep trail, and his father had shown him exactly where the cave had been located; whenever he passed it, Potitius uttered a prayer of thanksgiving to Hercules. But the Stairs of Cacus also served a purely practical function: it was the shortest route to the top of the Palatine.
         
 
         At the top of the Stairs grew a fig tree. It was older than Potitius and, for a fig tree, very large, with branches that formed a wide canopy. After scaling the steps, Potitius welcomed the cool shade offered by its dense foliage. He paused to catch his breath, then gave a cry when something struck his head. The projectile was soft enough to cause no damage to his scalp, but hard enough to sting. Potitius was struck again, and then again.
         
 
         From above, Potitius heard laughter. Rubbing his smarting head, he looked up and saw his two friends sitting on a high branch, grinning down at him. Remus began to laugh so hard that it appeared he might fall from his perch. Romulus hefted a green, unripe fig in his hand.
         
 
         ‘Stop it, you two!’ cried Potitius. He saw Romulus cock his arm to hurl the fig. Potitius dodged, but too late. He yelped as the fig struck his forehead. Romulus was known for a sure aim and a strong arm.
         
 
         ‘Stop it, I said!’ Potitius jumped up and grabbed the end of the branch upon which the brothers were sitting. Using the full weight of his body, he swung back and forth. The soft wood yielded without breaking, and the motion was violent enough to upset the twins from their perches. With shrieks of laughter, they both came tumbling down.
         
 
         The two of them recovered at once, tackled Potitius, and used their combined weight to pin him down. All three were gasping, barely able to breathe for laughing.
         
 
         ‘What’s this?’ said Romulus. He reached for the amulet of Fascinus and held it up, so that the leather necklace was pulled taut. A shaft of sunlight, piercing the fig leaves, glinted off the gold. His brother joined him in gazing at it.
         
 
         Potitius smiled. ‘It’s the image of the god we call Fascinus. My father gave it to me, after the feast. He’s says that – ’
         
 
         ‘And where did your father acquire such a thing?’ asked Remus. ‘Stole it from a Phoenician trader?’
         
 
         ‘Don’t be ridiculous! Fascinus is our family god. My father received this amulet from his father, who received it from his father, and so on, back to the beginning of time. Father says – ’
         
 
         ‘Must be nice!’ said Romulus curtly, no longer laughing but still holding the amulet and gazing at it. Potitius suddenly felt  self-conscious, as he sometimes did with his two  friends. Potitius came from one of the oldest and most respected families in Roma. Romulus and Remus had been foundlings; the swineherd who had raised them was a man of little account and the swineherd’s wife had a bad reputation. Potitius’s father disapproved of the twins, and it was only behind his father’s back that Potitius was able to associate with them. Potitius dearly loved them both, but sometimes, as now, he acutely felt the difference between their status and his own.
         
 
         ‘And what does this Fascinus do?’ said Romulus.
 
         Remus laughed. ‘I know what I’d do, if my manhood had wings!’ He flapped his arms, then made a lewd gesture.
         
 
         Potitius was beginning to regret having worn the amulet. It had been a mistake to think that the twins could understand what it meant to him. ‘Fascinus protects us,’ he said.
         
 
         ‘Not from flying figs!’ said Remus.
 
         ‘Or from boys who are stronger than you,’ added Romulus, regaining his high spirits. He released the amulet, reached for Potitius’s arm, and twisted it behind his back.
         
 
         ‘You are not stronger than me!’ protested Potitius. ‘I can take either one of you, as long as you come at me one at a time.’
         
 
         ‘But why should we do that, when there are two of us?’ Remus seized Potitius’s other arm and gave it a twist. Potitius yowled in pain.
         
 
         It was always thus with the twins: they acted in concert, as if they shared a single mind. Their harmony was one of the things that Potitius, who had no brothers, admired most about them. What did it matter if no one knew their lineage?
         
 
         The infant twins had been discovered by the swineherd Faustulus in the aftermath of a great flood. The Tiber often flooded, but that flood had been by far the worst than anyone could remember. The river had risen so high that it submerged the marketplace. The marshy lake that fed the Spinon became a little sea, and the Seven Hills became seven islands. After the water receded, the swineherd Faustulus had found, among the flotsam, two infants in a wooden cradle on the slope of the Palatine. Many people who lived upriver had died in the flood. Since no one ever claimed the twins, it was assumed that their parents must be dead. Faustulus, who lived only a stone’s throw away from the fig tree in a squalid little hut surrounded by pigsties, raised them as his sons.
         
 
         Faustulus’s wife was named Acca Larentia. An unkind joke told behind the twins’ backs claimed that they had been suckled by a she-wolf. As a small boy, when Potitius first heard this joke – told with a leer and a wink by his cousin Pinarius – he thought it was literally true; only later did he realize that ‘she-wolf’ was another term for a whore, and thus an insult to Acca Larentia. Pinarius had also told him that the names given to the twins by Faustulus were a rude play on words – Romulus and Remus referring to the two ruma of Acca Larentia, whom Faustulus delighted in watching when she suckled both infants at once. Because her favourite place to suckle them was beneath the shade of the fig tree, Faustulus had named it the ruminalis, or suckling-tree.
         
 
         ‘A vulgar, dirty man, hardly better than the pigs he raises!’ That had been the pronouncement of Potitius’s father about Faustulus. ‘As for Acca Larentia, the less said, the better. They’re hardly fit to be called parents, the way they let those boys run wild. Romulus and Remus are none the better for it – a pair of wolves, raised in a pigsty!’
         
 
         But even those who most disapproved of the twins could not deny that they were uncommonly handsome. ‘Only Romulus is better looking than Remus,’ went the local saying, in which the names could as easily be reversed. ‘And only Remus can compete with Romulus,’ went the response, for the twins were by far the fastest and strongest of all the local boys, and delighted in any opportunity to prove it. To Potitius, it seemed that the twins were everything a boy could wish to be – good-looking, athletic and unfettered by a father’s control. Even when they ganged up to inflict a bit of misery on him, Potitius found it exciting to be in their company.
         
 
         In unison, the twins released him. Potitius groaned and rubbed his shoulders to relieve the ache.
         
 
         ‘So?’ said Romulus, looking at his brother. ‘Should we tell him, or not?’
         
 
         ‘You said we should.’
 
         ‘But I’m having second thoughts. He’s all high and mighty with his fancy amulet from his father. He looks down on nobodies like us.’
         
 
         ‘I do not!’ protested Potitius. ‘Tell me what?’
 
         Remus looked at him slyly. ‘We’re hatching a plot, my brother and I. We’re going to have some fun. People will talk about nothing else for days afterwards.’
         
 
         ‘Days? Years!’ said Romulus.
 
         ‘And you can join us – if you dare,’ said Remus.
 
         ‘Of course I dare to,’ said Potitius. His shoulders ached so badly he could barely lift his arms, but he was determined to show no pain. ‘What is this scheme you’re hatching?’
         
 
          
         ‘You know what people say about us – what they call us behind our backs?’ said Romulus.
         
 
         Not sure how to respond, Potitius shrugged, and tried not to wince at the pain.
         
 
         ‘They call us wolves. Romulus and Remus are a pair of wolves, they say, suckled by a she-wolf.’
         
 
         ‘People are stupid,’ said Potitius.
 
         ‘People are frightened by wolves, that’s what they are,’ said Remus.
         
 
         ‘Especially girls,’ added his brother. ‘Here, look at this.’ He reached for something at the base of the fig tree and drew it over his head. It was a wolf’s pelt, fashioned so that the head of the wolf fit over his face and formed a mask, leaving his mouth uncovered. ‘What do you think?’
         
 
         With his hands on his hips and the face of the wolf taking the place of his own, Romulus presented a fearsome image. Potitius gazed up at him, speechless. Remus produced another pelt, fitted it over his head, and stood beside his brother.
         
 
         Romulus smirked, pleased by the look of amazement on Potitius’s face. ‘Of course, if it’s just Remus and me, everyone will know it’s us. That’s why there has to be a third wolf in the pack – to throw people off the scent.’
         
 
         ‘A third wolf?’ said Potitius.
 
         Remus tossed something to him. Potitius gave a start but managed to catch it. ‘Put it on,’ Remus said.
         
 
         It was another wolfskin. With trembling hands, Potitius fitted the head over his face. A rank odour filled his nostrils. Looking through the eye-holes, he felt strangely concealed from the world and curiously transformed.
         
 
         Romulus smiled. ‘You look very fierce, Potitius.’
 
         ‘Do I?’
 
         Remus laughed. ‘But you sound like a little boy. You must learn to growl – like this.’ He demonstrated. Romulus joined him. After a moment’s hesitation, Potitius did his best to emulate them.
         
 
         ‘And you must learn to howl.’ Remus threw back his head. The sound that came from his throat sent a shiver up Potitius’s spine. Romulus joined him, and the harmony produced by their baying was so uncanny that Potitius was covered with gooseflesh. But when he himself let out a howl, the other two broke into laughter.
         
 
         ‘Obviously, this will take some practice,’ said Romulus. ‘You’re not ready yet. You must learn to howl like a wolf, Potitius. You must learn to move like a wolf, and to think like a wolf. You must become a wolf!’
         
 
         ‘And when that day arrives, you must be sure to remove that amulet,’ added his brother. ‘Otherwise, someone is bound to recognize it and report us to your father.’
         
 
         Potitius shrugged. The pain in his shoulders was gone. ‘I could always wear Fascinus inside my tunic, where no one would see.’
         
 
         ‘Your tunic?’ Romulus laughed. ‘Wolves don’t wear tunics!’
 
         ‘But – what will we be wearing?’
 
         Romulus and Remus looked at each other and laughed, then threw back their heads and howled.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         Winter came before the twins felt that Potitius had sufficiently mastered the ways of a wolf. It would not do to carry out their scheme when the weather was cold and wet. They waited until the weather turned warm again. At last the perfect day arrived – a clear, mild day when everyone across the Seven Hills would be out and about.
         
 
         Very early that morning they went hunting. The twins had been tracking a wolf for several days, watching its movements to discover its lair. Shortly after sunrise they flushed it out and hunted it down. It was Romulus who killed the beast with his spear.
         
 
         On a makeshift altar – a simple slab of rock – they skinned the wolf and bathed their hands in its blood. They cut the skin into strips and tied these around their wrists, ankles, thighs and arms. Other strips they carried in their hands. It seemed to Potitius that he could feel the life force of the beast still emanating from the warm, supple hide.
         
 
         It no longer felt strange to Potitius to run naked across the hills. He had done it many times with Romulus and Remus, though usually at night and away from the settlements. What still felt strange was the mask of wolf hide that covered his face. Peering out of the eye-holes, knowing he was hidden, imagining his ferocious appearance – all this gave him a feeling of power and a sense that his relationship to everything around him was changed, as if the mask truly bestowed on him faculties that were other than human.
         
 
         They ran over the hills and across the valleys, from settlement to settlement, howling and yelping and brandishing their straps. Whenever they encountered a young female, they ran straight towards her, competing to see who could reach her first and give her a smack with his strap. They were the wolves, and the girls might have been sheep; like sheep, most of them were out in groups, going about their morning chores, fetching water or carrying burdens. Some cried out in alarm at the sight of them. Others shrieked with laughter.
         
 
         Potitius had never done anything so exhilarating in all his life. He became physically aroused. Many of the girls seemed more alarmed by the sight of his swaying sex than by the threat of his wolfhide strap, although some of them seemed amused, tittering behind their hands and averting their eyes. Romulus and Remus, seeing his excitement, converged on him. Laughing and yelping, they took aim at his sex with their wolf-hide straps.
         
 
          
         ‘Too bad you left that amulet at home today,’ whispered Romulus. ‘You’ve no phallus at your neck to protect the one between your legs!’
         
 
         ‘Stop trying to cover yourself,’ said Remus, shaking with laughter. ‘A good strapping with one of these will make you more potent than ever! You’ll have the power of the wolf between your legs!’
         
 
         At last the twins relented, and the three of them returned to their pursuit of screaming girls.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         As the twins had predicted, the incident became the talk of all Roma. That evening, Potitius’s father gathered the immediate family – Potitius, his mother and sisters – to discuss it.
         
 
         ‘Three youths, naked except for wolfskins concealing their cowardly faces, running all over the Seven Hills, terrifying everyone they met – such behaviour is an outrage!’
         
 
         ‘Did no one try to stop them?’ said Potitius’s mother.
 
         ‘A few elders dared to berate them for their behaviour; the scoundrels ran circles around the poor fellows, howling like animals, scaring them half to death. A few of the younger men gave chase, but the troublemakers outran them.’
         
 
         ‘But what did they look like, husband? Was there nothing to distinguish them?’
         
 
         ‘I didn’t see them myself. Did any of you?’
 
         Potitius averted his eyes and said nothing. He nervously bit his lip when one of his sisters, who was a little younger than himself, meekly spoke up.
         
 
         ‘I saw them, Father. I was visiting a friend over on the Viminal when they came tearing through the village, howling and growling.’
         
 
         Her father’s face stiffened. ‘Did they molest you in any way?’
 
         She blushed. ‘No, Father! Except …’
 
          
         ‘Speak, daughter!’
 
         ‘Each of them carried a thing in his hand; I think it must have been a long, narrow strip of wolf hide. They snapped them in the air, like little whips. And they …’
         
 
         ‘Go on.’
 
         ‘Whenever they came to a girl or a young woman, they struck her with it.’
         
 
         ‘Struck her?’
 
         ‘Yes, Father.’ She blushed more furiously than ever. ‘On her bottom.’
         
 
         ‘And did they strike you, daughter – on your bottom?’
 
         ‘I – I don’t really remember, Father. It was all so frightening, I can’t recall.’
         
 
         Liar! Potitius wanted to say. He remembered the moment quite clearly. So, he was sure, did his sister. It was Remus who had slapped her bottom, and, far from being frightened, she had run after them, giggling and trying to give Remus’s naked bottom a slap in return. Despite his nervousness, Potitius had to force the grin from his face.
         
 
         Potitius’s father shook his head. ‘As I said, an outrage! What’s even more outrageous is the fact that not everyone thinks as we do about this matter.’
         
 
         ‘What do you mean, Father?’ asked Potitius.
 
         ‘I was just talking to the elder Pinarius. He seems to be amused by the incident! He says it’s only the older people who find such behaviour scandalous. He says that all the young men envy these savage wolflings, and all the young women admire them. You don’t envy them, do you, Potitius?’
         
 
         ‘Me? Of course not, Father.’ Nervously, Potitius touched the amulet at his neck. He had put on the necklace as soon as he returned home that evening, wanting Fascinus to be near him. To be sure, he was not exactly lying to his father; a man could not envy himself.
         
 
          
         ‘And you, daughter – you don’t admire these troublemakers, do you?’
         
 
         ‘Of course I don’t, Father. I despise them!’
 
         ‘Good. Others may praise these savages, but in this family, there are standards to be upheld. The Potitii set an example for all of Roma. So should the Pinarii, but I fear that our cousins may have forgotten their special standing among the people.’ He shook his head. ‘The identities of two of these wolflings is only too obvious – those scoundrels Romulus and Remus. But who was the third wolfling? What innocent youth did the swineherd’s boys lure into playing this disgusting game with them?’ He stared directly at Potitius, who turned pale. ‘Do you think, my son … do you think it might have been your cousin, young Pinarius?’
         
 
         Potitius swallowed a lump in his throat. ‘No, Father. I’m quite sure that it wasn’t Pinarius.’
         
 
         His father grunted and gave him a shrewd look. ‘Very well. Enough of this matter. I have something much more important to discuss. It involves you, my son.’
         
 
         ‘Yes, Father?’ said Potitius, relieved at the change of subject.
 
         The elder Potitius cleared his throat. ‘As priests of Hercules, we play a very important role among the people. Our judgement in matters of the divine is greatly respected. But there is much that we could still learn when it comes to reading the will of gods and numina. Tell me, my son: when a farmer’s well runs dry, whom does he call upon to pacify the spiteful numen that blocked the spring? When a fisherman wants to find a new fishing spot, whom does he call to mark boundaries in the river and say a prayer to placate the water numina? When a bolt of lightning kills an ox, whom does the oxherd consult to determine whether the blasted flesh is cursed and should be consumed by fire upon an altar, or blessed and should be eaten with rejoicing?’
         
 
          
         ‘If they can afford it, people call for an Etruscan diviner – what the Etruscans call a haruspex.’
         
 
         ‘Exactly. Our good neighbours to the north, the Etruscans, are very wise in the ways of divination – and Etruscan harus-pices make a very good living at it. But divination is simply a skill, like any other. It can be taught, and it can be learned. There is a school of divination in the Etruscan town of Tarquinia. I am assured that it is the finest of all such schools. I have arranged for you to study there, my son.’
         
 
         Potitius was silent for a long moment. ‘But, Father, I don’t speak Etruscan.’
         
 
         ‘Of course you do.’
 
         ‘Only enough to barter with Etruscan traders in the market.’
 
         ‘Then you shall learn to speak Etruscan fluently, and then you shall learn all the Etruscans can teach you about divination. When your studies are done, you will return to Roma as a haruspex, and you will become an important man among the people.’
         
 
         Potitius felt torn between excitement and a fear of leaving family and friends. ‘How long will I be gone?’
         
 
         ‘I’m told that your studies will take three years.’
 
         ‘Such a long time! When do I leave, Father?’
 
         ‘Tomorrow.’
 
         ‘So soon!’
 
         ‘The sooner the better. As today’s incident of the wolflings demonstrated all too clearly, there are bad influences among us. I have every faith in your character, my son. Nonetheless, I think it would be best to remove you from those influences, and the sooner the better.’
         
 
         ‘But, Father, you don’t think –’
 
         ‘I think that Romulus and Remus must be very persuasive young men. I think their harmful influence might draw even the most upstanding youth into serious trouble. It is my duty as your father to see that such a thing does not happen to you, my son. You will go to Tarquinia. You will obey your instructors in all matters. You will master the Etruscan arts of divination. I suspect you have an aptitude for such things, and the learning will come easily to you. And you will think no more about Romulus and Remus. The swineherd’s brats are good for only one thing – making trouble. They came from nothing and they shall amount to nothing!’
         
 
         754 BC
         
 
         About his love of learning and his natural aptitude for divination, Potitius’s father proved correct. About the fate of the twins, he could not have been more mistaken.
         
 
         Potitius had been the first youth to fall under the spell of the twins, but he was not the last. The incident of the wolflings greatly elevated their standing among the restless young men of Roma, many of whom were eager to become their companions. Romulus and Remus soon attracted a considerable following, especially among those whom Potitius’s father would have labelled disreputable – young men of obscure family and little means who were not above stealing the occasional cow or shearing a sheep and bartering the wool without its owner’s knowledge.
         
 
         ‘They shall come to a bad end,’ declared Potitius’s father, glad that his son was away in Tarquinia pursuing his studies. ‘Romulus and Remus and their little gang think their activities are harmless, that the men they rob are either too wealthy to care or too timid to strike back. But sooner or later, they will cross the wrong man, and that will be the last we see of Romulus and Remus!’
         
 
         His prediction very nearly came true on the day that Remus and a few companions, venturing further afield than usual, fell into a skirmish with some shepherds in the vicinity of Alba, a town in a hilly region to the southeast of Roma. Unlike the Romans, the Albans had long ago been subjugated to the strongest man among them, who called himself their king and wore an iron crown. The current king of Alba, Amulius, had accumulated a great store of wealth – precious metals, finely wrought jewellery, exotic clay vessels and woven goods of the highest quality – which he kept inside a gated compound surrounded by high wooden pickets and guarded by mercenary warriors. He lived not in a hut but in a great hall made of wood.
         
 
         The cause of the skirmish was later a subject of much debate. Many assumed that Remus and his men were trying to steal some sheep and the Alban shepherds caught them; Remus would later declare that it was the shepherds who picked a fight with his men, taunting them with insults to their manhood and slurs against the people of Roma. Whatever the cause, it was Remus who got the worst of the skirmish. Some of his men were killed, some were captured, and a few managed to escape. Remus himself was taken prisoner, bound with iron chains, and led before King Amulius. Remus’s attitude was defiant. The king, who was not used to being crossed, ordered Remus to be hung from a rafter and set about torturing him, using hot irons, sharp blades and leather whips.
         
 
         When word of Remus’s captivity reached his brother on the Palatine, Romulus set about mustering all the young men of the Seven Hills, calling on them not only to rescue Remus but to defend the pride of Roma. Even men of upstanding families who had never consorted with the twins joined the cause. Knowing the mercenaries of Amulius would be well armed, they gathered whatever weapons they could find – shepherd’s crooks that might serve as staves, butchering knives, slingshots, hunter’s bows and arrows – and set out.
         
 
         Before the walls of Alba, Romulus demanded that the king release his brother and the other captives. Amulius, flanked by his mercenaries on the parapet, peered down at the motley band and refused.
         
 
         ‘Is it ransom you want?’ asked Romulus.
 
         Amulius laughed. ‘What could the likes of you afford to pay? A few moth-eaten sheepskins? No, when I’m done torturing your brother and his friends, I shall cut off their heads and mount them on this picket wall, as a warning to others of their ilk. And if you’re still in my kingdom when morning comes, young fool, your head will end up next to your brother’s!’
         
 
         Romulus and his men withdrew. The height of the pickets which surrounded the king’s compound at first daunted them, as did the archers who guarded the wall. There seemed no way to storm the compound without being struck down by a hail of arrows. But that night, under cover of darkness, Romulus managed to set fire to a poorly guarded section of the wall. The fire spread quickly. In the chaos that followed, his men proved braver and more bloodthirsty than the mercenaries of Amulius. The king’s guards were slaughtered.
         
 
         Striding into the great hall, Romulus seized Amulius and demanded to see his brother. The king, shaking with fear, took him to the room where Remus hung in chains, then produced a key and released him from his shackles. Too weak to stand, Remus sank to his knees. While Remus watched, Romulus knocked Amulius to the ground, kicked and beat him until he was senseless, then cut his throat. The king’s crown, a simple circle of iron, went rolling across the floor, spun on its edge, and with a clatter came to rest on the floor before Remus.
         
 
         ‘Pick it up, brother,’ said Romulus. ‘It belongs to us now!’
 
         But Remus, his naked body scarred by burns and cuts, was too weak even to lift the iron crown. Weeping to see his brother in such a state, Romulus knelt before him, picked up the crown, and began to place it on Remus’s head.
         
 
          
         Then he hesitated. He withdrew the crown from his brother’s brow.
         
 
         ‘This crown belongs to us both, brother, equally. But only one can wear it at a time. Let me wear it first, so that I can appear before those who fought with me today and show them that the crown of Alba belongs to us now.’ Romulus put the iron crown on his own head, then rose and strode out to declare victory to his men.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         By seizing the treasure of Alba, Romulus and Remus made themselves wealthy men, far wealthier than any other man in all of Roma. When Remus had recovered sufficiently to travel, they returned home in triumph, surrounded by their loyal companions and followed by wagons loaded with booty.
         
 
         Not everyone in Roma was pleased by their success. The father of Potitius met with the other elders and voiced his doubts. ‘If Remus was captured by the shepherds of Amulius while trying to steal their sheep, then King Amulius was in his rights to hold him captive, pending a ransom. In that case, Romulus’s attack upon Alba was unjustified. His killing of the king was murder, and his seizure of the treasure was theft. Are we to make brigands into heroes?’
         
 
         The elder Pinarius disagreed. ‘Was Remus up to no good in Alba? It doesn’t matter. After he was taken prisoner, Amulius didn’t demand a ransom or restitution; instead, he proceeded to torture Remus, and plainly stated his intention to kill him. To save his brother, Romulus had no choice but to take up arms. Amulius was a fool, and he died a fool’s death. The wealth that Romulus seized in Alba is his by right.’
         
 
         ‘The Albans may not think so,’ said the elder Potitius. ‘Such an incident may set off a blood feud that could last for generations. And the twins may have offended the gods, as well. We should consult a haruspex, to determine the will of the gods in this matter.’
         
 
         ‘Pardon me, while I ask an Etruscan if I can take a piss!’ said Pinarius, his voice dripping with sarcasm.
         
 
         ‘As it happens, cousin, we have no need for an Etruscan haruspex. My son has completed his studies. He should arrive home any day now. Potitius can perform the proper rites.’
         
 
         ‘How fortunate for the boy, that he was conveniently absent when the battle at Alba took place, and so avoided all danger,’ said Pinarius, whose son had fought beside Romulus.
         
 
         ‘Those words are uncalled for, Pinarius, and unworthy of a priest of Hercules!’ In fact, the elder Potitius was relieved that his son had not returned in time to be recruited by Romulus, but Pinarius’s insinuation of cowardice was unfair. He took a breath to calm himself. ‘A divination must be taken to determine the will of the gods.’
         
 
         ‘And if the divination goes against Romulus? What then?’ asked Pinarius. ‘No, I think there must be some better way to make sure that all concerned, even the Albans, can see that it was just and proper for Romulus to seize the crown and the treasure of King Amulius.’ By the shrewd glint in his eyes, Potitius could see that the man had some scheme already in motion.
         
 
         
               

         
 
         Potitius arrived home from Tarquinia the next day. The family greeted him with much rejoicing and not a little curiosity, for he was attired in the costume of an Etruscan haruspex. Over a yellow tunic he wore a long, pleated cloak fixed at his shoulder with a bronze clasp, and on his head he wore a conical cap held in place by a strap under his chin. His father noted with pride that he also wore the amulet of Fascinus. When he had given Potitius the amulet, he had told him that he was a man, though in his heart he had not quite believed it. But Potitius had matured greatly in the years he had been away. His confident bearing and his thoughtful way of speaking were those of a man, not a boy.
         
 
         His father told him about the siege at Alba and the triumphant return of the twins. Rather than exhibiting excitement at the tale, Potitius seemed most concerned about the injuries that Remus had suffered, and this further display of maturity again pleased his father.
         
 
         ‘I know you were their friend, my son, despite my disapproval. Go and see them. Talk sense to them. Show them the will of the gods. At the moment, everyone in Roma is singing their praises. Fools like Pinarius will only encourage them to carry out more escapades. They shall grow more and more reckless, until they bring the wrath of some warlord down upon us all. Roma has no walls, like those Amulius built at Alba. Our safety depends entirely upon the good will and self-interest of those who come here to do business. If the twins continue to shed blood and loot their victims – if they turn the local youths into a band of brigands – sooner or later they’ll bite the tail of a wolf bigger than themselves, and the people of Roma will pay a terrible price.’
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