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Prologue


Poetovium, Roman province of Pannonia, April AD 193


‘Are your officers all here, First Spear Felix?’


The legion’s senior centurion nodded in reply, lifting his wooden tablet into the meagre light provided by a dozen flickering oil lamps as proof. Outside night had fallen, the hours since the end of the day’s march having been spent digging out a marching camp for the legions of their new emperor’s army.


‘All centurions are mustered and present, Legatus.’


His superior nodded, the gesture curt to the degree of being supercilious, an unspoken statement of the underlying belief that to a man of his exalted senatorial rank there could never be any answer other than in the positive.


‘Just as well. The slightest hint of disrespect would go down like a beaker of vinegar with this emperor. He is a great man, and magnanimous, under the right circumstances, but show him even a hint of anything other than total devotion and—’


‘Gentlemen! The emperor!’


The chief lictor was standing in the tent’s doorway, his ceremonial bundle of rods and an axe held more like a weapon than a badge of office, and both men snapped to attention. The forty centurions packed in behind them in the legion’s temporary principia, the hard men who led the legion’s centuries, followed their example an instant later. The air inside the command tent was rank, none of them having seen the inside of a bathhouse since they had left Carnuntum for the long march south to Rome twenty days before, although all present had long since stopped noticing the long-familiar stomach-turning soil, sweat and faeces stench of an army on campaign.


The soldiers of the imperial bodyguard preceded their master in absolute silence, followed a moment later by the emperor himself, his eyes scanning the tent’s poorly lit interior with the brisk mien of a man who was, former senator or not, first and foremost a soldier. Behind him came the three men who were entrusted with making his march on Rome a success. Felix looked at each one in turn, remembering their names from the secret message he had received from Rome days before.


First into the tent behind the emperor was Marcus Rossius Vitulus, a military supply expert with the title praepositus annonae, chief of supply, responsible for the scouring of the country through which Severus’s legions were marching for enough food to keep thousands of soldiers fed. His role made him the most important man in the new emperor’s world, even if only for the time required for the army’s march on Rome. And a target for Felix’s blade.


The message from the capital, a chatty letter written in tiny, cramped characters in an oversized message tablet, had purported to come from his family in Rome. Felix had met and settled down with a woman of the city during his time operating out of the Camp of the Foreigners, the notorious home of the frumentarii, the small but highly proficient body of spies and murderers whose operations were carried out under the disguise of managing the empire’s grain supply. Albeit written in her style, and with every sign of being from her hand, it had immediately sounded an alarm bell to a man well used to the ways of the throne’s clandestine operations.


The next man to enter was Lucius Valerius Valerianus, a Pannonian with extensive military experience who had been chosen to command the emperor’s cavalry. Diligent scouting of the road ahead was essential if an attack by the usurper emperor’s army, no matter how improbable, was to be avoided. Another man Felix was instructed to murder.


The hidden order in the message, revealed by means of a routine frumentarii code of removing all but every tenth character, had been stark and simple. Kill Severus. Kill his key men. Vitulus, Valerianus, Laetus. The pay-off having been, as he had feared from the moment he decoded the first two words, a simple threat. We have your family.


Julius Laetus was last into the tent, a man as close to Severus as anyone, legionary legatus and hard-eyed fanatic in the new emperor’s cause. The perfect commander for the army’s advance guard, ready to throw his men at an enemy to allow the remainder of the army’s legions time to deploy for battle. Professing to be ready to die for his emperor, he was clearly in reality more than ready to sacrifice thousands of his own men in the cause of his own career.


The death of any of these men would be a blow to the emperor, although Felix knew that it would be unlikely to save his wife and sons. If they weren’t already dead, of course. A single assassin would have no chance of surviving even he succeeded in his role, and Felix was no innocent when it came to understanding how the shadowy figures behind the throne went about their assignments. Or how much pleasure they managed to take in the process.


‘Officers of the Eleventh Claudia!’


The emperor had waved his bodyguard aside and walked forward into the tent, opening his arms wide in a symbolic gesture of embrace. Even though the legion’s first spear had known all too well what Severus’s approach to his soldiers would be, he found it hard not to be impressed by the man. He shot a glance at his legatus, standing beside him, to find the senator apparently dazzled by the great man’s presence as he formally greeted his master.


‘Imperator! The Eleventh Legion Claudia, named loyal and faithful by the divine Claudius, stands ready to serve with you and to stand to the last man!’


Severus smiled at his legion commander, although his raised eyebrow was perhaps an indication of a slight disagreement with the sentiment.


‘To the last man? We shall have to hope that it does not come to that, shall we not?’ He clapped a hand to the other man’s shoulder to dispel any hint of disfavour. ‘It will be our enemies who will be doing the standing to the last man, if they even choose to fight, that much is obvious! My former colleague Niger commands ten legions, but they are men of the east and therefore not men in the conventional sense of the word!’


A ripple of laughter greeted his words. Even if the assembled officers of the legion would have laughed at their emperor’s joke in any case, it was widely accepted that the legions of the eastern empire had long since surrendered to the softer ways of living that overcame the most virile of warriors, given enough time.


‘And in the west, his former colleague Albinus commands a pitiful three legions, all of which have been based in Britannia for so long that they have become miserable Brits themselves!’


Another ripple of amusement greeted his opinion on his other challenger for the throne.


‘While in Rome . . .’ Severus paused for dramatic effect. ‘In Rome, as we all know, there is nothing more valiant standing between our swords and the false emperor Didius Julianus than the praetorians. And we all know what they’re good for! A knife in the back, and nothing with any more dignity to it! They are murderers, men who slaughtered an honourable emperor in my predecessor Helvius Pertinax! And they are thieves, who compounded their insult to Rome itself by selling the throne to that poor deluded fool that calls himself the master of the world!’


He looked about himself with an expression of disgust at such treacherous vulgarity.


‘Officers of the Eleventh Claudia, loyal and faithful, I cannot allow such ignominy to go unpunished! It is not for vanity that I have taken the formal title Imperator Caesar Lucius Septimius Severus Pertinax Augustus, but as an expression of my rage at a decent man’s murder! My esteemed colleague was trying his best to bring order to the empire, even if it is doubtful that he could have succeeded without the support of an army like this one!’


Severus allowed that point to sink in before continuing. Every man present knew that his possession of every army group based along the twin river borders of the Rhenus and Danubius, sixteen legions in total, made him the most powerful contender for the throne. More than that, Felix knew all too well that Severus had been scheming for years towards the day when he had been declared emperor. Using his influence with the previous praetorian prefect to be appointed as governor of Pannonia Superior, he had managed to gain the loyalty of every army commander along the frontier defined by the two mighty rivers. And so carefully had he prepared the ground that when news of Pertinax’s assassination had reached his headquarters in Carnuntum his traditionally reluctant acceptance of the purple, bowing to his legions’ well-rehearsed insistence, had been little more than a formalisation of what had already been decided.


‘We are like charioteers with the strongest horses, my brothers in arms! We are so obviously going to be the first men to reach Rome that Niger will not even try to beat us to it, but will rather sit on his false throne in Antioch among his debauched legions, and dream of an imperium he will never live to enjoy! While Albinus in Britannia has agreed to my proposal to share imperium, leaving me free to first deal with the usurper Julianus and then march to unseat the eastern pretender!’


The unspoken corollary to which, Felix guessed, was that once Niger and the eastern legions had been subdued, Severus would turn his attention to Britannia, with all pretence of sharing the empire abandoned. He stood to attention while Severus spoke, knowing that if he was going to follow the message’s instruction there would never be a better moment to strike. Or any other opportunity. Once Severus had finished speaking, accepted the cheers and plaudits of the legion’s fiercely loyal officers, drunk a swift cup of wine in toast in their honour and then left the tent, all chance of taking his life would be lost. And if anyone recognised a fleeting chance to make the kill, it was the former grain officer Marcus Aquilius Felix.


Felix was, by his own rueful assessment of a life given to the dark arts of spying and assassination, a peerless master of political murder, experienced to the tune of a dozen and more killings of members of the senatorial and equestrian classes. All had been men who had earned the lethal attentions of the frumentarii by what they had said, or done, or had failed to say or do. He was without conscience or remorse, having endured a childhood made harsh by his father’s death in the German wars twenty-five years before. And he was superbly skilled, having fought in Parthia as a centurion in one of the so-called debauched eastern legions, under the command of a hawk-faced legatus by the name of Scaurus, before being selected by the then imperial chamberlain Cleander to help with the throne’s dirty work. All of which had made him an expert in the theory and practice of assassination. And even if he was, as he himself recognised readily enough in moments of introspection, a few years past his physical prime, fierce determination and the advantage of surprise could give even an ageing swordsman a sharp edge in the first few seconds of any fight.


As Severus spoke, expounding, as was usual and expected, on the Eleventh Claudia’s proud history and battle record, Felix sized up his bodyguard. The chief lictor, a former first spear himself, was a big man. Imposing even, but soft. Gone to seed, with good living and too much wine. A decade before, when he’d been in his pomp, a muscular athlete carrying a legion standard, he would have been a serious obstacle. Now Aquilius didn’t think he’d even have to break stride to deal with the man as he attacked through the emperor’s bodyguard. A swift knife blade in the throat would be too fast for a man whose reflexes were long gone.


The bodyguard themselves though would be a different matter, four soldiers arrayed in a loose half-circle around the man who had promised to make them the new praetorians once his backside was on the throne. Severus was going to make them wealthy, the dives miles they had longed to be as they had put a purple cloak about his shoulders and chanted the words, ‘rich soldier, rich soldier’, as much to reassure themselves as to make sure the new emperor remembered who to thank when the time came. They looked combat ready, and worse, they were alert, knowing all too well that the men facing them were all equally capable of deadly violence. And no matter how he thought through his attack, he could see no way to get through them without taking so much damage that he wouldn’t be able to finish the job. No way to get through them at all, truth be told. He might kill one of them, two at the most, but the only likely eventual result was his death on the survivors’ spears.


Severus was winding up his speech. The legion’s centuries-long loyalty and valiant contribution to half a dozen victories had been extolled in the warmest of terms. And its less than stellar moments over that time quietly ignored. The speed with which they had rallied to the new emperor’s cause had been praised, and the expected promise that they were eager to hear had been made, an assurance that they would not be forgotten when the time came to divide out the spoils of victory over the pretender Julianus, a statement that had earned the gathered officers’ evident satisfaction. The emperor turned to his left, the cue for his wine to be presented by one of his freedmen who had been waiting just outside the tent, doubtless with his own escort to make sure the wine remained untainted. A toast to the legion’s long life, a swift tip of the cup and swallow, and the great man would be on his way to the next legion’s encampment to repeat the whole dreary but essential rigmarole.


Seeing his last chance about to disappear, Felix acted. Without warning he drew his sword, the three-foot-long weapon gleaming in the light of the lamps that had been lit to illuminate the tent’s further recesses, its blade scraping over its scabbard’s iron throat with an urgent, menacing hiss. As the bodyguards started to react, turning to face him and levelling their spear points, he went down on one knee and raised the weapon in front of him in both hands, one under the hilt, one cupping the blade, and bowed his head.


‘Hold!’


Severus’s command stayed the spear thrusts that his guards were shaping to deliver to the first spear’s defenceless head and neck. Felix heard the note of terror and outrage in his legatus’s voice as he reacted to the sudden development.


‘First Spear Felix, what the fuck do you think you’re—’


The emperor overrode him with effortless ease.


‘Let us see what possible reason your senior centurion could have to air his iron, shall we? Even if he is offering it to me in the manner of an act of self-sacrifice. Well, Centurion?’


‘My name is Marcus Aquilius Felix, Imperator, and I am a former frumentarius!’ Felix looked up over the sword’s blade, watching the emperor’s face as realisation dawned upon him. ‘My position here was not earned by long service with the legion, but as a reward for services rendered to the throne!’


Severus nodded.


‘I know the sort of services the inhabitants of the castra peregrina perform on behalf of the empire. Who was your master? Cleander?’


‘Cleander, and then Eclectus, Imperator. Those were the chamberlains I served under. I was rewarded with this position last autumn.’


Making the point that his departure from Rome had been relatively recent, and that his knowledge of the Palatine Hill and its imperial secretariat were still fresh. That he could be a man of value to a new regime.


‘I see. And this . . . ?’


The emperor waved a hand at the proffered sword.


‘Imperator, I received a message from Rome some days ago. I was instructed to take your life, and end your threat to the rule of the usurper Julianus. My family will die if I do not succeed.’ So far, all true. Now, Felix knew, he was about to gamble his ability to tell a convincing lie against Severus’s ability to spot a falsehood. ‘But I knew that I could not take such an action against the only man I believe can provide the empire with the firm leadership it needs.’


The alternative interpretation being that he would never have succeeded in anything more than getting himself killed. As he suspected was all too clear to the man with the power of life and death over him.


‘I see. And on what do you base this belief in my unique abilities, First Spear, given that you do not know me?’


Time to drop in the biggest lie of all.


‘As a frumentarius, Imperator, I was privy to much knowledge that the average man would neither perceive nor understand. And instructions for our missions would sometimes be imparted to us in the chamberlain’s office, to allow him to use the large map of the empire painted on his wall to illustrate our tasks, those few of us who undertook the most sensitive of jobs for the emperor.’


Severus nodded slowly, and the soldier knew that his bait was close to being taken.


‘And I will never forget the occasion on which Eclectus stated an opinion of the men most likely to step forward, were his master Commodus to meet with an earlier death than everyone in the empire prayed.’


The deceit was carefully calculated. On the one hand, no such opinion had ever been stated within his hearing. On the other, there was no one left alive to challenge the lie.


‘And that opinion was?’


The lie was almost sold. Time to drive the nail home.


‘He believed that Senator Pertinax was actively planning to take the throne, with strong support from his fellow city fathers who, he believed, hated Commodus with a passion.’ Unsurprisingly, since the previous emperor had persecuted the senate constantly and cruelly. ‘And while he believed Pertinax to be a better candidate than most of the alternatives in Rome, he stated a belief that there was one man far better suited serving on the northern frontier. A man with a hard mind for hard times, and the ability to think what would usually be unthinkable, who had been sent to command an army as a contingency in case of such an assassination, to provide him with the means of taking power and restoring order to the empire. He named that man to me. The name, Imperator, was yours.’


Severus looked down at him for a moment, then laughed softly.


‘I find your story hard to credit, Centurion. For one thing I was never a close friend of Eclectus, and for another I owed my position in Pannonia to Laetus, the praetorian prefect. A man now executed by Julianus, curse him. But I find the telling of it to be expertly judged, and perfectly delivered. Sheathe your sword and accompany me as I make my way to speak with my other legions.’


Felix stood, returning his gladius to the scabbard at his waist.


‘I am yours to command, Imperator!’


Severus smiled thinly.


‘Indeed you are. I have it in mind to make you an imperial beneficiarius, and have you oversee the operations of the imperial treasury with regard to the gathering of tax from the senatorial class. After all, a man with the sort of skill with a falsehood you have displayed today will be perfect for the unearthing of gold needed to pay my legions from men who will be reluctant in the extreme. I expect that you will spot their lies a mile off, and that your severity of appearance and reputation will scare the gold out of many of them without your even having to resort to threats. While your willingness to make and if need be deliver on the sort of threats required will soon enough become common knowledge and cow the rest into submission. In the meantime you can provide the message you received from Rome to my secretariat. Once we have the city in our grasp I’ll have the writing compared with that of the men who clustered around the usurper, and find out exactly who it was that issued you with the order to murder an emperor.’


Felix knew that he should keep his mouth shut and simply ride his incredible good fortune, but he was unable to not ask the question he knew was on every man’s mind.


‘And when you have that man, Imperator?’


Severus looked at him with a faint smile for a moment, and the centurion got a momentary impression of the man behind the hard-faced exterior. Something reptilian lurked behind the emperor’s eyes, remorseless and unforgiving.


‘When I have that man, First Spear? I’ll have him taken to the interrogation chambers deep beneath the palace. He will be blinded, to emphasise the helplessness of his position, and then I will speak with him, and outline his options.’


The emperor’s voice rose a little as he warmed to the subject.


‘I will tell him that he can either tell me all about the orders that Didius Julianus issued for my murder, to go on record and inspire the outrage of the people, and that we can elicit that information from him in a relatively calm and reasoned way, or I’ll have it tortured out of him piece by piece. And I do literally mean by pieces. And when he’s told his story, whether willingly or not, I’ll have him executed in the forum as a public warning to any potential conspirators. The senate needs to be brought to heel after the madness of the last few months, and I can think of no better way than having his confession read out in front of the doors of the curia, and then the man who sought my death put to death within earshot of their benches. Does that answer your question, Centurion?’


Felix nodded.


‘Yes, Imperator.’


Severus turned to address the gathered officers, knowing that his words would spread across his legions by swift word of mouth.


‘Good. When we take Rome, gentlemen, there will be those among the ruling class who will be discontented not to have their man on the throne. They will be unhappy that a senator from North Africa should have had the temerity to seize the empire, when more august and pliable men might have suited them better. I am all too well aware of those among my colleagues who were arrayed behind Pertinax, the poor fool, and who planned to use him as a means of unlocking the treasury to be plundered. They are a pack of dogs, and like any such collection of animals, the only way to control them is through fear. And so I’ll leave the man who planned my murder’s guts steaming on the ground outside their debating chamber as a salutary lesson for them. Rome has a new ruler. And the lesson will be that they can either follow my rule or perish in the same way!’




1


‘In the name of all the gods, how much longer do we have to endure this? This tub should have been named Poseidon’s shit bucket for all the progress we’re making!’


Marcus Valerius Aquila looked up the length of the merchant ship Diana’s Arrow, adjusting his stance with newfound ease as the big vessel pitched down into the trough of a wave. He watched with sympathy as his comrade Arminius belched up a mouthful of watery vomit, spitting it wearily over the wooden railing that was all that was preventing his exhausted body from pitching into the rain-lashed sea. The sky was a sullen grey, merging seamlessly with the horizon to give the impression of an infinite void around the pitching and wallowing merchant vessel. Raising his voice to close to a shout in order to be heard over the wind’s howl, he answered the question with a shake of his head.


‘Who knows? I asked the master the same question an hour or so ago, and all he had to say was that if he tried to turn to either side of our current course the force of the storm would probably capsize us! Apparently this is what sailors call an overtaking sea, with the waves rolling up from behind, and if we do anything other than run before them they’ll turn us over in an instant!’


The German cupped his hands to gather rainwater, rubbing it into his beard in an attempt to remove the bile that had inevitably caught in the hairs. Once a slave owned by the head of their familia, he had been freed years before, and while he had always carried himself with the swagger of a born warrior, his one-time arrogance had become, with the passage of the years, something more akin to pride in their company, and disdain of everyone not so fortunate.


‘So yesterday he said we could avoid the storm by running north, and now he’s telling us that he’s put us in a position where if we try to get out from under it we’re all fish food? Prick!’


‘Thank your gods you’re not cooped up below with the rest of the familia, eh?’


Arminius nodded with a shudder, possibly from being soaked through with rain and spray, possibly from the memory of the conditions in the ship’s cramped hold. It was the stink of vomit and the constant sound of retching that had driven him up on deck, and Marcus had accompanied him in order to make sure he didn’t do anything that might get him washed over the side to his death.


‘Does anyone know how far we can run before we run out of sea and find ourselves on the rocks?’


Marcus shook his head again.


‘The crew have lost all sense of where they are. Nobody’s willing to go up the mast to try to get a better view, and I can’t say I’d want to risk being catapulted into the sea to drown either. All we can do is wait to see where we end up.’


A bulky figure climbed out of the hold and re-secured the tar-stiffened canvas cover that was keeping the rain and spray from cascading into the ship. He staggered across the heaving deck and joined them at the rail, his bushy beard running with the rain that was whipping into them in sheets of stringing drops. Dubnus, Marcus’s oldest friend, the one-time commander of a century of axe-wielding pioneers a few of whom still accompanied him, had a grey-green pallor and the look of a man close to vomiting.


‘I decided that at least up here the air’s fresh! It’s the children I feel sorry for, cooped up down there and not allowed to come up on deck for fear of them being washed away! That and having to listen to Ptolemy and that British monster endlessly debating the meaning of life, or whatever it was the chirping little sparrow decided to plague us with today once he’d had his morning wank over a bust of some dead Greek or other!’


He looked up at the ship’s navarchus, who was more hanging onto the ship’s tiller for his own safety than actually steering the vessel.


‘I bet that arsehole’s wishing he’d not been so greedy, eh? All this for the sake of a cargo of wine!’ The other two turned to look at the captain, and, as if guessing what they were discussing, he pointedly looked out over the sea to the ship’s left side until they turned back to the rail. ‘If we’d just crossed the straits from Brundisium to Dyrrachium like we were supposed to we’d have been safely tucked up in harbour on the Ionium Sea by the time this storm made its unexpected appearance. But he had to go chasing a payday, didn’t he?’


‘To be fair, it’s probably only the weight of all those amphorae that’s stopping us from being flipped over by the sea and the wind!’


Dubnus laughed loud enough to be heard over the storm’s buffeting tumult.


‘Only you, Marcus! Only you could find a way to excuse that greedy seagoing bastard for putting us all in danger! If he’d not seen a few thousand in quick profit and made the decision to ignore what we were paying him for, which was a nice quick voyage from Rome to Antioch, then we could have been halfway there by now . . .’


He stopped talking and renewed his scrutiny of the ship’s master. After a moment the other two men followed his gaze, and found the navarchus apparently staring straight at them. It took another moment for them to realise that he was in fact looking at something in the distance, a few points off their course to the left.


‘What’s he seen?’


Before they could speculate, the master bellowed an order that brought the crew out onto the pitching deck. He gestured to a point just fine of the ship’s only sail, the triangular supparum at the vessel’s bow, which had been left rigged to provide him with enough speed to ensure that he could still steer a course of sorts. A line of marginally darker grey where the horizon should have been hinted at the presence of land, something in its apparently featureless and barely visible presence apparently recognisable to him from long experience. He shouted one word, which had evident meaning for his crew.


‘Classis!’


They turned to stare where he was pointing, and more than one of the younger men nodded agreement. The navarchus pointed to the ship’s side, where the three friends were hanging onto the rail.


‘Perhaps five miles! But we have to turn now! Get to the left side and be ready!’


Recognising the urgency in their captain’s voice, the crew, a dozen strong, hurried to line the rail in preparation for whatever it was he had planned.


‘You got mates down below, best you get them up here!’


Arminius turned to the seaman next to him at the rail, recognising the urgency in his tone as he shouted over the wind’s incessant howl.


‘Why?’


The weather-beaten sailor replied without taking his eyes off the horizon where the captain had pointed.


‘That’s Classis, over there! A keen eye can pick out the watchtowers, just about! You barbarians understand enough Latin to know what that means, the word classis? Fleet? A lot of ships?’


The German shot him a venomous look that told the sailor he was lucky the big Briton was hanging onto the rail for his very life, and the other man continued hurriedly.


‘It’s the main naval harbour in the Adriaticus and the port for Ravenna, and the only safe mooring we’ll ever see before this storm drives us straight onto the rocks to the north! We have to head for the harbour right quick, because we’re all dead if we don’t!’


‘But the chief of all you nautical bastards said we’d sink if we tried to turn!’


The sailor turned to grin at Dubnus.


‘That’s the way of the sea, friend! Most of the time she’s a gentle wife to a ship, but every now and then she turns nasty and hits you with a saucepan so hard you might not get over it! And you have to ride the punches, right? I’d rather drown from trying to reach safety than just letting this poor old cow be driven onto shore! And the more men we can put on this side before he starts the turn, the more likely we are to live long enough to see another day!’


Marcus nodded at Dubnus.


‘Best fetch the men up! The women are going have their work cut out keeping the children calm.’


The male members of their party staggered up from the hold, blinking in the grey light and making their way across the pitching deck to join the group gathered on the vessel’s left side. Twenty or so strong, they were a mixture of hulking and heavily bearded warriors, born to batter their way into an enemy’s battle line with their axes, by contrast with the sinewy Syrian archers who made up their number, accompanied by the remaining members of the familia of which Marcus was the effective second-in-command.


Watching the hatchway knowingly as the last of them came up on deck, he saw a pair of heads bob up in the warrior’s wake, and left the rail to make a carefully timed crossing of the deck and squat down by the opening, holding on to the wooden frame.


‘You two know you’re not allowed up here.’


The admonishment was spoken in a light tone, Marcus having no desire to upset either of the two children, one of them a thin-faced boy of nine and his friend eighteen months younger, but already clearly destined to be the more heavily built of the two. The older boy replied, looking past him at the men gathered by the ship’s rail.


‘It’s horrible down there, Father. We just wanted to get some fresh air and have a look.’


The Roman nodded, understanding the impact of such a confined space on the two boys, who in better weather had been allowed on deck under the close supervision of a pair of soldiers.


‘I know, Appius, and you and Felix will be allowed up when the storm has passed, but for the time being you must stay below with Annia.’


His son nodded equably, happily having lost all trace of the reserve with Marcus that had resulted from their being kept apart in his infancy, his father having been absent on military missions across the empire and so having to leave him in the care of Annia, the wife of a fellow centurion. Felix, on the other hand, had his customary impatience written across his features, a hint of petulance in his voice when he replied.


‘I don’t want to go back down there!’


Marcus considered using the threat of his mother’s annoyance to disarm the child’s frustration, then decided that this would hardly be fair on the woman who had volunteered to raise as her own a boy who, whether Marcus liked it or not, was largely his own responsibility. The fact that every time he saw Felix he was reminded of the rape of his wife by the emperor Commodus, a repeated assault that had resulted in her bearing the boy and dying in childbirth, was, he had long since realised, unimportant. As long as the boy’s origin remained a closely guarded secret, known to only a handful of people to avoid attracting the interest of the wrong ones, little else mattered other than that he be given the chance to grow up as a normal person, and afforded the love of those around him.


‘I know, Felix, but your mother and father would never forgive me if you were to be washed away by a wave and eaten by a whale, would they? What if the whale choked on you?’


The boy grinned back at him, his petulance disarmed by the joke.


‘No!’


‘Well there you are.’ He ruffled his son’s hair, not wanting to leave him out of the praise for obeying his instruction. ‘You two go down below and I’ll buy you both a honey cake when we make shore, how’s that?’


Fixing the hatch cover back in place, he went back to the rail just in time to hear the rotund former standard-bearer Morban, an infamous terroriser of his companions’ purses when the opportunity to gamble presented itself, addressing the bedraggled group with a predatory grin.


‘Anyone want to take odds on us making it? I’m offering four—’


The Briton flinched back as Dubnus took a firm grip of his tunic.


‘No one’s taking your bet, Morban, you donkey, because for us to profit from your odds we’d all have to be floating in the bloody sea!’


The veteran shrugged before replying.


‘What about a sestertius on who’s the next man to lose his biscuits then? I’ll offer a denarius for a correct guess?’


The older and shorter of the two laggard soldiers standing beside him stopped complaining about his lost dice profits and tapped Morban on the shoulder with the hand that wasn’t clinging to the rail for dear life.


‘Four for one? I’ll have some of that! That prick Bahir is looking as green as an apple!’


The archer in question shot him a dirty look but was clearly fighting the urge to vomit, his expression betraying his quandary.


Morban took the proffered coin and made it disappear with his customary polish.


‘A bet on Bahir! Any other takers?’


He shot a knowing glance at the other soldier, but the taller man shook his head and continued staring out over the water, one of the few in the party who seemed untroubled by the ship’s wallowing. Dubnus turned away in disgust at the veteran standard-bearer’s customary opportunism, and Morban was just about to renew his attempts to drum up some business when he was interrupted by a shout from the ship’s master.


‘All hands!’ They looked up at the navarchus, who was pointing to the left side of the ship. ‘Prepare for the turn!’


The seamen pressed in behind the soldiers, pushing them against the rail so firmly that Marcus wondered if the sturdy wood might break and deposit them all into the sea below. Satisfied that as much weight as could be pushed to the ship’s side as possible was in place, the captain heaved at the tiller connected to his steering oars, pushing the ship into a slow turn to the left. As it began to cross the overtaking sea a succession of waves broke over the vessel, showering the men thronging the rail with salt water that stung their eyes and soaked what little of them wasn’t already saturated with rainwater. The ship heeled over to the right with an alarming ease despite the extra weight of crew and passengers, rolling back to the left as they sailed into the trough of each wave only to repeat the sickening lurch back over to its right side with every successive swell.


‘Zeus’s cock and balls, but this will be the death of us!’


Dubnus’s imprecations fell on deaf ears, the soldiers now for the most part helplessly returning the dried fish and biscuit they had been given at their last meal to the sea, as the ship wallowed in long, slow oscillations. Those men who were unable to get to the rail through the crush were left with no choice but to vomit on the deck, and the legs of the men closest to them, one such violent outpouring putting a swift and mutually disgusted end to a heated argument between Morban and the shorter of the two soldiers over whether the latter’s candidate had been the first to vomit.


A heavy bank of almost horizontal rain slammed into the ship, its gusts threatening to push the vessel back onto its doomed course for the rocky shore to the north of the port, the stinging rain forcing them to duck their heads.


Arminius looked over at Scaurus, his former master and the head of their familia, who had covered his head with the hood of his heavy, water-sodden woollen paenula and raised both hands before his face, his lips moving in silent entreaty.


‘Are you praying, Tribune?’


The patrician officer spoke without looking up, all too aware that every man around them was listening intently.


‘When a man has been admitted to the inner mysteries of the Lightbringer, Arminius, he comes to understand the ways that the gods work the clay we provide! I am praying to Mithras to guide us through to safer waters, so that we may do his bidding once again! And if he deems us, his servants, to have showed him enough devotion over the years, perhaps he will answer my prayers!’


Dubnus belched loudly, visibly fighting back the urge to vomit, then grinned weakly and reached over to tap Morban on the shoulder.


‘The tribune says he’s praying to Mithras to spare those of us who have shown devotion to Our Father over the years, and not just when they’ve got an unfeasible wager to win! I’d say you’re fucked all ends up!’


‘All in order, Centurion?’


The officer in question sprang to attention, snapping off a smart salute and standing ramrod straight as he replied to his superior’s question. Behind him a chain of bedraggled soldiers was passing grain bags out of the hold of a moored freighter, across the ship’s wooden deck and down its gangplank onto the quayside, where a line of carts waited to carry them away to the legions’ camp outside the fleet harbour’s walls. The rain was falling steadily, blown into curtains of water by the wind’s gusts, and both men were grateful for the luxury of their thick woollen cloaks, waterproofed to some degree by the wool’s natural grease, whereas the soldiers were simply getting soaked.


‘All in order, Tribune!’


‘Good. How long to finish unloading?’


‘Another hour or so. He’s not happy though.’


The ship’s master was leaning over the rail of his vessel’s raised stern castle with a look of disgust on his face. Seeing the tribune looking at him, he turned and ostentatiously spat over the rail. The senior officer just smiled back, knowing how much more irritated the navarchus would be not to get a show of annoyance from him.


‘Nor would I be. He’ll get a promissory note for the grain, which will doubtless be paid out in the fullness of time with currency that’s been clipped, or melted down and recast with even more base metal than before. So, is that—’


He stopped talking as another ship nosed into the harbour from out of the rain’s shimmering, gloomy curtains, and both men watched as it wallowed towards the stone quay and came alongside. The crew were clearly spent, but even in their state of exhaustion they lined the rail to look out at the harbour, their faces falling as they took in the scene of a fellow merchant being unloaded by soldiers. The tribune strolled down the quayside, stopping when he was close enough to the vessel to speak to the ship’s navarchus without having to shout.


‘What’s your cargo?’


The weary captain looked at the deck for a moment and shook his head before answering.


‘Wine. A thousand amphorae of wine.’


The tribune smiled in the face of his obvious disgust.


‘Excellent! Your wine will be gratefully purchased by the emperor Septimius Severus’s army of liberation!’


He looked up at the men lining the rail. They were all still wearing their hooded cloaks and, as the senior officer took in their clothing, he nodded with a calculating expression.


‘You men have a military look to you!’


A grizzled, burly man with grey shot through what could be seen of his beard replied, his eyes hidden by the hood of his paenula. His tone was respectful enough, but without the note of obsequiousness the officer had come to expect from civilians.


‘We’re ex-military, Tribune. We served in an auxiliary cohort and recently left imperial service. Our vessel has been blown off course in its journey to Antioch!’


The senior officer nodded, pursing his lips in thought. Something about the other man’s voice was nagging at him, although he was unable to pinpoint why.


‘Such a simultaneous release from service is not unusual, I suppose. Where were you recruited?’


‘Britannia, Tribune.’


‘I thought I recognised your accent. Although it’s strange that men of Britannia would be heading east, and not north to their homelands, when the east has come under the control of a usurper. Not that it matters, or changes your fate!’


The men lining the rail stared down at him uncomprehendingly.


‘Have you not heard? By decree of Imperator Caesar Lucius Septimius Severus Pertinax Augustus, all men with military experience are conscripted to the imperial legions! You will join us on our march to Rome, where we will unseat the pretender Didius Julianus and place the one true emperor on the throne that was stolen by the praetorians and sold to the highest bidder. I therefore hereby command you to come down onto the quay and accompany me to my legion’s camp, where you will swear the sacramentum and receive your equipment. I’m sure you’ll soon enough regain your previous vigour, and be the men you were only weeks ago!’


They looked down at him in silence for a moment before a voice that was at once instantly familiar to the tribune rasped out, ‘I suppose we’d better do as Gaius Vibius Varus says, hadn’t we?’


The speaker parted the men at the rail to stare down at the startled young officer with a quizzical expression. His face was thin, with a weak chin, but his grey eyes were piercing in the power of their stare.


‘The last I heard of you, young man, your father had packed you off to soldier on the Danubius, to prevent you from being stupid enough to accompany us on any more of our jaunts around the empire at Cleander’s command.’


The tribune put his hands on his hips and shook his head in wonderment.


‘Gods below! Gaius Rutilius Scaurus! And here was I thinking I’d never see any of you or your familia again. The last I heard was that you’d been sent off to a glorious but unlamented death fighting the empire of Kush, in the far south of Aegyptus! Including you, First Spear Julius, if that’s you glowering at me from beneath your cloak?’


The burly greybeard swept the hood of his paenula back, grinning down at him with hard eyes.


‘It is! And the reports of our deaths were premature. And since you’re the one in the fine uniform you can buy us all a cup of wine and a bowl of something warm, if your legions haven’t already done their usual and stripped the town of everything that’s eatable, drinkable and fuckable?’


‘The emperor Pertinax was killed on the twenty-eighth of March, I believe?’


Scaurus nodded at Varus, who was still looking slightly astonished at being reunited with the men with whom he had risked his life in Parthia and Germania.


‘We were there when he was murdered.’


He took a sip of wine before continuing. They had carried an amphora away from the ship with them as a small recompense for their aborted journey east. Not that it had been any sort of gift. Dubnus had passed it up out of the hold after telling the navarchus in the most direct fashion possible that the loss of the wine, along with the forced refund of the cost of their passage and the sailor’s freshly broken nose, were the direct consequence of his ill-considered decision to accept the cargo and sail north up the Italian east coast to deliver it, rather than stick to the direct route to Antioch he’d been paid for. The taverna owner had been only too happy to accept the amphora for a favourable price, in return for sheltering Scaurus’s familia in the firelit warmth of his back room while Varus briefed his old friends as to what they were about to walk into.


‘The praetorians slaughtered him, and the chamberlain, and we fought our way out of the palace grounds by the narrowest of margins. You will recall that Pertinax was both my uncle and my benefactor, and you will understand that I have sworn to have my revenge on the men who killed him.’


Varus pursed his lips sympathetically.


‘My sympathies for your loss. We received news of his unfortunate death three days after it happened. A fast rider sent by Severus’s allies in Rome rode in with a dispatch for the governor, and messengers were away along the river to both east and west before his horse had stopped sweating.’


Varus looked around the faces of the three men gathered around the tavern table. The rest of the familia had been ushered into a private room behind the serving counter, and only Scaurus, Marcus and Julius had remained in the deserted restaurant. No man in the town was likely to come out into the streets without having a dire necessity while the legions’ centurions were on the prowl for new recruits, willing or not.


‘It helped that Severus . . . or should I say “Imperator”, as we’re obviously not allowed to use his name now that he’s taken the purple . . .’ Varus looked around reflexively to check whether anyone had heard him before continuing, ‘. . . was prepared for the news. Even so, the speed with which we were swearing allegiance and listening to the soldiers shouting “dives miles” at each other as they dreamed of their reward for making him emperor was nothing short of impressively fast.’


‘He was ready to move?’


Varus nodded. Known to them from their previous campaigns both in the east and on the northern frontier, he knew that he could trust them completely with his opinion.


‘Like a sprinter on his toes and ready to run. Of course he put on the usual show of repugnans, allowing himself to be dragged protesting to the throne they set up for him, but everything I’ve heard makes it clear he’d been preparing for that moment for a good while. The rumours coming out of Rome regarding all the plotting against Pertinax were pretty much continuous, and it seems he had already sought the support of his fellow provincial governors in Germania and Dacia, in preparation for when the moment of decision presented itself. The best part of ten legions were on the march along the Rhenus and Danubius within days, and once they were all in we left Carnuntum to come south like an invading army. He’s not taking any risks that Didius Julianus will manage to field some sort of army, even if all that poor fool has to depend on is the guard, some marines from the fleet at Misenum and a few circus elephants.’


‘You’re advancing in campaign formation then?’


Varus answered Marcus’s question with a taut nod.


‘Cavalry out in front to scour the countryside for supplies, then a full legion-strength advance guard marching in battle order with their packs and cooking gear following on carts, and every man in the army with his boots nailed, his sword sharpened and at least one spear ready for action. Severus and his generals mean business.’


‘Whereas Julianus has very little by way of an answer.’


The younger man smiled wryly.


‘The intelligence updates from our men in the city make for amusing reading. It seems that the praetorians are too pampered to dig fortifications and are spending the gold that Julianus paid them for the throne on labourers to do it for them. The marines from the fleet can’t stand in a straight line, much less perform combat manoeuvres. And the elephants he’s drafted in only know how to leave massive piles of their dung around the city. That and throw off their drivers if any attempt is made to fit them with fighting towers. It will take a miracle for them to prevent us from walking into the city more or less unopposed.’


‘And we’re going to have to go with you, aren’t we?’


Scaurus’s words were more statement than question, and Varus nodded apologetically.


‘If I’d known who you were before I told you that you were expected to serve it might have been possible to quietly forget all about you. But I know my centurions will be curious as to what becomes of you. Add to that the fact that there are guards on every gate of the fleet encampment and it’s clear that there’s no way for you to leave without being arrested.’


The tribune shrugged, already resigned to this new twist of fate.


‘We understand. But there’s not much chance that we’ll be able to simply renew the sacramentum and disappear into your legion. Is there?’


‘No.’ Varus matched his former mentor’s direct stare. ‘So you’ll have to trust me when I say that we’re going to have to do the opposite of trying to keep your presence here a secret.’


‘So, who do we have here?’


The confidence with which Varus answered the army’s senior legatus’s question impressed upon Marcus and Scaurus just how much he had grown into full manhood in the six years since they had last seen him.


‘Legatus Augusti, I found these men on a ship that struggled into port an hour ago, and when I recognised them I realised that they needed to be brought before the emperor at once!’


He had escorted them into the imperial army’s headquarters, walking them through the imperial bodyguard and the inner circle of men who surrounded and jealously guarded Severus without any sign that he was daunted by their increasingly lofty rank. Having gained access to the cluster of tents that housed the imperial party, still under the close guard of a centurion and a tent party of his men, he had taken them straight to Julius Laetus, the emperor’s right-hand man and the leader of his vanguard legion when the army was on the march.


The hard-faced general took a moment to look the newcomers up and down, his expression primarily one of disinterest. All three men were still soaked, and dripping water onto the ground from their saturated clothing.


‘You intrigue me, Tribune. Just what is it about these two drowned rats that you believe merits even a moment of the Imperator’s precious time? He’s burdened with the tribulations of running an empire while he strives to unseat the usurper Julianus, and you want him to bandy words with . . . well, who exactly do we have here?’


Scaurus inclined his head in a respectful bow.


‘I am Gaius Rutilius Scaurus, Legatus Augusti. The murdered emperor Helvius Pertinax was my sponsor in life, and under his rule I served as a praetorian tribune. I was present when he was murdered by the praetorians, and I watched from the street outside their fortress while they auctioned off the throne to the highest bidder. If you want a first-hand witness to the depths of ignominy to which they have fallen, I am that man.’


Laetus stared at him for a moment, his eyes narrowing.


‘Scaurus? I seem to recall that a man of that name was lauded in the city a few years ago for his exploits in the east. A victorious campaign against the Parthians, I think it was. Was that you?’


‘Yes, Legatus Augusti. I had the honour to command the Third Legion Gallica in a campaign to retake and hold the fortress town of Nisibis.’


Varus nodded.


‘And I served in that campaign as a tribune under Rutilius Scaurus. It was my first experience of war, and I could not have hoped for a more effective tutor.’


Laetus pursed his lips thoughtfully.


‘You achieved a victory over the Parthians with a single legion that was celebrated in Rome for a month. The emperor painted his face red and enjoyed the full panoply of an imperial triumph on the back of what sounded, from the written accounts, like masterful generalship. And then you disappeared without any further mention, just at the point when your reputation in Rome would have seen you set for life. Why was that, Rutilius Scaurus? You can stop using my formal title, by the way.’


Scaurus bowed slightly at the obvious compliment.


‘I and my familia were known to the imperial chamberlain, Cleander. And not held in especially high regard, other than for our abilities to undertake what he considered to be hopeless tasks. He sent us to Germania on our return from the east, to kidnap the daughter of a tribal leader. Then he had us deal with the bandit leader Maternus in Gallia Lugdunensis—’


‘That was you as well?’ Laetus wore a look of genuine interest, and it wasn’t hard for Marcus to guess the source of his sudden close attention. ‘The plaudits for Maternus’s defeat went to the man who is now pretender to the throne in the east, Pescennius Niger. Indeed Niger made great play of his victory over a bandit whose deserter army had run amok and unchallenged for the best part of two years, while Gallia Lugdunensis was under Severus’s governorship, and was in consequence rewarded with the governorship of Syria, which he has used as his power base to challenge the true emperor.’


Scaurus shrugged. ‘The legatus augusti was—’


‘We refer to him as the “eastern pretender”, Rutilius Scaurus. And in the emperor’s presence you would do well to do the same.’


Scaurus inclined his head in acceptance of the point, and Laetus continued.


‘Put bluntly, he was late to the party. My Britons had already broken Maternus’s army by the time he reached the battlefield with his legion. He was, of course, happy enough to claim the credit for our victory, just as was the case in Dacia some years before, except that on that occasion he had to share the glory with his colleague Clodius Albinus.’


Laetus grinned, an ugly, gleeful expression.


‘Excellent! Both of the emperor’s competitors damned by the same unimpeachable testimony, for use when the time is right. This news will serve to tighten our grip on the throne further still!’


If Scaurus noted the use of the word ‘our’, rather than a reference to the emperor, he was more than intelligent enough not to show any sign of it.


‘I will be happy to provide written testimony to it.’


The legatus waved a hand, clearly having taken commitment to the imperial cause of which he was a staunch champion for granted.


‘And after putting paid to Maternus, what then?’


Scaurus smiled lopsidedly.


‘We were sent to Aegyptus, with orders to deal with a frontier skirmish that was in reality an invasion from the south by the empire of Kush. And, by a combination of careful strategy and outrageous fortune, we managed to restore the equilibrium of Rome’s relationship with its neighbour, for the time being at least.’


He looked at Laetus for a moment, weighing up just how honest to be with a man he barely knew.


 ‘After which I made the decision to remove myself and my familia from Cleander’s control. It was obvious that he would continue to use us for his dirty work until our luck ran out. We knew how he had come to power, and that knowledge was clearly too much of a risk for him.’

OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		By the same author



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Acknowledgements



		Prologue



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		Historical Note



		The Roman Army in AD 182















Page List





		Page ii



		Page iii



		Page iv



		Page v



		Page vi



		Page vii





		Page viii



		Page ix





		Page 1



		Page 2



		Page 3



		Page 4



		Page 5



		Page 6



		Page 7



		Page 8



		Page 9



		Page 10



		Page 11





		Page 13



		Page 14



		Page 15



		Page 16



		Page 17



		Page 18



		Page 19



		Page 20



		Page 21



		Page 22



		Page 23



		Page 24



		Page 25



		Page 26



		Page 27



		Page 28



		Page 29



		Page 30



		Page 31



		Page 32



		Page 33



		Page 34



		Page 35



		Page 36



		Page 37







		Page 38



		Page 39



		Page 40



		Page 41



		Page 42



		Page 43



		Page 44



		Page 45



		Page 46



		Page 47



		Page 48



		Page 49



		Page 50



		Page 51



		Page 52



		Page 53



		Page 54



		Page 55



		Page 56



		Page 57



		Page 58



		Page 59



		Page 60



		Page 61



		Page 62



		Page 63



		Page 64



		Page 65









		Page 66



		Page 67



		Page 68



		Page 69



		Page 70



		Page 71



		Page 72



		Page 73



		Page 74



		Page 75



		Page 76



		Page 77



		Page 78



		Page 79



		Page 80



		Page 81



		Page 82



		Page 83



		Page 84



		Page 85



		Page 86



		Page 87



		Page 88



		Page 89



		Page 90



		Page 91







		Page 92



		Page 93



		Page 94



		Page 95



		Page 96



		Page 97



		Page 98



		Page 99



		Page 100



		Page 101



		Page 102



		Page 103



		Page 104



		Page 105



		Page 106



		Page 107



		Page 108



		Page 109



		Page 110



		Page 111



		Page 112



		Page 113



		Page 114



		Page 115



		Page 116



		Page 117



		Page 118



		Page 119



		Page 120









		Page 121



		Page 122



		Page 123



		Page 124



		Page 125



		Page 126



		Page 127



		Page 128



		Page 129



		Page 130



		Page 131



		Page 132



		Page 133



		Page 134



		Page 135



		Page 136





		Page 137



		Page 138



		Page 139



		Page 140



		Page 141



		Page 142



		Page 143



		Page 144



		Page 145



		Page 146







		Page 147



		Page 148



		Page 149



		Page 150



		Page 151



		Page 152



		Page 153



		Page 154



		Page 155



		Page 156



		Page 157



		Page 158



		Page 159



		Page 160



		Page 161



		Page 162



		Page 163



		Page 164



		Page 165



		Page 166



		Page 167



		Page 168



		Page 169



		Page 170



		Page 171



		Page 172









		Page 173



		Page 174



		Page 175



		Page 176



		Page 177



		Page 178



		Page 179



		Page 180



		Page 181



		Page 182



		Page 183



		Page 184



		Page 185



		Page 186



		Page 187



		Page 188



		Page 189



		Page 190



		Page 191



		Page 192



		Page 193



		Page 194



		Page 195



		Page 196







		Page 197



		Page 198



		Page 199



		Page 200



		Page 201



		Page 202



		Page 203



		Page 204



		Page 205



		Page 206



		Page 207



		Page 208



		Page 209



		Page 210



		Page 211



		Page 212



		Page 213



		Page 214



		Page 215



		Page 216



		Page 217



		Page 218



		Page 219











		Page 220



		Page 221



		Page 222



		Page 223



		Page 224



		Page 225



		Page 226



		Page 227



		Page 228



		Page 229



		Page 230



		Page 231



		Page 232



		Page 233



		Page 234



		Page 235



		Page 236



		Page 237



		Page 238



		Page 239



		Page 240



		Page 241



		Page 242



		Page 243



		Page 244



		Page 245









		Page 246



		Page 247



		Page 248



		Page 249



		Page 250



		Page 251



		Page 252



		Page 253



		Page 254



		Page 255



		Page 256



		Page 257



		Page 258



		Page 259



		Page 260



		Page 261



		Page 262



		Page 263



		Page 264



		Page 265



		Page 266



		Page 267











		Page 268



		Page 269



		Page 270



		Page 271



		Page 272



		Page 273



		Page 274



		Page 275



		Page 276



		Page 277



		Page 278



		Page 279



		Page 280



		Page 281



		Page 282



		Page 283



		Page 284



		Page 285



		Page 286



		Page 287



		Page 288



		Page 289



		Page 290



		Page 291



		Page 292



		Page 293



		Page 294



		Page 295



		Page 296











		Page 297



		Page 298



		Page 299



		Page 300









		Page 301



		Page 302



		Page 303



		Page 304



		Page 305



		Page 306



		Page 307



		Page 308



		Page 309



		Page 310

















OEBPS/images/Cover.jpg
EMPIRE X1
STORM

OF

The empire faces its

deadliest enemy

Rome itself.

A master of the genre’ The Times





OEBPS/images/P9.jpg
Te] G12) GTel G72) e GT2) GTe) 67e) G7e) G7e) GTel 6Te) GTe) 676l GTel 676l Tel 67e) 1) 6T G Gl el

Hadranopglis

Soyrhachium |
{,, N

4 23\

e ;’Qg |

o :
: 'Mtl‘i- ‘&“ﬁ‘% ~

1 L 1 1 B L B B L B L B L P B B

G5 G115 G168 G1S B8 I B8 G10 B8 GO BE G BE Bl






OEBPS/images/P8.jpg
(GTe] 67 G1e) GTel 676 G72) el GTe) e 6T 61e) GTel 6T G Tl

THE
MARCH TO
BATTLE

PROPONTIS

> //J»
WS 9 Sy
- W&

m,mw//fd\/ \

')\ . »

mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmﬂmmmmmmﬂ

Bl
d
d
d
d
a
d
18
d
d
d
d
d
d
]






OEBPS/images/logo.png
HODDER &
STOUGHTON





