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Salve (hello)!

 

Welcome to the fourth and final Roman Quest.

This story takes place in various provinces of the Roman Empire in the spring and summer of 96 AD, during the reign of the Emperor Domitian.

Some of the events in this book are true and most of the places are real. You can still find Roman remains and artefacts in Verulamium (St Albans, UK), Gesoriacum (Boulogne-sur-Mer, France), Colonia Claudia Ara Agrippinensium (Cologne, Germany), Nemausus (Nîmes, France), Ostia (Ostia Antica, Italy) and of course Rome, the ‘Eternal City’. To learn more about the Emperor Domitian, start by reading the biography written by Suetonius, an eyewitness of his reign.

Most of my chapter headers are in Latin, and refer to something in that chapter. See if you can guess what the Latin words mean. Then turn to here to see if you were right.

Vale (farwell)!

Caroline
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PROLOGUS

The little girl in the tartan tunic was running for her life.

Six-year-old Bouda was the youngest cutpurse in Tyranus’s gang. She was used to fleeing from the people she robbed. But on this foggy winter day in the docks of Londinium she was running from two Roman soldiers.

Their hobnail boots clattered on the wooden wharf as they chased her around oak barrels of beer from Germania, past amphoras of olive oil from Galatia and between crates of Samian ware from Gaul.

Bouda knew the docks of Londinium like a rabbit knows its warren.

But the soldiers were bigger and faster.

What would they do with her when they caught her? Would they beat her? Imprison her? Crucify her?

Her bare feet thudded faster than her heart and her red hair flew out behind her.

Bouda was proud of her hair and liked to leave it unpinned. Tyranus said it was like a flame in the fog.

It was foggy now, and in a world of white her shining copper locks might get her killed.

Behind her a clatter of armour told her one of the soldiers had slipped and fallen on to the wet planks.

As the other soldier stopped to help him, Bouda darted underneath an unhitched wagon.

Crouching in the murky light, she shrank back against one of the wheels and waited for the soldiers to hurry past. But instead of running on they stopped right beside her hiding place.

She could see the hems of their red woollen tunics, their bare legs, their boots and the tips of their swords.

‘Jupiter’s eyebrows!’ panted the one with hairy calves. ‘Where’s she gone?’

‘I think she went into that warehouse,’ gasped the one with the bumpy knees.

‘Impossible! It’s too far away and the door is closed. She was right in front of me, almost within arm’s reach!’

‘Why are we chasing her anyway?’ The wagon creaked as one of the soldiers leaned against it. ‘I mean, I know she runs with that gang of cutpurses, but she’s only a little girl. It’s humiliating.’

‘What’s humiliating is that she got away,’ muttered his companion. Then he lowered his voice even further. ‘There’s a rumour she’s Boudica’s great-granddaughter.’

Underneath the wagon, the little girl’s eyes grew wide. Her boss Tyranus often told her she was descended from the famous red-haired warrior queen named Boudica. But whenever she told the older children they never believed her.

‘Boudica’s granddaughter? Hah!’ scoffed the soldier with bumpy knees. ‘I’ll bet they say that about every red-headed girl here in Britannia.’

‘Apparently this one is legitimate. They say one of Boudica’s daughters died giving birth to a baby girl. The soldiers of the Second Augusta gave the baby a ring to show that one of them was the father. That daughter grew up wild and when she in turn had a baby, she abandoned the infant with nothing but the swaddling bands she was wrapped in and her grandfather’s ring.’

Little Bouda glanced down at the ring on her thumb. The stone was the same reddish orange as her hair. Carved into it was a tiny creature with a goat’s body and a fish’s tail: a Capricorn. Did it really prove she was Boudica’s descendant?

‘Even if she is Boudica’s great-granddaughter, why does the governor want her?’

‘It’s not the governor who wants her. It’s Domitian.’

Bouda’s green eyes grew wider. Domitian was the Emperor of Rome. Everybody knew that.

‘It’s been nearly forty years since Boudica burnt Londinium in her rebellion against us Romans,’ said Bumpy Knees. ‘But it’s risen from the ashes like a phoenix. Nobody cares about Boudica any more, much less her great-granddaughter.’

‘Domitian does. He hasn’t been doing well in his wars recently. Remember how he dressed up some slaves as Germans for his first triumph and everybody laughed at him? He needs a good show of power.’

‘And you think a little girl will do it for him?’

‘Yeah. I reckon he’ll parade her through the streets of Rome and then publicly execute her.’

Bouda’s throat was suddenly dry. She longed to visit Rome, which Tyranus often praised, but not if it meant a parade that ended in her execution.

Shivering, she shrank back against the wooden wheel of the cart.

Suddenly an arm darted through the spokes and hooked her waist. Before she could scream, a cold hand clamped over her mouth.

After a moment of pure terror, she relaxed. It was a boy’s hand. She knew it belonged to Ferox, the nine-year-old in charge of the younger cutpurses. He must have been looking for her all this time.

Bouda hated Ferox and considered biting his hand, but his reaction might cause the soldiers, who were already moving away, to come back, so she let herself go limp instead.

After the two legionaries had disappeared into the fog, Ferox dragged her out from under the wagon. ‘Where were you? Did you get any purses?’

When Bouda refused to answer he reached down the front of her belted tunic and found two money pouches. She had cut their strings with the small folding knife tied around her wrist.

Smirking, he took the pouches, and when she glared at him he pinched her bare arms to make her squeal. But Bouda refused to make a sound. Even when he slapped her face she remained stubbornly silent.

With a muttered oath Ferox grabbed her wrist and dragged her back along the foggy wharf, between crates, amphoras and barrels and finally up dark wooden stairs to the upper floor of a warehouse. Tyranus sat behind a table laden with items from the morning’s haul. He was examining the carving in a signet ring.

‘Bouda nearly got caught by two Roman soldiers,’ said Ferox, still gripping her arm so hard that it hurt. ‘They think she’s Boudica’s great-granddaughter. They were talking about sending her to Rome to be in the Emperor’s triumphal procession.’

The boss of the East End Gang got up, came round the table and squatted down so that his head was level with Bouda’s. Tyranus had large dark eyes with long eyelashes and would have been good-looking, if not for the scar across his nose. ‘You know what Domitian does to little girls?’ he said in a voice as soft as velvet. ‘He does horrible things. And then he eats them.’

Bouda stared bravely back at him, her mouth clamped shut. She was determined not to cry.

Tyranus stood up and shook his head. He glanced at Ferox. ‘Did she at least cut a purse or two?’

‘No,’ Ferox lied. He released his grip on Bouda and pulled out three pouches. They included the two he had found down the front of her tunic. ‘I got these, but she’s useless.’ He spat on Bouda’s bare foot. She managed not to flinch.

‘Don’t be so hard on the girl,’ said Tyranus, emptying the contents of the purses on to the table. ‘She is only six. Still …’ He picked up a thin rod made of birch and turned to Bouda. ‘You know the rules,’ he said. ‘If you come back empty-handed, you get the rod.’

Bouda nodded, shot Ferox a glare and then grinned. She brought her right hand to her mouth and spat out the pearl she had been holding in her cheek for nearly an hour.

It was covered with saliva but that only made it gleam more.

‘Well, well, well.’ Tyranus put down the rod and took the pearl. ‘Look at that. The best tribute I’ve had all week. You did well, my little flame.’ He patted Bouda’s head. ‘Tonight you’ll get a slice of bread and honey as your reward, and you can sleep nearest the brazier.’

Ferox gave her a filthy look as she followed him out, but Bouda didn’t care. She felt her heart swell with happiness. Tyranus was proud of her!

‘Remember, Bouda,’ Tyranus called after them. ‘Gold and gems and pearls are the only things that will keep you safe in this world.’

Later that night, huddled on the sleeping mat with the other girls, Bouda was content. What made her happy was not the bread and honey in her stomach or her place nearest the brazier, but the memory of Tyranus’s look of pride and his words of praise. They warmed her more than any coals in a bronze tripod.

‘Gold and gems and pearls,’ she whispered, ‘are the only things that will keep me safe in this world.’



Chapter One

GLADIATRIX

Seven years later, Bouda wasn’t running from Romans; she was fighting them.

Or rather, she was fighting one: a fourteen-year-old boy called Lucius Domitius Juba.

The combat was not taking place in Londinium’s great amphitheatre, but in the inner courtyard of a Roman-style villa on the outskirts of a town called Verulamium.

Bouda was armed with a sword and a semi-circular shield called a pelta. Instead of a helmet she had plaited her hair into two dozen beaded braids that caressed her shoulders like Medusa’s snaky locks. And instead of heavy armour she wore a leather breast band and a short tartan kilt in orange and green wool.

She knew her beauty was one of her best weapons.

But a blade was useful too.

‘Aieeee!’ Bouda gave the Iceni war cry as she swept her sword towards her opponent’s neck.

‘Ungh!’ Juba grunted as he dodged the swipe. He was dressed as a retiarius, with padded legs and arms, a trident in his left hand and a net in his right.

In a fluid dancer’s move, Bouda twirled and brought her sword down from the other side. This time Juba managed to block the sword with his trident, but one of the outer prongs shattered under the force of her blow.

Bouda laughed at the expression on his face.

It was only a mock battle fought with wooden weapons, but she was not holding back.

A year and a half before, she had noticed brown-skinned Juba getting off a boat in Londinium with his brother and sister. The three of them were obviously rich and clueless. Seeing her chance for a better life, Bouda had offered her services as a guide. Not long after, a Roman woman named Flavia Gemina recruited the four of them to become unofficial Questers of lost children.

In the past year and a half they had returned over a dozen kidnapped children to their parents, reunited twins separated in infancy and even tracked down an adult friend of Flavia’s, a young doctor named Jonathan ben Mordecai.

They had also quelled a possible Druid uprising.

Most of their work had been behind the scenes, but after a spectacularly public rescue at a town named Camulodunum, they retreated to the safety of this villa outside Verulamium. The secluded Roman-style house was owned by one of Flavia’s freedmen, a Briton who had become rich and returned to the province of his birth.

Bouda and her friends had spent the long winter months studying philosophy in the mornings, practising combat skills in the afternoons and hiding whenever someone came from town to make a delivery.

On this day, Bouda’s mock battle with Juba was entertainment at a farewell banquet for the twin boys they had helped reunite. Castor and his brother Raven were departing for Rome the following day.

As Bouda and Juba circled each other, she saw him wipe away a trickle of sweat. This was surprising because it was a chilly spring morning and he was practically naked. He wore only a gladiator’s loincloth plus the cotton padding on his shins and left arm. She reckoned he was sweating with nervousness because of the three surprise guests at the banquet.

Their patroness Flavia Gemina, her husband and the governor himself had unexpectedly joined the celebration.

‘Aieeee!’ Bouda yelled again as she swung her sword down in another strong arc. This blow shattered the other outer prong of his trident. Juba stared open-mouthed at her. In all their months of drilling none of them had used enough force to break one of their practice weapons. Now she had left him with a strange-looking spear.

She laughed and slashed at his belly. He leapt back, barely avoiding a nasty scratch, for even a wooden practice sword could do damage. Once again they circled each other, and Bouda could hear what the diners were saying.

‘Who is the lovely red-haired girl?’ asked the governor, reclining in the place of honour. ‘Is she also one of your so-called Questers?’

‘Yes,’ came Flavia’s reply. ‘Isn’t she good? Because my Questers are often in danger I thought they should learn some combat skills before their next mission. So Bouda and Juba’s sister Ursula have both been training with the boys. The owner of this house is a former gladiator. He’s been teaching them.’

‘Fascinating,’ said the governor. ‘With her fiery hair, the girl reminds me of that barbarian queen who almost sent us packing thirty-five years ago.’

‘Boudica!’ said Flavia’s husband.

At the mention of her great-grandmother, Bouda’s concentration slipped for a moment, allowing Juba to knock her sideways with the shaft of his broken trident.

Instead of resisting the blow she went with it, rolling and then leaping lightly to her feet. It had not hurt, and she realised Juba was holding back. The knowledge gave her strength.

‘Watch out, philosopher boy!’ She tossed her plaited hair. ‘If you’re Aeneas, then I’m Camilla!’ She feinted one way, then lunged the other. But he wasn’t fooled. His net caught her pelta and after a moment’s struggle she let the shield go.

‘Aeneas and Camilla never faced each other,’ he growled, tossing aside the net-entangled pelta.

‘But if they had,’ said Bouda, ‘then this might have happened!’ She somersaulted forward and jabbed her sword at his lean brown torso. Juba twisted his body away, then cursed as the sword slid along his ribcage.

‘Ha!’ cried Bouda. ‘If my sword had been metal and not wooden, your entrails would be spilling out onto the dirt!’

Juba grunted as he thrust the remaining cork-tipped prong of his wooden trident at her, then swung its shaft at the back of her knees to bring her down.

But she could tell his heart wasn’t in it; he missed both times. She heard him curse under his breath.

‘Don’t let pity rule you!’ cried Prasutus, a young Briton who had been hiding out with them all winter. He had once dabbled in Druid arts but had now joined them to study the teachings of Epicurus, Seneca and Jesus. ‘A good Stoic is always in control!’

‘Come on, Juba!’ yelled Juba’s younger sister Ursula from the couch beside Prasutus. ‘Carpe diem! Seize the moment!’

‘Carpe diem!’ echoed Loquax the mynah bird from his perch on Ursula’s shoulder. ‘Carpe diem!’

Juba grinned at this encouragement, but Bouda scowled. She hated it when the others ganged up against her. Grabbing a handful of sandy dirt from the herb bed that ringed their practice area, she made a tossing gesture at the bird. Loquax fluttered up in alarm.

But she had only pretended to fling the dirt.

A moment later she tossed it into Juba’s face instead.

While he was still spitting and blinking, she hurled herself at him. A moment later she had him flat on his back. Her knees pinned his arms to the ground and her wooden sword pressed the side of his throat.

Bouda heard the twins laugh, but Flavia Gemina gasped and the governor exclaimed in protest.

‘Unfair!’ he spluttered. ‘Is that the sort of move your freedman has been teaching them?’

Flavia Gemina sounded apologetic. ‘He would never teach them such a thing. Perhaps she learned it on the streets of Londinium in her days as a cutpurse.’

Bouda ignored them and grinned down at Juba. She noticed the black pupils of his grey-green eyes were bigger than usual. She leaned down. ‘Prasutus is wrong,’ she whispered. ‘You have too much control. You should let your passions loose!’

She leaned closer, letting her snake-like plaits tickle his ears. The priceless gem around her neck dangled, too, and that gave her an idea.

‘The most important Roman in the province is watching,’ she said into his ear. ‘I know you value honour above all else. Promise to give me one of the jewels sewn into the seam of your cloak. Then I’ll let you win.’

As soon as she saw the look on his face, she knew she had said the wrong thing.



Chapter Two

PATRONA

Juba stared up at Bouda’s beautiful face.

From the day she had approached them with her sly green eyes, brazen hair and promise of help, he had not trusted her motives. She had been raised to value only riches and was a thief at heart. It had taken a year and a half for him to believe that she was learning to value friendship more than riches.

So when she offered to let him win in exchange for a gem, bitter disappointment flooded his heart.

‘You’ll let me win?’ he hissed. ‘Why, you greedy little vixen!’

So far he had been holding back, but now he bucked his whole body and a moment later their positions were reversed. Now he was on top and pressing her own wooden sword against her slim white neck.

‘Ha!’ came the governor’s voice. ‘I knew the boy was holding back! Where did you say he comes from? Syria, perhaps?’

Flavia Gemina laughed. ‘Don’t let his brown skin fool you. He’s as Roman as you or I. You met him last year, remember?’

She didn’t tell the governor that Juba and his siblings had once lived a stone’s throw from the Emperor’s palace in Rome and that they were now wanted for treason and theft. As far as the governor knew, Juba was just another one of the stray children she tried to help.

‘Come on, Roman boy!’ called the governor. ‘Vanquish the Briton girl!’

Juba glowered down at Bouda. ‘Do you submit?’

She writhed beneath him and violently shook her head. The amusement in her eyes had been replaced with genuine panic. When he saw her terror, Juba’s anger faded. But before he could let her go, something pricked his left wrist. Juba looked down in astonishment to see blood spurting from a nick in his flesh.

‘What the …?’

He looked from his bloody wrist to the bright object in her right hand.

It was the small folding knife she always wore, left over from her days as a cutpurse.

‘You cut me!’ He got off her and stood up, staring at the blood oozing from his wound. ‘I can’t believe you actually cut me.’

‘Pause!’ called the referee who was also their trainer and the owner of the house.

‘I’m sorry, Juba!’ Bouda scrambled to her feet. ‘I felt trapped and it just happened!’

She seemed genuinely upset so he shrugged. ‘Don’t worry,’ he said, sucking the wound. ‘We’ll call it a draw.’

‘No we won’t!’ Their trainer came forward. He was wearing a tan and blue tartan tunic over dark blue leggings. ‘The throwing of dirt and use of unauthorised weapons disqualifies you, Bouda.’

He quickly wrapped a strip of linen around Juba’s left wrist and tied it off. Then he held up Juba’s right arm. ‘I declare Juba the winner!’

Everyone cheered and the governor pronounced, ‘Roman honour conquers the crafty barbarian!’

As the trainer dropped Juba’s arm and stepped back, Bouda scowled at Juba. ‘If this had been a real combat,’ she muttered, ‘you would be dead and I would have won. Remember that!’

Juba glared back at her. ‘Why don’t you ever play fair?’ he said through gritted teeth.

Her green eyes almost sent off sparks. ‘Play fair? Like your hero, pious Aeneas? You think you’re pious, too, don’t you? But you ran away from Rome like a coward. Then you sold your baby sister to pay for your passage to Britannia. You’re not pious; you’re a coward!’

Juba slapped her.

Hard.

Her eyes opened wide, and so did her mouth. A red mark appeared on her pale cheek. Horrified, he saw that it was in the shape of a handprint.

His handprint.

‘Bouda!’ he gasped. ‘Bouda, I’m sorry!’

But she had already turned her back on him and was stalking out of the courtyard.

‘What ARE you doing?’ cried Loquax the talking bird. It was one of his favourite expressions.

‘Pollux!’ cursed Flavia’s husband. ‘That’s not good.’

The governor had been reclining but now he was sitting upright. ‘You sold your baby sister?’ he asked Juba. ‘A freeborn girl?’

‘He had no choice!’ cried Ursula from the couch next to his. ‘We were being chased by the Praetorian Guard!’ Then she clapped her hands over her mouth.

‘What?’ The governor was on his feet. ‘WHAT?’

Juba cursed under his breath. The governor was not supposed to know they were enemies of the Emperor. And now Bouda and his sister had put them in an impossible situation.

The governor was looking at Flavia Gemina and her husband in disbelief. ‘You’ve been sponsoring enemies of the Emperor while under my protection?’

Flavia’s husband slid off the couch. ‘Sir, I’m sorry. I promise you; I had no idea. You know how headstrong my wife can be.’

The governor’s fists were clenched. ‘Do you know what Domitian does to those who show even the least whiff of betrayal?’

At this mention of the Emperor’s name, Ursula’s talking bird chimed in. ‘Cave Domitian!’ cried Loquax. ‘Beware of Domitian! ’

‘Dear Jupiter!’ cried the governor, his usually florid face as pale as chalk. ‘You’ve even trained your bird to be a traitor. We’re all doomed!’ He summoned his slave-boy to put on his boots. A moment later he rushed out of the courtyard, followed by the boy.

‘Sir, wait!’ Flavia’s husband slid off the couch, pulled on his own shoes and then hurried after his patron.

‘Eheu! Alas!’ cried Flavia. Her face was pale as she looked after the governor and her husband. Then she ran to the twins, who were sitting side by side on the edge of their couch. ‘Farewell, dear cousins!’ She gave each of them a hasty kiss. ‘In case I don’t see you before you go, may the gods carry you safely back home.’

‘Cave Domitian! ’ said Loquax in his eerily human-sounding voice. ‘Cave Domitian! ’

Juba had taken off his protective padding and was pulling on his faded green tunic. ‘Ursula!’ he cried as his head emerged. ‘For the sake of all the gods, silence that bird!’ Then he looked at his patroness. ‘I’m so sorry, domina. What can we do to make this better?’

‘Don’t worry!’ Flavia Gemina was backing out of the courtyard and making a patting motion with both hands. ‘I’ll try to smooth things over with the governor. But for Juno’s sake, stay inside and out of sight or you’ll get us all arrested and executed!’



Chapter Three

OSCILLUM

Ursula felt terrible. By blurting out their secret she had put their lives in danger.

She scrambled off her couch and called after Flavia Gemina. ‘Domina, I’m so sorry!’ But their patroness did not look back.

‘Cave Domitian!’ said Loquax cheerfully. ‘Beware of Domitian!’

‘Ursula!’ Juba stalked over to her. ‘Silence your bird!’

In an instant, Ursula’s enormous dog Gartha was out from under the dining couches and growling at Juba.

Gartha wasn’t Ursula’s only defender. Prasutus took a stand on her other side. ‘Don’t be so hard on her! It’s not her fault.’

‘Yes it is!’ Juba closed his eyes and took a deep breath. ‘Haven’t you heard what we’ve been talking about for the last few weeks?’ he said to Ursula. ‘About all the terrible things Domitian has been doing? He just executed his own cousin, for Jupiter’s sake! What do you think he would do if he found we’d trained a bird to say Beware Domitian?’

Ursula fought back tears. ‘We’ve been stuck here for nearly nine months! I just wanted to see if I could teach Loquax something new. I didn’t think anyone would hear us!’

Prasutus nodded. ‘We’re beginning to peck at each other like chickens cooped up too long.’

‘Then sail with us tomorrow!’ offered Raven. He was one of the twins they had reunited, a startlingly handsome youth with grey eyes and silky black hair.

‘Yes!’ said his identical twin brother Castor. ‘My grandmother has a beautiful villa just outside Rome’s port of Ostia, by the synagogue. There are lots of rooms there. Enough for all of us.’

‘Ostia is too close to Rome,’ said Juba. ‘That would be like going into the lion’s den. Thank you for the offer, but we can’t put you in danger. It’s bad enough that we’ve put our host at risk,’ he added. ‘He’s been incredibly generous with food and drink and wood for hot water.’

‘I know.’ Ursula stared miserably at the mosaic floor of the triclinium. Then she took a deep breath. ‘I suppose now is not a good time to tell you that Loquax probably used to be Domitian’s pet …’

‘What?’ Juba yelped. ‘You stole the Emperor’s pet?’

Once again Gartha growled at him.

Ursula silenced the growl with a reassuring pat on Gartha’s head. ‘You know I didn’t steal him!’ she said. ‘He flew into an oscillum. Remember?’

‘What’s an oscillum?’ asked Prasutus.

‘It’s a marble disc. You hang them between the columns of a courtyard. They have scary masks painted on them and revolve slowly. They’re supposed to keep away evil.’

‘And birds,’ said Juba.

‘Only it didn’t work for Loquax.’ Ursula looked affectionately at the black and yellow bird on her shoulder. ‘You flew into one and broke your wing, didn’t you?’

‘Cave Domitian!’ said Loquax happily.

‘And you would have died if I hadn’t nursed you back to health.’

‘Dear gods,’ cried Juba. ‘Why didn’t we see it before? An exotic talking bird trained to say Ave, Domitian! And the Emperor’s palace was only a stone’s throw from our villa. Of course the bird was the Emperor’s!’

‘That was almost four years ago,’ Ursula pointed out. ‘When Loquax first arrived, I mean. We were only little.’

‘I was eleven,’ said Juba. ‘I should have realised.’

‘Pater and Mater should have realised,’ said Ursula.

For a moment they were both silent, remembering the parents who had sacrificed their lives to give them time to escape. Ursula had never seen their bodies, but Juba had. They had drunk hemlock so the Emperor’s torturers couldn’t make them tell where they had hidden all their wealth or where their children had gone.

Juba turned to Ursula. ‘When did you first realise that Loquax was Domitian’s pet?’

Ursula glanced at Prasutus, who gave a little nod.

‘Last year,’ she admitted. ‘At Camulodunum, when Prasutus and I were taken to the legate’s house with that fat man named Montanus. Loquax came with us. The legate said the Emperor used to have a talking bird trained to greet him.’

Juba frowned. ‘Was Montanus there at the time?’

Ursula nodded. ‘He said the Emperor’s talking bird was worth as much as an educated Greek slave.’

‘Great Jupiter’s eyebrows!’ cried Juba. ‘Montanus was one of the Emperor’s closest friends. And he went back to Rome nine months ago! What if he told Domitian that a brown-skinned girl has his precious talking bird? Domitian will know we’re in Britannia.’

‘He already knows! That’s why we’ve been hiding out here all winter!’

‘He was never certain. His guards might have seen us board a ship bound for Britannia but they couldn’t be sure that we arrived safely or that we are even still alive. But if Montanus told him about you and the talking bird, then Domitian will know for sure where we are.’

‘He might know we’re in Britannia, but he wouldn’t know we’re staying in a villa near the town of Verulamium …’

Juba frowned as he paced back and forth. ‘No, but now that the governor knows, he’ll have to report us …’

‘That’s why you should leave this place and come with us,’ said Raven.

‘At least sail with us part way,’ said Castor. ‘We can drop you at any port.’

‘But Flavia Gemina told us to wait here and not go anywhere,’ said Juba.

‘Shhhh!’ Prasutus was holding up his hand. ‘Is someone knocking at the door?’
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