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  INTRODUCTION


   


   


  Many people who first encounter the Roman spheres of twelve faces feel reminded of magnified spores. No one can tell for sure who has made them or why or what the Romans called them: maybe Corpus Sacrum. Maybe something else. We refer to them as Roman dodecahedra, but that is a modern term, and an uncouth one, too. We may only guess that the ancients will have thought of them as a kind of spheres or orbs or balls, for that was what any regular solid represented in their eyes.


  Almost all these objects consist of brass, but one is made of silver. They have twelve faces, they are, in mathematical terms, pentagon-dodecahedra. But there is one which has twenty faces. A hole is drilled into each face, each of a different size. But always the two widest holes are opposite each other. The holes are sometimes but not always surrounded with grooves. A nodule on a stem is protruding from each corner. But sometimes there are three nodules. No two dodecahedra are twins, each is unique by size, decoration or arrangement of the holes. Some are as large as a fingernail, others are twice as large.


  A hundred of them are known, with more very likely to show up soon. Many have been found in France, in Belgium, in England, in Germany. Two in Hungary, one in Croatia. There is not a single one in Italy. Nor in Africa or Asia or Greece or Iberia. They seem highly concentrated in southern England - and at the middle course of the Rhine, where the authors of these books live. Mainz has two of them, Wiesbaden, one, the Saalburg, one. In Schwarzenacker at the river Moselle, two have been found on adjacent properties.


  There are as many assumptions on their use as there are dodecahedra. None is conclusive. Were they candleholders? Measuring devices? Dice? Religious artefacts? None has come with instructions. But some were found in hoards of coins, so there owners had priced them. Alas, the classical authors have not mentioned or described them, either. Or have they?


  There is a haunting quote by a man from the second century, Marcus Valerius Martialis. In one of his notorious satirical aphorisms, he referred to mysterious items he called the Pilae Mattiacae– the Mattiacian Spheres:


   


  Sapo.


  Si mutare paras longaevos cana capillos,


  Accipe Mattiacas - quo tibi calva? - pilas.


   


  Soap.


  If you want to change your highly aged hair,


  use Pilae Mattiacae - why have a bald head?


   


  No one has excavated a Pila Mattiaca or found its image. No one knows what it looked like, how it was made, where it was sold. The only clue we have is its name. The Mattiaci were the people who lived at the middle Rhine in the Roman age, right where so many spheres of twelve faces have been found. Did the Mattiaci invent the Pila? And the dodecahedra, too?


  So what if – just if – the Pilae Mattiacae and the dodecahedra were one and the same thing? And once, they may have attracted the attention of a stargazer who understood how to use them. And he made them his tools of power.


  The tale of the numinous spheres of twelve faces is told in this and the other parts of the Romanike series.


  What happened in the first volume:


  Charis, teenage kitchen slave of Saturnius Vitalis, was almost converted by Chaeremon, the powerful priest of the goddess known as the Lady of All or Deum Mater. In her master’s house, she found a Pila Mattiaca then which she had unintentionally rendered dysfunctional. Her desperate attempts to cover up her failure led her into the Ad Caprum Atrum inn where she has now been locked in by Democritus, Chaeremon’s superior.


  Meanwhile, Restitutus, the ageing priest of a traditional Gallic goddess, was trying to evade his forced designation as Offerant and preacher at a festival held in honour of the failed conqueror of Germania, Drusus Caesar. He declined Chaeremon’s suggestion to speak in the favour of the Lady of All, gravely offending Chaeremon. On the next day, Restitutus was abducted by a paramilitary troop and taken to the capital city of Mogontiacum without receiving an explanation.


   


  Please, find in the appendix a glossary of Latin and other terms printed in italics in the text and a list of geographical names with their modern complements. Further background information will be successively provided on the related blogs, www.corpus-sacrum.de and www.opus-gemini.de.


   


  


  DRAMATIS PERSONAE


  The House of Iulii


  *C. Iulius Restitutus, patron and steward of Sirona’s temple.


  Lucania Castilla, his wife, sometimes called Mater Mattiacorum.


   


  Their slaves:


  Demetrius, scribe and librarian, a Chatt from beyond the Limes.


  Aiax, the cook.


  Henioche, Castilla’s lady-in-waiting and hairdresser.


  Nardus, Restitutus’ warden of the clothes.


  Patroclus, the doorman, a Nubian.


  Satto, taskmaster and accountant, of Gaulic origin.


  Staphyla, former nurse, now cleaning lady.


   


  Their freedmen and clients:


  C. Iulius Diphilus, a stoneworker.


  Phoenix, steward of the country estate.


  Belso, a free monger running a shop in the front side of Restitutus’ house.


  Belsia Valeriana: Belso’s illegitimate daughter and Castilla’s favourite, two years old. Living with her single mother, Menennia.


  The House of Caesernii


  * Macedo and Statianus, chiefs of the house in Aquileia.


  * T. Caesernius Severus, chief of the house in Emona.


  T. Caesernius Sabinus, freedman of Severus, slain by waylayers.


  Caesernia Clementia, Sabinus’ sister, marries L. Saturnius Vitalis.


  Caesernii Charis Sabiniana, Sabinus’ cook, inherited by Clementia.


  Caesernii Apollodorus, tutor of various Caesernii. Inherited by Clementia.


  Caesernius Salama, the Iudaean, inherited and freed by T. Severus.


  The House of Saturnii


  * L. Saturnius Vitalis: Military officer (centurio), retired, marries Caesernia Clementia.


  S. Saturnius Clemens: Their son, illegitimately born.


  Their slaves and tenants:


  Archytas: the taskmaster.


  Fructuosus: a doorman.


  Genesia: Clementia’s lady-in-waiting.


  Magnus: a kitchen drudge.


  Rodine, called the Grey, cook.


  Rhodon: keeper of money.


  Achilles: steward of the country estate.


  Lydia: his wife.


  Ladon: the watchdog.


  Adepts of the Corpus Sacrum:


  Democritus of Abdera: immortal philosopher and high priest.


  Chaeremon of Apamia: prophet and Herald of the Eighth Luminary.


  Rando, Merobaudes, Miltvela und Velada: Chaeremon’s Marcomannic bodyguards.


  Murena: ‘the Moray’, chairman of the parish in Emona, later of Mogontiacum.


  and various lesser levels of adepts and mysts


  Other citizens of the Civitas Mattiacorum:


  Bellanco: an interpreter of dreams.


  Borcius: Restitutus’ neighbour.


  M. Perrus: owner of the Augustean Thermae, a bath.


  * Novellius Verecundus: a glass blower.


  * Secundius Agricola: a pottery monger.


  Sex. Licinius Senex: Restitutus’ cousin, currently Flamen priest of Aquae Mattiacorum


  Turrania: his wife.


  P. Melonius Mento, known as Old Melonius: head of the House of Melonii.


  * Melonius Carantus and Iucundus: his sons.


  Melonius Selinis: his grandson.


  P. Melonius Peregrinus: their freedman, a member of the cult of Iuppiter Dolichenus.


  Pastor Sextus Atessas: leader of a troop of Hastiferi.


  M. Levinius Quietus: a Hastifer.


  Fuscus, known as the Mattiacian Cato: a conservative man.


  Martellus, Fuscus’ son-in-law.


  Linus: a smith.


  In Mogontiacum


  * L. Tutilius Lupercus Pontianus: Legatus Augusti pro Praetore; governor of the province.


  * T. Porcius Rufianus: Legatus Legionis; commander-in-chief of the Legio XXII.


  * Antonia Postuma: his wife.


  * Porcia Rufiana: their daughter.


  C. Lucanius Anullinus: Castilla’s uncle, head of the Lucanii.


  M. Aelius Maximus: a poet and friend of Aegyptian starlore.


  Tib. Dillius Pollio: High priest of the Double Temple of Isis and Magna Mater Cybele.


  At other places


  * T. Aurelius Fulvus Boionius Antoninus, called Antoninus Pius: Imperator and Augustus.


  * Annia Galeria Faustina: his wife and Augusta.


  M. Livius Vocula: Curator Augustalis; current high priest of both Germanic provinces.


  * T. Haterius Nepos Atinas Probus Publicius Matenianus: Commander-in-chief in Iudaea, then Legatus Consularis in Karnuntum.


  * Simon Barchochebas (Shimeon bar Kosiva; Bar-Kochba): a Iudaean freedom fighter or terrorist leader, depending on the point of view.


  Zosimus, a physician from the town of Nida.


  Tochiris, his slave and cleaning lady.


  Catvalda Truncatus, ‘the Pegleg’, a notorious bandit lord.


   


  Names marked with an asterisk * are documented in history.
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  Imperator Caesar Antoninus Pius Augustus


  


  Volumen II


   


   


   


   


   


  To SP. CAESERNIUS CLEMENS in AQUAE MATTIACORUM

  from T. CAESERNIUS SALAMA in COLONIA IULIA EMONA


  Salve!


  Those people there - if you didn’t see it you wouldn’t believe - are in spite of their savagery most cunning, a nation of natural liars!


  At illi - quod nisi expertus vix credat - in summa feritate versutissimi natumque mendacio genus!


  Velleius Paterculus, ‘Historia Romana’, 11,1


   


   


   


  My dear young master, our patron Caesernius Severus has requested me to send you these words which he had hoped to trust to your ears here in Emona. I pray therefore that this scroll will reach you. For there are dark matters related to your uncle’s death, and this message may prove dangerous if it should get into wrong hands. It worries him, therefore, that we have heard no word from you since your parents hurried away to pick you up in Aquileia as soon as Titus had arrived in the Netherworld.


  Severus still wonders why you had not come to cremate your uncle. He hopes it was only because your parents were too afraid to allow you travelling on the same road on which Titus had been murdered before.


  You may have been told, young master Clemens, that your father had obtained an oracle that should foretell the success of the merchant train which Titus had meant to lead to Aquileia then, and he did it without asking for Titus’ assent. But you may not have heard whom your father had consulted. It was a prophet of a pagan goddess named the Lady of All, whose idolatry was then expanding across our region. Murena was his name. And it suits him, for Severus says there is something distinctly fishy about him. But there was such a terrifying ring to Murena’s pretentious oracle that it impressed even Titus, though he has never used to fear such superstition.


  Remember that knowing the future is the sole property of the Lord in Heaven and trying to discover it is an abomination! But our hearts do not always follow our minds. Has it ever happened to you that your hair stood up when there was a creak in a dark corner, though you have often been assured that there are no ghosts which any living being could credibly testify to? If you have ever gone through such moments of fear then you may understand.


  As for your mother, she was scared out of her wits. Urged by your father, but also on her own account, Clementia insisted that her brother should write down a will before we would take our wagonload of sucinum to Aquileia. Just in case. And she was right.


  Still I am haunted at night by visions of the ambush at the banks of the Nauportum. I believe, as does everyone in Emona, that the waylayers were Marcomanni, though northern barbarians look all akin to my Iudaean eyes. And I saw one such man, of almost more than human size, slay your uncle with a single devastating axe-blow. Then poor Titus was depredated and plundered, and my mind fled me so that I immersed into the swamps of the Lugeum Lacus like a hunted beast. There I lingered until pain and tiredness and hunger drove me back to the gates of Emona: the only surviving soul of a train that had comprised fourteen men and all their carts and beasts.


  Severus initiated an investigation that was also supposed to involve Murena and any possible information he might have provided on the waylayers. But Murena was gone. He had left Emona even before us, as if he was afraid that his prophecy might fall back on him. Or maybe his superior had removed him, an oriental man named Chaeremon. Those few disciples of the Lady of All who are still around here were thoroughly questioned and claimed that Murena had been sent to found a new parish in the north, in Mogontiacum. To where your father took you, dear master Clemens. Consider it as a sign of peril!


  About this Chaeremon, we discovered that the same tide had washed him ashore which the gale released by Simon Barchochebas has driven north. For Chaeremon was first seen in the baggage train of the very legion whom your father served, after they had vanquished the rebel-lord Barchochebas and devastated Iudaea, land of my brethren, and went home, northward. When the Caesernii brothers in Aquileia were informed by our patron, they could hardly believe it. For they know the commander-in-chief of this legion: Haterius Nepos, a highly educated man, great strategist and one of the most trusted senators of Roma. Yet all his merits did not hinder him from lending Chaeremon his ear.


  Apparently they have worked quite closely together for a while. Nepos’ next assignment was the province of Pannonia Inferior, and with his approval, the first oracle of the Lady of All was established in its capital, Karnuntum: a little temple, so to speak, that shunned the rays of the sun as it went underground. There the number of Chaeremon’s devotees grew steadily because his promise of everlasting peace gained friends among those who had witnessed war. Nepos himself wanted to buy the highest priestly rank that he could acquire: the sixth of their eight degrees, the Pater, which is now no longer for sale because its number was limited to eight. Apparently he had hoped to gain dominion of the entire order of the Lady of All in that manner. Then dissention arose about this, until Nepos declined the Lady of All and fought her violently since. In the end he accused her priests of speaking as riotous as Simon Barchochebas and of plotting high treason, also like Barchochebas.


  Chaeremon was called to court. There he ascertained that he was merely giving physical shape to the divine inspirations of a Man who Never Dies and Knows All Things. This was the first time he would admit that another man was still above him. And the name of his alleged high priest was Democritus. Chaeremon said he was the very one who has developed the concept of atoms ages ago, and then he would have discovered the secret of how to flee death and live on to this very day.


  I think this was one of the worst of their abominations. For the Lord in Heaven rarely withdraws the gift of death from men, like from Ahasverus, who is therefore called the Eternal Iudaean. Not knowing the wisdom of the Lord, the judges believed Chaeremon, however. Yet they expelled him from Karnuntum because he could not convincingly refute the other claim that Nepos raised: that Chaeremon had stolen that famous mechanical device, the Opus Gemini, from the oracle temple of Clarus!


  You may have heard that the House of Caesernii has played an essential part in removing the Opus Gemini from mortal hands and delivering it to Apollo. If that godling had really not been able to prevent its subsequent theft from his treasury, then this is proof that there is one God only and no other deity has power. But the theft could not be proven. Though it was confirmed that Chaeremon could predict the positions of the planets for any point in time so fast and yet so accurately that others who verified his claims with tables and abacus found no error in his results, Nepos could not demonstrate how this feat was performed. And Chaeremon would not admit it. So the prophet was set free. Then he left Karnuntum and went to Emona, where the name of Deum Mater was added to their goddess who was known only as the Lady of All before. And she was praised from then on as the mother of all gods.


  If Severus is not mistaken, all her disciples are heading north, right on your trail. Let me therefore add my own warning to Severus’: Avoid the Lady of All. Do not ask her order for the courses of the stars. Beware, if you can, lest any of your house should be ensnared by them.


  Our patron requests especially this from you: Have an eye on our little cook, Caesernii Charis. She was very dear to master Titus, and his will appointed her to your mother to make sure that she will be safe. I may not entrust more to these lines than this: Alas, Severus has good reason to believe now that she may be the most imperilled by the machinations of the Deum Mater’s order.


  If you need assistance, turn to Apollodorus. Titus has appointed him in his will to guard Charis as long as he may be able to. Trust him to give you good advice. Take care together that Titus’ maiden will remain safe.


   


  At the day VII Kal. Maii


  Under the consulate of


  Antoninus Pius and Marcus Aurelius


   


  


  XV


  AQVAE MATTIACORVM


  AD CAPRVM ATRVM


  


  XIV KAL IVL


  



  And so the door behind her back was shut and barred.


  Caesernii Charis winked in disbelief. Just a minute before she could have run that short distance across the hall of the Ad Caprum Atrum inn and would have been safely out. A mere week before she had looked at the wide open gate through the Limes and had not managed to pass it until it had been too late. Now she had again missed her chance.


  Three men were facing her. One was the doorman, guarding the bar, the other was the freedman Peregrinus and he had cowardly sided with the third, Democritus, the Man Who Never Dies and Knows All Things. Her hand grasped her collar tighter. She froze.


  Looking not at her but up to the windows below the high ceiling, Democritus repeated the false name she had assumed as if he was recalling a long lost memory.


  ‘Caesernia Sabina. Here we have a name that is speaking of tradition. Many houses of valour I have seen coming and going in ages that have withered like a dune in the wind. The Caesernii have acquired great power and spawned grand offspring. Noble women are ruling over it; I might mention Prisca Sabiniana, daughter of Rutilius Clemens, who has given birth to those renown friends of Augusti: Macedo and Statianus! At this very instant there is another Caesernia here, in the municipality of Aquae Mattiacorum: Clementia, sister of Titus Caesernius Sabinus. Of lady Clementia I know everything and this woman was embraced by the Lady of All. But lady Sabina She had not mentioned. Therefore, you have been sent by Her only now. And you have not come alone from so far away.’


  Democritus seemed to be very irritated by Caesernia Sabina, despite her unladylike appearance. Maybe it was time to confess the lie; a mere kitchen-maiden was certainly not of any interest to him, the high priest. Or maybe he was already aware that she had spoken untrue and was making fun of her. Her eyes erred to Peregrinus in a plea for help, but the freedman stood with the face of the faithful servant who knew how to see or hear nothing. There was a taste of vomit on her tongue.


  She had to detract Democritus’ mind from the subject of her identity. He was only an old man, that should be easy!


  ‘Excuse me.’ She halted, swallowed and started again. ‘What you said cannot be right. I was taught that the Cosmos is not ruled by any god’s will but by errant particles, by,’ her mind twirled as she struggled to recall the funny words Demetrius had used at their first meeting and those of his master, Restitutus, the night before, ‘... by atoms and by whirling clouds crushing together. And by numbers. That’s it, by laws constituted by the power of the Number so that not even the mightiest god can change them!’


  That must have sounded too imprudent.


  ‘Eheu. I hear the school of Epicurus speaking.’ Democritus gestured at the freedman. ‘Bring us two chairs, Peregrinus, will you?’ He nodded a courteous bow at Charis.


  ‘I know about the power of the atom because I have taught exactly what you recited. You see, when I was researching with my master Leucippus, I discovered that the basic constituents of the universe are atoms and empty space; everything else is merely thought to exist. Think about it, Caesernia Sabina: every composite body that there is you can reduce to elements that are no longer composite but indivisible and unchangeable.’


  Her grandfather, the pirate, would have been proud of her! Despite being locked in and guarded, Charis felt a minor triumph that she could talk the old priest into following her lead. Perhaps even into forgetting whatever he had wanted to do about her. She had done this with Apollodorus at times when his lessons had become too dull. ‘That’s right, isn’t it?’ Her voice was a bit too squabbling and she tried to constrain herself. ‘I mean, all things would just be destroyed and vanish into nothing if you could slice them up infinitely. Isn’t it like that?’


  Peregrinus brought one chair and the Man who Never Dies took a rather heavy seat on it. He lowered his eyes solemnly. ‘You have comprehended the concept, young lady. So the first beginnings must be indivisible corporeal atoms. They are in perpetual motion. Some of them rebound to a considerable distance from each other while others merely oscillate in one place until they chance to recombine or to be enclosed by a mass of other recombining atoms.’


  ‘And these … recombinations … make up all things existing, every body and its motion. But that leaves us without the need for a Lady of All to govern, doesn’t it?’


  That was fine. Just give him opposition to excite him and he might think only of further pursuing his subject. She could do that; Democritus had by no means a personality as stifling as Chaeremon.


  Peregrinus brought another chair, but she did not sit down. It would have unnecessary slowed her if she should have to get away quickly.


  Democritus folded his withered hands and eyed her almost sadly across his knuckles. ‘Not at all! According to the Epicureans, who continued to develop my teachings, we shall believe that in the sky, revolutions, solstices, eclipses, risings and settings and all other such events occur without the ministration or command of a being that would lower itself to concern about such affairs. Hence, we should find the phenomena invariably recurring and may indeed arrive at accurate knowledge of the cause of things by applying natural science. Then all our happiness depends on science only and on knowing what the heavenly bodies really are. Alas, these my students forgot about the wondrous driving force that is love, and concern born out of love, which makes the Lady of All yet care for our well-being and requests from me to further share my wisdom with the world. So here I am, and since I am not of the House of Melonii nor bound by their instructions, I will accept your request for the Corpus Sacrum. If this is what you want and you do not crave for holding the very Gears of Fate in hands.’


  Briefly he glanced askance at Peregrinus as he added that as if it had been an afterthought. The freedman did not react in any way and stood watching with perfect indifference as Democritus then opened his hands to produce a casket which he had kept hidden in his sleeve.


  Charis jumped backward as if a snake might arise out of it. Then she saw, lying on red velvet and flashing in the fading light that trickled through the upper windows, an unscathed dodecahedron of bronze. It was not empty but filled with a dark, yellowish and red heart that was vividly pounding – or was it her trembling eyes that made it seem so? She wondered whether she was meant to pick the Pila Mattiaca out of the box.


  Before she could decide, he snapped the lid shut. ‘Of course, the Corpus Sacrum has its price. Its power discloses itself only to those chosen for salvation. This will demand effort, I do not deny it, and sacrifice. Alas, its benefit cannot be acquired with gold alone. But the reward of all these hardships you may see in me. The Corpus Sacrum has served me for a long time. How old do you think I am?’


  ‘Sixty … ?’ Charis hastily downplayed her true guess a bit to flatter him.


  He chuckled.


   


  ‘‘Twas one among them there, a supreme man


  Of vastest knowledge, gainer of large wealth


  Of understanding, and chief master wise


  Of diverse works of skill and wisdom all;


  For whensoe’er he sought with scope and reach


  Of understanding, then ‘twas his to view


  Readily each and every thing that e’er


  In ten or twenty human ages throve.


   


  So long, and even longer, has the Corpus Sacrum sustained my life. The Lady of All revealed to me how its proper use keeps Hermes, Herald of the Netherworld, at bay, and he shuns me to the present day. This has befallen ages ago, a few centuries after the fall of Troia, to be precise. For he I am: Democritus, the first chemeuticus to whom the Holy Art was revealed, and I am also Democritus of Abdera, the philosopher who strolled, laughing, across cemeteries to master the secrets of the dead and to unravel the power of the atom that even death cannot disintegrate. To here I have come as Parens Mundi to help people and warn them. Including you. By the power of the Corpus Sacrum I have seen how your kinsman Titus met his doom by a blow that smote him at the brightest day.’


  Charis whined at these yet unexpected words by the Man who Knew All Things. He kept his hand raised but his voice dropped to a whisper that was faint but so clearly pronounced that she understood:


  ‘And I have seen his murderer walking here in Aquae Mattiacorum. Beware of him, Caesernia Sabina. Do not try to move the Gears of Fate, for they belong to gods only.’


  She slapped her mouth shut. It seemed to her that the incomprehensible parts of Democritus’ message were addressed to someone else and she had received them only because she had given that false name. But she did not know of any real Caesernia Sabina.


  Democritus lowered his hand. ‘Meanwhile, we will accommodate you here. Those who are with you we will inform that you have your lodging with us in the Caprater inn, and it shall …’


  There was a powerful knock at the door.


  The doorman opened the view flap to peer out. He was met by an imperious voice with a northern accent. ‘Porcia Rufiana of senatorial rank desires an audience with the Herald of the Deum Mater!’


  ‘Oimoi.’ The Man who Never Dies rose displeased from his chair. ‘How inconvenient. Here we get one whom we must not leave waiting.’ He flicked a glance askew at Charis who took a deep breath as the doorman withdrew the bar. The door opened to reveal a beckoning frame of dim light. Followed by her suite of Germanic men, the princess with the icy eyes entered, clad in colourless dark, and her agitated curls were kept back by a headband beset with crystal platelets.


  Democritus bowed to her like a peasant. ‘You come in an inconvenient hour, lady Porcia.’


  ‘This is an inconvenient affair, o Parens Mundi!’ exclaimed the princess as high pitched as a girl. ‘Bring me Chaeremon: I cannot be without him now! I had a horrible clash with my father. He has threatened me with using the Offerant to bring us all to ruin!’ Her eyes erred around in anxiety.


  ‘My dear child, I am sure that no Offerant will be able to alter your fates nor harm your hearts that the Deum Mater wills to belong together,’ began Democritus quietly. ‘Chaeremon will listen to what you have to say.’


  ‘As indeed I will!’ The middle one of the three doors at the opposite wall opened, and there entered Chaeremon himself. He smiled warmly and invitingly at Porcia. Before his eye fell on Charis.


  At the same instant she leapt forward at the Princess.


  A surge of frost shook her as she met Porcia’s eyes, who paid little attention to her as she was right then flinging herself into Chaeremon’s arms. A brief confusion arose. Charis darted toward the open exit. The doorman shifted to block her escape. But Democritus’ voice rang with astonishing power. ‘Leave her alone!’


  Charis dodged the amazed Germani who had frozen where they were standing, and was out on the lane.


  She rushed to the corner of the Platea Longa. There she hesitated, finding passers-by turning and looking at her. Charis did not dare to ask for help. For, if Democritus had spoken true, then any of these seeming northerners might have been master Titus’ freely roaming murderer. She wondered whether this was why had suddenly decided to let her go: because the Man who Knew All Things was able to foretell that she would not get far alive.


  She turned north and up the main street towards the hot wells and the Domus Saturnii. Her heart raced. She would have preferred to run and get away from the Caprater quicker. But she forced herself to walk at a pace that did not look too uncouth for a woman from a decent house. Near the smoking tower at the northernmost edge of the inn she dropped at last, exhausted, on the base of a monument. There she gasped for air, wiped her tangled shock of hair out of her eyes and looked up at the base. It was, inevitably, dedicated to Tiberius Iulius Fronto, the omnipresent father of Demetrius’ master Restitutus.
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