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Rome,
October 31st 475 AD
    
  




  

    
Romulus
    turned once again and met his father's gaze, proud and
    reassuring
    behind him.
  




  

    

      
Do
      not be afraid.
    
  




  

    
He
    shouldn't have had any, actually.
  




  

    
What
    dangers would he ever run?
  




  

    
He
    forced himself to assume a more regal bearing as he shyly
    spread his
    arms and welcomed the acclamation of the Senate in the Curia
    Iulia,
    in Rome, the center of the empire.
  




  

    
What
    was now his empire.
  




  

    
Anyone
    else, given the facts, wouldn't have worried in the slightest.
    His
    father, Flavius Orestes, was the patrician in office, lorded
    it
    over all of Italy with his Roman-barbarian troops and was in
    fact the
    most powerful and respected man in the entire Western Roman
    Empire.
  




  

    
The
    sovereign appointed by the Eastern Emperor Leo, the former
    governor
    of Dalmatia Julius Nepos, had not been able to oppose the will
    of his
    father, who had pressed him with his militias and forced him to
    hastily flee from Ravenna to the coasts of where he had
    come.
  




  

    
This
    would probably have created quite a bit of friction with the
    more
    powerful eastern court, there was no doubt about it.
  




  

    
But
    why the hell was he having such problems at fourteen?
  




  

    
He
    was a little boy!
  




  

    
He
    should have simply enjoyed the moment, started to become
    familiar
    with the explosive sensation of power that came from that
    purple he
    wore and which instead always seemed either too long or too
    short on
    his slender physique.
  




  

    
Why,
    instead of trembling with joy, was he assailed by all those
    anxieties
    and doubts?
  




  

    
Romulus
    knew the answer.
  




  

    
He
    was so worried because he cared.
  




  

    
He
    didn't know what his father believed, but he certainly wouldn't
    be
    his puppet. He really wanted to govern, and do it to the best
    of his
    ability.
  




  

    
And
    those senators who he saw giving him the most disparate praise,
    he
    would have really wanted to involve, to tear them away from
    pursuing
    their own interests as entrepreneurs and landowners who were
    throwing
    the empire into famine and to remind them of the role they
    played.
  




  

    
He
    would have liked to reign in harmony with them and revive with
    new
    political solutions a reality that was instead in
    shambles.
  




  

    
He
    was a kid, yes, but he already had a clear picture of the
    situation.
  




  

    
The
    people were reduced to starvation. All around Italy, with the
    exception of Noricum, Dalmatia (actually loyal to Julius Nepos)
    and
    part of Gaul, there were barbarians who had taken by force what
    Rome
    had no longer been able to defend as time passed .
  




  

    
Tax
    revenue was no longer enough. People preferred to become slaves
    to
    the landowners - and many of these were there in front of him -
    rather than enlisting and reversing the trend in which the
    imperial
    armies were almost entirely made up of barbarian
    mercenaries.
  




  

    
His
    father's militias were too.
  




  

    
His
    father was also partly a barbarian. He had even served under
    Attila
    in his youth, in the presence of that monster who had almost
    set the
    empire on fire.
  




  

    
Precisely
    for reasons of blood, Orestes had not been able to rise to the
    diadem. This is why he had decided to have him elected.
  




  

    
A
    pure-blooded Roman nobleman.
  




  

    
But
    also an easy-to-maneuver kid.
  




  

    
He
    loved his father, but it wouldn't be like this.
  




  

    
As
    soon as he had the chance, he would tell her in no uncertain
    terms.
    He would, as far as possible, do his best to rule wisely. She
    wouldn't be afraid to ask for advice, from him or anyone else
    given
    his age, but he would make the decisions in the end.
  




  

    
That
    purple, so uncomfortable and which seemed to clash with the
    greenness
    of his years, seemed to him to have already catapulted him into
    a
    different reality, where games and light-heartedness now gave
    way to
    a sense of duty and the responsibility of reviving a glorious
    empire
    now reduced to the shadow of what had been.
  




  

    
The
    names he bore, moreover, should have made him understand long
    in
    advance what he was destined for.
  




  

    
While
    the shouts and invocations of the senators, in truth not as
    full of
    enthusiasm as he had hoped, diminished, Romulus sat down with
    false
    calm and scrutinized them more carefully.
  




  

    
He
    felt his father's heavy gaze behind him.
  




  

    
In
    front of him, the eyes of people who had spent their lives
    looking
    after their own profit, skilled political minds, opportunists
    and
    dedicated to nothing else other than their own constant
    enrichment.
  




  

    
In
    that building where the history of Rome had been made, he felt
    the
    ineluctable moment coming that marked his rise to power.
  




  

    
Yet
    he couldn't shake the sinister feeling that he had walked into
    a
    trap.
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Diocletian's
Palace, December 475 AD
    
  




  

    
Julius
    Nepos gave orders to everyone to leave him alone.
  




  

    
Secretaries
    and servants slipped away silently, leaving behind only the
    imperceptible rustle of their robes.
  




  

    
Julius
    remained contemplating that marvelous view from the palace in
    Split
    overlooking the nearby islands, bathed by the waters of the
    Adriatic
    which seemed to mix with the honey-coloured afternoon sky. The
    sea
    was as flat as a table.
  




  

    
Who
    knows if one day he would have seen boats with the effigies of
    the
    East lapping those coasts.
  




  

    
Yes,
    because his only hope of seeing his name associated with the
    empire
    again was for Constantinople to come to his aid.
  




  

    
On
    the other hand, it was from the Bosphorus that his nomination
    had
    come. Formally, he was still the Augustus. An Augustus
    fugitive,
    technically waiting to gather weapons to sweep away the
    usurpers,
    commanded by the man to whom he himself had entrusted the
    surviving
    Roman armies.
  




  

    
Romane,
    as with his nomination, only on a formal level.
  




  

    
Orestes
    was a barbarian in command of other barbarians.
  




  

    
There
    was no longer even a military organization worthy of the name:
    at
    most, each squadron could be traced back to a tribe, their
    officer
    nothing more than a clan leader.
  




  

    
What
    he found difficult to call soldiers of Rome were people who did
    not
    even share a common language.
  




  

    
Yet,
    despite this, he hadn't managed to put up even a hint of
    resistance.
  




  

    
He
    was certain that Orestes had made a secret agreement with the
    Curia.
  




  

    
The
    Senate of Rome did not like to be excluded from decisions,
    although
    when the need arose it always stuck its head in the
    sand.
  




  

    
An
    Augustus appointed by the Eastern Empire had been a challenge
    for
    that noble assembly, an unforgivable affront to its history and
    its
    power.
  




  

    
A
    power, once again, only formal.
  




  

    
So
    much so that a mass of mercenaries was enough to convince them
    to
    nominate Orestes' son, Romulus, with a unanimous vote, who they
    already called "Augustusulus" due to his tender age.
  




  

    
Poor
    boy, he didn't know what beasts he'd found himself in.
  




  

    
In
    essence, the entire Western empire was a collection of useless
    formalities. His army, the usefulness of the Senate, the lands
    lost
    against the barbarians which however they persisted in
    considering as
    kindly granted to them. His crown.
  




  

    
All
    fake, all only on paper.
  




  

    
And
    like paper itself, easy to destroy, to turn to ash and
    disappear,
    condemned to oblivion.
  




  

    
Diocletian,
    the Caesar in whose palace he had taken up residence, had done
    well
    to abdicate to live the last years of his existence in
    peace!
  




  

    
He,
    however, would have had to spend the rest of his life, assuming
    that
    Orestes had not come looking for him, brooding, filling his
    head with
    "ifs" and "buts", fantasizing about scenarios
    favorable to him that would not have happened. never
    made.
  




  

    
He
    would wear a paper tiara until the end of his days.
  




  

    
The
    empire would soon dissolve.
  




  

    
He
    felt it.
  




  

    
He
    had accepted the purple with all good intentions, but once he
    arrived
    in Italy he understood that the stories arriving in his
    prosperous
    Dalmatia were not even remotely close to the terrible reality
    of the
    facts.
  




  

    
The
    economy was collapsing. Bureaucracy and civic works seemed to
    have
    stopped in Honorius' time, decades earlier. Corruption was
    rampant,
    and taxes were unsustainable. Not infrequently those who had a
    business found themselves forced to sell their children to pay
    debts
    contracted with powerful people or even actual
    torturers.
  




  

    
The
    citizens all looked like beggars, the children covered in dirt,
    lice
    and scarred by boils and eczema.
  




  

    
Dirt
    and waste were everywhere.
  




  

    
The
    grandiose monuments of the past had become haunts for stray
    dogs or,
    worse still, urinals. Under those fantastic porticos, crowds of
    beggars and beggars fought over pieces of stale bread, waiting
    for
    yet another free donation of food.
  




  

    
The
    Church, strengthened by these tasks, had become very powerful,
    and
    priests and deacons with their words easily subjugated the
    almost
    completely illiterate people, leading them to resignation while
    awaiting God's judgment and the end of time.
  




  

    
People
    believed more in a monk than in the Augustus.
  




  

    
They
    went to become slaves of the landowners, giving up putting down
    the
    plow to take up arms and conquer new lands that perhaps could
    have
    gone to them.
  




  

    
And
    the rich meanwhile became increasingly wealthy, while poverty
    gradually spread to an ever larger portion of the
    population.
  




  

    
The
    Romans hated the barbarians, but they did not have the courage
    nor
    the desire to defend themselves from them, to take back what
    was due
    to them.
  




  

    
He
    had inherited empty imperial coffers, and the few funds he had
    been
    able to manage he had had to dedicate to funding the troops,
    the same
    troops that Orestes had then turned against him.
  




  

    
And
    so, as much as he tried to deny the evidence until the end and
    hoped
    in the patrician's good faith, he found him at the gates of
    Ravenna.
  




  

    
He
    had to run away.
  




  

    
He
    hoped he could organize a recovery, but he honestly didn't know
    where
    to start.
  




  

    
He
    honestly didn't even trust his officers now that his position
    was
    weakened.
  




  

    
Dalmatia
    was a rich and faithful region, well defended by a large fleet,
    whose
    people were happy and apparently disinterested in the
    misfortunes of
    that Italy so close but at the same time so far away.
  




  

    
His
    subjects would never even have considered the idea of ​​going
    to
    war and giving up their pleasures to redeem a desolate,
    unproductive
    land populated by people now reduced to poverty but who had not
    lost
    the arrogance inherited from a glorious past as distant as
    irrecoverable.
  




  

    
Damn,
    he even married one of Leone's nieces!
  




  

    
Yet
    it had not served to guarantee him more support.
  




  

    
On
    the other hand, there had also been changes in the East.
  




  

    
Leo
    was dead, and so was his nephew Leo II. Zeno had risen to
    power, but
    then the general Basiliscus had usurped the throne.
  




  

    
All
    we had to do was wait for the next developments, and trust in a
    confirmation of his appointment and in a possible helping
    hand.
  




  

    
Alone,
    it would have been impossible for him.
  




  

    
That
    incessant reasoning made him lose track of time.
  




  

    
He
    suddenly realized that evening, as often happens in winter, had
    suddenly fallen.
  




  

    
A
    purple veil was falling over the islands and the sea.
  




  

    
All
    that remained were faint splashes of orange on the horizon,
    legacies
    of the dying sun.
  




  

    
Julius
    continued to caress the sea with his gaze, then clenched his
    fists
    vehemently, bowing his head.
  




  

    
It
    was starting to get cold.
  




  

    
He
    told himself that he would have to start living with that
    feeling,
    which would probably accompany him until the end of his
    existence.
  




  

    
The
    feeling of being completely helpless.
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Noricum,
January 476 AD
    
  




  

    
Odoacer
    remained bent over, his head almost between his knees as he ran
    his
    hands over his face. He felt his beard, recently shaved red and
    scraggly, prick his palms. Then he rubbed his tired, red eyes
    and
    stood up, sitting on the rough wooden seat in the center of his
    hide-draped tent.
  




  

    
He
    signaled to the secretary to let in those who had requested an
    audience.
  




  

    
A
    group of a couple of soldiers appeared before him
  




  

    
He
    recognized among their faces a heterogeneous mixture of races,
    including Eruli, Sciri and Rugi and others of lesser
    importance.
  




  

    
An
    elderly but still robust and courageous soldier stepped
    forward, much
    older than him. His face and body were covered in tattoos and
    scars.
    He was wearing not a garment that could suggest that he was a
    Roman
    soldier.
  




  

    
"Prince
    Odoacer," he began.
  




  

    
It
    started badly. He hated being called a prince, even though he
    actually was one, as the son of the Heruli king, Edecon.
  




  

    
He
    had always asked to be called general, or at least he was
    called by
    his soldiers. Roman titles, because that army was Roman, at
    least in
    theory.
  




  

    
But
    for some time the soldiers, driven by the desire to be rewarded
    for
    their services after Orestes' promises, had been trying to
    appeal to
    the fact that, since they were all born beyond the imperial
    borders,
    there could be some solidarity with each other.
  




  

    
"Prince,"
    the soldier repeated stubbornly, "I imagine you know why we are
    here to steal your precious time."
  




  

    
Odoacer
    didn't move an eyelid. He tried to maintain a posture that,
    aided by
    his robust and still athletic physique, could be as
    authoritarian as
    possible. He darted his emerald green eyes, staring into the
    eyes of
    everyone present.
  




  

    
Soldiers
    of Rome, but also his own. That's why he felt so uncomfortable
    when
    this matter was brought up.
  



“

  

    
I
    guess so,” he replied dryly.
  




  

    
The
    man didn't seem intimidated by his harshness.
  



“

  

    
Regarding
    the agreements with the patrician Orestes, we are asking you if
    you
    have any good news regarding the hospitalitas”.
  




  

    
He
    knew! Here they came again to drag him into the middle.
  




  

    
But
    ultimately they were right. Barely paid with the last imperial
    funds,
    those mercenaries who referred to him and who trusted him had
    been
    told by Orestes that as compensation for their loyalty they
    would
    receive a third of the lands of Italy.
  




  

    
The
    right reward for helping him overthrow Julius Nepos.
  




  

    
He
    felt an annoying burning sensation pervade his stomach.
  




  

    
Yes,
    he had news to that effect.
  




  

    
But
    they weren't good.
  




  

    
Orestes
    had had coins coined in Rome, Milan, Ravenna and Arles with the
    face
    of his young son, Romulus, who had recently taken power.
  




  

    
He
    was convinced that he could dispose of Italy and its armies as
    he
    wanted.
  




  

    
Well,
    that wasn't really the case. And if a barbarian like him had
    made it,
    he really didn't understand how the Roman patrician could have
    believed he was mocking his troops in such a shameless
    way.
  




  

    
Yes,
    he had written to Orestes.
  




  

    
He
    had asked him, on behalf of the Italian army, to pay back what
    had
    been promised as soon as possible. Not that he was interested
    in
    having further possessions. His father had been a great king,
    who had
    fought with Attila, and had left his children a multitude of
    properties and riches.
  




  

    
But
    those soldiers who knew nothing else to do with their lives but
    fight
    for the highest bidder deserved recognition. A perspective on
    life
    and stability.
  




  

    
And
    if they hadn't, further problems would have arisen.
  




  

    
How
    could that idiot not understand?
  




  

    
Had
    he brought those tribes to Italy to make use of them and then
    thought
    he could send them back into the forests, without a penny or a
    semblance of loot and remain peaceful in Ravenna?
  




  

    
Evidently,
    he had overestimated the man.
  




  

    
Since
    he had set foot in the imperial lands he had learned the
    typically
    Roman art of being mellifluous and not compromising himself
    excessively by taking one side rather than another. In fact,
    upon
    Orestes's refusal - cold and disdainful - he had tried to hold
    back
    so as not to antagonize him.
  




  

    
But
    morally, he felt he could not help but side with his men. The
    blood
    was the blood.
  




  

    
And
    they were trying to leverage that to get it out of
    theirs.
  




  

    
The
    balance was truly precarious, and he found himself in the
    middle,
    between the patrician and his men, between his career and his
    identity.
  




  

    
He
    cleared his throat slightly.
  




  

    
Then
    he took on an annoyed expression, as hard as the features of
    his
    face, stiffening his powerful jaw.
  



“

  

    
Well,
    soldiers, do you believe that the letters could reach Ravenna
    like
    this, in the blink of an eye? You know where we are. It will
    still
    take some time for the patrician Orestes's response to reach
    me."
  



“

  

    
But
    prince, we…”
  




  

    
"I
    am your general," he said in a deep voice.
  




  

    
The
    soldier instantly stiffened.
  



“

  

    
I
    have already told you that I will plead your case with Orestes.
    What
    else do you want? As soon as I have news, you will obviously be
    the
    first to know. And now go."
  




  

    
The
    men gave a quick salute and exited the tent.
  




  

    
Left
    alone, Odoacer sighed and sank into his chair.
  




  

    
He
    had better prepare for the irreparable.
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Rome,
March 476 AD
    
  




  

    
He
    had insisted despite the protests of his mother Flavia Serena,
    who
    continued to cling to his arm even though they were safe in
    that
    carriage escorted by incognito guards.
  




  

    
People
    would have thought that it was the passage of some rich
    landowner, at
    most some senator.
  




  

    
Romulus
    had been adamant in his decision.
  




  

    
He
    wanted to wander around Rome. He wanted to see his city.
  




  

    
He
    had a terrible need to understand.
  




  

    
His
    first months had been very hard. The ministers seemed to pity
    him and
    did not inform him of anything due to his age, believing that
    his
    contribution and his opinion were immature and
    irrelevant.
  




  

    
He
    pounded his fists on the walls and barely stifled his
    screams.
  




  

    
He
    walked around his apartments like a fury, feeling
    mocked.
  




  

    
He
    spent hours in the mirror looking at himself.
  




  

    
Slender,
    tall and good-looking with the delicate features and fine nose
    of a
    noble. Hair between blond and brown, medium length and wavy. He
    was
    already starting to like himself with the purple.
  




  

    
But
    then, if he had all the requirements, rank or otherwise, why
    didn't
    they make him a participant? Why did they treat him like a
    child?
  




  

    
It
    was absurd. He should have been the one to decide who he
    surrounded
    himself with, and not those obscure dignitaries!
  




  

    
He
    had already had a rather harsh confrontation with his father,
    when he
    had decided to convene a session in the Senate and he, with the
    unscrupulousness of adolescence, had pointed out to him that it
    was
    up to the Augustus, that is, him, to convene the
    assembly.
  




  

    
His
    father had looked at him coldly, but had preferred to overlook
    it.
  




  

    
His
    mother, however, understood his frustration.
  




  

    
He
    couldn't accept being a puppet in the hands of people
    accustomed to
    changing sides to save their seat.
  




  

    
He
    knew his father had some trouble with the army, but he hadn't
    paid
    much attention to it. He was interested in reviving the
    economy.
  




  

    
But
    all they had told him, between bows and rhetorical formulas
    full of
    flattery, was that at the moment the coffers were languishing,
    and
    that all that remained was to appeal to divine clemency for the
    misfortunes of their times.
  




  

    
Even
    Pope Ilario had seemed shy during the conversation they had
    held,
    almost as if he felt belittled by talking to a young boy, even
    though
    he was polite and much more cultured than average.
  




  

    
His
    mother caressed him delicately, sensing from the sadness in his
    look
    what he was thinking.
  




  

    
"Thank
    you," Romulus said to her with sincere affection, smiling at
    her
    and kissing her on the cheek.
  




  

    
No,
    he wanted to be Augustus. Not just formally.
  




  

    
He
    had demanded, going so far as to shout and throw whatever came
    to
    hand, to go out into the city. And faced with the pleas of her
    mother, worried about his safety, she had decided to accept the
    compromise of the carriage.
  




  

    
What
    a sad sight had presented itself to him!
  




  

    
With
    the eyes of the teenage scion he had never noticed it, but now
    that
    civic sense burned in him, he saw.
  




  

    
And
    he felt like crying.
  




  

    
The
    stench of Rome was unbearable, a mix of sewage that struggled
    to be
    disposed of by the sewers and something else undefined,
    including
    smoking cauldrons, rotting animal carcasses, urine and spoiled
    food
    abandoned on the street.
  




  

    
Pulling
    aside the curtains he had seen children suffering from the
    plague,
    their hair greasy and full of lice. The swollen belly and
    protruding
    ribs, the skeletal limbs, the soaked and patched
    clothes.
  




  

    
Most
    of the shop windows were boarded up or had broken glass. It was
    well
    known that the fury of the circus fans did not even spare their
    fellow citizens.
  




  

    
Glorious
    temples like that of Capitoline Jupiter, who had watched over
    the
    rise of Rome, were closed but still accessible to the wretched
    who
    sought shelter there, or even worse to the vandals who used to
    do
    their business there.
  




  

    
Even
    modesty was now forgotten.
  




  

    
The
    Baths of Nero had seemed to him to be in terrible
    condition.
  




  

    
There
    were potholes everywhere, and more than once the wagon had
    risked
    losing a wheel. He had seen crowds of chanting priests
    exhorting
    passers-by to abandon themselves to the call of Christ, giving
    up
    fighting earthly misfortunes.
  




  

    
And
    the people crowded around them, and then went looking for some
    Jew to
    beat up in the name of Jesus.
  




  

    
He
    met his mother's sad gaze.
  




  

    
That
    he shouldn't worry, because in that debacle of total poverty,
    lack of
    resources, total distrust towards the future he had still found
    something to draw inspiration from.
  




  

    
In
    that visit which lasted a whole day, with one of the typical
    enthusiasms of youth he had abandoned himself to the
    magnificence of
    the monuments erected and dedicated to the greats of the
    past.
  




  

    
The
    Colosseum, the Circus Maximus, the Aurelian Column.
  




  

    
And
    then again, the Pantheon, Hadrian's Mausoleum and the arches of
    Constantine and Claudius.
  




  

    
But
    out of all those magnificent treasures of the past, what had
    made him
    fall into a state of total admiration was the Column of Marcus
    Aurelius.
  




  

    
Struck
    as if by magic by a ray of sunshine on that rainy day, the
    column in
    the middle of the Campus Martius, with its highly detailed
    bas-reliefs and its incredible height, seemed to him to be able
    to
    speak to him.
  




  

    

      
The
      Augustus philosopher.
    
  


  

    
He
    had read and reread it, studied it and jealously guarded it in
    his
    heart. If she had to choose an emperor to look up to, it would
    definitely have been him.
  




  

    
He
    regretted not being able to get out of the wagon to stand at
    the foot
    of that wonder, admire it up close as he had been able to do
    freely
    until a few months ago. And why not, maybe ask that enlightened
    man
    for advice on what to do for his people, on how to make himself
    useful despite his green age.
  




  

    
On
    how to revive that city that was falling apart but that he
    loved
    madly, and with it the empire that had been and which it seemed
    could
    no longer be.
  




  

    
Before
    leaving again, he had seen a small group of barbarian
    mercenaries
    lounging with their noses in the air in that authentic open-air
    museum, almost intimidated.
  




  

    
He
    thought that Marcus Aurelius had spent his life planning
    campaigns to
    defeat and keep those people away from the imperial
    borders.
  




  

    
Instead,
    now the barbarians were among them, perhaps even more numerous,
    strong and eager to show off all that magnificence that they
    didn't
    really think they could admire.
  




  

    
The
    Romans, on the other hand, were old, flaccid, greedy and lazy,
    dedicated only to lust and petty pastimes such as racing, dice,
    and
    women of ill repute. Totally disinterested in public affairs.
    It
    seemed impossible. But he would have tried anyway.
  




  

    
Those
    testimonies of Rome's past greatness made him believe that
    everything
    could be achievable. If they had extended the empire's
    influence over
    the entire known world starting from nothing, so could he, with
    a
    little luck and with the moderation that Marcus Aurelius had
    suggested to him through his sublime writings.
  




  

    
Rome
    would rise again and a new era would begin.
  




  

    
It
    would have been tiring, but he had age on his side and the
    desire to
    grow together with the capital of the empire he now
    ruled.
  


  

    
He
    closed his eyes for a moment and clenched the fists he held on
    his
    knees. Then she pulled back the curtain and looked back.
  


  

    
The
    column of Marcus Aurelius was now far away.
  




  

    
But
    he promised himself that that evening he would return to ask
    him for
    advice, diving once again into reading the legacies of that
    immense
    man who he hoped one day to live up to.
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Revenge



 






 








  

    

      
Isauria,
June 476 AD
    
  




  

    
Zeno
    continued to climb the scrub-covered hill, regardless of his
    troops
    clinging a little further down the valley.
  




  

    
He
    wanted to be alone for a while.
  




  

    
To
    examine, without the constant interference of his wife Ariadne,
    how
    many real possibilities he had of making the Eastern empire his
    own
    again. He scrutinized the horizon.
  




  

    
At
    that point, he really had a lot.
  




  

    
First
    of all, he had on his side the fact that, despite being hunted,
    he
    had managed to escape with almost all of the incalculable
    imperial
    treasure of Constantinople. Carts and carts filled with gold
    solids,
    jewels, gems and precious objects. Of the wealth of the East,
    his
    persecutors had found very little.
  




  

    
Secondly,
    the population's hatred for the Isaurians - and therefore for
    him -
    had waned, as they found themselves with a government made up
    of
    usurpers and, moreover, with the imperial coffers significantly
    impoverished.
  




  

    
All
    the elements were there for him to return to the Bosphorus, and
    triumphant at that, throwing in the faces of his enemies and
    detractors the fact that as a fugitive he would return as a
    savior.
  




  

    
Yes,
    reasoning without Ariadne was much simpler.
  




  

    
His
    wife seemed more and more similar to his mother Verina, who had
    first
    supported him and then decided to overthrow him, taking General
    Illus
    from her side and having his brother Basiliscus elected.
  




  

    
Of
    course, when women tasted power, they knew how to be more
    dangerous,
    sneaky and lethal than one might think.
  




  

    
He
    wasn't going to let his wife take up more space than she had
    already
    given him.
  




  

    
Rather,
    he would have gotten rid of it without much ceremony.
  




  

    
Purpleness,
    and the dynamics that led an individual to it, were not things
    that
    were up to women.
  




  

    
In
    thought, he then went to reflect on a particular event that had
    given
    him back the confidence to become the Augustus again.
  




  

    
Should
    he have believed the vision he had seen?
  




  

    
A
    few days earlier, in the unbearable heat of his tent, Saint
    Thecla of
    Iconium, the martyr disciple of the apostle Paul, had appeared
    to him
    sleeping. This had urged him to free himself of all reluctance
    and
    move towards Constantinople to take back what was rightfully
    his.
  




  

    
He
    had guarded the memory of that apparition jealously, without
    confiding it to anyone. He sat down on a large flat stone and
    began
    playing with the dirt, picking it up and then letting it slowly
    fall
    to the ground from his half-clenched fist.
  




  

    
Like
    the sand in an hourglass that marked time.
  




  

    
That
    time that seemed to be his again.
  




  

    
He
    wouldn't be lenient this time.
  




  

    
Many
    had betrayed.
  




  

    
From
    general Strabo, to that Patrick whom Verina had supported to
    his
    detriment and who had dared to massacre all the Isaurians who
    remained in Constantinople after his escape.
  




  

    
He
    would never have been able to forgive such an affront, nor
    could his
    militias, of the same nationality, have done so.
  




  

    
Having
    returned to his homeland, he began to recruit those tough
    people,
    accustomed to mountain life, leveraging the sense of belonging
    and
    the wounded pride of an ethnic group whose most prestigious
    exponent
    had been unjustly outraged.
  




  

    
Let
    Basiliscus be ready, because he wouldn't have an easy life with
    his
    armies.
  




  

    
Driven
    towards positivity by the objective picture of things, he began
    to
    make good resolutions. Once back on the throne he would put the
    finances in order, make some rotations in the army and pass
    some
    provisions that could strengthen the untouchability of his
    status.
  




  

    
On
    the other hand, he himself had experienced how ephemeral even
    the
    role of an Augustus could be. The same fate as him had befallen
    Julius Nepos, the colleague whom Leo, his predecessor, had
    appointed
    to lead the unfortunate West.
  




  

    
He
    had learned that he had been deposed, and that in his place a
    young
    boy, son of the Western patrician, Flavius ​​Orestes, had been
    elevated to the purple.
  




  

    
He
    thought he was fourteen or so.
  




  

    
A
    child.
  




  

    
As
    was his son Leo II, who died very young at the age of just
    seven from
    a sudden illness to the point of not even allowing himself to
    think
    about a possible cure.
  




  

    
He
    remembered with pain his son's little body wrapped in purple,
    his
    face round and still in death.
  




  

    
He
    would also take back the East in his name.
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Noricum,
Augustus 23rd 476 AD
    
  




  

    
It
    had finally happened.
  




  

    
He
    was there, on that stage put together as best he could with
    thousands
    of mercenaries in front of him, a cauldron of races and tribes
    like
    he had never seen. And the tension was sky high.
  




  

    
In
    the end Odoacer had to confess to his men that Orestes had
    changed
    his mind, and had no intention of granting them any land.
    Indeed, he
    had even ordered them to spend the winter outside Italy. The
    empire
    did not have a solid in its coffers.
  




  

    
The
    camp was then shaken as if by an earthquake, as word
    spread.
  




  

    
In
    order to appease the anger of the men, who had begun to raze
    their
    own fortress to the ground and were agreeing to cross Italy by
    raiding, Odoacer had decided to show himself, to make one last
    attempt to stop them, to induce them to a reasonableness he
    knew they
    would never show.
  




  

    
He
    would even pay out of his own pocket to slow them down.
  




  

    
But
    this, and he knew it well, would have meant making them
    enemies,
    demonstrating that he had once again preferred to lower his
    head in
    front of Rome, just when it was now defenseless and never
    before had
    the populations of the North been so united and in superiority.
    numerical.
  




  

    
Odoacer
    adjusted his belt buckle in the shape of a dragon's head, and
    stood
    with his legs apart in front of the crowd.
  




  

    
"Soldiers!"
  




  

    
Tents
    continued to be torn down before his eyes, and several fires
    had
    already been set.
  




  

    
He
    noticed that several men had their swords drawn and were
    staring at
    him.
  




  

    
"Soldiers!"
    he then shouted over the incessant noise.
  




  

    
His
    naturally ringing voice, ideal for his leadership role,
    instantly
    attracted everyone's attention.
  




  

    
"Are
    you then on the side of the Romans, prince of the Heruli?" came
    an indistinct voice, followed by roars of agreement.
  



“

  

    
We
    are tired of being treated like animals! The Romans stay warm,
    in the
    comfort of their homes, and they owe it only to us! And what
    does
    Orestes do as a reward? He deceives us, he sends us to die for
    him
    and then forces us to go back to sleep under the trees, to make
    our
    families suffer from hunger and freezing temperatures!"
  




  

    
The
    speaker was the same veteran who not long before he remembered
    having
    presented himself as a supplicant in his tent.
  




  

    
Indistinct
    shouts followed, then real insults that made Odoacer's blood
    boil in
    his veins.
  




  

    
He
    had heard the word servant, and then again coward.
  




  

    
And
    that Odin had called him to him in that moment, if he had ever
    been
    even for an instant a coward or a servant of the Romans.
  




  

    
He
    felt the need to vent.
  



“

  

    
Now
    then, what do you expect from me, men?” he shouted back. He
    must
    have seemed really exasperated, because the soldiers'
    expressions
    immediately seemed different to him. How amazed.
  



“

  

    
I
    did my best to ensure that you were given what was promised.
    However,
    Flavius Orestes did not want to respect the agreements. But I
    still
    remain a faithful servant of Rome!”
  




  

    
"Servant?"
    a voice mocked him.
  



“

  

    
So
    Orestes takes the piss out of us and you continue to stay calm?
    Your
    father Edecon would be turning in his grave to know!'
  




  

    
That
    reference to his father, who had once threatened the empire
    alongside
    Attila, moved him to his core.
  




  

    
He,
    however, his son the prince, had ended up serving Rome.
  




  

    
But
    he did it for the love of civilization, for how his life had
    changed
    since he set foot in the Forum. A new reality, governed by laws
    far
    removed from the barbaric feuds that were only washed with
    blood.
    There he had encountered the courts, and then regularized
    trade,
    discovered previously unknown professions, learned the rules of
    how
    to behave in various contexts.
  




  

    
He
    had learned to read and write, and to appreciate the art and
    beauty
    that seemed to shine in every corner of that city.
  




  

    
He
    could never return to the barbarity of his youth.
  




  

    
That's
    why he suddenly felt close to his men.
  




  

    
He
    understood that their feelings, their frustrations would be his
    too
    if he found himself in their situation.
  




  

    
They
    were their brothers.
  




  

    
He
    had to help them.
  




  

    
It
    was not Rome that had betrayed their loyalty.
  




  

    
It
    was Orestes.
  




  

    
He
    had to make it clear in his mind: that man was treacherous and
    incompetent, and he had to be eliminated. His men deserved to
    have
    their agreements respected. That their families had a better
    life.
    This didn't necessarily mean that Rome, beautiful Rome, should
    have
    been razed to the ground...
  



“

  

    
Be
    worthy of your lineage, prince! Fulfill your destiny! “
  



“

  

    
Lead
    us against those who want your people hungry and
    homeless!”
  



“

  

    
Son
    of Edecon, be worthy of your father!”
  




  

    
He
    would have liked to silence all those mouths, but their call
    was
    becoming more and more irresistible.
  




  

    
Did
    he wish to be the king of those people?
  




  

    
What
    would it lead to?
  



“

  

    
Long
    live King Odoacer!”
  




  

    
That
    scream almost made him lose his balance.
  




  

    
He
    didn't have time to raise his arms to invite everyone to calm
    down
    and talk, as dozens of them suddenly fell onto the stage,
    shaking the
    wooden boards.
  




  

    
They
    started calling him king, liberator, and in a few moments he
    found
    himself in their arms, hoisted up and thrown into the air
    despite
    himself.
  




  

    
He
    had the feeling that someone else had decided for him.
  




  

    
Perhaps,
    from Valhalla it was his father's spirit that changed the
    course of
    events.
  




  

    
Now
    he was king.
  




  

    
Now
    it would be war.
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Pannonia,
August 26th 476 AD
    
  




  

    
Theoderic
    let out a scream, slammed his fists with formidable power on
    the
    desk, and raised his arms to the sky in victory.
  



“

  

    
What
    makes you so happy, my lord?” Roxanne, the wife of the king of
    the
    Ostrogoths, asked in a persuasive voice, sliding sensually
    behind her
    and encircling him from behind.
  




  

    
Theoderic
    let his head fall back, abandoning it to the softness of her
    chest.
  




  

    
He
    had just received some fantastic news.
  




  

    
"This
    letter," he said in an excited voice, shaking the parchment in
    his hand, "this letter will mark the definitive stability of
    our
    people!"
  




  

    
Roxanne
    tried to hide her interest, smiling and pretending not to
    understand.
    But Theoderic would never have been enchanted by her
    dissimulations.
  




  

    
He
    loved her, and would never have renounced the ardor of their
    carnal
    unions, but he knew that Roxanne had a refined political
    mind.
  




  

    
Too
    refined not to be able to read between the lines and aspire to
    influence decisions at court with the cards at her
    disposal.
  




  

    
However,
    those matters would be up to him alone.
  




  

    
That
    he understood it immediately. He was in command.
  



“

  

    
In
    these lines, the Augustus Zeno complimented me for having kept
    away
    the hordes of Slavs who crowded our borders from the East. He
    is
    pleased with my experience in Constantinople and the fact that
    he
    received an education in line with what befits a noble of the
    empire.
    He applauds my youth and my moderation in reigning."
  




  

    
"AND…?"
  




  

    
Roxanne
    leaned over slightly, making her abundant breasts dance in
    front of
    her man and covering his face with her long auburn hair.
  



“

  

    
And
    so, since you really want to know everything” he reacted,
    suddenly
    standing up and grabbing her forcefully by the waist, “he
    proposed
    an alliance to me”.
  




  

    
Roxanne
    suddenly changed her gaze, becoming serious and
    doubtful.
  



“

  

    
You
    know well how famous the court of Constantinople is for the
    murky
    plots that are born and developed there, Theoderic. Zeno
    himself was
    deposed by his mother-in-law, only to retake the throne by
    force.
    Betrayals are the order of the day in that city."
  




  

    
"The
    Augustus swore on his honor," he replied, returning a cold look
    and holding her even tighter. He certainly didn't take advice
    from
    her.
  




  

    
At
    that point, Roxanne broke into a warm smile and hugged him
    passionately.
  



“

  

    
I
    just want you to be safe. You are our king."
  



“

  

    
From
    today, with the appointment of the Augustus Zeno, I am also an
    ally
    of the Eastern Empire, my dear. This means that I, in command
    of the
    Ostrogoth army, will defend the borders of the empire of
    Constantinople."
  



“

  

    
I
    would not want that man to do this, while conferring on
    you
  




  

    
a
    great honor, with the aim of keeping the barbarians away
    without
    effort and then annexing the lands we conquered with the blood
    shed
    by our ancestors."
  




  

    

      
He
      was damn smart.
    
  


  

    
He
    had to acknowledge that.
  



“

  

    
I
    thought about this too. I would be crazy if I excluded a priori
    that
    Zeno also considered this possibility in his favor. But do you
    know
    what I tell you, my queen? No one will be able to take away
    what we
    have taken after a thousand battles. Not under my reign. This
    alliance will enrich our people and give them the opportunity
    to
    establish important trade networks. We must look further, as
    our
    illustrious predecessors did not. It's time for the Ostrogoths
    to
    stop being merely fighters feared throughout the empire, and to
    draw
    inspiration from bigger ideas to live in prosperity. After what
    I saw
    in Constantinople, I would be cowardly not to aspire to give
    the same
    to my people."
  




  

    
An
    enlightened ruler, that's what he wanted to be.
  




  

    
With
    Rome now dying, the East was the real force to look to in order
    to
    form an alliance.
  




  

    
And
    there was no need to worry about any betrayals of the signed
    agreements. Not now.
  




  

    
Zeno
    was no longer so strong, even though he had returned to the
    throne.
  




  

    
The
    people of the East had simply accepted the lesser evil for the
    time
    being.
  




  

    
Anyone
    would have been welcome rather than continue to suffer the
    poverty
    and instability that had marked the interregnum of the usurper
    Basiliscus.
  




  

    
And
    precisely because of this, the power of the Isaurian was not as
    solid
    or fearsome as it once was.
  




  

    
There
    was every margin to encourage an exponential growth in the
    standard
    of living of its people.
  




  

    
Constantinople
    would have been calm with the Ostrogoths guarding their
    borders, and
    on the other hand they would have enriched themselves, perhaps
    even
    considering further expansion.
  




  

    
That
    year, which had been full of changes, seemed to have not yet
    run out
    of twists and turns.
  




  

    
For
    example, what was happening in Italy was very
    interesting.
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Piacenza
August, 28th 476 AD
    
  




  

    
Orestes
    passed his hand over his face, panting.
  




  

    
He
    looked at her and saw her completely covered in blood.
  




  

    
He
    was panting, exhausted by the suffocating heat. He didn't have
    the
    courage to turn around. He wouldn't have done it for any reason
    in
    the world.
  




  

    
That
    he at least died with dignity, because he was now certain of
    it.
  




  

    
This
    would be his last day.
  




  

    
And
    so, the barbarians had rebelled. That polite and faithful
    general who
    was Odoacer had until then transformed into a real sovereign, a
    king
    like those whom the Romans had fought for centuries in the
    forests of
    the North beyond the Rhine.
  




  

    
Those
    mercenary troops had descended from Northern Italy, devastating
    any
    town in their path.
  




  

    
They
    would take by force what he had denied them.
  




  

    
He
    had found refuge in Pavia at a sanctuary granted by the bishop
    of the
    city. Then those hordes once under his command had arrived and
    he had
    to flee to Piacenza, just in time before Odoacer found
    him.
  




  

    
Pavia
    had also been devastated and robbed of all its riches.
  




  

    
He
    had called to arms all the troops who had remained faithful to
    him,
    going towards the Erulo's men with the force of desperation. He
    knew
    that his wife and son, Romulus, were in Ravenna. The only
    consolation, the hope that they were informed in time and that
    they
    managed to save themselves.
  




  

    
Finally
    aware and repentant of his mistakes, he would sacrifice himself
    for
    them.
  




  

    
The
    few hundred soldiers he had managed to gather by promising
    non-existent gold and honors had been completely annihilated.
    He
    could see dead bodies everywhere he turned. More than once he
    had
    trampled on them, sinking into the ground made muddy by the
    juices,
    excrement, blood and entrails that had spilled onto the
    ground.
  




  

    
Those
    who had survived had fled, or even quickly changed sides,
    joining the
    ranks of the army that was about to fall on what remained of
    Rome's
    army. It was then that he saw Odoacer.
  




  

    
Harnessed
    in all respects like a barbarian king, his beard now long, his
    gaze
    fiery. He wondered if he had planned his election from the
    beginning,
    even when it had seemed so servile that he had been forced to
    impose
    his will on his men, forcing them to retreat beyond the Alps
    without
    pay or land.
  




  

    
It
    had all been his fault.
  




  

    
He
    had been terribly full of himself and superficial.
  




  

    
He
    had believed, in that era of confusion and approximation, that
    he
    could govern without laws or regard for anyone.
  




  

    
He
    had believed that Rome and the Romans would be indifferent to
    any
    violations he committed.
  




  

    
But
    he had not reckoned with those who had consolidated his
    power.
  




  

    
The
    armies. But they were not Roman.
  




  

    
And
    that they would now submerge what remained of a
    thousand-year-old
    civilization, which had turned on its light, illuminating the
    world.
  




  

    
It
    would all disappear with his name.
  




  

    
He
    thought of Romulus.
  




  

    
He
    had been disrespectful and careless towards his son.
  




  

    
He
    dodged a slash from a soldier on horseback, managing to graze
    the
    steed in the throat.
  




  

    
The
    opponent was unhorsed and crashed to the ground.
  




  

    
He
    had abused him, blood of his blood, installing him on the
    throne but
    demanding that he do what he said.
  




  

    
Another
    barbarian came at him. He feinted to the right and thrust his
    sword
    into his side.
  




  

    
He
    felt his strength fade, his grip less firm, his knees wobbly.
    He was
    seeing double, he was swerving.
  




  

    
And
    now, his son would live a miserable existence because of his
    unbridled ambition and recklessness.
  




  

    
Assuming
    he survived.
  




  

    
He
    was a half-barbarian who had failed to understand that the
    world he
    lived in was about to be swamped by the same people he had
    lived
    among for years.
  




  

    
He
    seemed to see Attila again, those elusive yellow eyes capable
    of
    incinerating a man. His dry orders, his guttural sentences,
    gurgles
    of a monster risen from the underworld.
  




  

    
The
    rides in the steppe, the tortures inflicted on the Romans, the
    churches set on fire. The plan to raze the empire.
  




  

    
And
    he had brought those same people to Italy, then giving them a
    pretext
    to invade it. Without being able to defend it.
  




  

    

      
Romulus…
    
  




  

    
Now
    it would really be his turn.
  




  

    
He
    should have and wanted to leave him an empire in better
    conditions.
    He understood that he had left his son at the mercy of himself
    and of
    a world now invaded by barbarians, criminals and murderers
    capable of
    any atrocity for a few siliqua.
  




  

    
Orestes
    began to cry.
  




  

    
He
    planted one foot on the neck of an opponent he had dragged to
    the
    ground, then slid across his body as well, ending up on all
    fours.
  




  

    
A
    shadow fell over him.
  




  

    
Odoacer
    was there in front of him, on his horse, staring at him.
  




  

    
Orestes
    couldn't say what triggered the light that shone in his eyes,
    whether
    hatred or pity, but he found it dazzling.
  




  

    
The
    shouts of the troops shook the earth. He looked around.
  




  

    
His
    last soldiers died on the spot, others fled, the remainder were
    thrown to the ground. The vultures were already circling above
    them,
    indefinite shapes in the clouding sky.
  




  

    
He
    had lost too much blood. She couldn't even stand.
  




  

    
He
    remained on his knees, his torso erect almost by inertia,
    staring at
    what seemed to him to be the first ruler of a new era that was
    being
    born.
  




  

    
Marking
    the death of the one in which he had decided for his son to
    reign. He
    held his head high, his vision blurred and obstructed by the
    blood
    pouring from his head, as Odoacer dismounted.
  




  

    
The
    rhythmic chants of the barbarian soldiers increased in
    intensity and
    pace. That was his funeral homily.
  




  

    
Perhaps,
    if his brother Paolo who was stationed in Ravenna had resisted,
    at
    least Romulus would have saved his life.
  




  

    
But
    where would he have fled? In Dalmatia?
  




  

    
Julius
    Nepos would have killed him, and then perhaps he would have
    made an
    agreement with Odoacer. No, impossible.
  




  

    
Julius
    would also have died. He was sure of it.
  




  

    
And
    he did not expect any help from Constantinople, which had not
    recognized their government.
  




  

    
The
    West remained abandoned, surrounded by ravenous wolves.
  




  

    
He
    would have died without knowing that it would be his
    son's.
  




  

    
The
    world of the barbarians was being born.
  




  

    
A
    world where everything they had ever been and loved would
    disappear
    in flames forever.
  




  

    
Here
    was the gift he had given him, and the legacy he would leave
    him now
    that he was preparing to abandon that land.
  




  

    
He
    cried without despair.
  



“

  

    
May
    God give you the strength to forgive me, my son,” he said,
    turning
    his eyes to heaven.
  




  

    
Odoacer
    stood before him with his sword drawn.
  




  

    
The
    screams of the barbarian army rose to the heavens.
  




  

    
He
    thought, in those last moments, that Rome was dying with
    him.
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Villa
of Licinius Lucullus, October 476 AD
    
  




  

    
It
    was now late at night.
  




  

    
Darkness
    engulfed the room where Romulus had been placed.
  




  

    
He
    wasn't sleepy. And she wouldn't have any for many nights to
    come.
  




  

    
As
    the days of that imprisonment that would last until his death
    passed,
    he felt his hopes fading, encompassed by darkness like his room
    at
    that moment.
  




  

    
He
    got up and went to the window, to contemplate the sea, the
    glimmers
    of moonlight giving life to the backs of the overlapping
    waves.
  




  

    
And
    that he would see overlap until his hair became white and thin,
    his
    body withered and unsteady. The same servants who revered him
    then
    would die, and he would see others come before him.
  




  

    
The
    dignified treatment meted out to him and his mother could never
    make
    him forget the shame of what had happened to him. He remembered
    everything. Still too vividly.
  




  

    
The
    barbarian hordes that surrounded Ravenna, cutting off any
    escape
    route. Waiting, in terror, for them to come and get
    them.
  




  

    
Odoacer,
    the king of the barbarians, and his men slaughtering his
    beloved
    familiars and hastily loading them onto a chariot, in a
    direction
    unknown to them.
  




  

    
The
    nights of that uncomfortable and testing journey had been
    punctuated
    by her suppressed moans and the vain caresses of her mother's
    trembling hands. In those days she had learned of the end of
    her
    father and uncle Paolo. His dream had been lost among the gusts
    of
    cold wind that had made him shiver in that wagon.
  




  

    
Then
    they arrived at that luxurious villa, another testimony to the
    great
    past of the empire that had slipped from their hands.
  




  

    
Without
    being able to do anything.
  




  

    
Even
    though Odoacer had guaranteed Flavia Serena a very respectable
    income
    - six thousand gold solids a year - and treatment befitting
    their
    rank, the mocking laughter of the barbarian soldiery still
    echoed in
    his ears.
  




  

    
The
    longing glances directed at his mother, before they
    separated.
  




  

    
He
    only met her during meals, for a few moments.
  




  

    
He
    would not have been able to say whether, in his absence, the
    last
    member of his family still alive had already been the object of
    the
    sights of those beasts accustomed to taking any woman by
    force.
  




  

    
He
    was completely helpless. A boy who had deluded himself into
    thinking
    he could change the world in which he was born, a world
    inevitably
    destined to death after an interminable agony.
  




  

    
He
    never saw Odoacer again.
  




  

    
That
    man, who should have been a trusted general of Rome, had
    deposed him,
    declaring his reign over.
  




  

    
And
    he, being the brat that he was, couldn't help but remain
    paralyzed
    with terror as they loaded him onto that cart, like an
    inanimate
    object.
  




  

    
The
    silence in which he had closed himself since then, he thought,
    would
    have killed him before the hour. Still better than living in
    that
    ignoble way, with no way of being able to decide your own
    destiny in
    the slightest.
  




  

    
In
    less than a year, Augustus had found himself a prisoner.
  




  

    
He
    could no longer hold back his tears, and collapsed sobbing on
    the
    windowsill with his head in his hands.
  




  

    
Why
    was this happening to him?
  




  

    
What
    had he done wrong? She had only indulged her fate!
  




  

    

      
He
      was just a boy, dammit!
    
  




  

    
The
    roar of the waves, which hit the foundations of that majestic
    villa,
    covered his heartbreaking tears.
  




  

    
He
    stood up, wiping his tears with the sleeve of his tunic.
  




  

    
A
    purple tunic.
  




  

    
The
    only sign of his lost kingship he had been allowed to
    keep.
  




  

    
There
    was nothing worse in the world than getting everything you had
    always
    wanted and then losing it in an instant, without being able to
    oppose
    it, almost as if it were a completely natural inertia.
  




  

    
The
    immutable illusory nature of human hopes.
  




  

    
Toil
    for an entire existence only to perish before the finish
    line.
  




  

    
As
    if it were normal to have to witness the unraveling of all the
    plans
    made for one's future.
  




  

    
His
    mother had told him before leaving him after finishing dinner.
    Crying
    would help him. Once he saw the tears, everything would be
    clearer
    and lighter to his spirit.
  




  

    
Romulus
    looked out his window again.
  




  

    
He
    imagined himself old and decrepit, looking at those same
    waves.
  




  

    
And
    an uncontrollable anger rose within him, an irresistible fire,
    the
    desire to change his life and the whole world, even if
    alone.
  




  

    
Completely
    alone.
  




  

    
They
    had taken everything from him. The love of the family, the
    trust in
    the future, his hopes, his goals. His youth.
  




  

    
Freedom.
  




  

    
No,
    he couldn't give up.
  




  

    
If
    there had been even a single hope of regaining control of his
    life,
    he would have seized it. Otherwise, he would gladly die trying
    to
    take back what he had lost.
  



“

  

    
My
    Father” he murmured with his hands clasped “help me. Make me
    the
    warrior you were in life."
  




  

    
He
    had to fight.
  




  

    
As
    long as he had a single breath of life he would chase that
    purple he
    was still dressed in. His dream, to reign over Rome, or even
    just to
    return there, would have been the obsession of his existence,
    that he
    would have voted to achieve that goal.
  




  

    
He
    could not resign himself to the advent of the world of
    barbarians.
  




  

    
Those
    creatures were not worthy of walking around his city, admiring
    its
    statues. He shuddered at the thought that all the monuments of
    Rome
    could soon disappear.
  




  

    
Now
    he knew how Julius Nepos felt.
  




  

    
But
    he was still young.
  




  

    
He
    was not a boy, as had been mistakenly believed until then. He
    would
    have looked at himself as a young man, full of life and
    resources.
  




  

    
Even
    if he no longer had anything materially, he could still rely on
    his
    inventiveness, and on the willpower that he forced himself
    never to
    lose again, no matter how tragic his situation might be.
  




  

    
It
    would take time for his time to come.
  




  

    
The
    idea that it might never arrive should have disappeared from
    his
    head, and forever.
  




  

    
He
    bore the names of the founder of Rome and of the one who had
    made it
    great and invincible.
  




  

    
He
    could not disappoint those great ancestors and predecessors of
    his.
  




  

    
He
    invoked their name in prayer, and with them that of his
    favorite
    Caesar Marcus Aurelius, so that they would give him the
    strength of
    mind and wisdom to see beyond the tragedy of his present, so as
    to
    see a bright future again.
  




  

    
A
    future of freedom.
  




  

    
He
    cried again, thinking of his father who had died trying to aid
    his
    escape. But that messenger headed to Ravenna, with the streets
    now
    devastated after decades of neglect, could never have arrived
    in
    time. Furthermore, he had also been intercepted and killed by
    Odoacer's scouts.
  




  

    
Odoacer.
  




  

    
As
    long as he lived he would try to escape from that golden
    prison, from
    that sentence to a slow death that had irreversibly disfigured
    the
    candour of his youth.
  




  

    
And
    then, he would make that man pay for his betrayal and the
    suffering
    he had inflicted on him and his family.
  




  

    
Trembling
    with anger, he clutched his robe.
  




  

    
The
    last relic of his fleeting greatness.
  




  

    
He
    sighed and sat down wearily at the desk.
  




  

    
It
    was nice to think about one's revenge, about the possibility of
    being
    free again. To his dream of seeing Odoacer die in front of
    him.
  




  

    
But
    for now, he would have to go along with events.
  




  

    
And
    do what the Herul had imposed on him.
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