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A vast tapestry of ancient times un-
folds in this stirring tale of adventure
and romance, whose setting reaches
from the hills of Rome to the limits of
the known world in the age of the
Emperor Caligula.

A crack Roman legion, fallen into
disfavor with the mad Emperor, has
been sent on a seemingly impossible
quest: to follow the routes ol the silk
trade deep into Asia and there recover
the standard of the Lost Legion, a
Roman army that disappeared without
a trace on that frontier one hundred
years before.

And so it happens that a body of un-
sung Roman foot soldiers will march
out of history into the mists of legend
and fable to the regions beyond the
pale of Empire, and with them will
walk an extraordinary young woman,
driven across the face of half the earth
by courage, pride, and passion to the
fantastic fate that awaits them all at
journey’s end.
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For my Sors:
This tale of Men of Honor
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ROMA






PROLOGUE
THREADS ARE CHOSEN

Many strands are needed for the web woven by the Fates. Back
and forth the flying shuttles flash, each one bearing a thread to
complete the design which only the weavers know.

Here is a strand of bright color. There is a dark line. A short
frayed scrap. Occasionally a knot is tied as a thread comes to its
end and is clipped. A life has been discarded and is no longer
necessary.

Yet it was once and will remain an integral part of the grand
plan.

A farmer straightens his aching back and breathes a weary
sigh, looking at the sun. The time will not be sufficient to accom-
plish all he had meant to do.

Atticus, a young patrician, gives his major-domo instructions
for the coming banquet and its orgy to follow. This must go be-
yond anything ever experienced by his friends in past magnifi-
cence and prodigality.

For an instant a sense of futility darkens his spirit. His soul re-
coils, contemplating itself in disgust, but the moment passes.

Night comes upon the city. Lilia sobs into her pillow, unsure
of herself, wanting her lover to be pleased with her, but afraid of
his demands and reluctant to abandon her maidenly ideals.

If she could only be sure that Tibullus’ love matched hers in
earnestness and strength. His grandfather was a man of probity
and courage. His father, the senator, held men spellbound with
his oratory. What a pity that neither had any interest in Tibullus
--as a scion of the family or in his future! Should not a poet be
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equally held in respect and trust? Wasn't it also she who was
failing him?

Eitel, a slave, bleeds under the lash, but he will not scream,
for his murdered father was once a prince of the Huns. With
every stroke his hatred of Rome deepens.

In a dark alley a youth, Lucas, wields his knife adeptly. No
one has seen what he has done—he thinks. He weighs the purse
and tucks it into his tunic.

There has been no outcry. There will be none, but as he leaves
the alley Lachesis has already measured out his span of thread
and Clotho has begun the weaving of it into the design.

The heavy traffic of Rome rumbles through its narrow streets.
Kept out during the day for the benefit of pedestrians, the drays
now bring in the supplies for the markets, the heavy timbers and
marble blocks for the never ending construction of the city.

In the Subura, that teeming district of flimsy, crowded, six-
and seven-story tenements, the noise incessantly increases. The
bawling of carters, the cursing and cracking of whips over the
backs of the straining mules, the arguments over rights of way at
intersections, sometimes settled by blows, the continual clatter of
hoofs on the cobblestones—all this is reverberating pandemo-
nium.

Yet, through the uproar, people sleep. Such sounds are part of
their lives. Those who have worked to exhaustion throughout the
day do not hear the noise.

The city vibrates and echoes. The ground trembles, but the
sound rises as a whisper to the mansions and palaces on the hills.

Here dwell the nobility. Here are the fine old families. Here
are the newly rich and the temples of their tutelary gods.

In the palace of the Emperor it is not heard at all.
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Gaius Caesar Caligula bent a steady, feral glare upon the in-
wardly quaking informer before him. He did not speak for a
long moment.

Behind the throne and a little to the left stood Macro, the
Praetorian praefect, Caligula’s most trusted confidant. According
to well-founded rumor, this man had aided his master in the
smothering of his Emperor, the aged Tiberius, less than two
years earlier.

Thus Gaius had become Caesar and had rewarded his hench-
man by seducing Ennia, Macro’s wife. Their association was one
of expediency. There was little love lost between the two.

Not unaware of this, Ofonius Tigellinus, the Sicilian, realized
that in seeking an audience in private to impart the knowledge
he held, he might well become the unnecessary member of the
three.

His reward might be a bowstring and the hooks which would
drag him down the Gemonian steps to be flung into the Tiber.
He had not yet acquired the confidence and poise which would
eventually raise him to become the vicious accomplice of the fu-
ture Emperor Nero. He had no foreknowledge. He felt that he
had gone too far. His budding career might already be over.

The. long rays of the afternoon sun were focused directly upon
himself. Caesar sat, chin upon fist, in comparative shadow. The
praefect, never taking his brooding eyes from the informer, bent
down and whispered in Caesar’s ear.

Caligula smiled, without mirth. It was the only expression visi-
ble to Tigellinus. He saw it dimly through the ruddy brilliance
behind the two dangerous men.

Caligula held the mallet, ready to strike the gong. Tigellinus
suspected that the knuckles of that hand were white. A cough, a
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sneeze, had before now tipped the scales against a man in the er-
ratic mind of Caesar.

“If, then, the Thirteenth Legion names itself Emperor’s Own
but not in my honor, as it should, | presume it must be in the
memory of the Immortal Julius?” His tone was smooth, silky.

“No, Divinity. It is in honor of its commander, Manlius Varro,
whom they love and follow as though he were an Immortal.”

Caligula struck his heavy fist upon the writing table before
him. The stylus and wax tablets jumped. So did the heart of
Tigellinus.

“You are a complete fool, Sicilian. An informer must be accu-
rate or his information is worthless. Already you have made
three mistakes.” He ticked them off with a nervous forefinger.

“l am the only Immortal alive today. Do you classify the
riffraff of the legions with your Emperor?

‘The surname of the commander whom you slur is Varus, not
Varro.

“And thirdly—you should never have come before me with
your lying slanders!”

The mallet swung up. Tigellinus fell to his knees. He babbled.

“Divinity! A moment! Your forgiveness! If you would but ex-
amine the tablets. | meant only that the allegiance of the soldiers
is misdirected. It should be only to you. Anything less is a crime.
There is only one Emperor. Only one brother to the gods. Oh,
Immortal Caesar, listen!

“His family name is not Varus, because he is not Roman. He
has no right to a Roman name. He has no honorable descent
through any gens. He is the grandson of a Spanish lady, through
an alliance she formed without honor or sanction, to save her
property after the victory of Munda. Raetica was colonized with
Roman immigrants and she would have lost her estates without
the protection and attentions of the Immortal Julius.”

Caligula laughed cynically. “That rings true at least, Macro.
Few of his women profited by him, though.

“Go on, Sicilian.”

“Her son took his mother’s name, Varro, and entered the army
as a common legionary. He rose to the rank of tribune. It is all in
the archives. | discovered it by accident.

“Her grandson, Manlius Varro, has become commander of the
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Thirteenth. He has a brother—eenturion in the Sixth Victrix, sta-
tioned in Sarmatia.

“Manlius’ son, from a dead wife, is here in Rome. He was sent
here to further his education. It seems he has a love for cheap
glory and the adulation of the mob. His studies were in the
Claudian school. He became a gladiator, and fights under the
name of Ajax. Manlius bitterly resents this.

“All, it is said, love Rome, but it is well known that the men of
the Thirteenth look to their commander more than to Caesar.

“May | be forgiven for speaking the truth as is my duty!”

Caligula said nothing. Tigellinus anxiously searched his face
and continued:

“All of his cataphracts are Spanish. There is not one Roman
knight among the whole cavalry unit of the Sixth Ala. Yet,
curiously, he insists that his legionaries be none but Roman citi-
zens, by either birth or law.

“Oh, Divinity! | beg you, read the records. Here is the roster
of the legions. Here is the history of the Thirteenth. Here is his
own family record. It is all written down.”

Caligula’s hand released the mallet. It swung back of its own
weight upon its chain. A faint thrum-m-m vibrated in the still air
as it tapped the edge of the gong. Tigellinus shivered.

“Continue.” The tone was not encouraging. Tigellinus re-
mained on his knees.

“Get up, man. Stop shaking. Say on. You may, indeed, have a
case. | will listen.”

Macro interrupted. “His slingers are all Balearics. The finest in
the world. | saw them march past, at your father’s triumph. I
marked how they regarded Commander Varro.

“There was a light in their eyes. They were watching him, not
Germanicus. | thought then that they would be willing to die for
their leader and no one else.

“When this man came to me, | did some research myself, be-
fore 1 brought him to you. The Thirteenth is the only legion in
the army that is not undermanned. Nine tenths of them are vol-
unteers. It is overmanned.

“In that parade | noticed particularly the artillery engines. His
carroballistae, onagers, and giant ballistae were in the best con-
dition I had ever seen. Word | received, from sources in Spain,
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say that he never moves without ten wagonloads of spare parts
for his engines. His baggage train contains three wagonloads of
mule-gut cable alone.”

Caligula’s tense attitude bespoke his rapt attention. His fingers
beat a tattoo on the arm of the throne.

“What of the army personnel? Is their training anything unu-
sual or is it conventional?”

“Every man in the legion is an expert swordsman of course,
but all have been trained, in addition, as archers. Each knows
something about the use of every other weapon.

“Naturally, there are specialists. Some are better than others
in the use of any arm. There is no man who cannot use a bow
with precision. All can handle a sling, a throwing knife, a long
lance, or a short pilum.

“Even the cooks, the sutlers, the farriers and woodcutters, the
carpenters, drovers, and the physicians are fighting men.

“l have had a complete set of Thirteenth Legionary equip-
ment sent to us. A Praetorian stands outside now, in that outfit.
With your permission?”

Caligula did not answer in words, but a peremptory though
negligent gesture gave consent. He maintained his fixed stare
upon the quaking informer until the guardsman entered. The
sight of this man caught his instant and exclusive consideration.

The Emperor was no stranger to armed men.- He had spent his
infancy, his boyhood, and much time as a youth in the estab-
lishments of the legions commanded by his father, Germanicus.
The affection of these stem fighters for their noble-principled
leader had included his son, whom they had made the darling of
the camps.

The caligatae, “the booted ones,” or footsloggers, gave him a
little pair of boots like their own, made by the army cobbler,
hobnails and all—and called him ‘Tittle Boots.”

They applauded the casts he made with his tiny pilum; they
cheered his assaults upon some giant antagonist who cowered in
mock fear before his savage attack with short-sword or dagger;
they even laughed at the swaggering arrogance which followed
his permitted victories.

Unwittingly, they fed his vanity and his contempt for man-
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kind. All that was long ago. No man laughed at Gaius Caesar
Caligula now, either in sympathy or in derision.

Neither did the Emperor now laugh or smile at the Praetorian
guard. He thought that, in all his life, he had not seen before so
menacing a soldier.

It was not the man’s height, for all the guardsmen were espe-
cially chosen for their physique. It was not his countenance, for
that was engaging rather than otherwise. It was mainly little
differences in his equipment which might have passed unnoticed
by a casual observer.

These did not escape the practiced eye of Caligula, degenerate
dilettante perhaps, but with the background of the professional
soldier.

At first glance the armor of this man seemed no different from
that of other legionaries who might have individual fancies as to
minor equipment. It was not ornate but functional, almost se-
verely plain, but the instant the Praetorian entered and struck
his left breast with his clenched right fist in salute to his Em-
peror, the difference was made apparent.

To the keen ear of Caligula, the tone of the clashing metal be-
trayed an unusual quality. He beckoned the man within reach.
The guardsman stood like a statue while the overlapping strips
of his cuirass were fingered.

The lorica was of fine Spanish steel, at least one eighth of an
inch thicker than standard equipment. The five strips, also over-
lapping, which bent over each shoulder, were of even stouter
metal. The one nearest the neck had been brought up in a pro-
nounced curve to form a low collar.

Caligula at once understood the practicality of the innovation.
It was intended to deflect the favorite slashing cut of enemy
swordsmen. A heavy blow, delivered between neck and shoul-
der, would sever not only the thick trapezius muscle but also the
clavicle and the carotid artery. This point, so difficult to protect,
was a peculiarly vulnerable spot.

Beneath the lorica he could see a heavy tunic of Cordovan
leather. Here again was a further reinforcement and protection,
in the form of a double fold just beneath the curved strips of
steel. A strong neckerchief of coarse linen acted as both scarf
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and padding between the upper edge of the cuirass and the
lower rim of the Praetorians helmet.

Macro saw Caligula eying the scarf. He removed it and
showed that the center of the cloth was leather. It formed the
pouch of a sling, which rested, when in place, upon the back of
the neck, acting as a shock pad beneath the helmet’s rim. It was
an article of dress, a protection, and a weapon.

Caligula looked closely at the helmet. “Hand me your galea,”
he commanded.

Across the front of the helmet was affixed a movable semicircle
of spring steel. He flicked it with a snap of his finger. It rang
musically. Not broad enough to carry an insignia, it did not seem
heavy enough to be of any practical use.

Macro smiled. “With your permission, Divinity.”

He took the helmet and lifted the movable piece. It swung up
easily. He depressed it. Its radius of movement was little more
than an inch. However, the steel had been tempered so perfectly
that the Praefect was unable to force it into contact with the
main part of the dome.

“It is meant to absorb the force of a frontal blow.” While
explaining, Macro turned the helmet over and removed the inner
cork lining which acted as a shock absorber. Under it were two
sets of spirally coiled leather thongs, so situated as to rest
directly upon the danger points of the temples.

The cheekpieces, which also covered the main part of the ear,
were wider than standard. They not only shielded the cheek-
bones but also protected the vulnerable softness of throat and
underjaw, when they were brought close and buckled.

“The thongs are slings. Each man of the Thirteenth is a
trained slinger, naturally not as expert as the Balearics. The
pouch, attached to the front of the sword belt, contains four lead
balls and six of baked clay. The legionaries are almost as accu-
rate with common brook pebbles as they are with regulation mis-
siles.

“The bow each carries has a sixty-pound pull. The arrows
have slots which are purposely thin, so that in battle the arrows
are useless to the enemy, who almost universally can be expected
to use thicker bowstrings.”

Macro displayed two spare strings of fine gut. These were also
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coiled into a little pad, affixed by means of a plaster to the back
of the helmet’s interior.

“On the contrary, the archers of the Thirteenth can reclaim
and use the wider slotted arrows of their antagonists, when they
have exhausted their own supply. They frequently have used a
bowstring as a strangling cord.

“Now for the gladius.” He withdrew the guardsman’s sword.

“The ball on the hilt is lead. It counterbalances the blade.
With a six-inch stroke, our soldier can crush in the facial bones
of his enemy. If his sword is broken he can use the scabbard as a
war club, as it is also tipped with another lead ball of the same
weight. He need never be completely defenseless.

“His sword, as you see, is not standard but is of centurion’s
length, giving him an additional six-inch reach. It is the long
handle which gives him the advantage, so he can shorten it for
infighting if he must.

“He is also outfitted with a centurion’s dagger. Even these are
slightly different from those in the other legions, because they are
perfectly balanced for the purpose of throwing. All Varro’s men
are well trained in that art.

“Turn, soldier.”

The guardsman made a smart about-face. “Here, dangling
upon his back, held with a cord which a sharp tug will break,
behold three star thistles, or caltrops. In need, each man supplies
himself from the back of the man in front, to break up an on-
coming cavalry charge while on the march, or to lay a danger
zone in front of his section of breastworks, if it is attacked by
infantry. Here, also, hangs the quiver of arrows. These are slen-
der and light as flight arrows. In so outfitting, Varro has sac-
rificed penetrating power for distance, though the advantages
of both are held in dispute among tacticians.”

Macro noticed the Emperor’s impatient glance and hastily
changed the subject by snatching away the guardsman’s shield
to display it. “The front bears only a snarling wolf’'s head—the
emblem of the Thirteenth. The weight in itself is little more than
the other legions carry—but see herel”

He spun it around. In addition to the ann strap and handhold,
three more throwing knives were set in carrying loops and three
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caltrops were set along the outer edge where they would not be
in the way.

“Observe the upper rim, Divinity. It is formed of fine steel,
sword material, and is razor sharp. Brought up under a mans
chin, it will sever his jugular—possibly remove his head. It is a
weapon in itself.”

“Why, the fellow is a walking arsenal,” Caesar muttered.

Macro raised the guardsman’s right hand. It was armed with a
viciously spiked cestus. “The instrument does not interfere with
the use of any other. He can wield a short-sword, dagger, or
lance. The pilum is the only item in the armament of the Thir-
teenth which is standard. It could not be improved upon.”

Caligula sat for a long moment, pensive, staring at the guards-
man’s broad back. Chin on fist, he scowled and considered. None
of the other three dared break the silence. In the end, he sighed.

“Tell me, faithful Tigellinus, what is your interest in this
matter?”

The Sicilian breathed easier. He shifted his rigid position.

“I have only your interest in mind, Divinity. When the estates
of a proscribed man are seized, seven eighths of their value re-
verts to the treasury. | considered it my duty to call your Divin-
ity’s attention to a possible threat to yourself and a menace to
the peace of the Empire.”

Caligula laughed. Macro’s smile was cynical.” The guardsman
gazed woodenly at the wall.

“Leaving the peace of Rome out of our consideration, it had
doubtless occurred to you that the other eighth goes to the in-
former?”

Tigellinus looked horrified.

“Divinity, | ask nothing for myself. 1 desire only to serve you.
The honor is sufficient reward. | place myself at your disposal. |
beg of you to accept anything due me under the law, to be used
at your personal pleasure.”

“l shall so accept, with gratitude. Consider yourself numbered
among my clients and permanently attached to my household.
You may leave.”

He bent a cold glare upon the guardsman. “You also.”

When the two had departed, the Sicilian, overcome with relief,
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incoherently stammering his thanks, the guardsman’s back
straight and his stride precise, Caligula faced his praefect.

“What is your opinion of all this, Macro? What do you think
this exceptional armament implies?”

“There is no legion in the army—no two legions—that could
stand alone against the Thirteenth, should Varro become ambi-
tious and decide to capitalize upon his left-handed pretensions to
the throne.

“It may be that he has no such intention. Still, he can scarcely
be unaware of his heritage. This awareness cannot be ignored,
nor can his possible future plottings. If his descent from the Im-
mortal Julius should become widely known and disaffection arise
in the army, who can say what ramifications there might be?”

“True,” said Caligula, almost to himself, yet loud enough that
Macro could hear. “l squander fortunes to keep the army faith-
ful and in line and it is never enough.

“This Varro is a menace. The legion itself is a menace. Its
weapons are splendid but unorthodox. Its methods of warfare
may be as unusual. Certainly its records in Spain are extraor-
dinary.

“Still, we must consider both the Thirteenth and its com-
mander disposable. It could probably not work in unison with
any other legion under a single command—its allegiance is now
suspect. Yet if | get rid of one danger | increase the other. If
Varro is eliminated, | antagonize the legion. They are volunteers
—eitizens. That means that they are men of family; men with rel-
atives, many, no doubt, influential.

“Discounting the foreign cavalry and slingers, nearly six thou-
sand potential dangers remain to ramify and spread disaffection.
I must also rid myself of the legion.” He paused.

“The Parthian ambassador has sought an audience for some
weeks, has he not?”

“He wishes permission to send for a delegation from Parthia
to discuss terms for a lasting peace, or so he says.”

Caligula scowled. “He lies. He seeks to gain time by lengthen-
ing our uneasy truce. When the armies are built up again the
war will be reopened. However, it may be that he can become
useful to us in this matter. He shall have that permission. Let
him send for his delegates. While they are on the road, the Thir-
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teenth shall be ordered here. There are many roads that lead
from Rome. Perhaps on one of them our dilemma may march
away forever. See that the orders are given, good Macro.”

“What are your desires concerning my guardsman?”

“Oh, have him killed,” Caligula said indifferently. “l leave the
matter to your own judgment. But do not delay.”

Caligula remained a few moments alone. When he followed
Macro, it was with the jaunty mien of a man without care. Yet
he would have done well to remember something which even
emperors cannot afford to forget.

There is no man so lowly that he has not at least one friend.
Before the guardsman was struck down and silenced, he had al-
ready talked.



THE MAKING OF THE WEB

The official dispatches went forth. To Ctesiphon, Parthia’s capi-
tal, where astute diplomats studied the carefully worded invita-
tion for delegates to be sent—to bind a treaty.

To Hyrcania, which controlled the northeasterly borders of the
Caspian Sea, north of Parthia. Out of Hyrcania had come word
that bandits had cut the trade route between Rome and the mys-
terious, unknown land of Serica. Some called this the Land of
Silk. Some called it Cathay.

Silk and porcelain seldom arrived now in Rome. The values of
each had immensely increased. Bandits must be destroyed.

To Armenia, battleground and buffer state between the East
and West, torn by internal dissension and always in fear of inva-
sion.

Here the royal family read between the lines of their message.
It requested free passage of a Roman legion through their
nominally independent country. Ambitious princes studied each
other. They saw the implied threat, should it be refused. How to
comply without once more antagonizing Parthia, their rapacious,
closest, and mightiest neighbor? Both Tigranes and Iskander
made their separate plans.

Messengers rode in haste between the Armenian capital, near
Lake Van, and Ctesiphon. They also carried pacts to be signed.
Promises of allegiance were made on the one side and treaties of
protection upon the other. Vows which cynics in neither court
ever expected would be kept.

In due course the contents of the messages, garbled and en-
larged by rumor, spread in ever widening circles throughout the
web of intelligence common to all merchants, without which lu-
crative trade between the countries could not operate. There
were hot words and pounded tables and dark plans plotted, as
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many saw ruin facing their own little financial empires. War
would create new millionaires and new paupers.

As clearly, the diplomats saw the fact to be true that, if a fully
armed legion of Rome were to pass through neutral Armenia and
enter Parthia, no other result but war could occur.

Peaceful ambassadors do not need armies to guard them in
their travels.

So other sinister messages were secretly carried. Speculators in
futures locked their warehouses. Bales of silk lay as idle in the
godowns of the East as amphorae of wine did in the harbor
warehouses of the Mediterranean.

Now, while assassins were sharpening their daggers and kings
and queens had sleepless nights and generals were developing
battle plans, the Thirteenth Legion, the Emperors Own, una-
ware of its destiny, but fully equipped, had already left Spain
and was on its way to Rome.

When the orders came to Commander Manlius Varro that the
Eighth Augusta, was being sent in to replace the Thirteenth in
garrison, he had been dining alone in the pleasant garden of his
ancestral villa in Baetica.

He was a tall man, muscular and spare of body. Past middle
age, his black hair, though somewhat thinned by long years of
helmet wearing, was only slightly silvered. He had never pam-
pered his body and the lines of chin and throat were taut and
fine.

Bees were busy in the flowers, competing with the flashing
hummingbirds for the honey treasure. A fountain plashed dis-
creetly, its liquid music no distraction to his thoughts.

Hector, his Greek major-domo, stood just inside the arcade
and studied him as he read, his quick sharp glance following
the lines of his book, while his strong, sword-calloused fingers
peeled and sliced a golden quince.

These two were more than master and slave. They held a cer-
tain companionship which had little to do with custom or class.
The Greek saw little laugh fines crinkle around the comers of
thin lips. He smiled in sympathy. The craggy face of Manlius
was not often in such complete repose. It was a happy moment.

Manlius ate, daintily as an epicure, savoring each tiny bite of
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the dripping fruit. He lifted morsels with the little silver knife he
was using. The sun was warm on his back. The wind was sof-
tened to a jasmine-perfumed breeze by the high walls of the gar-
den. His heart was at peace and all seemed well with his par-
ticular world.

Hector coughed discreetly. Manlius finished the line he was
scanning and raised a questioning eyebrow. “Yes?”

“Master, the Quaestor Agrippa from Gades seeks your com-
pany.”

“Well, admit him at once. Don’t keep him standing at the
door. What are you waiting for? Show him in.”

Then, as Hector turned, “Bring wine. Falernian—the oldest.
You know his taste.”

Manlius dipped his fingers in rose water, dried them on a linen
napkin, unhurriedly rolled up the scroll and tied the strings in a
precise knot. He delicately dabbed at his lips, rose from his
chair, and turned to welcome his visitor at the exact instant the
financial officer of the city of Gades appeared in the garden.

As he moved to greet his guest, the naturally harsh lines of his
face were softened by a smile. Quintus Agrippa and Manlius
Varro were friends of long standing, although the duties of mili-
tary and civilian administration in the provinces rendered such
visits seldom possible.

Hispania, though long pacified, was still an occupied country
and there was unrest, however deeply buried it might be.
Officials in high places were not often able to ignore the duties
of their posts long enough to maintain a social round, provided
that they held, as these two did, a single-minded devotion to
furthering the interests of the Empire. For this reason the meet-
ing was doubly pleasurable to both.

Quintus was also of stern aspect. He knew little of softness in
judgments, but his appreciation of beauty was well developed.
He looked around him now with a sense of homecoming and fa-
miliarity.

“Delightful quarters. How fortunate you were to have been
stationed so close to your ancestral estates.”

“Most fortunate,” Manlius agreed. “Without your help and
your high connections, it might have been much more difficult.”
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“Merely a matter of knowing the right people and a little
about them. Everyone has something to hide.”

“l also?” Manlius smiled. Quintus gave him a keen look.

“If so, you have hidden it well. If not, you are an unusual ex-
ception.” His answering smile was slight and one-sided only.

Quintus met the world with a cynical, questioning attitude.
Years of political double-dealing, vote and position purchasing
had raised the quaestor to his present point of eminence. He
considered idealism a sham, and a mask for hypocrisy. Yet his
own face, plump with years of good feeding and as ruddy as the
wines he so .relished, was no such mask. Manlius knew that an
inner wistfulness lay behind it. As he himself strove to see and
recognize the goodness in humanity, so also did Quintus. It was
partly for this reason that the two were close friends.

The only difference, in that respect, was that Quintus saw little,
acknowledged even less, and Manlius saw much and guessed at
more.

His own loneliness and heartache at the loss of his wife
through death and his beloved son through estrangement had
been assuaged only by the stem necessities of duty and the
pleasant surroundings of his much-loved home. Now he asked no
more than that of life. He seldom permitted himself to dwell
upon these painful subjects. The manifold nuances of life, love,
and loneliness he had thrust deeply into his subconscious, but
they did surface against his desires—and nights were long. He
submerged them now, by a strong act of will.

It was obvious that Quintus was worried. Manlius wondered,
but he did not inquire the cause. Whatever disturbed his friend
would be unfolded in its own good time.

Instead he gestured toward the rose arbor where a flagon of
wine and paper-thin goblets had been placed. As they sat down
a slave brought a basket of small cakes and another followed
with a bowl of fruit.

Eying the fair hair of one and the dark, floating tresses of her
companion and examining, with the air of a connoisseur, the
lovely faces and figures of both, Quintus noticed that his bold
stare brought a faint flush to the cheek of the blonde.

Neither did he fail to observe that he received an answering
glance from the other girl. It was deferential. It was also inviting
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and, for an instant, was equally as bold as his own. He felt en-
couraged. This long, tiring journey might have unsuspected re-
wards.

The pair curtsied to master and guest and departed. Quintus
watched them out of sight. There was little to choose between
them, he thought, but there was the possibility of committing a
social error.

He poured out the libation upon the tesselated walk, savored
the bouquet with anticipation, and sipped the remainder of his
wine. He accepted a proffered honey cake. The hum of the bees
was soporific. Existence here was placid and the country was at
peace. The life of a military governor seemed less wearing than
his own. He envied Manlius and regretted again the news he
brought.

“You do yourself well here. Which one warms your bed?”

Manlius smiled. He shook his head in denial. “Always the same
guestion. Always the same answer, old friend, as at the other
times. You know | have small interest in women, since the light
of my life departed from my house. Besides, | have no time for
them, had | the inclination. I am not always as idle as you see me
today.”

“You sicken me. How can you live half a life and that half but
the lesser part? Eunice—that slim, quiet lady—was an under-
standing woman. She would be the first to tell you, ‘Accept the
gracious gifts the gods bestow!” Granting, of course, that there
are any gods, which you believe and | do not.

“Do you think that you will live forever and can take what
pleasures you will at your own convenience?” He smiled wryly.
“Who knows when your thread or mine will be cut? It may be
shorter than we think.”

“Ah, Quintus, leave off this old tired argument. Do not con-
tinually try to tempt me into your way of life. If | had had a
daughter instead of a son—not that | would ever have introduced
her to you, you aging satyr!” Manlius hastily added. “Or if, even
now, | could see in some lovely face—but, no, there was only one
Eunice, there will never be another— would, perhaps, count the
days more precious than | do.

“But | have no daughter, nor will I ever have, for I want no
other wife, nor have | your insatiable appetite for dalliance. We
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can surely enjoy the quiet of this hour in contemplation of less
transitory beauties.”

He touched the surface of the fruit bowl with the tips of his
fingers.

“Now just look at this, for instance. Out of Tuscany. It is very
old, but it has not been marred by time. It will still be admired
when our bones—yes, and those lovely children’s—will long since
have turned to dust.”

Quintus picked up the bowl and held it out over the stones of
the mosaic.

“Consider how easily it can be destroyed; how abruptly
your perfect moment can be ruined; how soon your content can
be turned to sorrow. No, Manlius, you are wrong. Your own il-
lustration proves my point. This very piece of art which gives
you so much pleasure was created only to be sold.

“Happiness can be bought, if only for a moment. The man
who says it can’t and refuses to profit by that moment as it
passes is a fool. As foolish as you are, for I will not break the
bowl you prize, but I have no choice than to shatter your placid
way of life.

“You should have accepted what was at hand with gratitude
to those gods in which you believe and | do not. Perhaps, if
there are any, you have offended them. It may be that they are
taking away the gifts you have ignored.”

Manlius sipped his wine and waited for an explanation.

“My heart was burdened when | took the road here and you
have not lightened it. I know how much all you see is part of
you. Your lands, your villa, your authority; that one sacred plot
of ground where stands the tomb of Eunice. Forgive me for
renewing your pain. You know | loved her too.

“Because of the affection | bear you, | could not have sent a
messenger today.”

He set the bowl carefully on the table. Manlius waited. His
face showed no change in his pensive expression.

Quintus turned the bowl and did not raise his eyes from the
unmoving figures.

“The Thirteenth is to be replaced in garrison by my old legion,
the Eighth, which is now disembarking at Gades. Upon its ar-
rival here, which should be within two or three days, you are
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hereby ordered to have your command in immediate readiness to
march. The Thirteenth is being recalled to Rome where it, and
you, will be sent upon foreign duty. Here are your marching or-
ders.”

He drew out a scroll from the folds of his tunic and cast it on
the table.

Manlius broke the seals, unrolled it, and scanned it without
emotion. After a moment he said, “Come, Quintus, your goblet is
empty. Drown your own troubles in old Falemian.

“You have brought me no new ones. | do believe what we
have is only lent for a little while. When the gods take it away,
we have lost nothing. It was never really ours.”

“You have expressed that view before.”

“And I still maintain it.”

They sat for a long quiet moment, looking out over the
flowers, beyond the fountain, across the valley plain at the blue
foothills of the Sierra Nevada. It was a beautiful day. The sun-
light gleamed on the farther peaks, gilding the tinted snow.

A man below was plowing with oxen. His encouraging cries
came faintly up to the watchers as he applied the goad to the
beasts. They plodded on without haste, leaning into the yoke as
though time were of no importance and the plowman no more
than an annoying gadfly.

There were workers in the valley fields and in the vineyards
on the slopes, both near and far. Everything was green, for that
year the rain had come at the proper season and in sufficient
guantity. The Baetis flowed full in its banks.

The ground steamed in the new furrows and a few birds cir-
cled, following the plowman, peering down from above, looking
for the uncovered grubs to feed their young.

No one seemed to be working with a sense of urgency or fear,
though Quintus Agrippa noticed that many of the laborers were
slaves. Here and there an overseer sat in the shade. He could not
see that any of these had whips at their sides.

Apparently the hand of authority in this district was light. It
appeared to be a pleasant, well-kept land.

The only jarring note in all the landscape was a maniple of
legionaries, about sixty men, who were double-timing along the
road in full marching equipment and with complete packs.
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Quintus wondered what the next military governor would be
like. Would the legionaries of the Eighth be kept under as tight
control as they had been beneath the eye of Manlius Varro? He
rather doubted the situation could be improved. He felt, with all
his customary wry pessimism, that it would probably change for
the worse.

Manlius, without turning to look at his guest, said pensively,
“There was no other message?”

Quintus knew, without inquiring, what his host hoped to hear.

“None through me,” he answered, and after a long pause:
“You have not yet heard from your son?”

“Nothing directly. It seems that he still resents my letter. He
thinks me unforgiving and arrogant. Perhaps | am. Yet, had | not
written harshly, | should have been lax in my duty to him. Rig-
idness, strictness, are my greatest faults. A certain narrowness
of mind has always been my curse.”

“l know that.” Quintus grinned. He slapped his friend on the
shoulder. “We two make a single man, you and I. If we could
take the best of each of us and meld it together, what a man that
would bel But—who would want anything to do with the other
one? Charon would throw him overboard. Cerberus would gag
on him! Nay, better stay as we are.

“As for Andronicus—what can | say? The last | knew, he was
well and whole. That is much for a gladiator. | hear he fights
under the name of Ajax and is growing wealthy. | don’t think it’s
known that he is your son.” Manlius, who had moodily been
studying his sandals, raised his head quickly.

“Frivolous women swoon over him. Crowds follow him in the
city. A wine has been named after him. He seems invincible.”

Manlius laughed. It was short and crisp. “Invincible? No man
is invincible in the arena, nor have | heard of any gladiator who
died rich or of old age. Honors vanish overnight and women turn
on their rounded heels to follow another swaggerer and worship
him on their backs. Ajax? An appropriate name, Quintus, but not
a fortunate one. The first Ajax defied the lightning only once!
How many more times for this one?”

Quintus had no answer. He picked up the book and looked at
the ivory tablet dangling from the spindle.

“De Re Militari? This is your light reading for a pleasant af-
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ternoon? He unrolled it and read a few lines. “Annotated. By
you? Who was the author?”

Manlius shrugged. “No one knows. It is a recent gift from
Matho, my Master of Horse, a native Spaniard. He attributes it
to Hannibal, for he is of Carthaginian descent and the book was
a family heirloom.”

“But the parchment is new. The text is Latin.”

“A copy, of course. My actuarius transcribed it. He is a fine
linguist. | could hardly deprive my officer of so valuable an
original.”

Quintus rapidly scanned another section, then retied the scroll
and laid it down, shaking his head.

“I wish | had time to read it. Hannibal—On the Art of War,
indeed! And corrected by Manlius Varro. This is priceless.”

“A few random thoughts, no more. Even Hannibal made a
few mistakes. Look it over tonight at your leisure.”

The dark-haired slave girl passed along the arcade. She gave
the quaestor a long, lingering look again. There was invitation in
it. Quintus5gaze followed her.

The little byplay was not lost upon his host. “Unless you have
other plans?”

“I admit my thoughts were not upon study. Forgive my inat-
tention.”

Manlius5 glance was tolerant. He chuckled. It seemed to
Quintus, as he made his excuses to withdraw, that there was
more than mere understanding in the tone. He wondered. Re-
gret, perhaps? Envy? Vows are made to be broken, he thought.
What else adds spice to life?

He followed perfume into a corridor soon to be shadowed by
the night.

Shadows had already fallen on the Fabrician Bridge in far
away Rome, where a boy and girl stood looking down into the
sullen water. They had not spoken for some little time. Now
Tibullus surreptitiously put his hand inside his tunic and brought
out a rose. With a quick, careful movement he slipped it into
Lilia’s thick hair, just above the ear.

Startled, she raised her hand toward it. Tibullus kissed the
small palm and closed the fingers down.
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“Keep that for me. Never lose it, arnica.

“Ah, my lady—fairest of the fair—
Let this flower grace your lovely hair
And all your life may you sweetly he
A precious theme for poesy!”

“Oh, Tibullus! Is that a new one? Did you write it for me?’
Her face became animated. She nestled into his arms. Her voice
was muffled against his chest. “You can be so dear—so aggravat-
ing—so—demanding. Tibullus, I can’t. | just can’t!”

“It is the only way.”

“It can’t be. There must be another way.”

“You love children. Think how we would both love ours. Par-
ents! Money! | hate both. This would solve everything. My fa-
ther despises me because | am a poet. He wanted a soldier for a
son.

“‘To uphold the honor of the family!” he said. | think he
would have cast me out if it were not for grandfather. The honor
of the family!”

Plis voice was bitter and harsh. Lilia clung to him, comforting
him, kissing him with tear-wet bps. Her words came out with a
rush.

“To be a poet is honorable. Be a poet—a great poet. Write a
wonderful poem. Many poems! You will be recognized. Money
will come to you. Then your father will be proud of you and my
father will no longer forbid you the house. He will welcome you
—he will invite you.

“Tibullus, the famous poet,” he will say. ‘My daughter’s hus-
band. A credit to his family—an addition to mine.” Isn’t that
worth working for—waiting for? Oh, Tibullus! | can’t be a bridge
girl4 won’t!” She began to cry, softly.

“You may be expecting more of me than I can do. | love you—
need you— want you. I want you now, Lilia, not in twenty
years, or maybe never. How can | write with my thoughts in tur-
moil?

I could do splendid things, if I only had the time. You know
it is the only way. Your father could not prevent our marriage
then. He would give us money. Maybe a house. Lilia, we could
even have slaves! | wouldn’t have to work. Oh, Lilia, please?”
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She shook her head, slowly, dumbly, looking at him with
tragic eyes.

He put his arm tenderly around her. Their heads touched. His
lips stirred her hair.

“Come. We must both go home. It is beginning to rain.”

Without speaking, they walked thus close, over the bridge,
across the Aemilian, for the two were built in tandem, and so
back toward the Palatine Hill.

A few late strollers like themselves were lingering among the
closing stalls in the market and a poor freedman, who made a
scanty living as a water carrier, had stopped there to admire the
tunics that were being taken down.

The quality of the tunics displayed was of the cheapest, but
they were whole and clean and his was neither. The border of
one he especially longed for was just a shade off the royal pur-
ple. He stood and stared and fingered the three as in his pouch.

The stallkeeper frowned at him. “Domitius, constantly you
come here. You stand in the way of customers. Buy something or
get out.”

“l am a poor man, sir. It costs nothing to look.”

“It does here. Go away. Get out so someone else can look.
You—Sir? Something beautiful for your lady? Very fine. Only the
best.”

Domitius glanced once more at the new tunic, sighed, eased
the yoke on his shoulders, and moved on.

“Water! Fresh, cool water. Just drawn from the fountain.
Who will buy my water? Drink from a cup once kissed by
Aphrodite. Water, lady? It will make you even lovelier than you
arel”

His cry faded away. The couple walked on as the market
closed. The voice of Tibullus was grim. “You see what the lack
of money does? That could be me. It may be me. Lilia, is that
what you want?”

She did not answer. Her fingers dug into his arm. Slow tears
welled. Light rain fell as though in sympathy.
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THE DESIGN TAKES SHAPE

By the time the Eighth Legion arrived in Baetica, weary but
jaunty, the Thirteenth was fully prepared to move out. The new-
comers were pleased at the prospect of exchanging active fron-
tier service in the dismal German forests for the relatively luxuri-
ous garrison duty in the pleasant and peaceful country of Hither
Hispania.

Those who were being replaced, with a few exceptions, were
looking forward to the possibility of action. There might be some
delightful looting. There would certainly be complaisant girls of
a different color. Maybe a chance for rapid advancement and in-
creased pay for foreign service.

Each of the ten cohorts, from officers down, considered them-
selves to be the fortunate ones and their opposite numbers to be
the unluckiest of men. However, it was noted by many in the
Thirteenth, drawn up in full marching order to receive their re-
placements formally, that the looks they received from the in-
coming Eighth seemed unusually commiserating as they passed.

Here and there, men who knew one another cast a sidelong
word through the corners of their mouths.

“Ho, Flavius! Got your funeral dues paid up?”

“Ah, Cestius, well met. What a shame to get that nice shiny
helmet nicked!”

“Kiss a Parthian girl for me, Vipsanius, but don’t do it in the
dark unless you take her dagger first.”

As this went on, some of the high spirits in the Thirteenth no-
ticeably subsided. The formalities of the exchange of command
continued under the hot sun.

Side by side, each with his own personal honor guard, the two
commanders marched to the sacellum of the fort. Here, from this
stout stone building, was removed tire altar of the Thirteenth, in-
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stantly to be replaced by that of the Eighth. When the new one
was fixed and centered properly, the pay chests were exchanged
and the treasure of the Thirteenth placed in the space reserved
for it in its heavily guarded wagon.

The plowshare which had originally marked out the dimen-
sions and boundaries of the fort remained in the safety of the
sacellum, for this relic was the property and the luck of the es-
tablishment.

Later, after dismissal, the golden Eagle of the Eighth would
be placed in this treasure house. The hallowed emblem of the
Thirteenth was already gleaming at the head of the waiting col-
umn, in the hands of the aquilifer, the standard-bearer, who
stood ready to raise it at the signal to march.

It was a long tedious ritual. The quadrangle, overcrowded
with two full legions standing at attention, steamed and stank of
sweat. There was little breeze. When the banner of the Thir-
teenth finally went down and was furled into its tube, that of the
Eighth rose to hang limply on the staff and take its salute. This
was a relief to all.

The commanders faced each other for a parting formal salu-
tation; the band of the Eighth struck up its traditional marching
tune, honored by long custom, with accompanying verses of song
familiar only to the members of that legion: the Thirteenth, the
Emperor’s Own, moved out stiffly and proudly to the tuck of a
single drum, beating a rapid quickstep.

When the long column was completely clear of the fort and
launched upon its journey to the waiting ships at the harbor of
Gades, it too began to sing its own gay marching song:

“Oh, trumpets were a-blowing
When I marched away

To leave my wife and sell my life
For a denarius a day.”

Quaestor Quintus Agrippa did not leave with the Thirteenth,
although his mules were ready and harnessed to his van. Instead
he went into the office of the new commander and remained
closeted with him for some time. He too had heard some of the
comments of the incoming soldiers.

When he came out he looked sober. The commander of the
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Eighth walked to the van with him. Quintus held the reins, look-
ing down.

Commander Marius said, “Remember, this is entirely rumor.
Officially, I know nothing. All | have heard has come up through
the ranks. It may or may not be truth. Unofficially, I would
not give a sesterce for the life of your friend or for that of any
man in the Thirteenth Legion.”

“l thank you, Commander. | must think about this. Vale.”

He clucked to his mules and the rheda rattled away in the
wake of the departed column.

The port of Ostia, twelve miles from the city of Rome, was a
frantic bedlam when the Spanish transports carrying the Thir-
teenth Legion hove into sight. A com fleet from Alexandria had
arrived the night before. It was being unloaded at top speed by
gangs of perspiring slaves and longshoremen, who shared impar-
tial whip strokes while being driven to a state beyond exhaustion
by their cursing overseers.

The harbor master came out to the flagship of the convoy. He
was in a condition bordering upon panic. “Immediate disem-
barkment? Impossible! Completely impossible, Commander. |
will do the best I can, but we have almost no available pier
space. Some of the wheat is damp and already sprouting. There
have been riots in the city this past month, because of short allot-
ments of the dole. 1 have strict orders that these ships have prior-
ity. Otherwise, they would have been unladen at Puteoli. | don’t
care what your orders are, Commander Varro! They are super-
seded by mine—direct from the Emperor himself. If | disobey
them, it means crucifixion. As a military man, you must realize
my position.

“All the wharves on the west bank are closed, because of
dredging operations. The whole harbor is silted up again. | can
give you two piers and no more, for your horses and heavv stuff.
Get them off first. When your ships are empty, leave them tied
up. The Fifteenth is waiting here in barracks to ship out for
Egypt.

“Yes, of course, some will go in the com ships. Your fleet will
go out as convoy—pirates are raiding again.

“Two ships at a time. If your men want to disembark any
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other way, they’ll have to swim or wait their turn. Seasick? To
Hades with them! They can’t be any sicker than | am.”

With all the contempt of the civil servant for the military, he
turned his back without ceremony, descended into his little boat,
and was rowed ashore. As the transports anchored, his shouted
curses could be heard above the rattle of the chains.

While the complicated transshipment of the two legions was
taking place—a little more speedily as time went on and corn
ships became empty and available for baggage, wagons, and
supplies—the Parthian ambassadors were finishing their long dip-
lomatic conferences with Caesar.

When transference was completed, the Thirteenth situated in
barracks at Ostia and the Fifteenth established on board the
fleet, two full days had passed.

Although a courier had gone up to Rome with the information
that the Thirteenth had arrived and was being delayed, its origi-
nal orders remained the same.

When the legion was fully disembarked, it should march to
Rome, occupy barracks at the Campus Martius outside the city,
and await instructions. On arrival, Commander Manlius Varro
was to present himself at the imperial palace without further
delay.

Coincidentally with the arrival of the courier, Gaius Caesar
Caligula called a final special session in his private chambers
with the Parthian embassy.

The negotiations had been long, involved, and tedious and the
agreements not completely satisfactory to either side. The situa-
tion was now stalemate.

The minor matter of exchanging hostages had been speedily
settled. The subject of the partition of Armenia had taken little
longer. Although the actual boundary line was still in dispute,
for no natural equal median existed within that little buffer state
between the two mighty powers, it could be settled later by mu-
tual agreement.

Neither was the signing of a peace treaty any great obstacle.
These cynical diplomats regarded it as no more than another
shaky armistice in a war which had already gone on for over a
hundred years. It was destined to continue for an even longer

period.
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The prime issue of dispute was as Caligula had suspected it
would be. It had been argued before him, by the Emperor Ti-
berius and by Caesar Augustus.

The subject was twofold, the first section in two clauses—the
return of the eagles lost by Crassus at the battle of Carrhae and
the repatriation of the descendants of any survivors of that mas-
sive and shameful defeat inside the boundaries of Parthia.

The interrupted silk trade with Serica had not yet been
discussed. However, both sides knew that its resumption was the
main reason for this meeting of minds.

Ambassador Beremes glanced at his colleague. The tiniest flick
of an uplifted eyebrow was sufficient to answer the unspoken
guestion. He said, smoothly:

“The mighty King of Kings, Artabanus, third of that august
name, blessed by the Light of Heaven, Most Valiant Defender of
the Navel of Asia, desires only an immediate and lasting settle-
ment of all our differences.

“He fears neither internal dissension nor invasion from with-
out. His iron hand is strong enough to crush both. Should either
rash event occur, the destruction of such a plot, however well
planned or treacherously devised, would shake the land and awe
the world for a thousand years.”

Ambassador Melites did not add to this but stared directly
into the eyes of Caligula. His thin lips writhed with scorn he did
not try to hide, knowing their position to be sacrosanct under the
recognized terms of privileged embassies.

“We demand,” Beremes went on, “an immediate release of
King Mithridates of Armenia, whom you tempted to visit Rome
and treacherously imprisoned. Our lord will consider his reseat-
ing upon his throne an evidence of good faith. Parthia will move
at once to exterminate the outlaws of the Pamirs and again act as
middleman between Rome and Serica in the resumption of our
mutually lucrative silk trade.”

Caligula was seething. With an immense effort, he forbore to
shout in fury his savage understanding of this arrogant ultima-
tum. Praetorian Praefeet Macro realized that the Emperor’s tight
calm was no more than a pose. Caligula’s right hand was
clenched upon the official ivory baton he held. He was dressed as
a field commander. This was the garb he preferred to wear when
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receiving foreign dignitaries, yet this symbol of Roman power
obviously failed to impress these magnificently appareled envoys
of an upstart dynasty.

Artabanus 111, of the high-sounding titles, was only one more
bubble hurled high on the continuing froth of Parthian civil war.
Caligula had long since dismissed him as unimportant. By the
time these ambassadors returned, their aged ruler might already
be deposed and one of his sons be elevated to the throne.

Nevertheless, Macro saw, to his amazement, that Caligula’s
face remained impassive. He admired Caesar’s self-control but
prayed that he might not be obliged to remain to face alone that
volcanic and hysterical anger which would inevitably erupt after
the departure of the Parthians.

The baton quivered in Caligula’s hand. He breathed heavily.

“l had already considered the return of Mithridates and will
gladly permit it at the proper time. He has been notably discon-
tented in his stay with us. Owing to his unavoidable detention
here, which, because of his obdurate refusal to co-operate with
us, he brought upon himself, he will undoubtedly maintain a
permanent resentment toward Rome.

“Therefore, I must insist that he be recognized only as ruler of
the half of Armenia to which Parthia may now lay claim. Hither
Armenia must in future be administered by a scion of some na-
tive house which will be favorable toward Roman interests. De-
cisions affecting this section of the country will, of course, be
subject to countermanding by our legate, who will be passing
through, not as a military governor, but in the capacity of ad-
viser.”

The two ambassadors looked at each other but they were not
particularly dismayed. This was an unexpected situation but no
great obstacle. Civil war between the quarrelsome rival states in
the western half of Armenia, which would now come under the
authority of Rome, would be inevitable. They knew of two
young princes who would struggle for power. Surely one of them
might have leanings toward Parthia and a desire for reunion
with the East.

Should the legate decide to remain and prove difficult to either
faction of the partitioned country, there were skillful assassins to
be bought cheaply at any time. And if he was not to remain—
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what secret orders had he already been given and whither was
he bound? Very likely also a matter for an assassin.

Melites nodded at Beremes. Both bowed to Caesar. “It is thus
agreed,” said Beremes. “The pact is concluded.”

Caligula relaxed. The first phase of the plan was satisfactory.
He called for wine and for his secretary. The contract was hag-
gled over, point by point, but all knew that these were mere
formalities. When signatures were finally affixed and seals in
place, the day was far advanced. All were weary.

Caligula rose, signifying that the audience was at an end.

“We shall meet here tomorrow at midday. | am advised that
the man whom | shall send as legate to Armenia has already ar-
rived in Ostia from Spain. | invite you to go with me tomorrow,
outside the city, to watch him bring his legion in. If you have not
yet had the pleasure of observing a fighting legion of Rome, the
scene should prove interesting—and perhaps educational.”

The two ambassadors bowed low and politely. Walking back-
ward and never removing their gaze from the throne, they left
the chamber.

After the ambassadors had departed Macro went to a side
door and, without speaking, jerked his thumb at the two guards
who were waiting in a small antechamber. They brought in a
chained prisoner. Caligula glared at him. *

“Do you know who | am, pirate?”

He folded his arms and looked back at Caligula with scorn.
He was a slim brown man who bore the marks of beatings but
had somehow kept his pointed beard trimmed and his shoulder-
length hair neatly braided into a stiff tail.

Heavy muscles bunched out, despite a long incarceration. The
light of day hurt his eyes, but he gave no sign of it as he stared
back, uncowed.

It was the Emperors steady gaze which first flickered and
dropped. It was not until then that the prisoner spoke.

“Yes, Roman, | know who and what you are. You are a mur-
derer who calls himself a god! You are a representative of an up-
start race which rules die world through fear—which permits no
man to call himself free; no woman to retain her honor; no king
to keep his throne—except on your terms.”
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A guard struck him a vicious blow across the mouth. Caligula
raised his jeweled hand and the second blow did not fall.

“Would you like to be free?”

“l am Vorco, a Volscian. | am free. It is only my body you
hold.”

‘An Etruscan! Your tribes were defeated and enslaved cen-
turies ago. You still have the audacity to take up arms against
Rome? Incredible!”

“While one Etruscan lives and remembers that he is de-
scended from the ancient lords of Italy, he will remember that
you are thieves. You dare to call me pirate? Upstart! My fathers
were kings before yours crawled out of the swamps!”

“Guards, leave us. You lictors also. Stay, Praefect.”

When the others had gone and the door was closed, Caligula
said, “You shall have your liberty, a swift Libumian to take you
to your home grounds in the Adriatic. You may even command
there again.”

Vorco started. Caligula smiled with understanding. “You
thought |1 do not know your rank? Because you were taken in
metal without emblems? Hardly. Many knew your face. You
were saved for a particular purpose when the others were
crucified. You will be released for a purpose. The time of the
purpose has arrived.”

“What is the purpose?”

“l wish the death of a certain man.”

“Then Kill him yourself. I am no assassin!”

“You will kill him in battle, if you agree.”

Vorco looked at him. It was a long, considering stare. “We
have a saying among the Brotherhood. ‘Trust a hyena, a viper, or
a shark—never trust a Roman!” Why should | trust you?”

“For the chance to get away.”

The pirate laughed, unpleasantly. “And what are my chances
really? But you have a point. Make it plain. Who is this man
whose life irks you? A Macedonian prince? An Egyptian noble?
Perhaps you have a brother?”

The last shot struck home, but Caligula gave no sign of it. His
tone was even as he replied, “You are a commander of a fleet.
He is the commander of a legion. Thus you are equally met in
rank. You may equally meet in that sea which you know best.
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“In a few days a fleet of transports will leave Brundisium for
Dyrrachium. The flagship will carry this man. You will destroy
this one ship at all costs, whether or not any other is taken or at-
tacked. You will be notified of the date of sailing, by the Resi-
dent in Dyrrachium.”

Vorco studied him.

“This man? A Greek? Who is he?”

“His name is Varro. You will know him as legion commander
by his insignia. He is a Roman Spaniard.”

“A Roman! All | have ever wanted to do in my life is to kill
Romans! Undo the chains. | only regret that it is not to be you.”

Caligula struck the small gong at his side. The pirate was led
out and Macro was about to follow when Caesar said, in a small
tight voice, “Remove his chains. Make sure he travels in all haste
to join with his brother scum.

“When this is over | want him back alive. There are many
ways to die and he shall know them all.” There were flecks of
foam at the comers of his mouth.

Macro hesitated. “Divinity, are you ill? Shall I remain?”

Caligula exploded at last. “Leave me!” he shrieked. “Get out,
you fool. Father Jupiter, am | surrounded with idiots?”

He flung the mallet at the praefect’s head as Macro hurriedly
closed the door. The gong crashed against it and an alabaster
vase flew into shards upon the tortoise-shell paneling.

Alone in the chamber, Caligula gave full vent to his fury. He
screamed like a thwarted child. He beat upon the arms of the
throne until his hands were bruised. He frothed. His eyes rolled
upward in his head until only the bloodshot whites were visible.

His fingers, clenched and cramped into claws, raked at his
bleeding cheeks and tore at the golden necklace as though he was
choking. The jeweled wreath he wore flew into a corner.

Suddenly he became rigid and fell. His feet drummed on the
floor. His body twitched in epileptic convulsions.

The physician, hastily summoned by Macro, who well knew
what to expect, rushed in. He was followed by slaves who picked
up tire Emperor and carried him out. As a plug of soft wood was
thrust between the gnashing teeth he was heard to say—before
his temporary insanity completely claimed him, “The second
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step!” Only the praefect, of all those around him, knew the
meaning of those words.

That night, while the mad ruler of the Roman world lay pale
and weak in his bed; while Vorco, the Etruscan pirate, was
being hurled by fast post horses across lItaly to friends who
would speed him out to the islands in the Adriatic which shel-
tered the pirate fleet; while the night traffic roared in the streets
and insomniacs cursed the noise, the Thirteenth Legion, fully
transferred from their ships, lay sleeping in the barracks at Ostia.

Briefly, the Fates paused. The busy shuttles slowed in their
flashing through the Web of Life. Lachesis laid down her shears.

“Rest, sisters. Soon there will be too much for us to do.”



4

THE LOST LEGION

Form on the standard!

Quick to the standard!

Hasten! Hasten! Hasten!
To the standard!

Harsh, peremptory, commanding, the brazen trumpets sounded
assembly. Whistles blew. Already, the men had eaten. Now the
column of march took form.

Company pennons popped and snapped in the morning wind
which came in chill from the harbor. The standards for each of
the ten cohorts fluttered bravely overhead as they were raised.
The golden Eagle, on its long staff, gleamed in the first rays of
the sun.

Commander Manlius Varro ran his eye along the perfect align-
ment of the rankers. All seemed in readiness. He nodded to Trib-
une Mancinus, his personal aide and second in command. The
tribune wheeled and barked, “Forward, march! Trumpeter-
sound!”

Again the echoes stuttered along the almost empty’ streets of
Ostia. A few dogs barked. Some longshoremen stopped to look
on as the hobnailed boots of six thousand men struck the cobbles
as one. A drum took up the beat. Whips cracked and the mules of
the baggage train surged into their collars.

Centurions sent orders cracking down the line. “Vipsanius,
slope that lance. Valerius Rufus, get in step! One, two, three,
four! One, two, three, four! Hup! Hup! Hup!

“Close up that gap, second maniple! Pick it up—smartly now!
Hup! Hup!”

The longshoremen resumed their journey to the docks,
scarcely bothering to look back. They had seen it all before, far
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too many times to find it interesting. It was only one more le-
gion, moving in, on one of the many roads which led to Rome.

Assuming that his command would be granted the usual ten-
day rest period before orders were issued for whatever duty was
planned, Manlius granted a three-day leave to a tenth of the
force. Tribunes relayed the permission down through the ranks,
by way of the chief centurion, Primus Pilus, to senior centurions,
junior centurions, subcommanders of maniples, decurions, and
guadranions.

When the booted ones finally received the good news and the
lucky among them their passes, a veritable fury of boot and
bronze polishing stormed through the barracks. Finery was
brought out or borrowed, trinkets to please feminine hearts were
dug up from the bottom of pouches, where they had been long
stored away for just such a moment. Addresses exchanged . . .

“Cypassis Enita? That she-wolf? She’ll drink you under the
bench, steal what you’ve got left, and walk a straight line out the
back door after and lead your best friend to her bed. Now I
know a nice little taberna down by the Cestius Bridge— “How
about the bridge girls?”

“Those girls they call dice, because they pass from hand to
hand under the arches? Stay away from them, boy. I'd want to
be drunk first. Better look for a stroller or a street sweeper.”

“Cinara! That’s the one for me! Smells like roses—every tooth
perfect—smiles all the time and when she talks it’s like singing.
Just nice, Cinara. Thought about her for five years.”

“So | said to the eunuch that runs the place—decent fellow he
is, too—even give you credit for a day or so, if he likes you—
said, ‘What’s that pinkish color that all your girls have daubed on
their cheeks?’

“He says, ‘That, sir, is the hue known as the Thigh of an Agi-
tated Nymph.’

“*How do they know?’ says | . . . “anyway, it’s got me agi-
tated!”

So they went forth in their various directions, to the inns along
the Tiber. A few set out on journeys which would take them far
from the city to their distant homes and aged parents, to wives
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and children who had almost forgotten them, to sweethearts
whom they might find married to other men.

Just before evening darkened the narrow streets Manlius, in
full dress armor, mounted a hired town chariot and with an
honor guard of his Spanish cavalry entered the city on his way to
report the arrival of the legion.

All were without weapons, for within the pomerium, that hal-
lowed boundary of Rome, no loyal citizen might bear arms. Here
no armed legion was permitted to march, except during a tri-
umph or as a parade of the city cohorts which policed the streets
and kept the peace.

Along the Flaminian Way the market carts, wains, and heavy
wagons were just beginning to pour into the city. Everywhere,
torches and comer cressets were being lighted for the rumbling
night traffic.

The chariot and cavalcade moved slowly along with the press.
As it diverged away from the market and warehouse section to
near the Capitoline Hill, the streets became less choked. Here
and on the Palatine lay the seat of government, the impressive
temples, palaces of wealthy, ancient families and the more
ornate ones of the newly rich.

Now that it was no longer necessary to use whips to clear a
way through the struggling bedlam, the bawling curses of the
troop leader subsided. The squadron and chariot clattered along
in voice silence. There was only the sound of iron-shod hoofs
and wheel rims, striking sparks from the pavement.

At length they drew up at the imperial palace, not huge, but a
columned and domed structure chiefly of marble, its front beau-
tifully dressed with ornamental glass set in stucco.

A winding tessellated pavement brought them to the entrance,
where the bronze doors were opened by an obsequious slave
who had obviously been awaiting the commander’s arrival. Man-
lius entered, passing between two heroic statues—one of Calig-
ula himself and one of the god Jupiter, with whom he claimed
kinship.

He was quickly led through splendid rooms and tortuous cor-
ridors to a small, almost spartanly furnished chamber. The only
furniture in this cell was a plain unpolished table with writing
materials, a bowl of fruit, and a flagon of wine. Two stools, with-
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out cushions or ornamentation, were set near the table and an
earthenware cup was at each place.

The only evidence that this was not a room in an army bar-
racks lay in the quality of the wood. It was a rich plum color,
such as Manlius had never seen before, and the surface was of a
fine grain, almost invisible.

As he was inspecting the table he heard a quick step in the
corridor. The hangings were flung aside and he raised his eyes to
behold the entrance of the ruler of the Roman world.

Manlius bowed. His observant eyes saw a slightly built, dark-
haired, handsome man, little more than a youth. The reports of
Caligula’s dissipations seemed belied by his appearance.

He was simply dressed in a toga of white linen, its only regal
embellishment an inch-wide border of imperial purple. There
were no sagging pouches under the sharp eyes which inspected
Manlius with a nervous, almost febrile, darting glance that
flicked over every inch of him in a second. Manlius felt himself
being as mentally catalogued as he knew he was also estimating
his ruler.

Caesar might be erratic in mood and impulsive in emotion, but
he certainly possessed an incisive judgment of an opponent. Man-
lius immediately felt himself to be an opponent, without having
more than a suspicion of a reason why he should be considered
so. If Caligula also had this hidden thought, it was not evident.

Manlius saluted, instead of bowing, which seemed to please
Caesar. “Excellency, | am happy to report that our journey was
uneventful. The men are in good health and spirit and we await
further orders.”

“Please be seated, Commander. Take some refreshment. The
wine is Pramnian—your favorite, | understand.”

“Caesar would appear to be well informed.” He poured out a
small amount for himself, as Caligula politely refused the first
proffering of the flagon, then filled the Emperor’s cup.

Caligula wet his lips and set down the wine. “A commander
must always make himself aware of not only the needs but also
the preferences of his command. It can be a pleasure to do so, as
well as a duty. | envy you, Varro. | would rather be a field com-
mander, such as you, than be a magistrate, a senator, or a Cae-
sar. | feel at home in this little room. It is like having a drink of
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cool spring water after being surfeited and sickened with hot,
spiced wine. But you greeted me as Excellency, Commander, in-
stead of Divinity. Do you doubt that | am a god?”

Caligula’s glance was sharp and piercing. His voice was infini-
tesimally edged. Manlius framed bis answer carefully, without
hesitating.

“According to my early teacher of philosophy, Philo the Stoic,
all men live and have being through the breath of God, which
therefore is preserved and perpetuated throughout life. It thus
renders themselves godlike—unless they deliberately pervert that
divine essence. Only you, Caesar, can know in your most secret
self whether or not you maintain that essence in its original pu-
rity. | would not have the temerity to express an opinion upon
such a private quality.”

Caligula chuckled. “I was advised that you are an excellent
soldier. |1 see now that you are also an experienced diplomat.
Commander, | believe | have a mission for just such a man as
yourself.”

His delicately strong fingers lifted the flagon. He filled Man-
lius’ cup to the brim. “Drink, Commander. A legionary’s draft.
Let the bottom of the cup be dry. I think that we are men who
can speak honestly with each other as equals. Few of us can in
these decadent days.

“l have too many sycophants who scrape and fawn. | do not
think I have many friends. | need a loyal friend. One who can
obey an order unquestioninglv, even under severe circumstances
and perhaps contumely, if it be necessary to further the cause of
Empire.

“He must be able to keep a secret, to accept a duty without
swerving from it or holding mental reservations. He must be one
whose integrity will not permit him to disavow a pledge. His
mission must be accomplished—if necessary, to the very point of
death. The honor of Rome is in the balance.

“Commander Manlius Varro, have | described vou? Drink
your wine before you answer.”

Apparently, Manlius had a choice. Actually, he knew that he
had none. One does not refuse a ruler of supreme power, who
also considers himself to be a god. However, it was not through
fear that he answered Caligula as he did.
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In Manlius heart and soul Caesar stood no higher than the
humblest slave. Rome was all. It was not to Caesar that he made
his promise and pledged his honorable vow. It was to Rome.

“Caesar, your request shall be my command. | accept it as my
duty.”

Caligula relaxed. His smile was warm and boyish. He again
poured out wine in the manner of a host who entertains a friend.

“Then | can explain without reservations. Commander, you
have no doubt studied military history. What can you tell me of
the defeat and slaughter of Marcus Licinius Crassus’ legions at
the tragic and disgraceful battle of Carrhae?”

Manlius relaxed. This was his element. He leaned back, sipped
his wine, and crossed his legs to gain an instant of time. His ac-
tive mind worked swiftly. This was no idle question. But why?
He answered with a slow choice of words.

“In my opinion, the entire campaign was a massive error in
judgment. Parthia and Rome were at peace in the outset. True,
this peace was little more than one of those uneasy armistices,
such as exists just now, but negotiations were in progress for a
permanent and satisfactory end to a long and exhausting war.

“As | understand the situation, Pompey had avoided an-
tagonizing Parthia throughout the Armenian campaign. He had
enough trouble there and with the King of Pontus, who wanted
Pompey to arbitrate in his favor in an internecine complication.

“However, Crassus, with eleven legions, although some his-
torians say seven, invaded Mesopotamia, which was then at
peace. This was the second mistake, for the expedition was no
more than a gigantic treasure hunt.”

Caligula nodded in agreement. “Go on.”

“Mesopotamia, by treaty, had been expressly recognized as
being under Parthian suzerainty and no war had been declared.
A Parthian embassy journeyed to Syria to meet with our ambas-
sadors and protest against such faithlessness. As could be ex-
pected, at the same time the nation was making ready for war.
The next spring Crassus drove deeper into the country and met
the main force of the Parthians at Carrhae. The third mistake,
for he offered battle after admitting to the young Parthian gen-
eral, or surena, that this invasion was without the sanction of
Rome and was, in effect, a private war of his own making.”
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Caligula grunted. “Crassus was a greedy fool. His legions
were personally raised. They were not paid from the Empire's
treasury and they followed Crassus for the promise of loot.’

Manlius continued. “l agree. Because of this lack of pa-
triotism, when the battle began to go against Crassus the legions
lost heart and many surrendered. It was carried out most ineptly
by Crassus and his subordinates.

“In fact, the whole campaign had so many mistakes that it is
difficult to single out the most fatal of them. After all, what could
be expected from looters? In the main, the fault was that of
Crassus alone. | suppose we should not be too harsh in our eval-
uation. Both he and his son paid for it with their lives.”

“There, | cannot condone his action. The loss to Rome in men
and prestige was incalculable. We have not yet recovered from
his damnable folly.”

Manlius revolved the cup upon the surface of the table. “That
is true. After the surrender it was found that twenty thousand
Romans had lost their lives. Ten thousand more are known to
have escaped through Armenia, into Syria, fighting their way out
through the mountains with great courage and audacity. | have
heard that the Parthians settled another ten thousand men as
colonists in Antioch, the capital of Margiana, and never permit-
ted their repatriation. All in all, if I may say so, a most disgusting
and shameful page in our history!”

“You think you could have done better, then?”

“Hardly worse, Excellence.”

Caligula studied him, resting chin on fist. His smile was dis-
armingly frank and open. “l believe you could. | trust that it
may not be necessary for you to prove it. Still, you may be
obliged to do so. This mission which you have accepted will pos-
sibly renew friction with Parthia.

“We are presently at peace. Armenia, that perennial bone of
contention, is to be partitioned satisfactorily to both empires.
Parthian ambassadors are now domiciled in the palace. Negotia-
tions are going forward. We hope they will result in a permanent
settlement of all our differences.

“Your journey will take you through Parthian territory, but
you can choose your route at your own discretion. It must be
made absolutely clear to these ambassadors that what you do
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and where you go is entirely your own decision, without the bid-
ding of myself or the expectation of any support from Rome—if
you find yourself in trouble.

Nothing can be done to help you, without renewing the war.
If you fail and perish, you may never be avenged. If you suc-
ceed, Rome cannot give you the honor of a triumph or award
your men foreign service chains. It must seem to Parthia that
you come as did Crassus, at your own will and at your own ex-
pense.”

He unrolled a hanging map upon the wall and indicated Italy
upon it.

“The only assistance which can be reasonably given you has
been to arrange shipping for your legion’s transport. It is pres-
ently being assembled at Brundisium. You will embark there,
cross the Adriatic, and disembark in Dyrrachium.

“From that point you will travel according to your best judg-
ment, subject to any change of orders which may be transmitted
through our local embassies. You will, of course, present yourself
to these as you pass through our territories and colonies.

“l suggest that you plan to travel through Macedonia to By-
zantium and thence into Armenia. Under conditions as known to
us now, this would seem the safest route. Our Resident in Byzan-
tium may have suggestions which, as he will be in close touch
with local events, it will be wise to heed.

“If nothing interferes with our present plans, you will travel
northeasterly through Armenia, avoiding confrontations should it
be necessary to pass through the eastern sector of that country,
by way of the Sea of Ravens, to the Caspian and easterly still
through the very edge of Parthia, where you must be most cir-
cumspect to avoid trouble.

“Beyond this point, our maps do not go.”

He rolled up the map and took down another. “This is the
best we can offer as a guide. It has been composed by such
knowledge as has come to us in little gleanings. | am afraid that
most of it is fancy, traveler’s tales, and imagination. We know
that there are mountains, deserts, and rivers. Where to locate
them, how to cross them, and what savage tribes may exist there,
we do not know.”

Caligula placed a finger on the far edge of the map. “Here—



58 The Lost Legion

somewhere—at the very eastern edge of the world, lies the em-
pire of Serica, whence comes our silk. It cannot be a very large
country, for it is said to be entirely surrounded by a wall, like
our own cities. Very likely this is a lie. We only know that silk is
grown there, processed into cloth, and traded with us.

“We know that silk passes from hand to hand across Asia-
some say the journey of the caravans takes two years to reach
Parthia by camel, others say five. Everyone who handles it takes
a profit. No wonder it is so valuable here. My wife, Caesonia,
desires a silk dress. The Emperor of Rome cannot buy the ma-
terial to have it made, for it is not available.

“Silk is a mystery. A mystery and a secret, jealously guarded
by the Sericans. In fact, Serica means Land of Silk. We do not
even know the name which the people who dwell there have for
their own country, for this name comes also from the Parthians.

“Is silk shorn from an animal, like sheep or goats? Does it
grow on a bush like cotton? Is it created from the filaments
which anchor shellfish to rocks—ike byssus?

“If anyone in the Middle East knows the answer, we of the
West cannot find it out. Parthia has grown wealthy and pros-
pered as middleman in the silk trade. Part of your mission will
be to establish a new silk route which will by-pass Parthia. This
is the least | hope you will be able to accomplish. You must
reach Serica!

“Important as this is to our trade, it is not your primary inter-
est. | commission you to a far greater effort. You are to search
for, discover, and bring back for repatriation the descendants
and the golden Eagle of the Lost Legion.”

Caligula viciously dug his finger into a blank space in the far
eastern border of the vague map. “Somewhere here, according
to a report which was smuggled to us in a bale of silk more than
fifty years ago, is a Roman city. It was established by the legion
which fought its way out of Parthia, after refusing to remain in
Antioch and to remain prisoners for life as abused colonists.

“They went eastward, after Carrhae, over the border as that
other one did northward into Armenia. They were given, or took,
land at the edge of Serica; built this city and were given, or took,
native women. They have never considered themselves anything
but Romans, or at least they had not at the time of writing.
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“Owing to these constant wars, we have never been able to
contact them or they us. Now there is a chance. Once a Roman
citizen, always a Roman! It may be that they possess and can
bring with them the secret of silk, but for the honor of Rome
they must return into the comforting shelter of the Empire’s bor-
ders.

“Your historians are faulty, Commander. There were eight le-
gions at Carrhae. We have the Eagles, in our archives, of those
six which were slaughtered and the one which was brought back
by the valiant legion which refused to surrender. To recover
those seven standards has cost us much in blood and diplomacy.
It must not be said that one is still lacking.

“This is the third part of your mission, Commander. If all else
fails, bring or send back that Eagle!” Caligula slammed his fist
down upon the table. The flagon and cups leaped and fell. The
remaining wine ran over the floor among the scattered fruit.

Manlius said quietly, “Though our blood must be spilled like
that red wine, the honor of Rome shall be redeemed. | accept
the mission.”

Caligula stared moodily at the wet, ruddy mosaic. His chest
heaved. He wiped his forehead and a little fleck of foam from
the corners of his mouth. With a great effort he became calm.

“Then, Commander Varro, | now declare you my Eastern le-
gate to Serica. | regret deeply that the title must remain a pri-
vate matter between us until you return in glory. Even more
woeful for you is this: to receive the honor, you must be pre-
pared to accept shame and personal disgrace at my hands, be-
fore the Parthian ambassadors. No word of our plans can be al-
lowed to reach their ears, or the project’s success will be
invalidated.

“In one hour | shall receive you in the audience room. Osten-
sibly you will have been called there to be publicly reprimanded
for mismanagement of your administration in Hither Hispania.
Only you and | will know that this is deceit. Personally, | trust
that you will understand, and fully believe, that these remarks of
disparagement will be an inner torture to me.

“l have the greatest admiration and respect for your excellent
past record, your splendid skills and broad knowledge. Your abil-
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ity is obvious and the appearance of your highly trained and
able men is most commendable.

“You must be prepared to march out at dawn, apparently to
all, and to these Parthians in particular, under the cloud of repri-
mand and utmost disgrace. It is imperative that these Parthians
see that the order of a Roman Emperor is obeyed immediately,
without question of any kind.”

Manlius was dismayed. “Excellency! At dawn? | doubt if | can
gather my men in that short time. If | had been advised
earlier . . . Many have been granted leave. They are scattered
about the city. Some have even left for far places in the country.
We expected the usual leave and it has been issued already.”

“Ah, well.” Caligula set down his cup. “Two hours after dawn,
then. That should be sufficient. Even better, perhaps. The lazy
Parthians should be up and about by then. They can watch you
depart.

“If a few men are lacking, you have my permission to recruit
whatever replacements you need to make up full strength, but
no later, mind.

“Prepare then to accept public shame. | shall say, ‘March out
of my sight, Commander, and take your legion with you. March
east, into oblivion, and let me see the last of you forever! | ex-
pect you to do this!”

Manlius could not speak. He bowed. An instant later he was
alone. The hangings swung together behind Caligula, leaving the
mind of the commander in turmoil.

He sprang to his feet and paced the confines of the chamber.
The plan, as outlined, was feasible. As outcasts, his beloved le-
gion might be regarded as mercenaries who could accept com-
missions impossible to accredited soldiers of the Empire. They
could succeed gloriously. They could also be slaughtered with
impunity, unavenged by the power of Rome. He felt a cold chill
at the thought. Is someone already walking on my grave?

He could not ignore the almost certain likelihood of failure.
Death he had never feared, but he must come back with honor.
The stigma of a lasting disgrace was a possibility he felt that he
could not abide. Ah, Eunice! I know now that you left me at the
right time!

His son! Manlius groaned. Since Andronicus had sold himself
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to the gladiatorial school to pay off a gambling debt instead of
continuing his education in ways suitable to his family traditions,
there had been no communication between the two men. Manlius
well understood the pride which had impelled the young man to
do this, instead of asking for financial help. It was inherent—but
to become Ajax! This he could not understand. This was deterio-
ration of character.

If the name of Varro should be blotched in the records of the
military, it must not be stained in the eyes of his son, or he
would descend even further into vulgarity. Somehow Andronicus
must be informed of the truth. And if Manlius was to march at
dawn, somehow, too, he wished to find a way quietly to protect
his son, even against his terrible ambitions, from the perils of the
games—which so few survived.

If the young man might be offered some honor as glittering
and conspicuous as that of a gladiator—something in which he
could feel an equal pride and be able to shine in the eyes of the
frivolous women who apparently had come to mean so much to
him!

To what position, within the society of Rome, could such a
man as Andronicus aspire? It must be something glamourous, ex-
citing, lucrative, and with the possibility of advancement.

Manlius laughed. The sound against the stone walls of the
room was hollow and strange to his ears. He had it! The Prae-
torian Guard. The crack troops of Caesar himself—the most ele-
gantly outfitted unit in the Roman army, the most honored, most
respected, most highly paid professional soldiers in the world.

The Caesars ruled only through the continued favor of the
Praetorians. No young man could refuse the offer of such a cov-
eted position. To rise through the ranks, to a post of Praetorian
praefect, was well worth the giving up of a gladiatorial career.
Deep within the thoughts of praefects was the knowledge that
the men who created and upheld emperors owned the world.

They held within themselves the necessary qualifications to as-
sume the throne of an emperor.

Manlius struck his fist into his open palm. Two strides took
him to the door. He raised his hand to ring for the slave. He
must get a message to his son! A bribe to the praefect!

The hangings opened as he reached them. The slave bowed.
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“You are summoned to the audience room, Commander. Pray
follow me.”

Left behind them, a neglected and overlooked splash of wine
gleamed beneath the table—as ruby red as a drop of blood.

Almost at that moment, far below the Palatine Hill, an uncon-
scious, grizzled man, with the scars and deep tan that betokened
long military service in the East, was dragged unceremoniously
out of a waterfront tavern and flung into the alley behind it.

The burly proprietor looked down at him in contempt. “If he
tries to get back in when he wakes up, club him again.”

He weighed a thin purse in his meaty hand. “At least this will
pay for the drinks. See if you can mend that broken table and
mop up the wine. Bacchus, be good to me! Two smashed am-
phorae! Why didn’t you kill him?”

“Say the word,” grunted the giant Nubian slave, who acted as
both pimp and bouncer. He tenderly manipulated his flattened
nose, speaking thickly through his rapidly swelling lips. He gave
the sprawled body a vicious kick.

“No, not here. Let the watch find him. They know what to do
with brawlers.”

The slave rapidly went through the man’s clothing. He found
only a cheap ring and a bronze foreign service insignia, good for
a few sesterces at a secondhand weapon shop. These he pock-
eted as the proprietor had already turned away.

He turned over a bronze diploma in his fingers and puzzled
out a few words on the pocket-sized certificate of discharge. One
eye was almost closed and blood ran into it from a cut above,
dripping down on the incised lettering.

“Centurion Longinus. Syrian sen-ice. Twenty-year veteran,
eh? Well, you won't get a farm with this!”

He dropped the diploma into a nearby sewer opening and
went back, limping, into the tavern.
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There was no sleep for Manlius that night and little for the
tribune who was acting provost. Immediately upon Manlius’ re-
turn to the barracks, orders went forth. Out hastened the squads
into the city, with truncheons and shields.

Into the taverns, turning the brothels upside down in the hunt,
dodging pots and pans, they went on their thankless job. Their
ears rang with screaming curses from viragoes who saw their
well-heeled prey snatched from them. They took bruises, they
urged, they commanded, and they gathered in those who were
on leave.

Some, even thus early, had already made the alleys and lay
unconscious, stripped and robbed. The long-practiced legionary
police cuffed them back to consciousness and continued to hunt
down other quarry throughout the less fragrant quarters of the
noisy metropolis. Into strange doors they poked their wary, au-
thoritative way to find their resentful friends and comrades.
Along the river front, into the slums of the Subura, up and down
all the flashy haunts where soldiers in search of wine, women,
and adventure could be found, the net was drawn and tightened.

The cry went up: “Recall! Recall! All leaves canceled. Manlius
needs you.”

The groups grew larger and marched in strength as units
coalesced into formations, finding here one, there two, to gather
into their numbers. By the hour of false dawn the count was
made of those returned. The city had been combed. If there
were distant stragglers, they would come back unknowing from
their far destinations to find the legion gone. The likelihood that
they would follow the legion in its march to Brundisium was
small. Far more likely that they would report to the nearest
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checkpoint, receive new assignments, and be absorbed into other
units.

Manlius looked over the reports.

“All present and accounted for, except twenty men, Com-
mander.”

“Send in a decima, with a couple of officers, to recruit a score
of volunteers. They must be between five feet eight and ten,
with good teeth and muscles, not over thirty years old and citi-
zens of good character.”

“Immediately, sir.”

“Senior Centurion Arrius, the general wants twenty volunteers
by sunup. Get some men out after them. Be sure they are stand-
ard height and rugged. Oh yes, they’ve got to be citizens.”

“At once, Tribune.”

“Centurion Ciscus, the Old Man says to pull in twenty new
men. Strong lads, now. Citizens. Got to be volunteers. Jupiter!
Enjoy yourself, Ciscus.”

“Decurion Probus. Got a special detail for you. Arrius wants
twenty men in a hurry. Citizens. Volunteers. Some chance! Better
take clubs.

“Qualifications? Sure. The usual ones. Anybody that can stand
up with a pack on his back and eat army rations without puking.

“Use your own lousy judgment, you do most of the time any-
way. You got about an hour and a half—get at it.”

Near the Forum, not far from the Campus Martius, there
stood, and still stands, a small temple dedicated to Mars. A little
open square fronts upon it and here Decurion Probus set up his
table for recruiting.

His ten men spread out the sample outfit of equipment they
had brought, arranging it where it would be most showy in the
torchlight and be attractive to prospective recruits. The recruit-
ing detail were striking in their own appearance. They wore
their best equipment, well-burnished armor, polished boots, and
an extra-high plume on their dress helmets. A few had even bor-
rowed medals and service chains to which they were not enti-
tled. The general effect was magnificent.

The decurion, a jolly-looking man, opened the recruiting tab-
lets. He sat down at the table with a grin and picked up a
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stylus. He scattered some shiny coins loosely among the plump
little bags which sat waiting on the table and nodded to the
trumpeter, who blew a series of furious blasts. A drum began to
rattle a gay, enticing beat.

People drifted into the square to see what was going on. A few
farm wagons, homeward bound out of the city, pulled up. Their
drivers were willing to spend a little time while resting.

A youth in a ragged tunic bent and fingered the equipment.
His eyes shone like the light which ran along the gleaming sword.

“Is it new?” he asked wistfully.

“Just made last week. Never been used. Every recruit gets a
whole new outfit. Sign your name and you’ll get everything you
see here. All new.”

“l never had nothing new in my life before.” He hesitated,
then squared his shoulders and stepped up to the table. “l can’t
write, but my name is Domitius.”

“Last name?”

“Never had none.”

“Give me your hand, Domitius. This is your name. Make a
scratch here. This outfit is yours, but leave it here now, so others
can see it. You’ll get it when we get back to camp.

“Here is your bag of salt—your salarium; here’s your sesterce
to bind the bargain. Stand over there.

“Next, now? Who’ll volunteer with this brave boy to see for-
eign lands, get three hundred denarii a year, and lead a life of
glory at the expense of his Emperor?”

Domitius took a step toward the group of soldiers. He turned
back. “Anybody want this yoke and water jars? Help yourself, I'm
done with them. I’'m a legionary now.”

He went over to the group and stood proudly beside his fellow
legionaries. The wind stirred their waving plumes like scarlet
flames as two quitted the group and strolled casually toward the
stalled farm wagons.

The drivers of those first in line suspiciously watched them
coming. The wagons creaked into slow motion, but as the goad
was applied to the oxen of the fourth vehicle the laughing sol-
diers reached it and pulled the driver down.

“Here’s your chance to get your hands off the plow, farmer.
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Come on. Make your scratch on the tablet and we’ll make your
fortune for you.”

The younger man of the two jumped down from the wagon.
He followed the struggling countryman as he was being dragged
away.

“No! Not Balbus. My mother needs him to run the farm.
Don’t take my brother. Please! | can’t do the work he can, but I'll
be a better soldier than he will.”

The press men looked at each other. One remarked dubiously,
“Ciscus said volunteers.”

“Ciscus!” The other spat on the ground. “All right. Youl Get
out! Come along then, boy. In twenty years you’ll have a farm of
your own and a good mule to work it.”

The older man looked on, dumbly inarticulate. His big, cal-
loused fists clenched helplessly on the goad. He watched his
brother inscribe his name—Galba—in big, sprawling letters upon
the articles which irrevocably took him away from home. Galba
held out one clumsy hand to receive the little bag of salt He
pocketed the coin he was offered, without speaking.

“It will be all right, Balbus. Give them to Mother. Tell her I'm
sorry | couldn’t see her to say good-by.”

The brothers caught each other in a bearlike hug. The legion-
aries waited. Then the older man climbed slowly into the wagon,
fumbling for the handholds. Great tears rolled down his cheeks
into his beard. He struck the goad into the wood.

“Balbus. Take good care of Mother. She—she always loved
you best, anyway.”

The wagon creaked ponderously out of the square. The driver,
head sunk on his chest, did not look back.

The little crowd swelled, drawn by the tuck of the drum.
Three other young men strolled casually up and signed. Their
names went down on the articles. They pouched the salt and the
sesterces given at recruiting and went into the group, laughing at
some joke that one had just finished telling. “Titus; Kervashe;
Licinius,” Probus read off, musing. ‘Well, they can each hold a
stylus—how about a sword, | wonder? That Kervashe looks mean
enough to be a good fighter.”

A man came staggering toward the table, his arms wide
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stretched as though he could not bring them down to his sides.
His hands were scraped and bleeding. His clothes reeked of
wine. His eyes were blackened and almost closed.

Probus discounted this, recognizing the injuries as minor. He
thought he knew a good recruit when he saw one. “Thinking
about following the drum? Right this way. Here’s a sesterce. Just
sign here and go over to the wineshop with it. Set you right in no
time.”

“Can’t,” the man mumbled through swollen lips, tenderly
tonguing a loosened tooth. “Been crucified. See my hands? All
blood. Can’t put my arms down. Stiff. Can’t find my nails. Where
are my nails? Can’t get back on the cross without my nails.”

“You don’t have to go back there if you sign your name. No-
body can make you go back. We’ll take you with us.”

“Don’t have to go back? Don’t want to go back. I'll sign.
Where do | sign? Help me get my hands down and I'll sign.
L-on—what’s the rest of it? Don’t tell me, I know. G-i-nus.
Longinus.”

He stood back and looked proudly at his work, took the ses-
terce as though he did not know what it was or why he was
given it. He collapsed on the curbstone and sat there mumbling,
with his head in his bleeding hands.

The recruit who had signed just ahead of Longinus sat down
beside him. “My name’s Antimon. I've got some nails like none
you've ever seen. How do you like these? Bent them and put
them together myself. I'm handy that way. Want to try to get
them apart? Wager my sesterce you can’t do it.”

Longinus groaned and pushed the puzzle back into Antimon’s
hand, then with a violent shove pushed the boy away. “Get out
of here. Let me alone. | ache, | bleed, | can’t think—’'m
crucified, aren’t 1? Maybe I’'m dead.”

“If you say so.” Antimon laughed and went back to the group,
tossing the entangled horseshoe nails from hand to hand. Soon
he was offering them to another recruit, deftly twirling his ses-
terce over the backs of his knuckles without dropping it, cleverly
palming it and taking it apparently out of his neighbor’s ear.

Back in the city there was a distant noise of shouting. It had
been going on for some time. One of the cheap, flimsy tenements
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was burning in the heart of the Subura. Two rival fire gangs
brawled in the streets to decide which would put out the fire and
which patron would be able to buy the ruins cheaply. In the
meantime, the building burned on unhindered.

Away from that spot Decius ran in fear. No one pursued, but
he knew that the owner had seen him fling the torch and proba-
bly marked the direction in which he had gone. A squad of the
City Cohort could not be far behind.

The fugitive saw the recruiting table. This seemed like safety.
Without asking questions, he gave his name, made a big X on
the tablet, and breathed again.

Just in time, he thought as he hid himself in the growing
group of volunteers. The soldiers, with prisoners, marched into
the city square. The centurion in command pushed briskly into
the group, sniffing. “There’s smoke on this one! Take him!”

The recruiter shoved back his stool, almost casually. There
was a brief tussle and the town officer found himself on his back
in the street.

“This man is an arsonist. He likes to play with fire! Is this a
haven for rogues?”

Probus laughed and loosened the sword in his scabbard. “Go
back and polish your equipment, pretty boy. This man belongs
to us now. If you think you can take him away from us—try!”

The centurion hesitated. He scowled and swore. He picked up
his plumed dress helmet, straightened out the broken feather,
and shook dirt out of it. He swung on his men.

“What in the name of Pluto are you grinning at, you lump-
headed fools? One of you want to go after him? No? No one at
all? Then move! One-two-three-four! Double time!” They left the
square at a quick trot.

Lucas tossed the knife idly to and fro, on a tenement landing,
not meeting his mother’s eyes. “l did it because | wanted to do
something nice for you.” She savagely kicked the scattered coins
off the landing. They caught the faint light from the candle in-
side her door and glittered as they fell.

He had cleaned the knife, but she knew. She had always sus-
pected, he thought, but now she knew. He was hungry, dis-
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pirited, and repentant. He listened almost without hearing, as
her fury poured over him.

He tossed the knife. She struck it out of his hand. When he
bent to pick it up she struck him savagely, once, twice—loud,
hard, painful blows that rocked his head from side to side.

“Knife fighter! Thief! Alley runner! You did it for me? Liar!
Good-for-nothing!”

His face remained impassive. He turned, with a shrug, and
started down the stairs. Her sobbing curses followed him. At the
next landing he stopped and looked up.

“Farewell, Mother.”

“Go where the wind blows. I'll never miss you.”

Out of her sight, tears came. He stumbled down the remaining
flights, out into the dusk of the street. Without knowing where
he was going, he walked aimlessly toward the sound of a distant
drum.

As he approached it, another young man stopped a moment to
watch the recruitment. The shrewd eye of the recruiter fell upon
the strong physique of the onlooker. He classified him as a pass-
ing slave bound upon some mission. He got up, stepped out, and
caught the messenger’s arm.

“I've been looking for just such a fine fellow as you. How
would you like to be a legionary? A fine farm someday, a big
mule all your own, money in your pouch, an exciting carefree
fife, almost your own master—a chance to see foreign lands.
Come, how about it? What do you say?”

“l am Morgo, a slave of the house of M. Ascanius Fuscus. It is
impossible. Let me go. | am on my master’s business.”

“Would you like to be a legionary, | asked you?”

“Would | like to go to heaven? You play with me. Let me go.”

“Just a moment.” Probus kept a firm grip upon him.

“Hey, fellows! Take a look at our friend’s forehead.” He
pushed back the young slave’s low-cut bangs. “See?” There was
no F.U.G. brand for fugitivus. “l think we can do him a nice
favor.

“No cropped ears, either. At least you've never run away. Any
lash marks? Nothing on your back? Good. Let’s see your hands.
Still got your little fingers. Better and better. Don’t try to fool
me. You're no slave.”
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Hope began to dawn in the eyes of Morgo. “Sir, you know if |
am caught | can be crucified or thrown to the beasts in the Cir-
cus. How can you hide me?”

“Nothing could be simpler. Who would think of looking for
any but free men here? In a few hours we will be on the march
and you can be one of us.”

“A slave cannot be a legionary.”

“Of course not. If you persist in thinking that you are a slave,
then you must become a citizen and own land. You have no
money? Then you must earn some.

“Here, take this rag. Polish the hilt of my sword. Ah! A splen-
did job. Well worth a sesterce, isn’t it, boys?

“Now you have money of your own, which you have earned
by your own labor.” Probus placed the coin in the slave’s limp
hand.

He picked up a handful of earth from the street. “Give me the
money and put the dirt in your pouch.”

Slowly, uncomprehending, the slave did as he was told.

“Now. You bought that land which | gave you and to which |
have a right as a citizen. As a slave cannot own land until he is
freed, you must be free. If you are free, | declare you a citizen.

“Citizen Morgo, | am happy to accept you as a recruit for the
Tenth Cohort of the Thirteenth Legion. Be proud. You are now a
member of the Emperor’s Own. Sign here.”

On the Palatine Hill, crowded as it was with the stately pa-
trician homes and the raw, flamboyant buildings which were
being erected by the newly rich, there were still unspoiled spots
of wildness. Little hollows among the rocks, fringed with weeds;
small thickets of brush existing untouched—these were comers of
the past where children played and dreamed. Here and there,
yet unharmed, stood trees which had never been planted or
tended by man.

There were sites which had not known the weight of masonry
or the scrape of a tool. They were few and soon there would be
none, for to dwell upon the Palatine was a distinguishing mark
in Roman society. It was a coveted honor for those who were re-
lentlessly pushing upward from the lower strata and fighting for
place among the old families.
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In these little havens of quietness among the turmoil of the
great city the din of the streets was muted by distance. Here
lovers could find seclusion and privacy. If they looked mostly
into each other’s eyes and listened only to their own hearts, they
might, like the children, create and believe in their own happy
world.

In one of these close green thickets, which had been hollowed
out to form a tight green arbor by trimming branches and pluck-
ing up some of the brush in the center, a boy and girl sat in their
secret place.

It was almost sunrise. The pale light through the leaves
showed each the sadness in the other’s face, though the streets
below were still shadowed. Tibullus looked away and picked
threads from the hem of his tunic. He rolled them up into little
balls and threw them away. The girl hugged her knees and anx-
iously watched him. She smoothed down the rough slave tunica
she had borrowed when she slipped away from the house for this
meeting.

Lilia was small and daintily made and very young. In her soft
face the only hint of her unformed character was the strong line
of her chin. The determination implied in the set of this was
belied by her quivering lips. In all her life she had been refused
nothing. It had been difficult to cajole her into doing anything
against her own desire.

There was no petulance in her expression as she waited for
him to speak. It was that of hurt misery. In her heart, desire
warred strongly against all her principles and ideals. She was
very near to surrender.

She searched his face. Handsome, talented, ambitious—attrac-
tive beyond any other boy she knew. Her heart pounded. He
was so handsome! If she had not been looking at him through a
mist of glamour, she would have seen him as her parents might.

A loosely jointed youth, unsure of his own qualities, a doubter,
a wisher, not a doer, but one capable of devious scheming to at-
tain his own ends.

He pushed back his thick black hair with a nervous gesture.
“It is time to go, if you really mean to do it, Lilia. The doors will
be open soon. Have you changed your mind?”

Now it was her turn to look at the ground. She felt ashamed.
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Her heart pounded as though it would shake her whole body.
Surely he could hear it.

“l want to—and | don’t. Oh, Tibullus! Dear Tibullus! There
must be another way.”

“You know there is not. You promised last night. We go down
to the Temple of Jupiter. We make our promises to each other.
We come back here and marry ourselves. After a while we tell
your father, when it is too late for him to do anything about it.”

“He will kill you. He will send me away. Darling Tibullus,
that will kill me. Don’t make me do it. It will be an end to every-
thing.”

He fixed his eyes on his feet and moodily stirred the sand of
an anthill with a worn sandal. He crushed it flat and poked bit-
terly at the frantic ants, watching with some pleasure a crippled
one drag itself away.

She pressed a little closer and touched her cheek to his. He
did not return the caress.

“It is because | have no money. | cannot give you jewels.”

“Cornelia was happy with her living jewels. | will never ask
you for any other. We have talked that over and over, too. | only
want to be really married—with people around, by a priest, with
cakes and wine, and those | love to be there and see.”

“Ah, now—

““My women says she’d marry no one but me,
Even though Jupiter should offer his plea.
What a woman says—when her lover is there—
Write it on water, or the clouds in the air.””

Her eyes filled with tears. “Catullus! Must you quote Catullus
to me? And only that one cruel epigram—written when he was so
bitter, after he was disillusioned in love—eheated by that wicked
Clodial

“l am not your woman yet, you know. | am your girl. Just
your girl, who loves you only. You can make me your lady, if you
will, in the right way. | would be the lady of your house, with so
much pride, even if it has no more than one room—even though
you had nothing but cobwebs in your pocket.

“It is only because | am so afraid that we cannot hope to be
haPPy> if we begin without honor. | will tell you a truth and
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make you this promise. If my family were to send me away be-
cause of you, | would come back and find you, if | had to walk
across the world.”

He looked up then and laughed with real amusement. “Oh,
Lilia—Lilia! What great words. When did you ever walk a mile
in your whole life?”

“When | came up here to meet you. It is just a mile and a
half. I counted every step. Fifteen hundred of them.”

‘Then walk with me now a little farther, down to the Temple
of Jupiter, and repeat that promise there. If the priest is there,
we will say we are orphans and not give our right names. He
will record it so. See, | have brought the vervain for Jupiter and
the incense for the sacrifice.”

She sat quite still—thinking. They were long thoughts before
she announced her decision. Tibullus moodily stirred the twigs
with a little stick, not looking at her.

“I will go.” She took a little bag out of her bosom. “And here
is the parsley for Venus and the incense for my sacrifice.”

“Lilia! You were teasing me! You did mean to, all the time!”

She kissed him tenderly, understandingly. “Tibullus, you do
not know what | would do for you. But | wish . . .”

She did not finish the sentence. Hand in hand, they went
down the hill to make their vows and plight their troth before
the altars of their gods. Jupiter first, the shrine of Venus after, to
reach which they must first pass the Temple of Mars, where
faintly they could hear the thrilling sound of an army trumpet
and the beat of an army drum.

They walked down the Street of the Bulls and, passing
through the Velabrium, that crowded tenement district, they
went on by way of the Vicus Jugarius—the Street of the Yoke
Manufacturers—to the Capitoline Hill.

By the time Tibullus and Lilia had knelt and kissed and sac-
rificed in the Temple of Jupiter, where they did not find the
late-rising priest, and had left the altar, some other recruits had
been gathered.

One of these was a soul-sick patrician, temporarily in a mood
of renunciation.

When he was a child his parents had taken Atticus to the



74 The Lost Legion

Temple of Jupiter. Standing small in the cool shadowed portico,
looking up at that immense figure of the god, he was filled with a
sense of its omnipotent majesty. He made his first public obei-
sance. He repeated his prayers with awe and dropped his pinch
of incense reverently into the glowing brazier. These vows he
made with a feeling of dedication and wonder.

By the time he was a youth the vows had been long obscured
by greater pleasures. Before he donned the man-toga of a knight,
they had been ignored and completely forgotten. He no longer
believed in divinity, the honor of men, or the virtue of women.
The lovely term maiden, with all its beautiful connotations, was
a theme for obscene jokes among his roistering friends.

Upon this dreadful morning of self-revelation and cruel in-
sight, drunken, sick, and exhausted from an all-night orgy, he
mistook the way to the vomitorium and reeled out upon the
street in the gray light of an ugly dawn.

With the sour lees of the wine boiling up in his throat, he sat
down upon the high curb with his feet in the gutter and buried
his swollen face in his trembling hands.

At last he staggered down the street to the sound of a calling
drum in the square of the Temple of Mars. There he seized the
stylus and wrote, in a spirit of terrible contempt, with letters dug
deep into the wax;

Lucius Sempronius Atticus—Patrician and Eques.

He was still very drunk.

Immediately following his name, the recruiter added that of a
boy who for some time had been covetously eying the gleaming
trumpet. The trumpeter, noticing this, took it from his lips, held
it out, and slyly winked. He nodded encouragingly towhrd the
recruiting table.

The boy suddenly made up his mind, stepped forward, and
made his mark. The trumpeter looked over his shoulder, led him
over to the others, and let him handle the polished brass. He
winked again in complicity.

“Good lad, Proxillus!” he said. “See me by and by. I'll talk to
the Master of Horse about you. He can use a second trumpet.”

He took back the instrument and blew a mighty blast. It
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pierced through the meditations of Tibullus and Lilia. Drawn by
curiosity, they turned from their direct route, pushed through
the little crowd, and stopped to watch for a moment.

The keen eye of the trumpeter fell upon them. “Here’s a likely
lad, hey, Probus? The twentieth, if we can get him.”

“Young man, step this way. Come closer. How would you like
to be a hero? Make your girl proud of you. Do your duty for
your country. How about it now?”

Tibullus grinned weakly and backed away but found his arm
grasped in a detaining grip. People seldom shook off the hand of
Probus.

“No. Stay a bit. Look at this beautiful armor. It would fit you
like a second skin. Try on this helmet. Why, you look like a gen-
eral!

“Doesn’t that make him handsome, sweetheart? Ah, it does!
See her eyes shine—what’s your name, now? Tibullus? Well, Ti-
bullus, if she liked you without that helmet, she’ll love you with
it. What are you? Clerk? Scribe? A poet? Wonderful! If there’s
anything this army needs, it’'s a good poet. My father was a poet,
but a bad one and rather luckless.

“He wrote poems in honor of Venus, until he caught the sol-
dier’s disease. Then he composed odes to Apollo and the god got
disgusted and knocked him down with sunstroke. Father got the
idea and shifted over to Bacchus. He did all right until he made
a bet that he could drink the entire output of one winery in one
week.

“l write a little myself. How do you like this one?

“Rome expects you to work your way,
She’s counting on you to earn your pay.

“You don’t? Then you don’t know good rhyming when you
hear it. I don’t believe you are a poet at all. I'll bet a sesterce you
can’t even write your name. Right here—here’s the stylus!

Tibullus frowned, then said:

“Remember, we’ve been taught to share.
| hope she’ll always have it there?’

“Hey, fellows! He’s made a fool of me. He did it! He wrote
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down a new couplet and signed it for me, right here on the rec-
ords. Good for you, Tibullus!

“Well, here’s your sesterce. Here’s your bag of salt.

“Here’s our twentieth recruit. Just fall in with the others,
young man. Pack up the stuff, boys. Job’s done.”

A swift, strong shove thrust Tibullus into the group. It had all
happened so rapidly that he still did not quite understand.

Only the roar of laughter which went up at his dawning look
of comprehension, and Lilia’s scream at the sight of him being
snatched away, brought him to his senses.

He tried to fight his way out, but the effort was futile. There
was no more sympathy for him among the recruits than there
was from the seasoned soldiers guarding them. A blow from the
decurion’s vine-stick dazed him and struck him back. A legionary
caught him and held tight.

“Don’t run, boy! That’s desertion. You’re in the army now.
Make the best of it. You’ll be out in twenty years.”

Lilia ran beside them, hurried little steps to keep up with the
long marching stride that they fell into as they took the road for
the Campus Martius. She was crying and her hands were
clenched until her fingernails drove deep into her palms.

A sympathetic few followed, cursing at the soldiers, shaking
their fists, patting Lilia commiseratingly on the shoulders.

Under their feet, the little bunch of parsley meant for Venus
lay useless now—forgotten and crushed.
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Not far outside the city, at the beginning of the Appian Way,
the Thirteenth Legion was in ranks, standing easy, but not at
ease. They were waiting, as they had been waiting since dawn,
for the coming of the recruits, or any laggards who might return.

During that time there had been several omens, not all good.
A flock of ravens flapped heavily over from the east, gorged with
carrion. One dropped a bloody morsel near the standard. The
men stared at it and a murmur ran through the lines.

There had been thunder on the left. Damp kindling, on the
portable altar of Jupiter, failed to ignite until the third lighting.
Now the chaplains of the ten cohorts were poking about in the
entrails of a sacrificed sheep, seemingly in disagreement over the
augury.

A chill wind blew, whipping the smoke of the city low over
the Servian Wall and obscuring the low, pale sun. The morale of
the men sank as they waited. They were already depressed by
lack of sleep, disgust, and disappointment at the sudden change
of plans.

Only loyalty to their commander, and the knowledge that his
impassivity hid an equal regret kept them from grumbling. The
thought of the long double row of tombs, along the route they
must soon take, did nothing to raise their spirits.

While they stood there a sibyl passed on her way to one of the
small Grecian temples on the Esquiline Hill. Some of the legion-
aries called out to her as soldiers will, partly, but only partly, in
mockery. A gruff veteran of several wars tossed a small coin to
her as she walked by. She made no effort to catch it and it fell to
the ground.

“Ho, sibyl! | would buy a prophecy. Read my future for the
worth of the coin?”
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She picked up the silver and he held out his palm, with a
cynical smile. She shook her head and returned the piece.
Gently, almost pityingly, she closed his fingers over it.

“Legionary, you know well that a soldier has no future. Ask
me nothing and keep your money. | have no need for Charon s
oboli.”

“Have you no kind word for any of us, sibyl?”

“Yes, to those of you who love wine, | say—drink well and
often. The Shades are long dry.”

The bluster went out of his voice, but he insisted. “At least a
little seeing for us, sibyl. What can we expect?”

She hesitated, then without warning or her own volition the
spirit seized her. Her face convulsed. Her eyes rolled and her
body became rigid. Her voice dropped an octave. The timbre
was that of a man, guttural, threatening, warning.

“Yonder the smoke of the city flies east! Under it marches the
Lost Legion. Never the smoke returns—never the legion.

“Heavy the smoke scuds—diick the arrows fly, thickly into the
ranks! Yonder the edges whip away. Far, far the ranks grow
thin.

“The eastern sky is wide—beyond, the smoke is lost. The lands
of Asia are wide enough to bury you all.

“Never the smoke returns. Never the legion!”

Wailing, she hurried toward the city. The cold wind blew. The
men shivered.

Near the barracks there was a line of small shops which ca-
tered to the needs of army men. Here could be purchased small
images of Mithras, the great bullfighter, the soldiers’ god, sec-
ondhand but serviceable items of clothing, equipment, or even
little luxuries.

Farther away and less obtrusive were buildings which housed
less reputable necessaries. Near one of these, a small wineshop,
there was already a crowd of drinking spectators, both men and
women. Some of these broke away and followed the company of
surrounded recruits, to become part of a fringe of curious
hecklers.

The decima stopped at the very end of the line, the spot re-
served at the tail of the Tenth Cohort for new members. From
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here, as the volunteers progressed in ability and training, and
their useful skills became apparent, they would be promoted for-
ward to other units and thus scattered throughout the main body
of the legion.

Now they were a unit by themselves. They would be trained
together, eat and sleep together, and perhaps, if they were dull
or stubborn, even die together.

Nearby, Tibullus and Lilia clung together in quiet grief.
Some of the new recruits watched them in sympathy. Others
were already regretting their sudden decisions and were lost in
somber thought. A few, especially Morgo, Decius, and Lucas,
were happy. No matter what army life might be like, what they
had escaped was worse.

Tibullus looked anxiously around. “Centurion, let me have a
tablet? Please? Has anybody got a piece of paper? Oh, Jupiter!
Just a little piece of paper and a pen?”

A public scribe pushed through the crowd with his inkhorn
and a piece of paper. Tibullus searched for a coin. He was radi-
ant as he seized the paper, dipped the pen into the ink, and hur-
riedly began to write.

Lilia was beginning to understand. “But we haven’t got a cake
or any wine.” She whimpered and lifted her tear-wet face to
him, without much hope.

“It doesn’t matter. The paper matters. We’re going to do it!”

Already, at the far end of the ranks, there was a movement.
The legion stiffened to attention. Crisp orders rang down the
serried companies. Commander Manlius had just come out of
headquarters and was walking toward his horse.

Oblivious of the imminent interruption, Tibullus frantically
scrawled on and finished his sentence. He looked over his shoul-
der to judge the time remaining. There was very little.

He thrust the marriage lines into Lilia’s hand. “Get all the sig-
natures you possibly can, after | am gone. Oh, Lilia! Try hard.
Get a lot.”

A woman came running up with a pitcher of wine in one hand
and a hard biscuit in the other. She thrust both into Lilia’s
hands. “Here,” she panted. “Get married, if that’s what you
want. This is all | could find.”

Tibullus snatched them from her. “The gods bless you! He
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hugged the woman and some of the wine spilled down her back,
but she only laughed.

There was a crackling rattle of lance butts on the pavements.
The commander was standing at his horse’s head. The aquilifer
took his position at the extreme right of the column. The golden
Eagle gleamed bright in the morning sun. A little distance be-
hind, the standard-bearer unfurled the legion flag to the wind
and stood at attention, waiting for the trumpet.

The clouds had not delivered their promise of a shower and
now were scattering. It was a good omen. One of the haruspices
came up with the liver of the sacrificed sheep. Manlius read it,
knowingly. He nodded.

Tibullus broke the biscuit and crammed half of it into his
mouth. He washed the morsel down with a gulp of wine. “I,
Caius, take thee, Caia,” he said thickly, and handed the re-
mainder of the biscuit to Lilia. He watched while she choked it
down and drank a swallow. “I, Caia, take thee, Caius.”

She hugged him, close and tight, not caring that the forgotten
pitcher now smashed on the pavement. No one laughed. She
whispered into his ear, so that no one else could hear, “Where
you are, Caius, there I, Caia, will also be.” There was only an-
other instant to be together. They spent it in each other’s arms
and made it sacred with a kiss. Then Lilia felt herself urged
aside with a firm but not unkind pressure.

Tibullus was pushed back into the ragged formation of the
new recruits. It tightened into a close knot. She could no longer
touch him and there was nothing left but the memory of his
arms about her, his strength, and his warm breath on her lips.

She heard his voice: “Oh, Lilia! Help me now!” And she could
not reach him.

The legion was almost ready to move out. The trumpet
caroled:

“Come and listen

To the officers talk.
Then we all will take
A little xoalk.

Comel Come! Come!"

But they are already gathered, she thought, when she heard
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someone in the crowd fit the old words to the lilting notes. They
are all there and they have done with talking and they will soon
be gone. Oh, gods, what shall I do without him? Don’t you care?

The roll call had been made. The commander looked back
along the line. He grasped the handgrip on the saddle of his
white stallion, for he rode without stirrups, as all the cata-
phracts did. He vaulted lightly into place. He rode to his usual
place at the head of the Spanish heavy cavalry and made ready
to lead out the column. He raised his hand. It fell.

Matho, Master of Horse, roared out in his leather-lunged
bellow:

“Stand to horse!”

Each man seized his handgrip. The next commands cracked
like the snap of a carter’s whip.

“Prepare to mount!”
and in rapid succession:

“Mount!

“Column of fours!”

Manlius was twenty feet ahead.

“Follow me!

“Forward—ho!” shouted Matho.

The cavalry began to move. The wind billowed their red
cloaks. The horses danced and their trappings jingled. A cheer
went up from the crowd.

Now the infantry had room to follow. Up went the standard in
the hands of the signifer, high, proud, and visible to all. It
streamed out over his head. Up into the clear air went the gay
company pennons. The tribune of the Thousand Cohort, crack
troops and first in line, raised his arm.

“For-r-ward mar-r-ch! Trumpeter—sound!” Down came the
arm. The sharp commands rippled down the line. Like a great
snake, the column lengthened itself imperceptibly. It tensed—it
shivered. The drum boomed, the brass struck up the marching
tune.

The Thirteenth Legion was on its way.

Out of the huge drill field clattered the six hundred horsemen,
not caparisoned today in their heavy armor which made them
the hardy cataphracts feared by all enemies. Instead, they were



82 The Lost Legion

lightly dressed, as was usual on the march upon home grounds
or in a friendly country.

They sat straight in the saddle, gripping the reins lightly, look-
ing neither to left nor right, left hand casually placed on hip.
Their every motion was graceful.

Their yellow banner, with its sable lion ramping up against a
castle in red, floated free at the spearhead of the cavalcade,
where rode Matho, two horse lengths behind the legate.

Spanish cavaliers, all of them, some, like Matho, of ancient
Carthaginian lineage. These traced their ancestry, with pride,
back to the laughing men of Hannibal and Hamilcar, who had
surged through Spain like a sea, on their way to render Italy a
battleground.

Now these, their sons distant in time, fought for Rome. They
were swarthy, bearded swaggerers with flashing steel and eagle
stares; quick with a blow, large in their capacities for wine and
love; admired, respected, and often hated for their arrogance by
the rank and file who slogged on foot through the dust clouds
they left behind.

In column of fours, the cavalry left the Field of Mars. As they
rode through the suburbs of the city to reach and pass through
the Appian Gate which led south, they raised their voices in
song. Although they were auxiliaries, the marching song of the
legion was their song too.

“The trumpets were a-blowing
When 1 marched away
To leave my wife and sell my life
For a denarius aday”

The first troops passed through the gate. The black beards
opened and the white teeth flashed. The horses pranced, glad to
be on the move.

“The ladies’ tears were showing.
I’'m sure | heard them say,
‘How terribly sad, to lose this lad—
For a denarius a day!””

Following the horsemen, the baggage wagons belonging to the
cavalry took the road. They carried the armor, weapons, and
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other heavy gear. Fodder wains, the portable smithy, and riding
farriers and grooms would bring up the tail of the procession.

As the drivers clucked to the mules, amid the loud crack of the
whips, they too sang and the chorus rang out:

“Then drink, drink,
Let the cannikins clink,
And tvith wine let us make merry1
With the dawn
We must be gone
And there will be some to bury!”

Behind the cavalry and its wagons the legion uncoiled itself, a
gaily patterned python as seen from the roofs of the houses, its
scales gleaming in the sun. Rank upon rank, undulating out of
the Campus Martius, marching in perfect stride. Tramp, tramp,
tramp, the hobnailed boots of the caligatae struck the stones in
unison to the beat of the drum.

Above them, the flaring pennons of the various centuries;
higher and more flaunting, the cohort flags leaned against the
wind, and largest of all, the standard of the thousand waved in
insolent beauty. Ahead of the fluttering display of pomp and
power, the golden Eagle led the way, its beak open as though it
screamed defiance, or sang as did the men who followed:

‘When, at the end, | get my licks,
I'll take the ferryboat
Over the Styx,
With nothing to spend,
Bequeath, or lend,
But my denarius for the day.

For-r-r—the generals get the money,
The tribunes get the honey,
The soldier gets to whirl about
Whenever he hears an officer shout:
‘Form fours! All for-r—
A denarius a day!’”

On they went, century after century, bearing their equipment
lightly with the ease of long use. In the first line were maniples
of chosen men, all young legionaries, carrying two javelins
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each; short, double-edged thrusting sword; four-foot-long, semi-
cylindrical shield; helmet, breastplate, and greaves.

Shock troops for the individual centuries were these, strong,
ambitious, and vital—the first to engage in hand-to-hand combat
with the enemy. They swung by the watching crowd, who
thrilled to their snap and vigor.

Behind these ranks came another set, of veterans well tested in
battle, dependable men who could be counted upon to support
and relieve the tired men who would take the brunt of the
fighting. These were armed in the same manner, including the
little extra items of equipment peculiar to the Thirteenth. Their
feet came down solidly, maniple following maniple, one hundred
men in each.

In their turn, they passed in parade the many who had gath-
ered here to watch. These now saw the remaining third type of
soldier go by—all senior veterans. Their weapons were similar to
those preceding, except that they carried long thrusting spears
instead of javelins, for their function was to act as reserves and
join the fight only when called.

Their drum marked the beat so closely to the larger one at the
column’s head that it seemed a single hand struck both. As the
Thousand Cohort disappeared, it was singing:

“The commander rides on a fine white horse.
Centurions get the medals, of coursel
The man in the ranks?
He gets, for thanks—
His denarius for the dayF

A little space separated the First Cohort from the Second. Soon
the next banner and silver Eagle appeared, and the Second, ar-
ranged in similar manner to the First, surged into motion. The
tribune first came into view, marching beside the banner, then
the youthful, able principes; the older, perhaps a little weaker,
hastati following; then again, the supporting triarii.

They went by, cohort after cohort, until all ten had passed.
After a short gap, marching as did the rest, like marionettes upon
a single string, another six companies came: all light infantry, all
triarii, powerful veterans armed with javelins, sword, and small
round shield, razor edged along the top as had been the larger
ones which the heavy infantry carried.
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“Pipers will play
And trumpets bray.
So others will do what I've done today
And drums will beat
For aching feet
That march till Judgment Day.”

So all the cohorts went by in their turn, to the marking beat of
the drum and the braying tubas and the crash of cymbals,
which raises the hair along the spine. Before it had time to lie
flat again, the bagpipers, who played for the barbaric Balearic
slingers, raised their screaming cry and set the echoes screech-
ing back at them in that early dawn.

With cheeks puffed out, red-faced, the pipers strutted and
swung, fingering their three-holed single chanter, squeezing the
bag under arm which supplied the growling drone. In route step,
the slingers padded after them. They wore soft shoes with thick
soles, for more active use and running. Being sharpshooters and
sniping marksmen, they did not bother to march with the preci-
sion of the legionaries.

These island irregulars carried no packs, except a small pouch
of lead slugs for especially accurate shooting, a larger one for
clay balls, and a few naturally round stones for which they were
always on the search. Over their shoulders they carried a four-
foot throwing stick, with a short rawhide thong and leather
pouch for heavier missiles to lob into a crowd.

They considered themselves the men most necessary to the
army, as did, in fact, each unit—those whom the legion could
least do without.

These hairy wild men could not sing in tune to the pipes, be-
cause only the pipers knew if there was any tune at all that they
were playing, but they sang, regardless:

“There are many roads that lead to Rome.
There are roads that lead away,
And | have trod them all, it seems,
For many a weary day.

So drink, drink,
Let the cannikins clink,
And with wine we’ll now make merry.
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With the dawn
We'll soon be gone
And there will be some to bury.*

Over the worn stones rumbled the artillery. First, sixty small
carroballistae, the rapid-firing, javelin-throwing field guns of the
ancient world. These were horse-drawn weapons, fondly called
scorpions, for they faced backward and the sting was in their
tails. They must be wheeled rapidly into position and, in action,
must sometimes be shifted with the utmost haste to be placed at
best advantage.

Following them came patient mules, pulling heavy wagons
laden with ironwork for the powerful siege engines, bar iron for
cavalry smithies, and the larger forges which the armorers used;
bags of charcoal, ingots of lead, copper, and tin; supplies for the
bakers—the ovens and the sacks of grain; the personal effects of
the marching men.

The leather and canvas tents for the officers were also in these
wagons. The Thirteenth Legion did not house eight men to a
tent, as did the other legions, but only four, although at a pinch
five or even six could crowd into one for shelter. Each group of
four men carried its tent in four sections and fitted them together
at the coming of night, carrying such pieces of leather or canvas
as part of a regulation marching pack.

On they rolled. Hospital supplies, paymaster’s cart, with its
locked iron chests, presided over by the signifer, who doubled as
standard-bearer, subtiers, butchers’ wagons. Knowing that they
too were necessary to the support of the fighting legionaries, the
men of the wagons, who also might be called upon to bear aims,
felt pride in themselves and sang as loudly as the others:

“There's a thump and a thud
That gets in your blood
And unless you are made of clay—
You cannot stay.
You will march away
For that denarius a day!
Oh-h-h, boys!
That denarius a day!"

They passed. Out of the Campus Martius, into and out of the
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suburbs of the city; into the long double row of tombs which
lines the beginning of the Appian Way—three hundred and
forty-seven miles to Brundisium, and Brundisium no more than
the first step on their long journey. They passed—into history and
out of the ken of those who watched them go.

For a long time after the legion was out of sight the boom of
the big drum could still be heard. Then it faded, as had the
grunting brass, until it became no more than a vibration on the
air, felt but hardly audible. The crowd, dispersing slowly, knew
that the legion was truly gone.

The final distant breath of evanescent sound whispered away.
It was not until then that a wide, covered litter was picked up by
its bearers and carried back into the city. Inside, hidden by the
leather curtains, Gaius Caesar Caligula yawned and patted his
open mouth lightly with a perfumed palm.

He smiled and said to Macro, who reclined beside him, “Step
number three and well accomplished. On they go toward
Parthia. 1 wonder just what they will find there among those sus-
picious people?

“Hopefully this by-blow of the Immortal Julius is permanently
removed. If he is, | shall have disposed of a threat to the throne.
There will be an excuse to attack Parthia, for which we are
prepared. If so be that he somehow manages to return, we will
find another excuse for war. It must come soon. | will be sur-
named Parthicus.

“Still I win, if he brings back another silk route, the Eagle of
the Lost Legion—perhaps even the secret of the silk. Any one of
these.”

His laugh was cynical. “Who but a god could make a plan like
this? Who but a god could have my thoughts?”

Macro placed a finger to his lips and gestured nervously where
the bearers must be listening outside the curtains. Caligula ran
an expressive finger across his own throat. His smile was chilling
to the praefect as he muttered, “As soon as we reach the
palace . . .”

He continued in a louder tone, “Get out the roster and strike
the Thirteenth from it. It shall be a concern of mine no
longer.”

Over their heads, the wind and the smokes of Rome blew east.
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VIRGIL GIVES ADVICE

Lilia had not stirred from where she stood since her new hus-
band had passed out of sight, looking over his shoulder to find
her face among the others. “Have everybody sign the paper,” he
cried.

He didn’t say farewell. She suppressed the little mean thought
and stood staring at the wagons until they were all gone. Per-
haps they would let him go. Maybe he can break away and come
running back. They might not miss him or chase him if he hid.
They wouldn’t break up the formation just for that one person—
would they?

He can’t be so important to them as he is to me. Oh, Tibullusl

It was not until she knew beyond doubt that there was no
more hope that she turned away, head bowed, her eyes blurred
with tears.

“That pitcher will cost you one sesterce, two as,” she heard a
voice say, but the meaning did not penetrate her dull and bewil-
dered mind.

She looked up. “What?”

“You broke it. I'm not going to pay for it.” It was the woman
who had brought the pitcher of wine and the biscuit. Finally
Lilia understood.

“I'm sorry. | didn’t mean to break it. Please sign my paper.”
She held it out like a little scolded child. The scribe had long ago
left with the inkhorn and the pen. This last crushing blow was
more than she could bear. She began to cry in great, helpless
sobs.

“There. There. Forget the pitcher. It was cracked anyway.
Have you got any money?” Lilia dumbly shook her head.

“So he’s gone away and left you. Lucky you got him to marry
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you. It dont show. How long gone are you? Have you got a good
master that will take care of you?”

“l don’t understand.”

“The baby. How much more time have you got?”

Lilia was shocked and indignant. “Me? A baby? | just got
married! How could | be?” And she thinks | am a slave, too.

The woman chuckled with genuine amusement. “You are
younger than | thought. Luckier, too. Come, have a drink with
me. It will take the wobble out of your legs. You look as though
you need it.”

Lilia did feel faint and dizzy. She felt the edge of a cup
against her lips and a hand at the back of her head. The wine
was rough and sour. It made her cough.

“Drink it down. All of it. | know a house slave steals better,
but it’s all you’ll get here. It’'s Vatican, the worst—and the
cheapest in Rome, but it is the soldiers’ wine and that’s why |
like it. If you are going to be a soldier’s woman, you must learn
to like it too, even though it be no better than vinegar.

“l have drunk Pramnian and wine of Chios, but you can’t buy
it here. If you've got a taste for Falernian, this pig of a wine
seller probably never heard of it. Vatican and Vesuvius, sour as
they are, act quickly. They drive away grief and drown misery.

“Child, this is a day to forget. Any wine will help you to do
that.”

The woman raised her head proudly and Lilia saw the hurt in
her eyes. It came to the girl, in that moment, that it was not she
alone who stood in need of comfort.

“l am sorry,” she said, and touched the woman’s hand. “Was
your husband a soldier? Did he go away too?”

“Long, long ago. So long that years mean nothing now. We
met in Armenia. He was a Roman soldier. My mother hated him
and tried to keep me away from him. She hated all Romans for
the destruction they have brought to our country.

“She was in Tigranocerta when the Romans wrecked the city.
She is probably still there. She vowed she would never leave it
until 1 came back alone. She was very angry when | met my
man. Before he asked me to marry him, | could not have guessed
what | might answer. When he did, | knew | could never be

wife to any other.”
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“You must have loved him very much,” Lilia said, out of po-
liteness. How could this wine-drenched dissolute ruin have ever
experienced the same sad sweet pangs which were tormenting
her own being?

“Dear child, who are so lately bom, when you have lived a lit-
tle, come back and we will talk again. When he lived, | was
alive. When he died, | knew that | was dead and the world was
dead. It was long ago—so long ago.”

She drained her cup and filled it for the fourth time. Lilia
sipped her first, still without liking. The woman talked on. Her
words had begun to run together a little.

“He wanted me to go with him when he was sent to Libya.
He was in the Third Augusta. We had a nice little house, not
large, but almost new. We had one child, a boy. He was beauti-
ful. Three years old and only one blemish on his strong little
body. A scar on his forehead like a streak of lightning, where he
fell and cut it on a broken dish. How we loved him! How he
cried!

“l weep no more now. | have shed too many tears. | have said
farewell to too many men, but | never said it to my little boy. |
never had the chance.”

She sighed, and then looked at Lilia, or as nearly at her as she
could. Her eyes were vague. '

“l did not want to go to Libya. | thought we had too much
here to leave. So he went and | stayed—ike you. It would only
be a year.

“Dear child, it is not the great sorrows that are the hardest to
bear. It is the little reminders of them that bleed a soul to death.
When they brought me the news, | was arranging roses in a
vase. | can see the design on it now, after twenty years. He had
been buried a month before and | did not know, but he died for
me that day, in that little room. | did not stop my work.

“l put the last of the flowers in the vase. My mother loved
roses. Even as | did so, | knew | should never to be able to look
at roses again. And they are everywhere—everywhere.”

Her glance sharpened suddenly and she hunched forward,
fumbling for Lilia’s hand on top of the table.

Go with your husband, dear. Follow him. A woman must go
where her husband goes. If you don’t, this cup of wine, that bis-
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cuit, will curse this day. You will never forget it—all your lonely
life.”

“lI don’t like wine very much.”

‘I didn’t either—then, but it helps one to forget. Once, when |
was forgetting, | lost my little boy and | could not remember
where, or what happened, or why.

“After that, there was another memory to forget. There was
wine to forget it with and more wine and men and other men,
and time passed—and then | looked into a mirror. The years had
come upon me and | was as | am today. Whatever that is.”

She looked at Lilia as though they had never met. She lifted
another full cup in a trembling hand and drained it. There was
no recognition in her half-closed eyes. They drooped and closed
completely. Slowly her head came down upon her arm, which
rested on the bench. The cup fell from her lax fingers.

Lilia set down her still half-filled cup and looked at the propri-
etor of the wineshop.

“She’ll be all right. Just leave her there to sleep it off. I've
heard her tell that story a hundred times. I'll look after her.”

Lilia walked slowly away. There seemed nothing else to do. As
she went along the street toward home, one thought ran through
her mind, as firmly fixed there as had been the Annenian’s pho-
bia against roses: “A woman must go where her husband goes.”

It was not until she was nearly home that she realized what
she held crumpled in one tightly clenched hand. The paper had
not even one signature on it—and she had meant to do so much
for Tibullus.

She entered the house by the rear. The sun was well up and
for an instant she dreaded discovery, until she saw that Chloris,
her own Greek slave, was waiting by the cistern.

“Quickly, mistress, into my chamber before someone sees you.
Your morning clothes are there. All laid out for you. Oh-h-h!
Those grass stains! And wine on my tunica! Whatever shall | do?
What have you been doing inside my dress? Lilial How could
you? I'll never get my things clean. | have been so worried!”

Thus chattering, Chloris pushed her into the little cubicle at
the back of the house that was her own private room. Lilia found
herself stripped and seated on the cot almost before she knew
what was happening.
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Chloris dashed out and immediately reappeared with towels, a
bowl, and a ewer of hot water. Still scolding, she knelt and
bathed Lilia’s feet and legs and tenderly dried them.

“Chloris, stop! Listen. Let me talk a minute. Chloris, you've
got to help me. My, you are cross. You sound like my mother.”

“She is in the sunroom. | think she is working on that old tap-
estry again, with her maids. No—hear the organ? She and your
father think you are still asleep. | said you had a headache and
wanted to lie abed a little while.”

Chloris brought out clean clothing that she had hidden be-
neath a bedcover. An almost transparent silk undergarment, then
the tunica, less than knee length. Light sandals for house wear.
An ankle-length stola of white linen, belted in with a wide tur-
guoise-colored belt, clasped with a ruby-eyed silver lizard.

She adjusted Lilia’s hair into the latest fashionable mode,
bound it by a fillet of white silk dotted with golden spangles,
and placed an ivory comb to best advantage.

She stood back and admired her creation. “Oh, mistress! You
are as lovely as Venus herself. |1 love you so. You mustn’t ever
frighten me like that again.”

She rolled up her own dirty clothes and kicked them under the
cot. “Tell me now. You've got to tell me. What were you doing?”

Lilia had recovered her usual aplomb. “Nothing very impor-
tant,” she said with an air. “Only getting married.”

The last she saw of Chloris, as she quitted the room, was the
aghast face and open mouth, into which her slave had crammed
her knuckles to stifle the scream that wanted to come out.

Lilia passed through the servants’ passageway which flanked
the atrium. This large main room in the building, actually two
houses in one, was vacant at the moment. She could hear voices
raised in argument beyond the curtained entrance to the master
room.

A strange voice said angrily, “This is usury. You are a thief,
not a banker. An interest of forty-eight per cent on a six-month
loan?”

The answer was too low for her to catch. This was no time for
an interruption—at least, not the one that she would have to
make.

She went on toward the front of the house and stood looking
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out. The tiles were cool under her feet. An elegant curtained lit-
ter passed. The social morning visits were already beginning.

Lilia took a pear from a bowl. She flicked away a speck of dust
with care and nibbled daintily, leaning against a caryatid in the
portico. Old Silenus leered licentiously down at her from his col-
umn at the gate. Lilia did not notice.

She thought furiously. With no signatures of witnesses, the
paper was useless. How could she prove that she was married?
Father would think that this unconsummated, non-witnessed, al-
most illegal marriage contract was less than nothing. If Gaius
Aemilius Liletus even bothered to read it, he would probably
laugh and tear it up. Then she would have nothing but a
memory.

“A woman must go where her husband goes.” Her father
would not be moved in the least by that argument, however
much it tugged at Lilia’s heart.

Pensively, she picked at a tiny spot of decay in the pear and
lost her taste for it, replacing the half-eaten fruit beside the sil-
ver bowl. With a sigh she turned away, passed through the
atrium with its central pool, fed by rain ducts from the open
catch in the ceiling, and so into the marble-veneered sunroom.

The desultory, seemingly never ending repair of an ancient
tapestry was continuing, as Chloris had said, but only by the
serving-women. She felt that now she could understand faithful,
loving Penelope and her weaving better than before. Her mother
was playing softly on the water organ and singing, almost to her-
self.

“Oh-little one who wakes from sleep,
Never think that love comes cheap.
It is bought by tears in lonely nights,
Paid for by postponed delights,
As you will someday realize.
It may come in strange disguise
But—you can reach no happier heights,
So—be of patience and good cheer—
Go gently into your future, dear”

Her mother looked up and smiled. The words of the song had
touched Lilia’s heart and made her situation almost unbearable.
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She longed to be held close—to be a little girl again. She took a
step toward her mother, who continued playing. Neither did she
stop singing. This was not the time for confessions, it seemed.
Later.

Lilia returned to the atrium. The client had left. The curtains
were open and she could see her father sitting at his desk. He
looked stem and bitter. He had that banker look. Evidently this
transaction, whatever it was, had not gone well.

“Father?” she ventured timidly. He placed a finger to mark his
place in the newsletter he was reading, that monthly report to
financiers of the Empire. He was totting up figures on a tablet.
He frowned and she felt smaller and younger than ever.

“May | talk with you? | have something to tell you.”

“In a little while, Lilia. Run along now. | am very busy.”

He turned back to his reading and she turned away. He called
after her, as a polite afterthought, “I hope your headache has
passed?”

She kept on walking without looking back, knowing that if she
had answered he would not have heard—that he would still be
reading. She passed by the niches which housed the lares and
penates and gave them a tearful smile and a quick genuflection.
These cheerful Gods of the Little Things are my only helpers in
this household, she thought. Later. Everything is later. Maybe
too late.

She sobbed and ran up the stairs to her own room in the
women’s quarters. As she went, she could hear the music and the
lighthearted singing from the sunroom. She flung herself on her
bed, knowing for the first time in her young life how sad a song
of love could be.

Then, lying there, she heard a quick step entering the room,
felt soft arms about her, cuddling her head close, and the warm
body of Chloris pressing tight against her.

“Oh, my lady! My sweet sister! Please don't cry.”

Lilia turned, inside the embrace, and clung to Chloris. She
smelled fresh and clean. “How lucky | am to have you. You are
my only friend.”

The Greek girl held her for a little while, asking no questions.
Gradually Lilia told her the whole story, with many repetitions,
while she became calmer and more her usual self.
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“What am | to do? What can | do?”

They sat up. Chloris was understanding, sad, and pensive. “Il
cannot have my lover either. How can | advise you, mistress?”

“But you can see him every day. You know where he is. You
know that someday he will be yours. | may never see mine
again. He may never come back. | almost think | should have
gone with him.”

“My lady! With the army?” Chloris looked horrified. She
pushed Lilia away at arm’s length and shook her. “What a thing
to say. How could you? | should tell your father.”

“You wouldn’t, Chloris? | tried to tell him and Mother too, but
I know what they would say. Oh, Chloris, I must talk to some-
body. There just isn’t anyone but you. Don’t tell him until | have
time to think.”

“No, | won’t. Of course I won’t. But | ought to, you know.
Why don’t you talk to Julia? She’s always full of ideas.”

Lilia’s face lit up. “Oh, | will. How could | have forgotten
Julia? Run! Run quick and get her. Chloris, | promise you, | will
give you money to take to your sweetheart, so he can buy you.
Oh, go! Go, right now.”

Chloris stood up, indignation evident in her every stiff motion.
“My lady, | do not love you for money.”

Lilia ran to her before she could quit the room. She kissed the
Greek girl and Chloris’ anger melted. “I know who my best
friend is and it isn’t Julia. Now go quickly and prove it.” Chloris
went.

Screens had been set up around the nymphaeum in the en-
closed flower garden at the rear of the house. This marble-lined
shallow pool was a favorite retreat of the women of the house
during the long days of summer. Julia went there without hesita-
tion, expecting to find her chum, as she did, already soaking in
the sun-warmed water. Chloris was dipping more from the cis-
tern.

Julia undressed and slid, nude as was Lilia, into the pool. She
lay back luxuriously to enjoy the falling rain of the fountain that
Chloris was feeding. It was then, while Chloris was drawing
tight the screen at the entrance and setting out the oils, per-
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fumes, and scraping strigils, that Julia learned of the events of
the morning.

“l never heard of anything so romantic in my life,” she bub-
bled. “Darling, what are you going to do?”

“I hoped you might think of something.”

“All 1 think about is the tragedy of it. You mean to say he is
really gone, and he never did . . . ? | mean, well—you never had
a chance—there wasn’t any time?

“Lilia, it is just like a Greek play. Maybe the gods have cursed
you both.”

“Oh, don’t be silly, Julia. The gods don’t care that much about
me and Tibullus. They only bother themselves about the affairs
of kings and queens and important people like that. But he is so
much to me! | love him so. He is my very heart. If | could go to
the commander? Do you suppose he would let Tibullus go if |
begged him?

“l was going to ask Father to buy a substitute, but | know he
wouldn’t do it. He’d be only too glad to know Tibullus was
gone.”

“Mistress?” The Greek girl timidly interrupted. “VTy not ask
the gods for advice? | always do.”

The two turned to her. “You mean they help you? You get an-
swers? How? Through witchcraft?”

“No. By just asking. Anybody can do it. There are two good
ways. Bibliomancy is one. Virgil, you know.”

The other girls nodded eagerly. The custom was widespread
of opening the works of Virgil at random, then closing one’s eyes
while running a finger down the lines and reading wherever the
finger stopped. This might offer advice on a problem or give
guidance for the affairs of the day.

“What is the other way?”

Chloris looked at Julia. “She can ask Fortuna.”

“Fortuna Virilis? Her temple is too far. Praeneste is a long
way. We might not get an answer for weeks. There is always a
crowd waiting for the sibyl to get in the mood for answering
guestions.”

“l think she means the temple here in Rome, Julia. There isn’t
any sibyl here now, Chloris. She died last month and the new
one has not been chosen. Besides, this Fortuna only helps wives
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to keep the love of their husbands. | know Tibullus loves me. |
don’t need to be told so. I just want to know how | can get him
back to be with me.”

“That is what | meant, my lady.”

“Oh, stop calling me that! You talk as though | was a matron.
We are all girls together and thinking about the same things and
all the same age and all lonely. Call me Lilia for once.”

“My lady,” expostulated Chloris, horrified. “Your mother
would skin me.”

“Speak for yourself, Lilia.” Julia bridled a little. “I’'m not
lonely. There’s Marcus, and Lucas, and Vicinius. And Junius, |
think—though he’s always making sheep’s eyes at that fat Hestia.
And-”

“That’s plenty. | believe you. You aren’t lonely. You don’t
need any help. Chloris, what did you mean?”

“l have a little Fortuna of my own. She likes me. | always ask
her and she almost always gives me good advice.”

“Then go and get her. And bring back the Virgil, too.”

It was not long before Chloris brought a little terra-cotta
figurine of the goddess, a bowl, and the thick volume Lilia had
asked for. The girls clustered about the articles like naiads come
up from the pool to watch the proceedings. Their dark hair min-
gled together as Chloris filled the bowl with water.

A thick disk of cork, which had lain in the bottom of the bowl,
now floated upon the surface. Upon this she placed the tiny stat-
uette, with the back of the goddess to a nick in the bowl’s edge.
This mark she oriented to the north.

They waited expectantly. Chloris said, “You must spin the
disk, my lady. When Fortuna stops turning, if she looks at the
exact spot she started from, that is a sign that you are to do noth-
ing. The very next turn will give you your first answer. If she
looks elsewhere, then you must turn her three times more. But if
you get your first answer and you need others—you are allowed
two questions for that particular day.

“You take two out of three, to read the signs. If two agree,
then whatever you want to do will turn out well. If all the signs
are different, it may mean a definite no, or something else, de-
pending upon what you have asked in your mind.

“You must not ask aloud at this time.”
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Lilia put out an unsteady band, hesitated in thought, and gave
the cork disk a quick spin. Fortuna turned dizzily around—
around and around again, until the girls thought she would
never come to rest. When she did, the goddess gazed steadily to-
ward the north. “Now again, mistress,” Chloris commanded.
“You have three turns, if you want that many.”

South, southeast, and east the little figurine pointed her pretty
nose. Chloris and Julia looked disappointed, but Lilia smiled.
Evidently the omen, to her, was propitious.

“Now the Virgil. Let me see what he has to say.” Julia handed
her the book. Lilia closed her eyes, touched the pages, turning
them with damp fingers, and said, “Oh, Julia! | daren’t look.
What does he say?”

Julia stumbled over the words in the Aeneid where Jupiter
comforts Venus: “‘Fear not my daughter; fate remains unmoved
for the Roman—'" She paled and could not go on. “This is un-
canny, Lilia. Do you want to continue? | am afraid. Does it
mean anything?”

Lilia looked joyful. “l think so,” she answered dubiously.
“Let’s try again.”

The second trial brought forth, “Then live for a while and en-
dure for a happier day.”

Lilia’s eyes were dancing. “Once more. Three times for Virgil,
too. Now!” And read: “Tomorrow ingeniously plow the briny
deep.”

She flung her naked arms around the other two and hugged
them close. “Oh, good Virgil. Wise Virgil. What a helpful friend!
He has told me what to do. I'm going to follow Tibullus, even if
I have to go as far as the ocean before I can catch up to him and
bring him back. I will do it, somehow. | know | will.

“Thank you, Chloris, thank you—thank you. You are as wise as
Virgil.”

“But, Lilia—listen. Fortuna said no.”

“No, she didn’t, Julia. She told me just how to travel. Re-
member? South. That would be from here—from this house. That
direction would take me straight to the Appian Gate! Then
southeast. The Appian Way runs to Capua, southeast, and turns
there toward Brundisium.”

“And Brundisium is east of Capua? So what?” There was a
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dawning comprehension in Chloris’ eyes which she would have
liked to deny.

“Brundisium is where that miserable legion is going and
where Tibullus is being forced to go, to take ship with them, and
if | can’t get him away, | am going there too. Maybe | will even
go on the ship!

“Wherever he goes, there | will go. A woman must go with
her husband!”

Julia’s forehead wrinkled with unaccustomed thought. She
rolled over on her bare stomach and flattened out on the warm
tiles. The tinkle of the fountain went on uninterrupted. She was
considering.

“Maybe | can help you on your way, as far as Antium. My
aunt lives there, and she has written to Mother often, asking us
to come down. Father is always so busy and Mother doesn’t
want to leave him by himself—those girl slaves, you know—so we
never do go.

“There is such a wonderful bathing beach. And new boys! All
the really nice people go there about this time, except us.”

Lilia lay drowsily listening, enjoying the kneading of Chloris’
expert hands, feeling the scented oil being worked into her
relaxed muscles. Her tautness and tension were vanishing with
the decision she had made. The details of what she meant to do
did not seem to be so important now.

“Antium, Julia? That is off the road. The legion won’t be going
there.”

“l know it. Of course you don’t want to go to Antium. There is
a posthouse where the gravel road turns off from the Appian
Way and you could take the stage there, for Tarracina.

“Think of it. It would be so easy for you to catch up with the
legion. It only marches a regulation twenty miles a day and then
goes into barracks for the night. Maybe not at the turn-off, al-
though there is a big field there. I remember seeing soldiers ex-
ercising on it once, when we visited a few years ago.

“If you ask and | ask, they’ll let us both go—maybe. Together,
that is. Neither one of us could go anywhere alone. I'll have a
week at the beach. You can get your boy out of the army and
come back to Antium and find me. We’ll take plenty of money.
Go straight to the commander. Wear your best clothes. Tell him
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who your father is. He won’t dare keep Tibullus! Don’t let
Auntie see him and nobody will ever know, but you and me. He
can stay at an inn until we go home. Oh, Lilia, it will be such
fun!”

“What if your mother does decide to go?”

“l told you! Mother would never trust Father out of her sight
for a whole week. I know he won’t want to go. He doesn’t like
any of Mother’s family.”

“Mine either,” said Lilia thoughtfully. “It sounds good. It
might work.” She rolled over, luxuriating like a lazy kitten.
Chloris’ loving fingers massaged the oil delicately into her mis-
tress’ torso. Her face was disapprovingly sober.

Julia raised herself on one elbow. “l wish my skin was as
white as yours. | use asses’ milk and chalk and everything | can
think of and it doesn’t do a bit of good. Even pumice won’t
lighten my dark skin. Mother says she thinks Father has a touch
of Numidian in him, way back somewhere.”

Lilia inspected herself. “Yes, it is white, isn’t it? Yours is nice,
though. 1 like a golden-brown skin. It looks so warm.” She
frowned and touched one pink-tipped breast. “This spoils every-
thing. I wish | didn’t have this awful birthmark. A horse head
and red as blood. I can’t paint it out or cover it up. It always
shows through. Such aterrible place to have it!”

“Tibullus won’t care. I'll wager he’ll like it. You can always
undress in the dark if he doesn’t. | hear Greek wives always do
that. Is that so, Chloris? Is it because they are modest, or did the
custom begin because Greek women were all so plain years ago
that they didn’t want their husbands to know about it? Ow! Not
so hard!”

“l am sure | would not know about those historical matters,
Lady Julia.” Chloris had finished scraping down Lilia’s straight
limbs and was now digging deeply into Julia’s shoulders. Her
voice was deceptively placid and distant. Her face was calm.
Only her trembling fingers betrayed her annoyance. She contin-
ued pummeling Julia’s smooth brown back unmercifully, despite
the rising wails of protest.
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There was a great flurry of packing for the trip, once permission
had been granted. Wispy things to be giggled over and held up
and admired—ater by Tibullus, the girls hoped. Julia’s comments
brought blushes to Lilia’s cheeks. Chests to be emptied and re-
packed after leather bags and little wooden trunks were filled.

Chloris fared well, to the point of embarrassment of riches.
Then jewelry, a small store of gold coin—‘For emergencies.
Travelers always have emergencies”—this from her father. A nice
new traveling cloak as a going-away gift from Mother—and
finally farewells and much waving of hands and scarves. The
whole household had turned out to make the adventure memo-
rable.

Where the gravel road diverged from the paved Appian Way,
which drove on straight as a ruler toward Tarracina, the two
girls and Julia’s maid alighted from the stage, with their luggage
marked for Antium.

“The Via Appia. The Queen of Ways!” complained Julia, rub-
bing herself. “Almost three hundred years old and they haven’t
got it finished yet. Give me a litter every time. Are you going any
farther tonight? If you aren’t, I’ll stay with you until the morning
rheda for Tarracina comes.”

“Perhaps | ought to go on. It doesn’t seem that we have come
very far.”

“Twenty bruising miles. Hostler! Did a legion camp here last
night?”

The man swept his glance boldly over Julia. “Right over there.
Why? Do you girls need one?” Lilia colored, but Julia only
laughed, preening as she always did if she was noticed by a man.

“I’'m surprised you saw it,” she retorted.
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“Wouldn't have, if you’d been here,” he answered cheerfully,
and went on unharnessing the tired horses, whistling through his
teeth.

While the fresh horses were being brought out, the three
lunched hurriedly and Lilia whispered, “l think I will go on to
the next posthouse. | don't like this one. Julia, aren’t you afraid?

“Of him? Don’t be silly. The rheda for Antium will be here in
an hour and we’ll be at Auntie’s before dark. I know his kind
anyway. He’s only a tease. If |1 slapped him, he’d probably cry.”

She squeezed Lilia breathless and kissed her hard. “Ho,
driver! Get these things back in the boot. Take good care of my
little girl now, do you hear?”

“Yes, Mother!” He gave Julia a grin that matched the hostler’s.
“Cute kid for her age, ain’t she?”

Julia shook her head sadly. “You don’t know what that poor
child has been through.” The whip cracked. The horses jumped
and the stage rolled out of the yard onto the highway which led
toward Tarracina, Capua, and the great seaport of Brundisium.

Now that Julia was left behind, Lilia felt a sinking sensation of
loss. But she did not permit herself to admit that any situation
might be one with which she could not cope—er which money
could not ease. It was mainly because of this, that she had de-
cided to leave Chloris at home. Determination and resolution she
had.

“A woman must go where her husband goes.” That was some-
thing Lilia must never forget. It had echoed in her mind in
Rome as the stage was rattling down the long Street of Tombs
and passed by the elaborately colonnaded mausoleum her father
had designed. It was empty as yet, but there was a niche in it
which belonged to her. Untenanted as it was, it seemed that the
last tie to a former life was broken when, looking back, she saw
it pass from sight.

She closed her eyes, but inwardly she rode again where, mile
upon mile, the beginning of the Appian Way had been enclosed
on either side by high continuing walls, the houses of the dead.
It did not seem a good omen for a long journey.

The walled enclosures invaded only for a short distance the
hidden open fields to left and right. Here were the deeply in-
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cised inscriptions on the tablets and carved markers, the open-
ings which gave admittance through the wall for mourners or cu-
rious passers-by to view sarcophagus or urn. Beyond the wall,
the long parade of shafts and obelisks raised their peaks, topped
with marble vases.

Here also could be seen the domes of private mausoleums for
family or clan and the roofs of elaborate storied structures built
and maintained by burial societies operated by some large cor-
poration.

She thought she could still hear how the echoes rumbled be-
tween those high walls. The slender, dark spires of the long line
of cypresses marched backward as the stage passed by. The
spreading umbrellas of the pines, the giant ilex, some few older
than the city itself, all moved gently in the wind as though
beckoning her to reconsider and return.

But she had not! She was still journeying forward. Her deci-
sion must remain irrevocable, she thought, and yet . . . Oh,
lovely Roma! My city—my home—my country! It is not for noth-
ing that the poets reverse your name and call you Amor—Love.

The busy hum of the city had faded as the stage rolled on into
the open country of the Campagna. Rome, the city, was gone—
Rome, the Empire, was knit together by the roads. She won-
dered if, to keep Tibullus as husband, she must travel more than
one.

She opened her eyes and looked back. The posthouse was just
disappearing from sight. Now she felt a second pang of parting.
Her young gossip and companion, her last tie to the known and
familiar, was left behind.

The night before, directly after the Thirteenth had gone into
camp and the organization of it was running smoothly, one of
the new recruits appeared at the commander’s tent, seeking an
interview.

Manlius’ first impression of him was favorable. He saw a tall,
strongly built man, scarred by sword cuts on hands and face,
well muscled and of middle age. His soldierly bearing, his
deeply burned coloration, indicated a veteran of foreign service.

He returned the salute. Here obviously was officer material.
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The only thing he did not like was the shadow of resentment
clearly written in the recruit’s face. “Your name, soldier?”

The man, standing quiet at attention, stiffened even more. His
voice was crisp, even—and faintly angry.

“Lucius Cassius Longinus, sir. | am no longer a soldier. | was
senior centurion, Third Cyrenaica. Discharged on completion of
sixteen years’ Judean service, sir.”

Manlius lifted an eyebrow a hairsbreadth. It was his only sign
of surprise. “What are you doing here, Centurion?”

“A mistake has been made, sir. | wish to be released in order
to return to Rome.”

“Did you sign the articles?”

“l am told so, sir. | was— must have been drunk at the time. |
had much on my mind and | had a few drinks to forget.”

“Dishonorable discharge, Centurion Longinus?”

“No, sir!” His voice was indignant. Manlius studied him a mo-
ment before speaking, then held out his hand.

“Your diploma, Centurion. Let me see your discharge.”

Longinus looked down briefly, then met the commander’s
steady stare with a tinge of shame in his eyes and voice.

“l awoke in an alley, sir. 1 was sick and | had been robbed.
My money, my medals, and my service record were gone. There
had been a fight. | went into the tabema and there was another
one. | was beaten. There were eight of them, sir,” he hastily ex-
plained. Manlius’ lips twitched.

“l do not remember signing the articles, sir. 1 know | walked
down the street. | think | fell. I do remember hearing a drum. |
have served my time, General. | wish to be released.”

“Stand quiet. | will have the articles brought.” Manlius went
to the door of the tent and gave orders to his standifer.

When the guard returned, Manlius scanned the report of the
recruiters. “Is this your signature?”

“It seems to be, sir.”

“Do you recognize it?” Manlius snapped.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then, Centurion Lucius Cassius Longinus, you are now a
common legionary of the Thirteenth Legion and there is nothing
I can do.”

“You have the power to cancel my recruitment, sir.”
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Manlius shook his head. “You signed of your own free will.
You were not forced to do so. The law is clear in such matters.
You are a volunteer. Volunteers sign articles for twenty years
service. You have no diploma. Nothing to prove that you have
ever served a day in the army. No medals—no service records.
Your wounds could have been received in brawls, the arena, or
as an outlaw. Personally, | believe your story. Legally, you have
no proof.”

Longinus said nothing.

“You are aware of the penalty for desertion, Legionary Lon-
ginus?”

“It is crucifixion,” Longinus answered, almost in a whisper.

“Have you ever seen a crucifixion?”

“l once commanded a detail in charge of one, sir.”

“You would not wish it for yourself, would you?”

“No, General. | dream about it sometimes, General.”

“Then accept the fact. You are now a legionary, but | promise
that, at the very earliest moment possible, you will be reinstated
as a centurion. Unofficially, I am sorry for you. Actually, you
know that you are far better off here than you would ever be as
a civilian.”

Manlius’ gaze swept admiringly over him. “Consider. You are
a fine figure of a man. Do you really want to bend that straight
back over a plow? Your eyes are squinted from looking at far ho-
rizons. Could you bear to look down into a furrow to search for
stones?

“We are going into lands of mystery where no Roman has
ever been before. Be glad. You would never have enjoyed that
farm. Can you think of anyone who ever has, or who got out of
the army young enough to work it happily, if he did? Come on!
Give me a name. Just one.

“Nobody? You know you cannot. Why, you wouldn’t know
what to do with a farm if you had one. Dig it up with a trench-
ing tool, maybe? Cut the hay with a short-sword—fork it with
a javelin? Curse a lazy mule the rest of your life?

“Bah! The army is your life, your home. Your hand fits the hilt
of a sword, not a hoe. Lucky you, to be back again.”

Longinus straightened to attention. His every fiber quivered
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with suppressed emotion. “Sir. Have | your permission to with-
draw?”

“Dismissed, soldier.”

Stiff-backed, with extreme military precision and exact stipu-
lated length of stride, Longinus left the tent. A little distance
away, he relaxed. His hand fell to the hilt at his side and his
scarred fingers clenched around it until the knuckles whitened.
There was no one near enough to hear his muttered growl. “My
hope of forgiveness gone. Is this the first of my punishment? My
sin, but his fault that | cannot escape it.

“Hear me, Heaven. | swear, before | die, | shall see that man’s
blood on my sword!”

The disgruntled veteran was not the only one that night to
come in contact with the stern interpretation of regulations as
conceived and laid down by the commander of the Thirteenth.

Lucius Sempronius Atticus, patrician and knight, was unaccus-
tomed to labor of any kind, or even to walking any great dis-
tance. The twenty-mile march in his dissipated condition had
been agony to his sore feet and back. The heat, the dust, his ach-
ing head and continual thirst caused him to wish for death many
times before the first day was over.

If one straggled, the blow of the centurion’s vine-stick was
quick to follow. Centurion Ciscus, whose charges these recruits
had become, quickly turned into the most hated man in the
Tenth Cohort—possibly the entire legion.

The recruits weaved from side to side, devoid of any kind of
formation, disliking themselves, the army, the knotted lump of
vine that was so quick to rise, so painful in its descent—and too
tired to swear.

The young patrician suffered more than all the rest. If it had
not been for the support he received from the strong arm of Lon-
ginus and at other times from Galba, the farmer, both long in-
ured to hard labor, he would have been obliged to fall out.

His pain, his weariness, did not excuse him that night from
acting as sentry and standing watch, as part of the system which,
it was hoped, would eventually make him into an iron-thewed
legionary of the Empire or kill him. Neither did it, on this partic-
ular first night, enable him to stay awake.
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He resented the ridiculous idea of acting as a stationarius in a
peaceful country. He yawned and stood with eyes closed. His
head drooped. So did his lance point. The ache soaked deli-
ciously out of his relaxed muscles. It was very quiet. Frogs
croaked far away and the muttering sound was a lullaby.

He snapped awake with a startled jerk. The rattle of his fallen
lance shocked him out of his stupor. For a few moments he
strode his beat, with what he thought was a soldierly bearing,
but the few moments of drowsiness had stiffened his legs.

No one was around. No traffic moved on the dark highway. He
looked about him cautiously. The camp was asleep. All was
guiet, except the hypnotic coaxing of the frogs. If he sat down,
just long enough to rub the cramps out of his legs and loosen the
thongs of his new boots, no one would know.

His hands moved more and more slowly. His head leaned back
comfortably against a tree. He yawned again and in an instant
was sound asleep. It was thus, an hour later, that Manlius—arry-
ing out his usual midnight inspection before retiring—found him,
his head sunk on his breast, his helmet shiny with dew, and his
lance clutched in an affectionate embrace.

Manlius stood there, considering. He knew that the sentry was
a new member, yet tliis infraction of discipline could not be
overlooked or tolerated. He removed his own heavy wool cloak
and tucked it firmly around the sleeping form. He slipped the
lance from the lax hold and stood like a statue, guarding the
post, until the relief came.

The decurion of the guard was quick to grasp the situation.
He was about to kick Atticus sharply but Manlius stopped him.

“Let him sleep. He will need all the rest he can get. He will
be flogged in the morning. Have the boy bring my cloak to me
before it is done.”

Just before dawn the officer’s cloak was brought to Manlius’
tent. Atticus, greeted sternly, stood for a bitter estimate of his
fault, his qualities and probable future worth to the legion and
the world in general.

He took the tongue lashing without a word, but when burly
Centurion Ciscus signaled for the men with ropes to tie him and
lead him away for punishment he twisted free.

Manlius regarded him without comment.
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“Sir! | appeal! | am Lucas Sempronius Atticus, a Roman
knight. A patrician should not suffer the touch of a plebeian.”

“In the ranks there are no patricians, only legionaries. What
you were before is of no importance. What you are and what
you do today is all that matters. What you did last night could
have brought death to a hundred men.

“If you were in enemy country, you would not have the mercy
of the whip. Your death would be required.”

“Then | admit the justice of the punishment and concede its
necessity. | submit, without resistance, on one condition.”

“l listen, with interest.”

“l would not be touched by the hands of these men. They are
filthy. There is no need to bind me. | will stand against the post.”

“Twenty lashes, laid on well.”

Before the assembly, patrician Atticus was led through the
lines into the square center of the camp and his back roughly
bared. He stood calmly a few inches from the post without
touching it.

Ciscus seized him by the hair and twisted his head around to
look into his face more closely. “Dirty, are we? You'll cry for
your mother before the fifth stroke. Hold that post tight, you
puling brat, and keep your head against it, or I'll take your eyes
out so you won’t see my dirt.”

Atticus spat contemptuously and eased fractionally farther
from the wood. Ciscus spread the thongs with his fingers. He
stripped them down and let them trail long behind him. He took
a first practice swing past the bared back.

The boy did not shrink away. The next blow' came down like a
rain of fire. He stood there proudly as the strokes fell. He began
to count. It was the tenth stroke before he gasped, caught his
breath with a choking sob. The counting continued, but the
numbers came out as strongly as before, although hardly as un-
derstandable to either the crowd or the centurion.

“Eighteen—nineteen—twenty.” Indeed, there now were tears,
but they were forced out by pain only. He had not begged,
touched the post, or cringed away from the lash.

He turned. He looked at the blood-spattered ground, the drip-
ping thongs, the sweating flogger. He faced Ciscus with scorn.

“One day | hope | will do the same for you. Then perhaps |
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shall see you cry.” He meant to walk proudly toward his place in
the ranks, but after he had taken a few steps his knees buckled.
He fell, face forward, on the hard-packed earth of the parade
ground.

Centurion Ciscus picked him up. His face was hard and
impassive. He singled out a nearby medicus. “Tend him. Get
him into the hospital wagon, until he can walk. We’ll be moving
out soon.”

He looked at Manlius for confirmation of the order.

The commander nodded slightly, without expression, and
turned away toward his horse. Atticus opened his eyes. His
glance fell upon the broad receding back under the dark red
cloak which had kept him warm and dry through most of the
night. He stared at it until the commander was completely out of
sight.

He did not know that Ciscus had strode quickly through the
wagon park and intercepted Manlius as he rode by. “Sir—a
word?”

Manlius reined in. “Yes, Centurion?”

“May | suggest, sir, under the circumstances— mean—well, |
would like to say—”

“Come to the point, Centurion Ciscus, my time is limited.”

“Well, sir’—the embarrassed words came out with a rush—‘l
believe we have officer material here in Legionary Atticus, when
he shakes down. I'd like to have the handling of him, sir. He’s
got guts, you see, and the men know it now. They’ll look up to
him later, sir. | thought you ought to know.”

Humor showed in Manlius’ eyes. “The thought had occurred
to me, Centurion. Train him well. If he doesn’t break, see me
later. Maybe—when he can handle the weapons and do his
twenty a day without sweating—we’ll see.”

“Yes, sir! Thank you, sir!” Ciscus turned away.

“One other question, Centurion.”

“Yes, sir?”

“Do you have a personal interest in this? A favor, perhaps?”

“A favor, Commander?” Ciscus’ tone was almost horror.
“Never asked a favor in my life, sir! Don’t want any. Don’t give
any. No, sir, no favor! For the good of the legion only, sir!”

“l see.” Manlius’ eyes twinkled. “Excused, Centurion.”



110 The Lost Legion

When the wagons rolled out, Atticus was unaware. He was in
a state of deep coma. Not long after, he was brought to con-
sciousness by almost unendurable pain. He shrieked once, then
clenched his teeth. No one should enjoy his torment.

The wagons rolled, rocked, and swayed over the wide, joined
stones which paved the Appian Way. He was rolled roughly
about, although the surgeon held him face down upon the built-
in bunk. He twisted about to see who was torturing him. The old
man was rubbing ointment, not ungently, but with a firm hand.

“Oh, stop! I'm all right. | can’t stand this.”

The old man was surprisingly strong. “Lie still. I'm almost
finished. You will heal quickly. It’'s only eunuch’s fat, with some
salt, sulphur, and a bit of mandragora. This will make a man of
you. A little pain is good for the soul.”

“Then today | have the finest soul in the legion. Finer than ev-
erybody’s, especially finer than Commander Manlius’. That
demon!”

The surgeon cuffed him sharply. “No more of that now, or I'll
rub oil of cloves in these cuts. You wouldn’t like it. You won’t
die. You’'ll be all the better for this. You won’t sleep on duty
again.”

“l don’t believe I'll ever sleep again.” Atticus’ whisper was
faint, but he managed a feeble grin. “Do they have to hit all the
high stones in the road?”

“Let me tell you a little about this commander you call a
demon. Wherever you may have to go—depend on it, he’ll lead
you there. He’s not like some of these campfire generals that sav,
‘Go out and die like a hero!” He says, ‘Follow7 me!” and by Ju-
piter, the men do follow. They love him. Someday you will too.
He’s always in front.”

The young patrician gave his mentor a disgusted look but said
nothing. He winced as the knowing fingers probed deeper into
the cuts and buried his face in his arms. The surgeon continued,
“l was with him when we went on a hurry-up expedition against
an insurrection of the mountain tribes back in Baetica.

“They had been the last to submit. Some of the younger hot-
heads of the Asturi and the Cantabri got together and laid siege
to a town. It wasn’t much of a place—had a wall and no engines
—but it was strategic. It commanded a pass and wg didn’t want
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to lose it. Besides, there were some Roman families and quite a
lot of women. Could have been rough for them.

“Well, we made a forced march. It was damned hot. The sun
beat down on the flats and before we ever got up into the foot-
hills the weaker ones were already falling out. Mind you, all good
soldiers—maybe a little soft from garrison duty, but pretty tough.
They followed along, after.

“There was just no breeze at all. And heat! You never saw
anything like it.

“Some of the boys went mad. Others dropped dead with
strokes. Double time all the way and we could see smoke coming
up black in the hills. The rest of us marched on. We couldn’t
stop, or thought we couldn’t.

“‘Follow me!” said Commander Manlius and we did. At noon
the sun was a ball of fire. We were in among the rocks then and
they were heated. If it had turned dark, I think those stones
would have shone red. The way opened up into a valley where
there was a little clump of trees. Even the officers were ready to
mutiny. They begged the commander to halt.

““Romans may be dying,” he said. ‘We must march on.” They
insisted and he gave in and agreed to give us a short rest.

“Everybody crowded into the shade and just dropped. Most of
us slept. We couldn’t help it. Suddenly a centurion yelled,
‘Where’s the general?” We grabbed at our swords and staggered
up.

“Commander Manlius was right where he had halted, waiting
for us, standing like a statue out in that blazing heat.

“‘Are all of you rested now? Then—follow me!’

“We didn’t stop again. Good thing, too. Another hour or so,
the town would have been taken. | tell you, lad, when we
brought them back to Baetica and marched into Corduba, the
people were out on the balconies and there were flowers all over
the place and the girls coming out into the street and kissing us
and laughing and crying.

“It wasn’'t Rome and it wasn’t exactly a triumph, but it was
the nearest thing to it | ever hope to see. There were no derisive
songs from the ranks that followed the commander, nothing
sarcastic to keep a swelled head shrunk; no slave behind him in
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the chariot to whisper in his ear, ‘You, too, are mortal.” Nobody
laughing at him.

“Just tramp, tramp, tramp of army boots and people cheering
and loving him! Why, he ought to be Caesar—eould be, too, if he
wanted to try!

“Now you just do some deep thinking. Remember the oath
you took? ‘To follow the leaders under whom you will be sum-
moned to fight—against any enemy whatsoever; not to abandon
the standards; not to commit any action contrary to law.’

“That’s the sacramentum, lad. Just make sure that when the
commander says, ‘Follow me!” you do it. He’ll be up front, as
long as he’s alive. And when he dies, you’ll never find a better
man to follow.”

“All right! All right! | believe you. I'll get that bastard Ciscus,
though, someday. He enjoys that whip too much.”

The surgeon was indifferent. “Suit yourself. He’s a good sol-
dier too, in his way. Mighty independent. Boasts that he has
never done a favor for anybody in his life and never asks for any.
He’s one of God’s creatures, same as you are. Same as all of us.”

“He is a filthy swine. A pig looks up to heaven only when it is
flat on its back and dead. That’s the way | want to see him.”

With a groan, he relaxed, holding on as firmly as possible to
the sides of the bunk. The surgeon observed him a few moments,
climbed into the opposite bunk, and also slept. It was not often
that he had an opportunity to ride when he should be marching.
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CAMP FOLLOWER

Three hundred and forty-seven Roman miles long, composed of
blocks polished and cut to form angles which could be jointed
together without cement to form one whole mosaic of stone, the
Via Appia, oldest in Italy, drove on toward Brundisium.

Twenty-four feet wide throughout most of its length, well
cambered and drained, marked with mille stones every thousand
paces, serviced by posthouses, taverns, and other way stations
for ordinary travelers, barracks and camping sites for the mili-
tary, it bore an immense traffic.

The Via Flaminia was its only competitor in length, running as
it does from Rome to Rimini, but the importance of the Appian
Way was far greater. Like the Great North Road of the British
Isles and the Grand Trunk Road of India, both of which were
yet to come into being, it was the main artery of commerce from
the south. Along it passed, in both directions, the restless stream
of life which circulated throughout the Roman world.

Here one saw pilgrims and peddlers, with packs and staffs; the
long trains of pack mules and donkeys; cattle with their drovers;
goose girls and boys guiding their talkative charges with long
switches as they waddled to market; flocks of sheep, herds of
goats, sounders of swine snuffling along. =

All scuttered to safety at the urgent bleat of the mail drivers’
trumpet, whose light, fast carts had precedence over all traffic
except the state-owned post chaises, the biroti, used by govern-
ment couriers.

Here rumbled the local short-distance traffic: the hay wagons
and farm oxcarts with their clumsy, solid wheels; the drays for
long-distance hauling, carrying wood, charcoal, and produce;
wine, pottery packed in straw, olive oil; onions and garlic in
sacks and garlands; high-wheeled, low-bodied wains laden with
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lumber, blocks and slabs of marble and tufa for the building con-
struction which constantly increased.

Threading their way through all this rolled the light one-horse
chaises and mule carts, decked with ribbons and tinkling bells;
the chariots, the gigs—all the gaudy and brightly painted equi-
pages of the wealthy travelers, bound for the sea and pleasure
spots, plumes nodding on the heads of their gaily bedecked
horses.

Here the whips cracked loudest as they flashed by the long
column of the marching legion, patiently slogging four abreast
on the left side of the highway, in the covering mist of dust
which always accompanied them.

The booted ones passed Aricia and went almost happily into
barracks where the raised causeway, six feet above the fever-
laden Pontine Marshes, first plunged. It drove arrow straight, as
though the surveyors who plotted it had grudged one extra mo-
ment spent with the mosquitoes.

The next day they marched through Forum Appi without
stopping, except for the usual rests, and were able to camp again
without much annoyance. Then the dust began again.

Lilia, in company with the other stage passengers, stopped at
Forum Appi. It was a haunt of the boatmen who plied the long
canal which paralleled the highway. The food was poor and the
beds lumpy. She did not sleep well but was cheered with the
thought that over forty miles lay behind and her meeting with
Tibullus could not be long delayed.

The stage left at sunup. The morning was bright and clear.
The breakfast was better than she had expected. Evervone
seemed in good spirits.

Southward toward Tarracina, down along the spine of Italy,
they rolled, the soft sea air blowing inland from their right, ren-
dering the heat bearable. The travelers could see the high Apen-
nines, which they eventually must cross.

Far ahead of them the length of the legion rippled as it moved
on. It clanked and clattered like tire armored entity it was, dom-
inating the landscape, pushing forward, pressing against the
opposing stream of traffic which unwillingly made way for its
menacing strength.
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As though drawn along in its wake, though dwarfed by its im-
mensity, the stage which carried Lilia hurried in pursuit.

Her heart leaped within her at the sight of the rear of the
overtaken column. She eagerly peered out of the window. Here
she would see Tibullus, if anywhere in the passing, for she knew
enough about the army to know that all new recruits were
placed in the very last century of the last cohort, until they had
been promoted, if ever.

Yes, there he was! Her boy, her lover, her husband! An awk-
ward, sulky-appearing lad, as the other passengers saw him. He
was weighed down by a heavy pack, limping with sore feet, his
lance at an odd angle.

She repeated the word “husband,” over and over, until it al-
most lost its meaning, trying to make herself believe that it was
really true, seeing him with eyes hazy with glamour, not as he
really was.

Lilia had little time to judge his unhappiness, for the dust
rolled in and the leather curtains were hastily let fall and tied
fast. The rheda rolled on, beside the marching men, pushing the
foot traffic and animals off the side of the road, contesting the
way with other cartage.

With curses and slander and scurrilous comment upon all
whom the stage driver met, he slowly gained upon the column.
The rheda went by the baggage wagons and ambulances, the
companies and divisions, the cavalry at point and the tall man
who rode in front. Finally it came, a good two hours ahead of the
Thirteenth, into the yard of the mansio which serviced the stage
line.

At this way station, government controlled and maintained,
travelers were expected to show an official passport. As Lilia had
one good only to, or in the direction of, Antium, she entered
with some trepidation.

Her luggage was unloaded along with that of an elderly cou-
ple bound for Capua, who planned to stop over and hire a rig in
order to visit friends in Tarracina. They were a placid pair, who
seemed no longer afraid of death or time.

Lilia chatted pleasantly and animatedly with them and did not
correct the mistake. When she observed the near approach of the
harassed servant who was trying to arrange matters for the



neé The Lost Legion

transfer of passengers, care for a sick child, supervise the change
of horses, and check passports—all at the same time and while
answering questions from several people—she stepped aside.

It was easy to slip away, casually ask directions from a female
slave, and disappear around the rear of the inn. She remained in
seclusion, listening and marking time. Eventually she heard the
stage driver, with whose rasping voice she had become all too fa-
miliar, whip up the new steeds and encourage them with the in-
formation that he knew they were the laziest horses in Italy, but
he would try to get a few miles out of them before they fell dead
from exhaustion.

She then entered the inn, claimed her luggage, showed a dis-
creet amount of money and, in a fine blending of anxiety and
grief, asked for a room for the night, lamenting the inexcusable
thoughtlessness of her grandparents, who had inconsiderately
forgotten her and hurried off to Tarracina, taking her passport
with them.

The innkeeper seemed skeptical but showed her into a small,
clean, pine-paneled room fitted with a narrow corded bed, a sin-
gle chair without cushion, a simple commode with ewer, basin,
and chamber pot. Used to luxury as she was, this seemed ade-
quate but spartan.

While her luggage was being brought up, shp threw back the
linen sheets and inspected the thin mattress. It was hard, but
there were no lice. She sat down and tried to think how she
should manage.

Trees shaded the inn and the rooms were comfortably cool.
She bathed away the dust of travel, brushed her hair, and bound
it with a blue ribbon. She dug out nard and perfume from her
small traveling kit and, finally satisfied with her face, put on one
of her prettiest tunicas and draped a light shawl over her shoul-
ders. Clouds hung low—there was a threat of rain to come.

Just before dark she strolled out as though to take the air in
the courtyard and, with heart pounding wildly, took to the now
almost deserted highway. Inexperienced as she was in travel by
herself, she realized that there could be danger for a girl alone in
the night, where it would not be likely during the day inside the
well-regulated public conveyances.

The campsite used by legions on route march had been casu-
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ally pointed out to her as the stage passed by. Her plan was
vague in the extreme. She envisioned herself confronting the
commander, announcing herself as the daughter of one of
Rome’s most prominent bankers, and demanding the release of
her husband in his name. If this was not feasible, then surely she
would be able to buy his freedom. Money had smoothed her life.
She had great faith in its ability to continue doing so.

She knew that the borders of the camp would be patrolled by
sentries walking a beat. When she came in sight of it she saw
one, a stationarius who was not expected to pace, at the entrance
to a long street, lit by cressets raised high on poles. It was lined,
on both sides, with leather tents.

Lilia stood in the shielding darkness, considering. She had no
idea where Tibullus might be. She had to see the general. She
had money. Everybody liked money—even generals.

She plucked up her courage and walked toward the sentry.
She came upon him abruptly. “Be off. The camp is out of
bounds to you girls.” His voice was gruff and uncompromising.
Inwardly, Lilia quaked.

“l want to see the commander.” The light of the torch fell
upon her face, partly hidden by the hood of her cloak. He looked
into its shadow with admiration.

“You fly high, little lark, but you can’t nest here. Spread your
pretty wings and flit.”

She bridled. It was obvious what he took her for. What an in-
sult! She straightened to her full height, hardly to his chin, and
said, “l am Lilia Metellus, daughter of Liletus, the banker. I
have journeyed from Rome, carrying an important message to
your commander. | demand to be taken to him instantly.”

He laughed. “In a tavern girl’s outfit? With that perfume? Tell
me, dulcia. | listen better!”

“I must see him. | have something important to ask him.
Please send someone, or let me look for him.”

She tried to crowd by. He dropped his lance in front of her as
a barrier and with his free hand pushed back her hood.

Her hair fell free and he saw her face in the full light. He
whistled. His voice was hoarse as he breathed, “Tell you what
—give us a kiss and you meet me here in an hour. | ain’t no
officer, but I'm a lot younger than the commander and 1 like
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you better than he would. I'll be 0S duty in an hour. What do
you sayF’

He grabbed her shoulder. His bristles were sharp against her
cheek and his breath was sour with wine. Lilia screamed, “Ti-
bullus! Tibullus! Help!”

She twisted out of his grasp, leaving her cloak behind. The
lance fell to the ground and his shield clattered against it.

“Pluto!” he panted. “You’re no lark but a slippery little eel. An
eel is no good until it is skinned.” He caught at her shoulder
again and the gold clasp broke, baring it. She turned and raked
his face with her nails.

Suddenly a stem voice interrupted. “Standifer! What is the
meaning of this disturbance?”

The sentry became as rigid as a bar of iron. A drop of blood
ran down his cheek and dripped off his chin. He did not move
but stood staring straight ahead.

“A tavern wench, Tribune Mancinus. | was sending her on her
way, sir.”

The tribune eyed him keenly, suppressing a smile with some
effort. “Pick up your shield and lance, sentry. It would appear
that you have been wounded in battle. Possibly you should ask
the victor to assume your arms. Apparently she is the better sol-
dier.” *

The standifer gazed woodenly ahead. The tribune turned his
attention to Lilia. He said kindly, “Child, you are too young for
this. You are the fifth one who has been turned away already. Be
thankful that you did not get into the camp.

“Pick up your cloak and go back to your tavern. Tell your
master to send us no more of you girls. It will do him no
good.”

He was about to leave. Lilia seized his hand in desperation.
“Sir, | beg of you. Take me to your commander. You can do it. |
must see him. | cannot reach him in any other way. | pray vou.
Only he can help me.” Now that it was over, she felt afraid. Her
eyes brimmed and her lips quivered.

There are few men who can resist the tears of a pretty woman.
Tribune Mancinus was not one of them. He picked up the cloak
and fastened it around Lilia’s shoulders.
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You dont look like the other girls, at that. Is it really impor-
tant that you go to headquarters?”

“Oh, so important! It is my very life to see him.”

The tribune hesitated. Then he made up his mind. “All right.
I’ )get a reprimand probably, but what’s one more? Come with
me.

She smiled up at him, thankfully. He was so tall and strong
and protecting. She did not know it, but when they walked away
together the tribune felt a good deal taller than he had a few
minutes earlier.

When they were out of sight the sentry relaxed. He said, with
bitterness, as he stroked his smarting face, “Just like the damned
song! The tribunes get the honey T’

“Someone to see you, sir.”

“To see me? This is hardly my province, Tribune. You know
what to do in these cases. See that she is removed.” Manlius
dipped his pen in the ink and said, without raising his eyes,
“You should have known better than to come here. I've had
enough of you girls who hang around every barrack and camp-
site, feeling sorry for the army. Return to whoever sent you and
tell him that if he punishes you | will personally see that he is
flogged.”

His gesture of dismissal was peremptory. He continued to
write.

The tribune shrugged. “You see?” His voice was sympathetic.
“Come. | will see you safely to the gate.”

There was a sob in her voice. ‘1 implore you, sir. Please listen
to me. I am not what you seem to think. | have followed you
from Rome, to bring back my husband, who was tricked into
your command.”

Manlius looked up sharply. Lilia took a step forward.

“l am Lilia Metellus, wife of Tibullus Metellus, whose father
is a senator. My father is Gaius Aemilius Liletus, corn merchant
and banker. | have brought money to pay for his substitute, when
you let my husband come home. A terrible mistake has been
made.”

They studied each other. She felt pierced by his steady
gaze.
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“We were on our way to get married. You took him. We had
to get married right there in the street. It was terrible.”

The commander’s face was stem and lined with deep grooves.
He looked burdened and haggard, as though faced with an al-
most insupportable problem. Was he committed to a duty too
great to bear? Momentarily she felt close to him. It came as a
shock that people in high places were not free from worry.

She wondered if this mission, whatever it was that took the le-
gion away from Rome, was something he secretly dreaded. All at
once, without knowing why, she felt sorry for this man.

Then the quiet communion was over. He had smiled. In doing
so, the lines smoothed out and she saw the real person, almost
gentle, surely understanding, behind the official mask of his
frown. Her heart leaped. It was going to be all right!

“Forgive me for misjudging you. | have heard your father’s
name. All the way from Rome, you say? Is your father with
you?”

Lilia shook her head, not trusting her voice. His shrewd gaze
was unsettling and she could not meet it. He raised her chin
with a firm finger. His smile was now quizzical.

“He does not know about this mad venture of yours, then?
Surely you did not come alone?”

She nodded, still not daring to speak.

“You may go, Tribune. Please remain within call. 1 shall prob-
ably need you.”

The officer saluted, his face impassive, and quitted the tent.
Manlius pulled the ties and the flaps fell. He unfolded another
stool, motioned to Lilia to sit down on the other side of the table,
resumed his seat, and said, “l am a father too. | have a son with
whom | am much concerned and | am far aw™ay, also. | would
have liked to have a daughter. Now tell me all about it.”

At that kind tone, the relief was too great. She hid her face in
her hands and began to cry again. Manlius waited patiently.
When she had finished he said, “Whenever you are ready.
Now?”

The story came out with much repetition, in a mixed-up way,
hindered by occasional sobs, involuntary hiccups, and much dry-
ing of eyes. At some point she offered the small bag of golden
aurei.
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He shook his head and pronounced judgment, checking off
points on his fingers as he did so. “l regret that I can do nothing
in this matter. You acknowledge that your parents were against
this union and that it has never been consummated. You have no
proof that a marriage has ever taken place, except the hastily
scribbled fines you have shown me—a contract without sponsors,
family permission, witnesses, or the signature of a priest.

“In my opinion, it would appear that you have been overcome
by infatuation for this young man. Knowing no more than you
yourself have told me, | would say that he is very likely a for-
tune hunter.”

Her head went up indignantly. He raised his hand.

“Do not interrupt. | speak from a better viewpoint than yours.
I know you do not see him in that fight. 1 cannot take your
money. Neither can I, nor shall I, release him. You admit that he
signed the articles in his own hand, that he is a free citizen of
Rome and of an age to be responsible for his acts.

“You think he was deceived. Many recruits the next day have
presented the same argument. In your case | have no other re-
course than to act in place of your father and do as | am sure
your father would have me decide. | must, in the morning, make
certain that you are returned to Rome. But—what shall I do with
you tonight?”

He paused, in deep thought, then went to the tent opening
and looked out. It was now completely dark. The rain that had
threatened was rapping against the walls in little dashes.

“l would not care to trust one of my men to see you safely
back at this hour, nor would you be as secure inside that inn as
you may think you would be. These tabernas and mansios are
notorious for rough characters. I have no accommodations for
you, unless I turn men out into the wet.

“You have been singularly fortunate to have come here with-
out harm. | cannot assume the responsibility of permitting you to
leave here alone. You must remain in my tent tonight.”

“May | see my husband?”

“It will be better that you do not. Neither tonight nor before
you leave. You have been very foolish. Forget this unfortunate
attachment as though it had never been. Thank the gods that
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you have been lucky enough to escape with as little grief as you
have felt. Believe me. This is not the end of the world.’

“Itis to me. Itis to Tibullus.”

“It will not be to your father and mother.” His grim tone
ended further argument. He raised his voice. Tribune Mancinus
returned.

“Bring blankets and a cot. This young lady will sleep here to-
night.”

The tribune raised a quizzical eyebrow but made no com-
ment.

Manlius said, “It is time to make my rounds.” He left the
tent.

Lilia prepared for sleep, with one eye on the entrance, drew
the blankets up to her chin, turned her face to the tent wall, and
lay quaking. This was not a boy she could manage. This was not
Tibullus. This was a stranger—a man! Exciting—dangerous? She
could not make up her mind. She began to dream.

Her drowsiness passed when he came in. As he bent to blow
out the lamp she saw, with a little thrill, his strong profile as a
shadow on the wall over her head. His mere presence was over-
whelming.

She did not dare speculate upon what Julia might have done
in her place. She thought she knew. Her half fears were unneces-
sary. 4

Manlius was not even a dark shadow when the lamp was ex-
tinguished. She heard his quiet movements but they did not
come near her. His garments rustled. His boots fell to the ground
cloth; she knew when he pulled up his own blanket; she heard
him sigh.

A cresset outside flared in the wind, casting strange patterns
against the roof as the tent flap moved in the wind. The rain was
soothing. Later, after it had stopped, she woke with a start. The
commander was talking in his sleep.

Lilia could not understand his mumbled words, but they
seemed distressed and his voice was that of a man in pain. Once
he mentioned the Emperor. That was plain enough. Was he
praying to him? Then why did he grit his teeth? He seemed to
be angry.

She was too drowsy to remain awake and drifted off, wonder-
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ing who Eunice might be. Her own problems seemed a little less.
She felt motherly and protective. She wished she could help him
and on that thought she fell asleep.

She awoke to find the tent empty. It was still before sun up
and already the commander was gone. She dressed hurriedly.

“Are you awake?”

“You may come in,” she said, before she realized that she had
graciously given permission to an important general to enter his
own tent. The humorous situation amused both.

They looked at each other and smiled. She felt then as though
life still held some promise. As always, morning had reduced the
insurmountable worries of the night before to their proper pro-
portions. She said hesitatingly, “Will you not reconsider? May |
see Tibullus, at least?”

He shook his head. “lI explained that fully last night. It is bet-
ter that you do not. For both of you.”

He sat down at the table and motioned Lilia to take her place.
A boy, one of the cook’s helpers, brought in a tray. His eyes were
big at the sight of the unusual guest. He served quickly and
went out with haste as though he could not wait to spread the
news.

Outside, as they ate, the work of breaking camp went on. It
was a quiet meal, for both were busy with their own thoughts.
The food was plentiful and good, but spartan in quality. Dark
army bread, with olive oil and salt for dipping. A dish of ripe ol-
ives and a bowl of wheat porridge, laced with honey. A cup of
hot, sour army wine, heavily diluted with water—in deference to
her, Lilia suspected, and rendered more palatable with honey.
For dessert, a handful of raisins sufficed.

Their only comments were on the quality of the food.

There was no sign of the luxury her host’s rank might have
afforded, other than the silver service on the wooden tray. They
ate with fingers and silver spoons. Neither missed forks, for they
had never used them.

By the time breakfast was over, the men were ready to take
down and pack the commander’s tent. All the others were al-
ready folded, except the large cook tent for the officers’ mess and
the even larger one which served the cavalry.

Morning devotions had come almost to an end. Those who
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were initiates of Mithras were still worshiping quietly, their
heads bowed in the direction of the rising sun. Most of the re-
mainder had attended the services at the shrine of Mars.

Now, at the sound of another trumpet, the men assembled.
Standing beside Manlius, Lilia at last saw her young husband.
Her heart was full at the sight of Tibullus. He looked so tired.
Surely he could not have slept well. Had he been worrying
about her?

If she had only known the night before that she had come to
the right gate after all!

Purely by accident she had almost reached him, for the end of
the quadrangle that she had entered contained the tents of the
Tenth Cohort. She could see, from where he was located in the
line, that his tent must have been the third from the end.

She made a mental notation of the fact, knowing that the ar-
rangement of the units never varied. Somehow she would escape
whatever method by which the commander meant to return her
to her parents. Somehow, the next night, tonight, she thought
with an expectant thrill of joy, she would avoid the sentry at the
entrance and be united with her lover. Once she was truly mar-
ried, she would not be sent back.

As though the commander surmised her coming deception, he
turned to her with an amused twinkle in his eye. An orderly had
already brought up his horse, but he did not mount at once. In-
stead he placed an arm around her shoulders. His seamed face
showed no sign of the perturbed spirit of the night.

“You shall be guest of honor today, my dear, and see the
march past.” He signaled. The Master of Horse bellowed some-
thing incomprehensible to her and the cavalry began to move.

She had seen the formality of this before, at the Field of Mars,
but not as so close and so conspicuous a bystander.

The long column moved out. Each officer saluting and every
head in the ranks turned in the direction of the commander—and
toward her, beside him, the only woman in the camp.

Line after line came toward her and went by in its turn. Each
was like the rest, except that the expressions were different. Some
of the men were cynically appraising her and the commander;
some were stolidly wooden-faced, their attitude disapproving;
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some appeared concerned; a few looked envious, but all were ad-
miring her in their own way.

She had little interest in them or their private thoughts. Now
he was coming. Now! This very moment! He was here!

“Oh, Tibullus!” And in his eyes she saw such disgust and cold
hate as she had never suspected could glitter in the stare of any
living man. He had known she would be there. The news had
run through the camp. He did not understand.

To Lilia, rendered hypersensitive by the disappointment of the
night before and more than vulnerable by her delight at seeing
her supposed lover, this unexpected revelation of his thoughts
was too much.

Tears came to her eyes; she sobbed and involuntarily shrank
back. The commander’s strong arm tightened against her shoul-
ders.

Tibullus saw the motion. His face became even more scornful.
He muttered something to his next in line, without taking his
eyes off her. Lilia could not hear what he said but read “My
wife—" on his lips. Even as horror came upon her at the misun-
derstanding, she began to make excuses in her mind for him.

What else could he think? She saw the faces of his tent mates
turn toward her. They were smiling or laughing and talking to
each other as they marched. She guessed what they were saying.
She surmised what they all must think. She remembered the sen-
try, the tribune, the boy who brought the food. Each one had
seen and knew a little. Each one would have a different story to
tell. By now Tibullus must have heard them all.

She knew that although men pretended to despise gossip and
maintained that this lay in the exclusive province of women, they
spread a story no less quickly. This tale had flown, in all its vari-
ations, through the ranks, growing huger as it was repeated.

And the march past had given it fresh substance.

Manlius gave orders to Matho, the Master of Horse. Lilia
found herself seated before him, without really knowing how she
had got up on the animal’s back. She had not time to thank her
host, or much inclination to do so. Manlius had already gone to
take his place at the head of the column.

She twisted around to watch him ride away. Her jaw set. Her
lips were a straight line. Tonight would be different. She made



126 The Lost Legion

up her mind to that and made her plans as she was carried back
to the inn where she had left her luggage.

Behind her, the talk rippled up and down the line.

“By Jupiter! | didn’t think the Old Man had it in him!”

“She really wanted me. | could see that. She was just getting
ready to say yes when that nosy tribune came along.”

“Pretty close to each other, they was, when | brung in the
food. Laughing together, and real happy, 1'd say.”

A countercurrent of thought set in, responding to these slurs,
no one could say how or when. It began as a growing feeling of
resentment, a spontaneous reaction to her childish beauty, an ad-
miration of her tiny, delicate figure. Perhaps it started among the
older men as an undefined feeling of protectiveness, a dim, al-
most forgotten memory of other little girls.

“Plis wife? Forced to sleep with the commander? Damnedest
thing | ever heard of!”

“A recruit’s wife? Why didn’t he take a tavern girl? Never
thought the Old Man would do that!”

“Came all the way from Rome to see her husband and the
general takes her? That baby? Why, she don’t know what’s hap-
pened to her!”

“Poor little thing! Did you see her crying? Never got to talk to
her husband, | hear.”

So the comments ran, as something gay disappeared from the
scandalous conversation. The men slouched as they marched,
their spirits sank, their faces took on a glum and angry look.

There was no singing. Even the younger and wilder spirits
among them sensed that this was not the time to show any envy
of the commander’s good fortune. They slogged on, heavily, con-
scious that the general feeling would be against them if they
made a scurrilous remark.

Unaware of all this, Lilia and Matho waited at the inn for the
arrival of the mail cart from Tarracina to Rome. The Master of
Horse was impatient to get back to his command. Lilia did not
care if the cisium ever came.

When it arrived at the posthouse, it did so with a flourish. The
lean, wiry driver leaped out, gave Lilia and her luggage a quick
glance, dashed into the building at a run, and seized the mug of
hot wine that was already poured and waiting.
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Almost instantly he reappeared, gulping down huge bites from
a long roll of bread, slashed open and filled with greasy beans,
hot sausage, and fried red pimentos. The sight revolted Lilia.

He swore impatiently at the horse boys who were replacing
his lathered worn-out steeds with a fresh pair. They worked rap-
idly and with an economy of motion, but not fast enough to suit
him. Time was of the utmost importance with the mail. His
sharp words scourged them to greater speed.

These tublike carts had large wheels, light and fragile, to in-
sure express velocity. Their bodies were swung on leather straps
to make them ride easier. They had regular drivers who kept a
tight schedule and had a fierce pride in maintaining it with a
noble unconcern for life and limb. They made exceptionally
good time, as much as sixty miles in ten hours.

Passengers were carried at their own risk. Only those who
were in the utmost haste ever trusted themselves to the hard
characters who drove with fury and recklessness.

“Tonight,” said Matho to Lilia as he placed her bags in the
deep curve of the floor, “you will be in Rome.”

“Not if she don’t slap her little round rump in here. Come on,
sister, Tm behind time.”

He threw a parcel of letters into the container, slammed down
the padded cover, picked Lilia up bodily, and sat her down on it
with a thud.

“Hah!” he shouted. The whip cracked like broken branches in
a thunderstorm, the horses laid their ears back and leaped, Lilia
was hurled backward off the seat, and the Master of Horse was
left behind in a cloud of dust.

Before they had traveled a mile, Lilia felt herself bruised. She
was flung about from side to side, too numb to feel pain, too
frightened to protest. She was unable to retain a firm hold on the
leather straps meant for that purpose. As often as she grasped
one, it was torn from her grip by a lurch of the cart in the other
direction. Finally she gave up trying, settled down on the floor,
and braced herself among the parcels and bags. They bounced
around and settled into places which held her in an uncom-
fortable but more rigid position.

All she could see was the tops of the trees that raced by, the
whip that never stopped circling overhead with nerve-shattering
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reports, and the broad back and cropped bullethead of the
driver, covered only partly by his leather skullcap, which bore
the wings of Mercury.

He kept his eyes on the road, turning around only once to grin
at her lying there with her stola rucked high on her bare legs.
“Thought you fell out, sis. Hang on. Now we’re going to travel.

“Ho, there—you in the road! Make way for the mail!”

Crack, crack went the tireless whip on the backs of the suffer-
ing horses. Lilia, having repeated all the prayers she knew,
began running through them again. Before she had finished, they
arrived at the next posthouse.

She climbed out and staggered inside, dizzy and with an errat-
ically throbbing heart. Her eyes were blurred, her ears deafened,
and she was sick inside. Somehow she made known her wants
and a mug of cold water was brought. While she was drinking it
the mail driver shook her shoulder.

“Come on, sis. Can’t wait for you. Got to go whether you
come or not.”

She gave him a frantic look and, clutching her middle, ran to
the back of the inn. Bile was bitter in her mouth and she
retched.

She heard the rumble of the fast cart as it left the yard. She
held her head and moaned. That man! That horrible man! She
was certain that he had gone with all her pretty things.

Nothing seemed to matter. At least she was not in custody and
on the road to Rome.

She was not even surprised when she looked about for her lug-
gage and found it was not on the ground or back in the wine
room. Her possessions had been cut down to the clothes she
stood in, one plain ring, and her bulla, a modest gold pendant on
a thin chain. Fortunately, around her neck she carried hidden
the soft leather bag containing the money with which she had
hoped to buy Tibullus free. Everything else was a windfall to
the rascally driver.

Few women traveled without escort. The innkeeper was nar-
rowly considering her. She wasted no words but turned her back
upon him and started walking down the highway whence she
had come.

She looked back once, in time to see the innkeeper shrug and
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turn back into the inn. She knew he had been watching and hur-
ried on. She had no time to waste. She had lost at least eight
miles.

After reaching the first milestone, she felt able to relax and
walked more slowly. She had no definite plan, except to elude
the sentry somehow after dark, to avoid the commander at all
costs, and somehow reach her husband. He must not be permit-
ted to believe what he obviously did.

As the day wore on the heat increased. The traffic on the high-
way thickened. She rolled up her cloak in a little bundle and
trudged along. It seemed that everyone was staring. She realized
that she must present an odd figure in the traveling clothes she
wore. They were suitable for a young lady of quality, but cer-
tainly out of place on a tired pedestrian on a dusty road.

Somehow she must render herself less conspicuous. She was
grateful when a carriage, with a middle-aged woman and her
two grown sons, pulled up beside her, offering a lift. She
climbed in thankfully.

Her carnage had broken down, she said. Her driver had gone
back for a wheelwright. They had not seen the work going on?
How strange! Now she wished she had remained at the scene.
The carriage must have been hauled away with all her baggage.
But it had been so hot near the marshes.

Yes, she knew it was imprudent to walk alone on the highway.
She had expected that her driver would have overtaken her by
now.

They rolled on into Tarracina, perched high on its limestone
cliffs, a fairy city under the hot sun, blessed by sea breezes.

The Temple of Jupiter Anxarus, where she told her compan-
ions that her driver would be expecting to find her, was close to
the city gates—impressive as befitted the father of the gods, its
portico and columns of dark stone and well patronized, it ap-
peared. They let her off at the central walk, rather reluctantly,
waving worried good-bys. She called after them, “l will send a
messenger to my uncle. He will be waiting to hear from me,”
and they looked relieved. When they were out of sight she
walked slowly down into the market district.

She passed by a stall where calamare were being seethed in
olive oil. The delicious smell of the frying squid made her realize
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her hunger, but she knew better than to show gold in the crowd
that was gathered around. In a secluded alcove, she surrep-
titiously drew out one aureus and held it in her hand until she
came to a money-changer.

With the handful of denarii she received she bought a small
purse, a change of underwear, and an outfit suitable for a farm
girl, of the pretty reddish-brown wool from Canusium. This
would not show the dirt and would not attract attention if she
were obliged to walk the roads. It began to seem far too risky to
hire a rig and driver, as she had first planned.

Neither would it do to stroll, eating, through the market,
dressed as she was. She paused and considered. The public baths
must come first.

Here she bathed, was oiled and massaged—the last time for a
long while, she ruefully admitted to herself. Fanners’ daughters
do not throw money away with reckless abandon.

She regretfully donned her new clothes. The linen undergar-
ments were coarse and harsh, not like the sheer fabric she had
discarded. Those were linen also, but the finest imported Egyp-
tian and so sheer that the material was known as “woven wind.”

Clean again, but not looking like the same girl, she stopped
next at a dealer in used clothing and traded her fine cloak and
her tunicas, both inner and outer, for a rough palla.

This heavy shawl was so tightly woven that it was windproof
and, while it would not keep out rain, the natural oil retained in
the heavy homespun wool would prevent dampness from fog or
mist from soaking through.

She received some small coins in addition. After she had
walked away she remembered that she had neglected to buy
walking sandals, went back and haggled with the dealer, insist-
ing that a worn pair be included in the deal. They parted in mu-
tual admiration, Lilia maintaining stoutly that she was a mer-
chant’s daughter, the dealer claiming that she was doubtless a
female bandit and would die rich—though he hoped, for the
good of honest folk, quite young.

She put on the heavy footgear and dropped the flimsy dress
sandals she had been wearing into the pocket formed by the tri-
angular end of the shawl, like the neuk of a shepherd’s plaid. If
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necessary, she could draw this up over her head to hide her face,
or for protection from the weather.

Then, feeling that Tibullus would be proud of the way she
had managed her money, she went back to the enticing stall,
bought a quinarius’ worth of the squid, and went on, eating
them out of a rolled-up grape leaf. She was thrilled as never be-
fore to do such an adventurous thing. She took big bites. It
tasted even better that way.
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NEW FRIENDS

The highway turned northward sharply to avoid the marshes
near the seacoast, passed through the busy town of Fundi, and
angled back through a lush country studded with handsome
villas. Here the air was sweet with lemon groves and flowers.
Vineyards covered the low hills and the fields on either side
were filled with fruit gardens and olive plantations.

The walking shoes were comfortable at first and she made
good time. Her short tunica reached only to her knees and was
no impediment to her march. She did not feel especially tired,
but rested in Fundi at a small, clean wineshop just off the forum.

This opened directly onto the sidewalk and Lilia sat there at
one of the several small tables, where she could watch the
passers-by, as well as by turning her head view the interior of
the shop.

Several young couples were doing the same and enjoying the
warm sun while they ate and chatted. Wine jars held erect in cir-
cular holes cut in the counter top gave a selection unlikely to be
found outside of the city.

Lilia chose Moselle from the Rhineland and the attendant
lifted a jar out of its rack and tilted it over a pouring block into a
rough baked clay cup, without ornament, but glazed. She sipped
slowly, while olive oil was being heated. When it was ready and
smoking, she dipped crusty fresh bread into it and ate it with a
little salt and a slice of cheese from one of the many hanging
from a rack near the lantern suspended above.

In her new clothes, no one paid any particular attention to her,
except the stallkeeper, who noticed her golden ring. He gave her
a sharp look as though he suspected she might have stolen it.

After she left the square, following the route which the legion
must have taken toward Formiae, she slipped off the ring and
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unfastened the necklace, equally suspicious on the throat of a
farm girl, as it was gold and of fine workmanship. She put them
in the pouch which contained her money—out of sight and, she
hoped, safe—and walked on with a fighter heart.

It was now the tenth hour of a summer day—measured from
dawn to dusk—approximately four o’clock in modem reckoning.
The day’s march must be over. The legion would be encamped,
or in barracks if they had reached the next town and there were
such permanent facilities that might be vacant.

She had no way of knowing which it would be, or how much
farther. She walked on, growing more tired as dusk approached.
More than before, she wished she could step off that standard
five-foot pace which the legionary was supposed to stride. One
thousand to the mile, each mile marked by a stone, numbered
from Rome, hour by hour, day by day.

Oh, Mercury—speedy aid to travelers! How do they ever do it?
She sat down under a tree and rubbed her aching legs. Her other
bruises now demanded attention. She touched the places gin-
gerly where she had been bounced against the sides of the rac-
ing mail cart. A blister was forming on her right heel.

Three milestones, another, and one more fell behind her.
Then, all at once, while she was thinking with growing concern
about these small but painful annoyances which were becoming
more grievous, she looked down from the crest of a small hill at
the familiar, serried arrangement of tents set up in an otherwise
empty field.

Smokes were rising from the cooking fires and she immedi-
ately felt hungry, although she was too far away to smell the ket-
tles; there was movement in the streets; sentries had already
taken their posts at the four points of the compass where stood
the gateways.

Lilia left the road, ensconced herself between two boulders
where she could not be seen by passers-by, and thankfully took
off her shoes. She lay there watching.

She marked the situation of the commander’s tent, the head-
quarters, the shrines. She judged, from these landmarks, the
proper row in the section assigned to the Tenth Cohort; she de-
termined the third tent from the end and fixed it in her mind
until she was positive she could find it in the dark.
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Once she was certain she saw Tibullus come out of that tent,
look around, and go back inside. Her heart gave a leap. Soon she
would be with him.

She rested, and dozed, and waited, trying to ignore the gnaw-
ing in her stomach. When it was so dark that she could not dis-
tinguish individual tents, she limped down the rough bank and,
crossing the highway, came through the edge of a marsh and so
to the encampment. The croaking of frogs covered what little
noise she made.

It was easier to enter the camp than she had supposed it might
be. She approached the southern end of the quadrangle, from
the long side. The low hum of man life was not so sinister and
menacing as it had seemed before. It had already become famil-
iar to her ears.

Lilia’s dark clothes and long shawl covered and hid the white-
ness of her face and arms. She was almost invisible. Once she lay
flat at the jingle of the moving patrol, which passed slowly about
the borders of the camp. She felt uplifted by a sudden gaiety
and followed their course with an imaginary bow and arrow,
picking them off one by one.

When the group had passed, and was around the angle of the
tent street, she ran crouching to the third tent in the row and
paused. Her elation was gone, her heart pounded at her own
temerity, her breath came in little hurried gasps, and she was
dismayed at what she had done.

Now she was really afraid. Was this the right tent? What terri-
ble things might happen to her if it were not? Even if Tibullus
was there, would she be welcome?

Before she could think of anything else to weaken her resolu-
tion, her hand, almost independent of her shaky will, reached
out and scratched lightly on the leather flap.

It was too late then. “Tibullus?” The light whisper was little
more than a mouse squeak, but it was heard inside. There was a
grunt of astonishment in a voice she did not know, a rustle of
moving bodies. She turned to nan, but arms were already about
her, dragging her within the lighted tent. The flap fell behind
her, men were swearing and laughing at the same time in their
surprise—and there was Tibullus, moody as always, amazed,
mouth open. “Lilia—how did you get here?”
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He was not angry. It was all right. In an instant she was
released by the one who had pulled her inside and she was in
the arms of Tibullus, feeling that, in his tight clasp, nothing mat-
tered now. She had come home.

The other three men hurriedly made room for her and she sat
down beside her husband. Her fears vanished as she looked at
them. They made themselves known to her by name, smiling
sympathetically, speaking in hushed, secret voices.

Two of them were as young as Tibullus. There was Titus, a
dark-haired boy who had been working on a painting of the
other lad and hastily set it aside at the interruption. The second
was a tall, strong fellow with a cheerful face. He introduced
himself as Antimon. Lilia wondered what a Greek was doing in
such company but did not ask. He was obviously also clever with
his hands. He bashfully showed Lilia a little wooden figure of a
legionary. It saluted her when he pulled a string. This made her
laugh, lightened the tension, and set them all at ease.

The third man was a dour fellow. It was he who had grabbed
her at the entrance. He was a harsh-featured man, much older
than the others, stem, brusque, and dark with sun and wind.

“My name is Longinus,” he said, and nothing more. He sat
watching her intently. Whenever she looked up she caught his
fixed stare and she could not guess what he was thinking. Even
when her back was turned, she felt his eyes boring at her, study-
ing and appraising, as her nervousness grew.

She was reminded of the posthouse keeper. This man was also
making plans which included her. Yet it was he who motioned to
the two youths to follow him and broke off the whispered con-
versation of the group with a quick order.

Antimon and Titus seemed to accept his authority although he
was dressed as they were and carried no insignia of rank. Lon-
ginus beckoned to Tibullus, who followed the three outside.
Lilia could hear a low murmur of voices but not the words. Soon
Tibullus returned with a piece of meat and a broken chunk of
bread.

He gave it to her, handed her his canteen and, while she
devoured the food hungrily, said in a husky tone, “They are
going to leave us alone for a while and visit out of sight, in other
tents, but they will have to come back here to sleep.
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“Lilia, how could you do what you did last night? Is your fa-
ther going to buy me out?”

Hastily she explained. Tibullus did not seem convinced of the
innocence of her stay in the commander’s tent.

“Can you guess the stories that | heard about you? | never ex-
pected to see you again. | didn’t think you would have the cour-
age to face me”

“Didn’t you have any faith in me, Tibullus? You know how
much | love you. Only you. You must know now. Haven't |
proved it by following you? By coming to you like this?”

“You didn’t get any signatures on that paper. You didn’t get
the proof of our marriage. You didn’t force your father to get me
out of the army so we can live together ”

“l have done all I could. I came to prove to the commander
that | was your wife. He was good to me and kind—in his way.

“He wouldn’t take my money. He wouldn’t release you. When
we are really one, he will have to let you come back with me to
Rome.”

“You don’t know him. He has a heart of iron, they say. He
never gives in, never goes back on his word.

“If you couldn’t bribe him with money to let me go, you may
have to try the other way you say you didn’t. How do | really
know you haven'’t already?”

“Oh, Tibullus!” Lilia looked at him in horror. The canteen fell
and gurgled out the remainder of its wine. “Do you want to get
out of the army that much?

“He was nice. He acted just like my father. He talked like
him, too. Tibullus, he was kind to me—he took care of me, even
though he was angry because | came.

“If you can’t come back, then I am coming with you, but we
have got to be really married.”

“We shall be. That is why the others left us. Make up your
mind, Lilia. 1 am going out for a few moments.” Tire tent flap
fell before she could put out a hand to stop him.

This was frighteningly all too soon. She had not explained
thoroughly enough. Did he truly believe her—really understand?

She had no way of knowing which blankets were those of her
husband. She spread wider those in the farther comer and
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smoothed out the wrinkles. Her fingers trembled as she slowly
unpinned her tunica and unfastened her belt.

She folded her clothes carefully, as though dragging out the
action would postpone the inevitable. She placed them out of the
way, at the foot of the pallet she had arranged. Then she drew
stole, tunica and palla up over her shivering body and tried, by
taking long deep breaths, to calm herself and suppress the grow-
ing panic which was rapidly overcoming her.

It was too late to turn back. She blew out the light.

A horse stamped in the distant line and sighed gustily. Some-
where a man laughed. A hunting owl hooted. She heard the
measured pacing of the nearest sentiy, the tiny jingle of some
loose buckle on his lorica, the smart thud of his lance butt on the
hard ground, when he reached the end of his beat and wheeled
to stride away again.

There was darkness in the tent and it was quiet. All her senses
seemed sharpened beyond bearing—beyond endurance.

A cricket chirped; a frog boomed in the marsh. The owl flew
low over the camp and she distinctly heard the dry Whistle of
the air through its pinions. A little terrified squeal faded away.
She knew that the hunter would soon feed and felt as helpless as
its prey.

She lay on the rough soldier blanket and waited. The sweaty
smell of it mingled with the odor of the leather tent and both
were strong in her nostrils. The fibers of it were harsh against
her skin and rankled.

Was this what marriage meant? A waiting and a dread?

She felt herself to be the loneliest and the most fearful person
in the world. Where had the hope gone and the love and the
high ideals which had sustained her on the long journey?

She was so tired. Her body ached, the ground under the blan-
ket was like stone. Her heartbeat was fast and shook her with its
thudding. It seemed higher in her chest than usual—she felt her-
self choking.

Then there were the quick, familiar steps. The tent flap was
lifted and he came in. Before it had time to fall, her thoughts
raced.

In a split second, she felt her heart give a wild welcoming leap
and almost stop. She had time to think with regret of her far,
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safe home and those who loved her—to feel a surge of courage
and fatality. This, after all, is why | camel She felt love and trust
rush back again and her heart resume its measured beating.

The tent flap closed and all was dark. The strong arms of
Tibullus took away her breath and her fear was gone. In his em-
brace the coarse wool changed to silk and the earth was soft as
down.

The ache in her muscles passed away under his magical hands.
All was dream and mystery and wonder.

Yet because he was young and disappointed—hurt and angry—
he was not gentle, he was not kind.

Lilia was still awake when the absent men re-entered the tent.
It was not very large for four and small for five. She shrank close
to Tibullus, who was already asleep, feeling a little resentful that
he could sleep so easily.

They came in quietly. If they knew she was awake, they gave
no sign. No rough jokes were made. There was no jostling and
each found his place in the dark without difficulty.

Comforted by a feeling of safety, she was drifting peacefully
into slumber when she was shocked out of her dubious security
by a stealthy hand which passed along her thigh, stroking care-
fully from knee to hip.

She held her breath, not daring to move. The searching fingers
traced her outlines above the blanket, lightly touched her side
and bare shoulder. They hesitated, insinuated themselves under
the blanket edge in the direction of her breast.

Instinctively she realized that she was in great danger. What-
ever followed would determine the course of her life to come
among these men. Without allowing herself to admit the thought
into her reasoning mind, she knew that she would not be able to
depend upon the protection of her husband. Whoever this man
might be, Tibullus would not fight for her.

She sighed deeply, as though she dreamed in her sleep, then,
instead of thrusting the intruding hand away, she clasped it in
her own warm fingers, drew it to her face, and laid her cheek
upon it. The trusting action of a small child.

The hand stiffened. There was shock and there was surprise,
plainly evidenced. It remained there under her soft, easy breath.
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Her lips were almost upon it and she could feel a raised scar
across the back of the big knobby knuckles.

Very slowly the hand withdrew itself completely from her
loose grasp. It slid from under her check and returned, lightly as
a mote of dust upon a cobweb, to touch her hair.

She lay still, no longer afraid. This was not a seeking—it was a
caress. She was being loved and the touch seemed like a kiss.

The sense of protection came upon her stronger than ever.
Lilia slept.

“Wake up! Wake up!
You sleepyhead!
Are you asleep or are you dead?

Get up! Get up!
Get out of bed!
And we’ll take a walk this morningF’

She woke with a start at the sound of the trumpet. All around,
the bustle of breaking camp had begun. It was not yet dawn, but
she could smell the smoke from many little fires. Except for her-
self, the tent was empty. Tibullus came in, his face anxious, car-
rying a small bowl of hot wheaten porridge.

“Eat it quickly,” he commanded. “You’ve got to get out of
here. The tents are coming down. We’ll keep this one up as long
as we can, but it won't be very long.”

“Are we going to the commander and tell him we are married
now?”

“You don’t tell the commander anything. He’ll tell us! If they
find you here I’ll get flogged. Lilia, you have got to go home.”

She stopped eating and hastily scrambled into her clothes. Her
small chin jutted out. “Tibullus, you know | can’t go home now.
If you won’t come with me to see the general, I'll go alone.”

“l wouldn’t dare face him.”

Lilia was furious. Pushing him aside, she left the tent. If it had
possessed a door, she would have slammed it.

Along the street she hurried. The labor of breaking camp
stopped as men turned to stare. Some few recognized her and
grinned. One said, “Go it, sis, my money’s on you!” She saw then
that Tibullus was close behind. She pulled away from him when
he caught at her, as she reached the commander’s tent.
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Manlius came out, fully dressed and frowning. His scowl was
even blacker as he recognized Lilia.

“You again? Legionary, what does this mean?”

Tibullus tried to answer. He mumbled and stuttered help-
lessly. Manlius eyed him for a moment, then disgustedly turned
away.

“Is this your husband?”

Lilia nodded. “And now we are truly man and wife. You can-
not send me back,” she announced triumphantly.

“You are laboring under a misapprehension.” There was
grimness in the commander’s tone. “No women, married or sin-
gle, are coming with this expedition.

“Legionary, return to your quarters. Girl—eome with me.”

Tibullus turned, with as military a manner as he could sum-
mon up, and marched away without a backward look. Lilia felt
her arm seized again, in an iron grasp she could not break. She
was hurried along the horse line to the troopers’ quarters.

“Mathol Where in Pluto’s name are you?” Manlius thun-
dered.

The Master of Horse came hurriedly out of his tent, still swal-
lowing. When he saw the two, he laughed, understanding the sit-
uation at once. The events of the night before had been widely
circulated among the officers.

“Outsmarted you this time, did she, General? She’s got good
courage. Might make a fine soldier. Why not let her come along?
Probably do better than some of those other volunteers.”

“My husband didn’t volunteer. You men stole him and | want
him back.”

Manlius looked at her wearily. “The gods know why, | don’t.
He was not gallant enough to speak for you, or fond enough to
bid you farewell. | presume you spent tire night with him in his
tent. Were his companions there?”

“They came in later.” Lilia contemplated her toes.

“Did any of the others harm you?”

Her face flamed. “No more than you did! They were kind and
understanding. They were good friends to myself and my hus-
band.”

Matho choked and Manlius gave him a hard stare but Matho’s
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smile lingered on his strong brown face. He had known his supe-
rior far too long to be intimidated by him.

Manlius said, more kindly than before, “I wish to be your
good friend also. | shall not be, if I permit you to go with us.
You do not understand what dangers you run here. These men
are good soldiers. They are wolves in battle—they are brothers in
the tent.

“Each carries a section of the tent. It does not belong to him-
self alone. Each one carries something necessary to the common
good. Outside of their personal equipment, the food, the fire-
wood, the cooking utensils are shared. Everything in the tent is
common to all. Everything. Da you understand what | am
saying?”

Lilia paled. She met his gaze steadily and without fear. Her
answer was sturdy. “l understand, but | know | can feel safe
with these men in the future, or | would not have been safe with
them last night. | want my husband to come home with me, or |
shall go with him.”

“Neither of those things is going to happen. Matho!”

“Sir?”

“l place this stubborn child once more in your care. Stay with
her until the march begins. Ride back with her a few miles. Try
to provide transportation for her to Rome, if you can.

“If that is too much trouble, or takes too long, set her down
and let her walk back. If she resists, spank her. It might be a
good idea if she were spanked now.”

There was a twinkle in his eye. Lilia was too vexed to see
it.

“Come with me, little one.” Matho led her into the big mess
tent which fed the troopers. After Manlius had disappeared and
could not see her, she laid her arms on the table, put her head
down, and sobbed.

Matho awkwardly patted her shoulder. She shook off his hand
and refused to look up. The troopers in the tent, who were fin-
ishing their breakfast, crowded around offering encouragement
and sympathy.

It was a democratic outfit which—ence upon the march—paid
little attention to strict regulations, or much deference to

officers.
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The fat cook brought out a honey cake that he had been sav-
ing for himself and a cup of sweft wine and stood by while she
ate. She smiled wetly at him in thanks. The men beamed.

Feeling better, she once more watched the march past, but
this time the Master of Horse held her firmly in front of him on
the saddle. This morning the commander led off, as before when
leaving Rome, his white horse a beacon, twenty feet ahead of the
cavalry. Next, Matho’s second in command, in the position which
should have been Matho’s.

The cataphracts followed, seasoned veterans in the fore, each
unit with its special guidon, their perfectly matched mounts—
shining ebony, stainless white, warmly hued chestnuts and roans
—all passed by, dancing on tiptoe, curvetting as though they well
knew their proud beauty and were on review.

The baggage train followed, the mules tilting one ear forward
as they strained against the harness at the feel of the little slope
out of the field.

The remounts crowded raggedly past, herded on by the mis-
cellaneously mounted younger men. They rode horses which did
not match in color and called themselves in sardonic humor
"Matho’s Orphans.” They had yet to prove themselves in battle,
but they had a fraternal, clannish pride of their own. Their eyes
were as rigidly front, they held their heads as high, their guidons
popped in the brisk morning breeze as loudly as those of the
others who were leading the parade.

Not a face turned in her direction, but Lilia knew that every
man had seen her, sitting sideways across Matho’s saddlebow,
wrapped warmly against the wind in the wide fold of his long
scarlet cloak.

She was perceptive enough now to sense emotions which a
few days earlier she might have missed. No rough jokes were
flung at her today. No one whistled. There were no smiles or
smirks. She felt that every man sat straighter under her regard.
She was conscious also of a tenuous impression of friendship
which was almost affection and definitely interested. However
she might regard the general, she knew that she had no enemy
here.

They were gone. Matho’s strong arm tightened about her
waist. His free hand tugged his stallion’s head around and they
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started back along the way she had come, with such high hopes,
the day before.

They rode in silence. The morning was lovely and men were
early at work in the fields they passed. Now and then they met a
farmer’s cart and took the edge of the highway to give it room.
There, the horse’s hoofs did not ring and strike pale twinkles
from the stones, but plocked lightly into the soft dirt.

Little puffs of dust hung in the air after they had gone. The
breeze was dying down. One milestone fell behind and then an-
other. The day would be sultry. Now that the sun was well risen,
Lilia was too warm under her cloak.

Where their bodies touched, she was beginning to perspire.
The heat, the gentle jogging of the horse, the quiet, her
weariness—all conspired to make her drowsy. Her head drooped
on her guardian’s chest. She was almost asleep. The Master of
Horse changed his grip upward upon her and a little more
tightly.

She felt the air waft cool against her moist skin. Now, as they
rode on, she was aware that, because of the motion of the horse,
the weight of her breast pressed rhythmically against his arm. At
first the sensation was too slight to be remarked. Soon her newly
awakened emotions made her realize that he was fully conscious
of the pleasant change in their position and that the renewed
tightening of his clasp was not accidental.

His arm about her waist felt like iron and she was dismayed
by the thoughts which came unbidden to her mind. Her drow-
siness passed in a flash and she twisted in his firm embrace.

When she saw his face, and the calm look in his black eyes,
she knew she had nothing to fear.

He smiled and his clutch relaxed. She felt ashamed of her
thoughts. Her cheeks felt hot and it seemed that she must say
something. The only thing she could think of was “You know I
am a wedded wife™—which seemed both inappropriate and a
tacit admission of what both might have been thinking.

“lI know you are, daughter,” was all he said, but there was an
undercurrent of understanding that did not need to be spoken.

Now, as they rode on, she lay cradled in his arms like a
cherished child, and women they met smiled as they passed, tak-
ing the pair to be lovers.
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They rode by another milestone without pausing. At the next,
Matho drew rein. “Here we part,” he said, and released his
grip.

Lilia slid down and almost cried out when her sandals touched
the ground. Both feet were asleep, apparently dreaming of light-
ning storms. She made a wry face and began rubbing circulation
into her calves. Matho reached down to support her, without dis-
mounting. She took his calloused hand in both her soft ones and
laid her face against it.

“You have been very good to me,” she said without looking
up. He gently pulled his hand away and laid it on her uncovered
hair.

“Go home, little one. Do not follow us again. Go home to your
people and live softly. The army is not the place for such as
you.”

He bent quickly. Before he could caress her, she put her arms
around his corded neck and kissed his leather cheek. Matho
pulled away and wheeled the horse about. “Go home, now! Go
home!” He dug in his spurs.

Before he was out of sight he turned in the saddle and waved
farewell. Lilia was standing still, watching. She saw him touch
his cheek where she had kissed him, before he disappeared, rid-
ing on in haste to overtake his command.

She stood looking after him for a brief moment. Then she
tightened her belt, sighed, and set out to follow, with a tired,
limping step.

She started over, after stopping to think. One must never
begin a journey unluckily. Making sure that the right foot struck
the ground first was extremely important. Maybe that was what
had brought her bad luck yesterday.

There were four miles to cover over highway which she had
previously trodden and afterward there were the regulation
twenty which the legion would march today. If no conveyance
was available she would walk. It was far, it was weary, but it
was not impossible.

Today would be better. It could be luckier than the day be-
fore, for now she knew that what she planned to do could be
done. She knew also that, while she had one implacable adver-
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sary in the person of Commander Manlius, she had some few in-
terested friends who would help her if they could.

She had a new foster father. She had a husband who was not
very angry with her. She thought herself beloved.

The road was not so hard, the world not so wild and lonely as
yesterday it had been.
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LILIA STRIKES A BARGAIN

“One denarius that she doesn’t go back!”

“Even money? I'll take it. Who else wants to bet?”

“Two denarii at those odds.” “Five sesterces.” “Here’s an-
other.”

“You are all fools. I'll be stealing your money.”

“Safer than betting with those cogged dice of yours, Ge-
mellus.”

“Silence in the ranks!”

The legion marched on, following the seacoast to the next
campground just beyond the wealthy resort town of Sinuessa.
Once in a while someone shot a swift look backward along the
road. Occasionally a trooper turned casually in the saddle. At the
rest periods, which seemed fractionally longer than usual, there
was a subdued murmur among both officers and men.

Only Commander Manlius seemed unconcerned. He appeared
oblivious of the hard looks which were almost constantly
directed at his back. There was no singing now.

Far behind, Lilia plodded on. She passed through Formiae by
the third hour of the day, having made up the lost distance and
added to it another two miles. She thought of hiring a rig in For-
miae but hesitated to attract attention by doing so. She walked
slowly, considering, and finally passed both hiring stations with-
out stopping.

She bought a small loaf and some grapes to carry with her in
the pocket of her shawl and went on, swinging her purse as
though she were merely out for a walk. No one gave her a sec-
ond glance in the market. She was quite pleased with her peas-
ant disguise.

At the third miliarium she turned off the highway, following a
brook which ran close to the cliffs. A little path led to a view-
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point overlooking the Bay of Caieta. Here the brook leaped over
the edge in a wide arc to plunge into the sea.

Lilia sat beneath the shadow of a broad umbrella pine, which
shrank back from the brink as though in horror of it, and rested
for the first time. She bathed her feet in the cool water and
unwrapped her lunch. She threw the grape leaves tidily over the
edge and watched them circle down.

Before eating, she washed her face. Then she poured out a
libation from her cupped hands to the manes of Caieta, the aged
nurse of Aeneas. Reputedly, she was buried somewhere in the vi-
cinity, at least according to Virgil.

She ate pensively, savoring the flavor of the simple food. The
bay was dotted with bright sails like drifting flowers. Farther
out, an impressive penteconter was moving up the coast with a
favorable wind, all oars drawn in. She watched it swing around
the sharp headland and pass by the beacon on the point, the
shore lined thickly with the stately villas of the rich.

How good the world was to people! How wonderful to be
alive!

When Tibullus became famous they would have such a villa.
Horace had been no more than the son of a freedman. Perhaps
some wealthy patron would sponsor Tibullus. Maybe her father,
once his anger was abated, would be the one.

She rested. A hummingbird came in from over the abyss of air
which was edged by the cliff, sipped lightly from a flowering
thorn and, refreshed, darted as quickly away.

Ah, lovely creature! Happy, carefree world! How could all na-
ture so rejoice and she be the only one to know such sadness?

It was at that moment she heard footsteps, small ones, trudg-
ing up the hill. The path which paralleled the brook did not
come to an end at the cliff but went perilously down by a zigzag
course to the beach.

Over the lip came the head of a grubby little boy. Plis face
was dirty and tired. He was woefully thin and ragged.

He saw Lilia and his face lighted up. He ran to her, holding
out a basket.

“Lady! Buy my mussels? Please, kind lady? Fat, juicy mussels.
Only one sesterce? Just gathered, lady, the freshest you ever

ate.”
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Lilia looked at them and was revolted at the sight. Raw mus-
sels, indeed! Who could eat such things? They smelled!

She shook her head. “lI have finished eating. Give them to your
mother.”

He dropped his basket in despair. She thought she saw traces
of tears dried in the dirt on his cheeks. “My mother needs
money. She is so sick. She sent me to buy medicine and | cannot
getit now. Lady, just one as? Anything?”

“She sent you for medicine, with no money?”

The boy hung his head, not meeting her gaze. Behind his back
he twisted his little brown hands together ceaselessly.

“l had berries to sell in the market. To buy the medicine.” His
voice became almost inaudible. “lI ate them all. I was so hungry.
| didn’t mean to. Only a few'—and then they were all gone. Now
she will die and it is my fault.

“l thought—maybe someone would buy mussels. Lady?”

Some of the softness had gone out of the sky. It was a merci-
less, steely blue. One as. The smallest coin in existence.

Lilia plucked the little bag from her bosom and impulsively
poured most of the coins into his hands. The remainder she tied
securely and slipped the bag back into its hiding place.

“Take these to your mother. Be careful with them and
hurry”

He stood looking at the treasure with unbelief, then fell on his
knees, his face radiant, kissing her hands and holding them
tightly. The gold shone on the grass.

Lilia cuddled his head to her breast.

“Go now. | must go.”

She looked back once, wishing that she had not eaten all the
bread and grapes. The boy was ravenously dining. He was
cracking the mussels with a stone and cramming the meat into
his mouth, oblivious of the tiny sharp bits of shell that he over-
looked. He did not see her staring in horror at his absorption
with his clamoring hunger.

Lilia returned to the road. The world was still beautiful. But
not to all. She had never known a day’s hunger in her fife. This
was an insight into another world—of famine, of misery.

The butterfly saw for a moment the toad beneath the harrow.



LILIA STRIKES A BARGAIN 149

One fluttered gaily, one suffered. The two were separated only
by the accident of birth.

Mile after weary mile the strange pursuit went on. Unnoticed
in the double flow of traffic, Lilia tried to match the marching
pace of the seasoned veterans ahead. She never came in sight of
the long column, though she traveled unburdened and with a
quick step.

It seemed that she must be walking at their steady speed, al-
though she realized that their long strides must equal two of
hers. She was pleased to discover that the lameness soon worked
out of her muscles. She was not so happy to find that the blister
was either enlarged or joined by another one. Her left foot was
becoming sore too.

She set her teeth grimly and tried to ignore the nagging pain.
If men could do it, she could too. They were flesh and blood,
weren’t they? She was learning endurance.

Patience was a little harder to acquire. Lilia continued to re-
volve in her mind various plans which might cause General Man-
lius to relent. Nothing seemed practical, knowing what she did
of his disposition. She was finally forced to admit that unless
Tibullus was able to escape by desertion, which seemed unlikely,
she would be obliged to go with him.

“A woman must go where her husband goes.” She repeated it
over and over, until the sentence became a litany and the words
fitted themselves to the rhythm of her step. She found them
somehow comforting. They became an anodyne that not only en-
couraged her spirit but rendered her oblivious to her tired feet,
the dust, the noise around her, and the people she met.

Because of the torpor she had induced, she hardly observed
that she had passed through Minturnae, except to remember
later that she had noticed, by the sundial at the river bridge, that
the day was half over and that half the day’s march of the legion
must likewise be done. By that time she had reached the grow-
ing village of Trifanum, a short distance beyond.

A slave train was clustered around the fountain as she came
into the village, so she did not stop to drink and rest. She walked
on, looking into the open stalls, considering whether she would
eat there or wait until she arrived at some place where she could
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wait for darkness and enter the camp as she had the night be-
fore.

She bought some figs and nibbled on them, as she pretended
that time meant nothing to her. She paused to watch pigeons
bobbing about the feet of some old ladies who were tossing
crumbs as they sat in the shade of the village shrine.

She dawdled, for she did not wish to hurry and be recognized
for a stranger by her haste. Before she wanted to reach the edge
of the village, she was already there. Well, there would be other
eating places.

The Taberna Caediciae was situated at a junction of two
well-used thoroughfares. The two-hundred-year-old Popilian
Way ran northerly from the very toe of the Italian boot, bringing
travelers and produce through this important intersection.

Here the Via Appia turned eastward to the mountains and
traffic was diverted with it, or went on to the capital.

The tavern’s reputation was excellent, both for the wine and
food and for the quality of its beds and entertainment. Behind it
were big stone storehouses which held hogsheads of wine, racks
of cheese, and rows of suspended hams and sausages.

The nearby villa of the proprietors overlooked the estab-
lishment and was as impressive as anything of its size that Lilia
had seen in Rome.

A weary and hot Lilia hesitated in the courtyard, toward the
middle of the afternoon, remembering her dwindling supply of
money, and that to eat she would have to offer a piece of gold.
She had spent the last of her smaller coins on the figs in Tri-
fanum. Perhaps she should ask to earn her dinner? Her stomach
turned over in fear at the thought. If they let her—if they didn’t
detect her for a lady right away—what unpleasant job would she
have to do?

Suddenly impatient with herself, she set her shoulders and
looked about. A rheda had rolled in to discharge its passengers
and found the way blocked by a newly arrived wagon. An
officious slave—the yardmaster—an out from the wagon room of
the mansione to meet the travelers and see to their bags. He
seized the horn of the wagon’s off ox and yanked at his head.
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“Out of the way, peasants. We need no hay. Make room for
the stage.”

As the haycart lumbered out the farther arch, Lilia turned to
the attendant, still busy with the unloading of the stage. He gave
her a supercilious stare. “Yes?”

“You don’t need any kitchen help, do you?”

“Not a duty, clumsy wench like you.” He waved her away
with a peremptory gesture.

Never in her life had she been addressed in such a manner.
She opened her mouth to scarify him. She thought of storming
into the inn, locating the lout’s superior, and demanding that he
be whipped.

Then she saw herself with his eyes. She was not so trans-
parently highborn as she had thought. Covered as she was with
the dust of the road, she could hardly blame him.

I guess | wouldn’t hire me either, she thought, and turned
away. She could scarcely offer gold for a meal now—not safely.
She brushed her skirt with her hands, smoothed out a wrinkle or
two, patted her hair back in shape—all under his steady, critical
regard. Her anger evaporated.

By the time she reached the gate she heard quick feet behind
her. It was the arrogant slave. He thrust a packet at her.

“Here, girl. No one goes away from here hungry.” His voice
was kinder but still condescending.

Confounded, Lilia managed to shake her head. “I am no
beggar.”

“Not from me. A custom of the house. It is a duty we pay to
the genius stationia—the spirit of the way stop.”

“Thank you,” Lilia said helplessly. She unwrapped the little
package. A crusty piece of fresh wheaten bread, two small sau-
sages, and a few olives. Gratefulness choked her.

He reached out and patted her arm and his smile was oddly
comforting. He turned away to his duties.

Out on the road again, Lilia’s step became brisk. Good-by,
slave with the harsh words and the kind heart. On to find the le-
gion!

She found it, before much longer, was apprehended, listened
patiently to a tongue lashing from her nemesis, and was
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marched, unrepentant, back to the tabema—all without seeing
Tibullus.

The guard detailed as custodians were officered by a tough-
featured quadranion. Neither he nor the four men under him
wasted words during the return trip. The only sign of interest
they showed in her was the merciful slowness with which they
walked.

Once arrived at the inn, the quadranion called for the proprie-
tor. Lilia could not hear the conversation. The two men talked in
low voices. From time to time they looked at her with what
seemed like amusement, mingled with a little discreet admira-
tion.

The proprietor nodded. Money changed hands. The officer re-
turned to Lilia.

“It is all settled,” he said. “You will sleep here tonight and
leave for Rome by the morning stage. Be wise, girl. Make the
best of a bad situation. It is for your own good.”

“Everybody thinks they know what is better for me than I do
for myself.”

“Don’t feel too hardly against us. We like you. Most of us wish
you could come along, but orders are orders.” His voice fell to a
whisper. “Confidentially, girl, 1 wish you had got into camp. I'll
tell your husband you tried. Some of the other boys wall want to
know too. There was a lot of money bet on you today. | made
fifty sesterces myself.”

“Orders! Orders! | detest your orders. | am not in your army. |
will not accept such orders.”

“You were trying to join it. Never mind. Listen now, carefully.
You will be guarded until you are placed on the stage. You will
be kept under strict watch all the way. Your meals during the
trip will be paid by the driver. It’s all over now.”

“Don’t be too sure!”

The guard grinned and muttered under their breaths. One
winked at Lilia behind the quadranion’s back. “Good for you,
kid.”

She saw the words mouthed, without sound.

The quadranion turned to his men. “Detail—Attention.”

Lilia pushed aside the detaining hand of the proprietor, ready



LILIA STRIKES A BARGAIN 153

to deliver her to a pair of female servants. “Wait! Who is paying
for all this care? The food, the room, the rheda passage?”

The quadranion looked at her in surprise. “Didn’t you know?
Why, Commander Manlius, of course. Who else? Come on, boys.
Forward march.”

Lilia called after them, “Lay your wagers the same way to-
morrow.”

He studied her with a twinkle in his eye and a warm smile.
“By Jupiter! I think I will.”

It was a clean, comfortable room on the third floor. It had a
small bed, a table, and a stool. There was straw matting on the
oiled planks, flowers in a window box and, in a niche, a small
statuette of Fortuna with a cornucopia of fruits, wearing the
headdress of Isis.

Lilia glanced frantically around after the door was barred be-
hind her. She ran to the window which overlooked the wagon
yard. Darkness was complete, but torches lit up the enclosure
and she could see that there was no safe way down. No vines
grew there, nor was there any staiiway on that side of the inn.

She considered the bed coverings and gave up the idea. Even
were she strong enough to tear them into strips and make a rope,
it would not be long enough to reach.

The smoke of the torches blew east. The little statue of For-
tuna was looking toward the east. And at this crossroads the Via
Appia veered directly east, toward the mountains. All good
signs!

She heard the bar lifted. The door opened and admitted a girl
carrying a small tray of foods. A salad of cress and mallows; a
hot dish of salt fish, mashed with eggs and cheese, and a pitcher
of cold cider.

It looked and smelled good. The girl smiled in a friendly, hesi-
tant way and set the tray down on the table.

“Are you the one who stopped here earlier looking for work?”
she asked shyly.

Lilia nodded.

“You didn’t really want work, did you? It was some sort of a
trick? You are a lady?”

All of a sudden, Lilia’s spirit broke. The courage and endur-
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ance which had sustained her thus far seemed to seep away.
This first intimation of a questioning concern from any girl who
might understand her own point of view was just too much.

It all came out in a rush. The long frustration, the hasty mar-
riage, the weary trip, the hopeless situation she was in because
of her interception at the barracks.

“l could have found him at an open camp. | know | could.
The barracks had a palisade around it and | was stopped at the
gate.”

The girl frowned. “The next stopping place is a camp. | know.
I was born near Capua. It’s just the other side, far enough out so
the soldiers are no bother to the townspeople and near enough
so they can come in on leave and spend their money.”

“What good does that do me? I'll be sent back tomorrow and
watched all the way. Maybe I'll never see Tibullus again!”

“Don’t cry. Perhaps something will happen.” She patted Lilia’s
bent back. “In a way, though, you're lucky.”

“Lucky!”

“To be going back to Rome, | mean. | wish it was me. | left
home a year ago and this is as near as | have been able to get. Is
it as wonderful as the travelers say?”

Her voice was wistful and full of longing. “Can someone like
me earn a dowry and marry well in Rome?”

Lilia studied her. “Anyone as pretty as you should not need
much of a dowry. You could marry an artisan, or a stallkeeper. or
a scribe. Do you have any money?”

The girl shook her head. “The pay is very small. | have sent
some home and have saved only a hundred and thirteen ses-
terces in a year. The food is good, the work is easy, and the mis-
tress never uses a whip, but we buy our own clothes and the
Taberna Caediciae is run for the guests—not us.”

Lilia looked at her steadily. “You are about my height. Your
hair is dark like mine. Would you like to take my place on the
stage tomorrow?” Lilia pulled out the little pouch and emptied
the warm contents on the tray. The flashing gold was reflected in
the wide eyes of the servant girl.

“You can have it all. The money, mv ring—everything but my
bulla.”

She withdrew the necklace with its metal charms and golden



LILIA STRIKES A BARGAIN
155

locket. | have had this since | was a baby. | will not put it aside
until 1 am really married and living with my husband, no matter
how long it takes.”

The girl looked with frightened eyes at the wealth scattered
on the tray. “It is a fortune! Lady!”

Lilia thought suddenly of Commander Manlius’ face and
laughed. “Its not a fortune and it doesn’t matter anyway. And
Fortuna is facing east. Now listen.”

Before sunrise the trumpets sang. The camp awoke and took
up its many duties. While the men were eating, the rattle and
thunder of the heavy traffic on the basaltic pavement of the
nearby highway was increasing.

Commander Manlius looked up from his breakfast, to see the
night stage from Capua, some twenty-five miles away, coming by
at a slow trot. The horses were weary from their long trip down
from the Apennine foothills.

He indicated it to Matho, who was eating with him.

“Our persistent little gadfly will soon be buzzing away from
us. We shall be plagued by her no more.” He fell to his meal
with an improved appetite. The Master of Horse looked skepti-
cal but made no comment.

“Tulliola! Where are you? Bring our guest down.”

Lilia squeezed her new friend’s trembling arm with a
confidence she did not feel. “Don’t stop or pause. Everything is
going to be all right. Just go straight to the rheda.”

She pulled her gray shawl far forward on the maid’s head, so
that her face could hardly be seen. “Hold it that way. Keep your
head down as though you are crying.” =

“Oh, lady! I think I will be. I am so scared.”

Lilia slipped an arm about her. She drew the maid’s palla
across her own hair. Dressed in the coarse gray homespun which
she had accepted in exchange, barefoot and with face hidden,
she did not believe she would be recognized if she did not speak
to anyone who might know the other girl.

“Remember,” she said urgently, “no one on the stage will
know me. If the driver hasn’t seen you before, there is no chance
that he will say anything. Your fare is paid all the way to Rome.
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He will be holding money for your meals and he will take care
of you that far, even if you transfer to another rheda.

“All you have to do is to get away quickly when you arrive in
the city, so that no one can hold you and deliver you to my fa-
ther,”

“And if someone does? If the driver does know me?”

“Then we shall both be weeping.” Lilia’s voice was grim but
determined. “Come.”

They went down the stair and side by side walked directly to
the coach. It was laughably simple. The driver was talking to the
proprietor, who pointed out his charge. The driver nodded.

Lilia helped the maid in and patted her shoulder in apparent
sympathy. Tulliola hung her head as though in disconsolate res-
ignation, took her seat, and squeezed herself, a tight little ball,
into the far comer.

The other passengers took their places, the doors slammed. Up
mounted the driver and the guard to their high seats, the horn
blared, the whip cracked—and away they all went.

Lilia walked quickly back into the main room, through it, and
into the kitchen, still holding her new shawl over her head. This
and her hand hid most of her face. No one looked up or paid any
attention to her.

She picked up a pitcher and went out the side door, into the
courtyard, as though she were going to the well she had marked
from her upstairs window. She did not stop there. When she was
certain she was out of sight she dropped the pitcher on a pile of
refuse and, still barefoot, began to run.

Almost at the same moment, only a few miles ahead, the long
column of the Thirteenth had uncoiled itself. Cataphracts of the
Sixth Ala; engines, baggage and supply wagons; rippling lines of
marching men, cohort following cohort; Commander Manlius
riding ahead in his customary place. Bringing up the rear, as al-
ways, the twenty recmits who had volunteered in Rome.

“Tibullus, straighten up. You make my back ache. Think of a
poem to cheer us up. Sing a couple of verses. Get your mind off
that girl. She’s really gone back this time.”

“Any money on that? Bet two sesterces, knife fighter. Oh, my
poor legsl”
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Tramp, tramp, tramp. The insistent drum marking time for the
many feet. They struck the worn stones to its beat, following the
gradually rising gradient which ran toward the mountains,
through the Falemian district.

Here were far-reaching vineyards, heavy with luscious grapes,
well-tended olive trees, small fields of ripening wheat—all
overhung with scent on this dewy morning.

Through all this food in the raw, Lilia followed, again growing
hungry and thirsty as the forenoon wore on. Her sore feet were
poorly protected now, for she wore the flimsy dress sandals
which she had retained when she exchanged clothes at the
tavern.

Her legs were tired and aching also, but she was pleased to
find when she rubbed them that there were new muscles which
were becoming hard and firm.

Every hour she thought she could not be far behind. She felt
that she must be holding her own, but as the day lengthened she
discovered that the road contractors must have placed the mile-
stones farther apart. She drank at springs; she tightened her belt;
she continued to follow.

Now, she thought, I know what hunger really is. She was
haunted by the remembrance of the lavish array she had seen in
her hasty exit through the kitchen of the tavern: rabbits and
pheasant being prepared for the dinner, rich pastries, bubbling
pots of vegetables, the savory strings of garlic, onions, and pep-
pers; all these made that tiny breakfast roll hours ago seem even
smaller. The memory increased her sensation of imminent famine
and collapse.

This was the suffering of the poor. She had missed one mealL

It was a long day’s journey. Lilia had hoped that the legion
might stop before it reached Capua, the second largest city in
Italy. When the outlines of its buildings came dimly into sight
and she saw no sign of the camp, she realized what the maid had
told her was the truth.

The stopping places were deliberately arranged to be outside
of cities or towns, unless they were in closely guarded barracks.
Thus desertion was rendered almost impossible and unchal-
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lenged entrance, to find Tibullus, might continue to remain
difficult.

Near here, the slave revolt led by Spartacus had begun sixty-
five years before. Here had commenced the long fine of crucified
men, spaced evenly for over a hundred and twenty miles toward
Rome. Six thousand agonies, screaming injustice to the sky, the
only survivors of forty thousand people whose only crime had
been that they wanted the right and the freedom to go home.

There were still crosses erected on the road leading into the
outskirts of the city. Lilia averted her eyes from them, though
few were occupied by malefactors.

She hurried through the thickly settled slum section. It was
late, the hour of the evening meal, and everywhere were the en-
ticing smells of cooking. Lest she be noticed by some of the
rough-appearing idlers, she did not dare stop but skirted the city
through its edge. Walking rapidly as though upon an errand, she
followed the highway and passed out into the lonely open fields
again.

Beyond, between Capua and the small village of Calatia, she
came upon the camp. The patrols were out in their steady pac-
ing around the circumference of the quadrangle. Standifers were
posted, as usual, at the four ends of the two streets which
crossed through the center of the tent city.

It was dusk, but her light clothing made her plainly visible. At
a safe distance, Lilia got her bearings, identified the tent of
Tibullus and his companions, plucked up her courage, and
started directly for it. She was positive that she was being
watched by the nearest sentry as she neared the camp edge. He
was looking directly at her all the way. It no longer seemed to
matter.

At least they will have to feed me, she thought. Nothing else
was so important—not even Tibullus.

As she came even closer, the sentry suddenly turned his back
upon her and gazed intently in the opposite direction. He
shaded his eyes from the torch and peered. Lilia had heard no
sound to attract his absorbed interest, but she did not question
her good friend Fortuna, who was doubtless responsible.

She skirted the back of the tent row, slipped like a wind-
blown leaf through the entrance she sought. It was the right
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tent. There were Antimon and Titus, who seized upon her with
little delighted murmurs and chuckles, hugging her in friendly
fashion and kissing her cheeks like brothers. Here was Longinus,
with his brief preoccupied smile. How wonderful to come to a
place where she was expected and wanted and welcome!

Here was her husband and here, a little later, was food. Home
again, if only for one night.

Then, the happy hour with Tibullus, now as she had longed to
find him, tender and affectionate. After that, Kervashe and Li-
cinius came in, gquiet as though they had feather feet, to whisper
their admiration, to meet and marvel and praise; to make them-
selves known by name and express their sympathy for her ordeal
and endurance.

Then others came. Some were old campaigners, but one of the
new recruits, Proxillus, came late and came again a little before
dawn, his trumpet under his arm. He brought a dark blanket
with him, and Lilia, wrapped in it so no white showed, followed
him trustingly into the wagon park.

Here she ensconced herself in the small nook which had been
arranged for her among the bags of grain and lay there comfort-
ably hidden away in a soft nest of blankets, covered by boards
upon which were other bags of grain.

She lay there hidden, while camp was broken. When the
wagons rolled, no one disturbed her in her hiding place. She
dozed and daydreamed all through the next march, drinking
sparingly from a leather wine bottle which had been thought-
fully provided, nibbling her way, with squirrel bites, through a
little packet of toasted peas.

She had no other sustenance, but the thought of the miles
unrolling behind her was enough. She heard the harsh, uninhib-
ited man talk of the drivers, the cursing at the mules, the bustle
of the multitudinous noises of travel. It all blended into a lullaby
which sent her into a drowsy stupor.

Lilia did not know when they made camp that night. She slept
so soundly that she was startled to find the covering protection
had been removed and darkness had fallen.

A hand found and gripped her own. She felt the scar upon it
which she had traced with her fingers upon the first frightening
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night in the tent. It was Longinus, come to bring her back to the
tent. “Dinner is ready.”

So it went for a three-day journey through the mountains,
where the Queen of Ways could no longer run straight without
bridges and tunnels through the living rock. Sometimes there
were cuts, thin cracks as though split by the shattering blows of
Hercules’ invincible club. At the top, the blue Samnian sky; at
the bottom, the paved or natural surface of the road.

Here the long muttering echoes rolled upward from the pound
of hobnailed boots, sliding metallic scratch of mule and horse
hoofs, the grating rumble of the many wheels; here, careful to
make no sound which might somehow be heard amid all this
clamor, rode Lilia in the semidarkness of the wagon, with its
closed leather canopy.

At night she was told the roll call of the peopled places which
she had passed so easily: Caudium, Beneventum, Aeclanum,
Aquilonia, Venusia; over and through the mountains, across hair-
raising depths under stone bridges flung like arched aqueducts
above abysses; downhill along the Adriatic flank of the Apen-
nines into the fair, good land of Apulia.

Undiscovered, unhindered, unharmed, she rode until the third
dawn.

“Come, bring your pan.
Come, bring your gourd.
We’ll give you all
W e can afford!”

So, cheerfully, called the trumpet in die chill snow-fed wind of
morning, for the distribution of five days’ issuance of rations.

Lilia had but just settled herself into her nook when the flaps
were thrown back, the wagon lurched to the weight of the men
who climbed into it, and the bags over her hiding place were
lifted away.

“Oho!” A strange face peered in. “Here’s a littie mouse in our
grain. He reached down for her. Lilia made herself small.

“You fool!” Another gruff voice. “Cover her up, quick. We’ll
take another wagon. That’s the girl they’re all talking about!”

“What’s going on in there? Get that grain out. What do you
men think you are doing?”
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“Nothing, Tribune. Broke open a bag, that’s all.”

Let me see. Probably some of that musty, rotten stuff we
loaded on in Rome. Well! Well! Looks pretty good to me. Let’s
see how the commander likes it.”

Her chief antagonist did not appear to be as surprised as Lilia
had expected. He gave her a resigned “What, again?” look, but
made no audible comment until after the tribune had been
dismissed.

He then motioned Lilia to be seated opposite him and rolled
an orange across the table at her. “Golden apples of the Hes-
perides. Have you ever had one?”

She shook her head, mutely catching it without taking her eyes
off his inscrutable face. She turned the fruit around and around
in her hands. She was uncomfortably aware of her appearance.
She wondered if her face was as dirty as she saw her hands to
be. Did he notice her wrinkled clothes and straggly hair?

She felt her lips pucker involuntarily. She knew that, in spite
of herself, she was about to cry.

Manlius took the orange, peeled it with his strong, nervous
fingers, concentrating upon the small task as though absorbed in
it above all other matters. He broke it into two juicy fragments
and handed them back to her, still without speaking.

She ate the strange delicacy in a downcast mood. Finally he
sighed. He said without rancor, “Dear, foolish, obstinate child.
What am | to do with you?”

This startled Lilia. She was braced for scolding, threats, orders
—anything but kindness. She gave him a furtive upward glance.
He was studying her with a look which seemed almost friendly.

Was it possible that he might be willing to relent? Lilia took
heart from the idea.

“A woman must go where her husband goes,” she said slowly.
She must make him understand that her determination was as
unflinching as his.

“If you send me back again, | will escape as | did before and
follow him while | still live—and if | must die in the effort, it will
be somewhere along the road.

“A word from you could make us both happy. You choose to
make us weep. That is your privilege and your power. We can
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do nothing against it, but | tell you, General Varro, that Venus is
stronger than Mars and | believe we have her favor.”

Manlius lifted a quizzical eyebrow. The stem lines of his face
did not appear quite so rigid. He put his hands up beside his
temples, then ran them through his hair as though the action
might encourage thought.

“My father is a banker and | have learned from him. Before
that, he was a trader. He has often said that compromise is nec-
essary to ratify any successful contract. As a merchant’s daugh-
ter, I will make a bargain with you.”

“Continue.”

“So far, | have kept up with your men. If you will not send me
back again, have me detained, or hinder me, | will follow with-
out asking anything more of you.

“If 1 am unable to keep up or be with my husband when your
ships are ready to sail, | will return home. On the other hand, if |
have proved myself as good a soldier as your men in the march,
I will have earned your permission to go with him as | must.”

Manlius pondered. Her jaw was resolutely set. Her voice had
gained an underlying ring of inflexibility w'hich he had not no-
ticed when they first met. These few days had created a firmness
of character which he recognized in himself and w'hich he could
not help but admire. So, he thought, Eunice herself might have
spoken.

He rendered his decision after slow thought and some mental
qualifications.

“l agree to your bargain, but there are certain points upon
which | shall insist. There wall be no more riding in anny
wagons. You must march as do the men.

“You may accept rides from others, but for not more than five
miles from any one traveler. You cannot engage passage to Brun-
disium on any public vehicle.”

“l have no more money.” Lilia told him briefly how it had
been spent. Manlius looked astonished, but continued.

“How you are to accomplish what you plan is a mystery to
me. We shall not feed you. You are only permitted to follow.

“If you can, by the favor of Venus, arrive at our port of em-
barkation, and walk up the gangplank before the ships sail, | wall
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accept you as a member of the expedition, to share our trials for
good or ill.

“If you find us gone, that is the end of the compact. I must
have your word that you will return to Rome and your parents. |
shall send word to them by courier, within the hour, advising
them of your whereabouts and what you are trying to do.

“If they reach you and take you back first, you must return
without dispute. However, if you arrive and we have sailed,
money will be left with the harbor master for your food and
lodgings until they arrive—or you may use it for stage passage
home. Does that seem fair to you?”

“Your terms are better than | hoped. | do agree.”

Manlius held out his hand across the table. His face was sol-
emn and unsmiling. Lilia slipped her small one into his, almost
lost in his wide palm, and the bargain was sealed.

Now she felt timid again. Her defiance waned at this ending
to their clash of wills. She felt uneasy now that she had won.
Could it really be true?

“l am sorry you wasted your money on me. | would return it if
I could.”

The bleak visage across from her now lightened. He is nice,
when he smiles! | could really like him—somewhere else. If Ti-
bullus were just a little more like—She suddenly felt ashamed of
her thoughts.

“It is not important. Come, let us breakfast together. It will be
for the last time, | think, so let us be friends for a little while.”

By the time they had finished eating, the legion was ready to
move out. Lilia stood, as she had the first morning, between the
commander and the Master of Horse. There was a difference,
though. She was a little thinner, somewhat browned by the sun,
not so well dressed, and she was not in tears.

She looked out over the moving men with as high a gaze as
did the two officers. There was something in the attitude of the
three which was similar and it was not long before the men de-
tected it. It was almost as though they held equal rank.

Century by century, she saw the friendly smiles; row upon
row, the lances rose and fell in salute and fists struck mailed
breasts to set the overlapping lorica strips ajangle.

All at once a strong, resonant voice was lifted in song and a
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spontaneous roar joined in to drown out the first singer, uni-
dentifiable in the crowd. Lilia thrilled to the sound, knowing
that it was for her, although she was unaware that this was the
first time the men had sung on the march since leaving Rome.

“My Lilia has raven hair.
A face and form beyond compare.
The perils of our life she’d dare,
To starve upon a soldiers fare.
Heigh-ho, Lilia!
Little sister, Lilial
Stay with us, Lilia,
Don’t go away.
She’d snatch away a dragons hoard
And split him as an apple’s cored,
With nothing but a soldier’s sword,
And wonder why she is adored.
Darling Lilia!
Our girl-friend is Lilia!
We want you, Lilia!
So stay—stay—stayr

Over and over again it was repeated, thundering down the
column in a blasting volume of sound. When the march-past was
done and Manlius had impassively accepted the salutes, Lilia
had already left to follow beside Tibullus, marching alongside,
three fast steps to two of his long, measured strides.

It was then that Matho nudged Manlius. “A little late wfith the
salute, weren't they, General?”” he slyly enquired.

Manlius looked him up and down with an expression of
distaste.

“Our next three marches will be half again as long, each day.”
His tone was grim and dry. “Perhaps at the end of them, the
men will no longer have so much breath for singing.

“As to the salute— think we both know for whom it was
meant.”

They mounted their horses in silence and rode to take their
places at the head of the column.

The dust rolled up, whitening horses, wagons, marching men
and Lilia—already beginning to fall a little behind.
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QUINTUS AGAIN

As the dry, hot miles stretched down, out of the monotonously
sloping foothills, the dust grew thicker and more choking. It was
no longer the powdered limestone of the road cuttings. Now it
changed to a pink deposit which the winds, blowing north out of
Africa, had released to overlay the land. The sirocco, heated by
the scorching oven of the Sahara, which at this time was under-
going the geological change of dehydration, was already wilting
foliage, parching fields, and diying the springs of the Apulian lit-
toral.

Now and again the army met flocks of sheep being driven
north into the mountain pastures, pushed as rapidly as possible
by shepherds who looked dejected and tired. They were burned
black by the sun and wore cloths across their mouths and nos-
trils, the better to breathe.

It was the first time Lilia had ever seen red sheep and the
thought seemed humorous, until the pleasurable feeling of being
partially accepted wore off. She gamely kept up with the men
for a long time. For a while she was even able to keep her place
near Tibullus, for when the column rested, she continued walk-
ing and thus was able to catch up with his decima.

She watched him as long as she could, feeling proud that he
was standing up so well to the hardships which he so resented.

How soon he had acquired the long military stride of the vet-
erans! She did not know that, when he lagged behind in those
first few days and ruined the alignment of his rank, the watchful
centurion’s vine-stick had fallen heavily on his back and shoul-
ders.

She wished she could maintain that long distance-devouring
gait. It was impossible. After a while she fell back to a point
where she could no longer distinguish him from the others. Now
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she struggled along beside the slingers. Their wild pipes no
longer wailed, for the instruments were sacked to protect them
from the infiltrating dust.

Everyone was now as red as though powdered with cinnabar.
“We have all been promoted to be tribunes!” cried one coughing
slinger. Lilia could hardly understand his thick island accent, but
she answered with the same defiant gaiety:

“No, we are all foot cavalry now!”—referring to the bright
crimson cloaks worn by Matho’s horsemen.

The slingers also forged ahead out of sight. The dust grew
thicker, raised now by the hoofs of the artillery mules and the
carroballistae which they pulled. She did not breathe it long, for
without the rest periods she had refused to take, she was grow-
ing more tired.

She looked wistfully at the wagons behind the engines, which
soon overhauled and passed her. She must not ride again in one
of those, she knew. Neither was she offered a ride, for all the
wagoners had been so ordered. Many of them looked down from
their high seats, calling out sympathetic words of encouragement.

The very last driver slowed, coaxing her to jump up behind.
She would not, knowing that the man would be flogged for his
kindness, should he be found out. He insisted, and she walked
beside him, resting a hand on the side, lightly as she was able,
aided in this way but shaking her head at his pleas.

Finally his wagon lagged conspicuously behind and the chief
wagoner came rattling back in his light rig to gather in the
stray.

While this last wagon was still in sight, she nerved herself to
struggle along at the same rate. When it passed from view, her
pace slackened and weariness settled down upon her.

Now she became more conscious of her discomfort. She felt
the gritty dust in her clothing and between her teeth. Her eyes
burned, her legs ached, and her hair felt dry and harsh. She
knew that the blisters on her feet, partly healed during the three
days of riding, had grown larger, had broken, and were being
rasped raw. The pretty dress sandals had never been intended
for travel such as this.

It was long past time to rest. She stopped at the next brook,
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dried to a thready trickle winding among the dead and brittle
reeds.

When she stepped thankfully into it, the water scarcely cov-
ered her insteps and the brick-colored silt rose in pink turbidity
to hide her small feet. Lilia scooped out the deepest hole and
waited. When the water had cleared, she drank and felt
refreshed. Only then did she wash her face, shake most of the
dust out of her long hair, and coil it into a tight knot.

Afterward she lay back on the bank, in the meager shade of a
clump of dying willows, closed her eyes, and rested.

She did not intend to fall asleep, although it could not have
been more than a few moments, judging by the sun, when she
was wakened by rapid hoofbeats on the road.

A courier dashed by in the direction she was going, maintain-
ing the customary headlong speed of government messengers be-
tween relay posts. This frightened her, for although Lilia knew
that no message from the commander could have much more
than started for Rome and her father, in this short time, there
was always the possibility that he might have been so informed
by either Julia or Chloris.

Perhaps her time of freedom, always measured narrowly, had
already run out. Maybe the word had gone ahead to local civic
authorities to look for and intercept her.

Her only comfort was that this section of the long journey was
relatively unpeopled. The thought was not much cheer, for
wherever there are people there is always food of some sort. It
occurred to her now that she was very hungry.

No one on the road took notice of her. Everyone seemed too
anxious to hurry along through this arid and inhospitable district
to spare a glance at a dusty, tired slave girl trudging wearily
through the afternoon heat. Slave girls did not need rides.

Lilia tightened her belt. The road ran straight for a great dis-
tance, now that it was no longer confined by the hindering foot-
hills. A long way off, she could see a gang of men making repairs,
at first only a dark mass, then a resolving of the groups into indi-
viduals as she drew nearer.

She had a resurgence of dry humor and muttered, “Haven’t
finished the road yet, Julia.” With a flash of feminine care about
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her appearance, she brushed down her tunica and shook her
shawl free of dust before she passed through them.

She need not have bothered. No one whistled at her or spoke.
The surveyor looked up and frowned as she crossed the road line
he was marking by sighting along the crosspiece of his groma, a
horizontal cross laid flat on an upright with a swivel bearing, and
held level by plumb bobs dangling from each of the four ends.

Both he and the rodman seemed resentful that they were hin-
dered by her in their work. She dodged among the men who
were digging the ditches on either side and trimming out the
brush beyond for a clear line of poles.

Apparently the road was to be widened. There were heaps of
rubble, rough stones and flints laid out with mathematical spac-
ing to go down first on the solid bed. In some sections, these had
already been rammed down and the layer of smaller fist-size
stones was being spread with more care.

As she went on she passed the groups spreading gravel over
this foundation and, still farther, those who were fitting together
the massive polygonal blocks which formed the surface of the
highway and would still bear heavy traffic after two thousand
years.

Everyone seemed too tired and disgusted with the heat to
think about anything else but his work. No one seemed inter-
ested enough in her to pass the time of day.

At last, almost as though in answer to prayer, she saw7 what
she had been looking for, without really knowing why she had
been scanning the edge of the finished road. Here was another
brook which passed through a conduit under the highway. There
was a larger pool where the stream had widened and around it
rushes were growing. She knew that the ends of these were
edible.

With a little moan of thankfulness, she went down to the
water and plucked them. About an inch on each shoot was crisp
and nutty-flavored. They did not do much to satisfy, but they
were something.

Then she found a treasure. Others had been here before her.
Probably the road workers had eaten here, in the shade. At any
rate, where it had been previously and carelessly flung by some
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wasteful diner, she saw the heel of a dark loaf lying in the grass
and a large onion, with only one bite taken out of it.

Lilia snatched them up, looking back at the road. No one had
seen. No one would rob her. They were hersl

The onion had a thumbprint on it. She washed it off, took a
deep drink, tore off a great bite of bread with her sharp, even
teeth, and flavored the mouthful with a bite of onion.

How good it was! How foolish to leave behind such delicious
food. Nothing in all her life had ever seemed so savory, so de-
lightfully satisfying. It was not until she had eaten all and thrift-
ily scraped up a few crumbs out of her lap, blotting them out of
her palm, that it occurred to her how sickened by this Julia
would have been.

Even Chloris, she thought ruefully, would have turned up her
pretty little nose at such common fare. Suddenly she felt older
and wiser than both of these. She shrugged. She knew that For-
tuna had smiled upon her once more.

Twilight merged into dusk and then black night came to find
her still on the road with no encampment yet in view or hearing.

There were alarm cocks which had been trained to crow at the
approach of a stranger, geese who never seemed to sleep, and
dogs—a lot more daunting after dark. She struggled on past
many farmhouses. Surely it could not be much farther to the
camp.

It was when she was seriously considering the possibility that
she had somehow passed the bivouac in the darkness that she
heard the rattle of light fast-moving wheels behind her and the
oncoming of swift thudding hoofs.

Her reaction was slow. There was no time to dodge the high
shape that came rushing up out of the dark. She tried to fling
herself out of the way. She felt a violent but glancing blow from
the shoulder of the surprised horse, who snorted and plunged.

Then she spun away, off balance, in a reeling whirl of stars
and stones, hardly knowing which it was that pounded her so
brutally.

She heard a shout, an exclamation of astonishment which
started as a curse and remained unfinished. She felt strong arms
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lift her into the carriage. “Why, it’s a girl! Stand still, you jumpy
four-footed son of Pegasus! What do you want to do—fly?”

Then, swimming up out of the daze, she realized that she had
been placed in the narrow seat of a birotum, one of the fast,
light vehicles hired and used by government officials in a hurry,
the equivalent of the modern drive-it-yourself conveyances.

These whisked over the roads of the Empire, carrying a single
rider and up to six hundred pounds of baggage, at the rate of
fifty miles a day, having precedence over all but couriers and
mail carts in the selection of horses.

Lilia could not see the face of the man who had almost run
her down, but she knew he must be an important person. She
was sure of it when he said, after first inquiring if she were hurt
and being reassured, “Have you seen an army pass this way
today?”

She knew that he must take her for a village girl and answered
in as little resemblance as possible to her usual cultured diction,
“Yes, Excellence. You must be close.”

He seemed to detect something in these few words. He started
and peered at her, but their faces were only vague white blurs in
the dark.

Lilia’s heart sank with dread. This must be a man sent by her
father to take her back. Why else would he be looking for the le-
gion? She knew, judging by past experience, that if the day’s
march had been so unusually lengthened for a purpose, it must
be again that the camp would be situated at a distance from town
or city.

Silvium had already been passed. Blera was next, according to
the last milepost before darkness descended. There was noth-
ing beyond of any size until Tarentum, on the seacoast, was
reached.

Lilia doubted that the legion could have gone past Blera. How
close they actually were to that small town she did not realize
until the driver, who seemed to be able to see in the dark, sud-
denly pulled off the highway. The birotum bumped across rough
ground, headed for a flickering pair of torches, and came to a
lurching stop. There was a peremptory challenge.

She had intended to jump from the carriage before reaching
the camp. She wanted to hide. How she would elude her father’s
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emissary the next morning could come later. Now it was too late.

The announcement of the driver dispelled her fears at once:

“The Quaestor Quintus Agrippa, from Hither Hispania, to see
Legate Manlius Varro upon private business.” His tone was
haughty and demanding. The standifer, recognizing authority,
snapped to rigid attention.

“Decurion of the guard!” he bellowed.

That officer came up at a run, followed by a small detail of
men. He took in the situation at a glance and looked angry at the
sight of Lilia’s condition, in the light of the torches.

Lilia did not remember having seen this man before, but he
evidently recognized her. He reached for her hands, while the
driver alighted. A legionary took the horse by the bridle to lead
him away.

“Kindly see to the girl,” the quaestor negligently remarked.
“My horse knocked her down in the dark. She may be in-
jured.”

“We will certainly do that!” the decurion gritted. “Yes, you
may be sure we will take good care of her. We know her well.”

He scowled. His voice was polite, but it had an undercurrent
of menace. “And, Quaestor, regardless of your high rank, | sin-
cerely trust, for your sake, we find that she has not been
harmed.”

Quintus looked mildly surprised but said nothing, Lilia was
led away, half supported, half carried by the strong arm slipped
about her waist. She leaned gratefully against the decurion and
he suited his pace to her slow, limping steps.

A bright fight burned in headquarters, long after mess had
been finished. Quintus, satisfied and resting, leaned back in his
folding chair and studied Manlius with a disgusted air. The com-
mander seemed thoughtful but unconvinced. He passed the
flagon.

“Regular army ration. Consulate Taurian. Hope you like it.’

The quaestor lifted his cup and took a long drink. He knew at
once that this had been a mistake. He made a wry face and
coughed. Asperity in his voice betrayed his weariness.

“Before | become too hoarse, or this tanning fluid of yours
withers my throat, let me try once more to make myself clear. Is
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it really possible that you do not understand how you have been
deceived?

“l tell you again, our Divine Emperor, Cousin to the Gods,
Liar and Maniac Supreme, is afraid of you. He plans your death!

“Even before | left for Cades from Baetica, the orders had ar-
rived at my office for expropriation of your estates in the name of
Gaius Caesar Caligula. |1 found them there. It was fortunate that
you freed your slaves.

“l had heard a few rumors that dishonor awaited you, from
Commander Marius, of the Eighth. They worried me. | had
leave coming and | took it.

“There was plenty of talk in Rome that you had been publicly
reprimanded. | knew you had not been relieved of your com-
mand and could not understand why, until | judiciously placed a
few hundred denarii where they would do the most good. Mar-
velous how wine and money oil tongues, isn’t it?

“l learned some things from a friend or two who directed me
to a tavern where the Praetorian Guards gather and there, by a
roundabout way, from an eavesdropper who has since been slain
rather mysteriously, | discovered the secret.

“Somehow Caligula discovered your ancestry—"’

“It has never been a secret.”

“Apparently it was to him or he had never thought much
about it. But you know yourself that the last year or so has been
bad in Rome. His excesses—his boys—and, above all, his extrava-
gance have rendered his popularity less than when he came to
the throne. He must regain it. Don’t you see?

“If you are successful in your mission and return, he will still
have you to reckon with. At this very moment he counts vou
dead. He knows well that your descent from the Divine Julius
makes your claim to the throne better than his. Who but a mad-
man—and | tell you, all his actions indicate oncoming insanity—
would plan the death, in exile, of almost seven thousand men, to
eliminate the one person who is a menace to his sacrilegious
power?”

“That is the very reason that what you tell me seems so utterly
incredible. My estates confiscated? My beautiful ancestral home
in the possession of another? The tomb of my beloved Eunice
now upon the lands of a stranger?
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I am forced to trust in my Emperors sincerity. I must assume
that this also is a part of the plan to deceive the Parthians about
the real reason for the expedition. If descendants of the Lost Le-
gion still live, it is the manifest duty of Rome to bring them back
and repatriate them. | have not the slightest doubt that when
this is done my estates will be returned to me and | shall live out
the rest of my life in the only place I long to be.

“l have no political ambitions. My past actions have made that
clear.”

“Not to a madman. And patriot that | know you to be, single-
heartedly devoted to maintaining the glory of Rome, | consider
it your duty to give up this mad enterprise. It has been a hun-
dred years since the legionaries were taken prisoner after the de-
bacle at Carrhae. What—and whom—an you expect to find?
Parthia has refused to acknowledge even that prisoners were
taken! No ransom has ever been asked in reparation for the dam-
age done by Crassus. Be patriot, yes, but not a fool! Turn and
come back.”

“l cannot. It is a great honor to be chosen for this mission. If
descendants of these captives still languish in a foreign land and
consider themselves Romans, they must be given the opportunity
to return home. If it cannot be done by peaceful means, diplo-
matically—and | understand why Parthia is hesitant after so long
to admit their existence—then it must be done by force. If we
have to fight our way to them, we will do it. If, together, we
must fight our way back to Rome, then let it so be.

“Quintus, if you will not admit the necessity, then consider the
glory of the mission! New lands, new peoples. Perhaps even an
end to this long struggle in the East. If we are successful and |
am sure that we will be, then Parthia should dread its con-
tinuance.”

“Glory!” Quintus sneered. “Since when has glory healed a
wound? Did it ever render screams or moans on a battlefield
more musical? Does glory warm the cold beds of the dead?

“You cannot consider only yourself. If you lead your men to a
useless death—and if there is a day of reckoning, which | do not
believe—how will you answer to them when their shades cluster
around you, asking, ‘Why, Commander? For what purpose did |
die? Was my life wasted? Did you throw it away?’”
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Manlius looked already haunted. “Do you imagine for one mo-
ment that this is ever far from my thoughts? This is the curse |
must lie under until my vow is complete, my mission is resolved
—my orders obeyed to the utmost, or revoked.

“l am bound irrevocably—and my nights are sleepless and tor-
tured.”

Quintus’ voice lowered. He laid his hand upon Manlius’ and
felt the tiny quiver of muscles held in restraint only by a power-
ful act of will. His heart went out to his old friend.

“l said, in Hispania, that | wondered if you—like all men—had
a weakness. Now | know you have. It is one that neither you nor
any other commander can afford to have. It is—sympathy!

“You are torn by it. No man can help you. | hope your gods
can. Manlius—you are driven by strange dragons!

“Success in your eyes may not have the same appearance in
the eyes of your legionaries. If your mission is successful at the
cost of many lives, the shades may forgive you. If it fails . . . ?”

“If we fail”—Manlius’ face was positively white—then | have
failed my Emperor, but | shall have done my best for my coun-
try and it is to my country that | owe my prime, and only, alle-
giance. My men will be answered in that way. | can say no more
than that. | trust that it will be enough.”

“You can serve your country best by returning now, giving up
this mad insistence on maintaining a suicidal allegiance to a
scheming cutthroat who plots your murder. Manlius, for the sake
of those who love you, for the responsibility you must feel for
your men, for the moral obligation you have to live for your
country—your conscience must demand that it is your duty to
take up arms to rid your country of a monster. You must seize
the throne, seat yourself there, and rule the Empire with justice
and in honor!”

“Then you consider that if Gaius Caligula rids himself of an
imagined competitor, which | should never be, that act is
murder? If | do the same, and plunge Italy into the horrors of an-
other civil war—that act is justified by the expediency of self-
preservation, under the nobler title of an altruistic patriotism? Is
my life worth saving at such a cost?

“Ah, no, old friend. If you had no other reason for your long
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journey to find me, it has been for nothing. The country has been
bled deeply enough by ambition and the lust for power.

“From the time of Hannibal to that of Marius and Sulla; from
Spartacus and Sartorius to the struggle between my ancestor,
Julius, and his adversary, Pompey; to the terrible years of the
Triumvirate and the Egyptian Queen, too many men have died
young, too many women have wept unconsoled, too many chil-
dren have been unfathered. It shall not continue because of me.

“lI must trust and believe. | shall maintain my promise and do
what | vowed to do.”

Quintus, with elbows on the table, rested his head in his hands
and closed his eyes. His thoughts went back to a scene in the
arena which had shaken him to the soul. He had gone to see
Andronicus, the son of Manlius, fight.

The little boy whom he had loved; who had called him Uncle
Quintus; who had ridden, whooping in delight, upon his back;
and whom, as Ajax, he had seen dragged from the arena with
hooks under his arms. To see that bright blood staining the sands
was too much.

Suddenly, although for many years he had denied that he had
any ideals, he had at last come face to face with himself. He
must follow the legion. It must return. Manlius must be told.

Now, after what he had heard, he could not. Nor, he felt,
could he himself return. The tug of old friendship was too
strong. He must see this out to the end, continue to urge on the
grounds of devotion to country less than personal reasons that
Manlius recognize that he was being sacrificed uselessly.

This he would do. In a sense, he thought, he had prepared
himself for this when he relinquished his office to go and appeal
to his old friend. There was little reason for him to return alone.

He raised his head and looked into Manlius’ eyes. Strange that
his heart felt lighter now that he had come to a decision. He
spoke.

“Then | am looking at a ghost! Ah, Manlius, your idealism will
be the death of both of us. Do you have a spare tent and extra
armor?”

“l shall be most pleased to have you with us. Now to bed. We
rise early, for we are on forced march.”
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“l meant to ask you about that. Why the unusual haste? The
extra mileage? Your orders do not demand this, do they?”

In a few words, Manlius outlined the situation. Quintus looked
unbelieving, then began to laugh. ‘The joke? | doubt you will
find it as hilarious as | do. | think I must have helped your little
female nemesis to track you down. She is already in the camp!
Probably asleep by now.”

A strange expression flitted across Manlius’ usually impassive
features. Quintus could almost have sworn that it was one of re-
lief. If so, it passed so rapidly that he could not be sure.

“Good— mean, good gods! How can it be possible?”
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THE ROAD TO BRUNDISIUM

Dawn broke, cold and gray, heralded by the usual insistent
trumpet. Its echoes were hurled back at the sleeping camp by
the not far distant walls of Blera,

Smokes laggardly rose from damp cooking fires. Men shud-
dered into groaning wakefulness. They coughed and spat and
swore, rubbing complaining muscles. The ten miles added to the
usual march had taken toll, even from the veterans.

Tibullus awoke unwillingly. He looked at Lilia, still sleeping
beside him, with disgust and revulsion. He felt that she was to
blame for his present condition. If he had known just how true
this actually was, he might have hated her. As it was, he only
wondered why he had ever thought he loved her.

He felt himself cheated in his destroyed expectations of a
wealthy wife, a wealthier father-in-law, a life of lazy ease. He
ached. It was not to be borne that Lilia should lie in comfort
while he was in mental and physical distress. He shook her
roughly.

Even in her sleep, she winced as his fingers sank into the soft
flesh of her arm. He saw the pain in her face without sympathy.

“Come, wife. Be a wife. Get me something to eat.”

She opened her eyes, still drowsy, and smiled. She reached up
to put her arms around his neck. He kissed her once, almost cas-
ually, without lingering, without affection, then thrust her aside.

The tent was coming down about their ears. The camp was in a
bustle. Animals were being fed and watered, mules bawling their
protest at the thin edge of the rising sun, dimly visible through
cloud. Smoke hung low in the still air, but now an appetizing
smell of porridge was mingled with it.

Lilia stretched luxuriously and crawled out from under the
leather. Tent companion Titus, who was cook for the day, held
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out a pair of bowls without mentioning that their rations were
lessened by her participation. She took only a small amount,
filled the other for her husband, and sat on the damp ground
near the fire with him. They ate together hurriedly, watching the
other three scrape the kettle clean.

The wheaten porridge had little pieces of sausage and onion
stirred into it. It was hot and good. After Lilia had eaten, al-
though sparingly, she felt warmed through and through. The
wan sun had now cleared the horizon.

She leaned back against Tibullus and rested her head against
his shoulder for an instant. There was no time for more.

Once again, a trumpet commanded. All around her the men
scrambled to their feet, hastily choking down their last mouth-
fuls, finishing their wine, swilling out their dishes in the commu-
nal trough, shrugging into their packs, and finding their places in
line.

Now, across the campground, the order of march took form.
The trumpet called for the third and last time. The column rus-
tled metallically into motion, leaving only the few wagons de-
tailed to carry the mess tents of the officers, the cooking equip-
ment within them, and the tubs and troughs. When these were
loaded and the wagons had rolled out, the men who had been
gigged for this day’s fatigue duty hastily fell to shoveling earth
over the various latrines.

After they had left, the campground lay clean and bare. There
was no sign that the legion had spent the night upon it. By that
time the cavalry was already clattering through the streets of
Blera.

Rank upon rank, in the early morning, the Thirteenth, fed and
presumably rested, marched through the little town, on the
highroad which would carry it next to the important city of
Tarentum.

As the milestones fell behind, so again, as on the day before,
Lilia was gradually outdistanced. She tried to keep up without
resting when the column paused, but earlier than the previous
day weariness came upon her and she found this no longer pos-
sible.

She saw the backs move inexorably farther away at the end of
the last cohort. She stumbled along, beside the pipers; the
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Balearic slingers greeted her cheerfully but did not slow their
machinelike trot in their soft, thick-soled shoes; the war engines
crept massively by, drawn by their mules, team by dusty team.

She kept on, staggering in grim exhaustion. Then, out of the
ruck of sweating animals and rumbling wheels, a man she knew
ran out and grasped her arm, urgently tugging her into the pro-
cession.

“Hurry!” he gasped. “Quick! Follow me, before the wagon
master sees us!” It was Lucas, the knife fighter.

In an instant she had been hauled out of sight of any officer
who might have looked down the length of the march. The two
dodged among the parade of catapults and carrobalistae, which
she had learned to call onagers and scorpions. Avoiding the
wheels, they bobbed under the flaring dust-rimmed nostrils of
the mules and came to one carroballista which was not covered
by its tarred canvas. Licinius and dour Kervashe were waiting,
looking nervously about.

A little nest had been made here with an oxhide, slung and
fastened under the crossbow arm of the artillery piece. It was
lined with a blanket and looked hardly large enough to accom-
modate a child. When Lilia was lifted and settled in it, she
found that, with her knees drawn up, she could lie comfortably
there.

She lay as though in a hammock. Lucas dropped a hard bis-
cuit beside her and gave her his canteen. He patted her shoulder
and grinned as between comrades who shared a secret.

She protested. “Lucas! | promised not to ride in an army
wagon again’

He laughed as he drew the concealing canvas over her. Her
friends and a few others who had seen what happened looked as
though they were all fellow conspirators and in sympathy.

“Whoever called this a wagon? Be quiet. Take a nap. No one
will make you get out. No one will find you.”

“Count the milestones then. | promised that | would not ride
more than five miles with anybody.”

“Stay hidden all day. Who will know but us?”

“I will know, Lucas. Thank you, Kervashe and Licinius. If |
sleep, wake me.”

They shrugged and shook heads in good-humored resignation.



180 The Lost Legion

“If you must be foolish. Rest now. Sleep if you can.” The can-
vas brought peaceful darkness inside the nest.

Lilia lay on her side and closed her eyes. The oxhide took on
the shape of her body and the thongs, which held it suspended,
stretched a little with her weight, taking up the shock of the
bumpy road and springless axle.

She swung gently to and fro as the procession rattled on.

She yawned, she sighed, and cradled thus, she heard the pat-
ter of the first drops of slow enduring rain upon the canvas.

“I must count the milestones,” she thought drowsily. “l can’t
trust anyone to tell me.”

She meant, in just another minute, to reach out her hand and
lift a corner of the canvas, so that she could watch for the tall
markers—then she thought that she had done so. She had not
moved. The action had become part of her dream. She slept
while the legion—horse, foot, artillery, and baggage train-
slogged on at its patient, regular, mile-devouring pace, dowm the
Queen of Ways toward the seaport of Tarentum.

Beyond Blera the highway paralleled the sea. The wind sliced
in chill from the water. It was rough with waves. Lilia lay warm,
oblivious to her surroundings, until the midday halt, when the
cessation of movement woke her. She thought she had slept only
a short while, but she felt cramped and realized an urgent need
to leave her cozy nook.

She ate her biscuit in the dark and took a long pull at the can-
teen. She remembered the old woman at the wineshop. | must be
becoming a soldier’s woman. She smiled contentedly. This horri-
ble sour wine is beginning to taste good.

She drank another swallow of it and this time felt the raw as-
tringency bite into her throat. She coughed. The hammock
rocked and the canvas was lifted. Lucas looked in.

“Lie still,” he urged, but she could not. Necessity was stronger
than desire. She threw back the canvas. “Has it been five miles?”

Lucas’ grin was sly. “Something like that, one side or another.”

‘Then | must start walking again. Help me out.”

She stood up and looked around. The scenery had changed
while she slept. The rain had stopped and broken clouds scud-
ded high over a rough section of coast. Against it, white-capped
rollers were coming in, pursued by gusts of cold wind.

The column was getting ready to move. She drew her cloak
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tightly about her, thankful for its warmth. She met the smiles of
the men with the same camaraderie with which they were
offered.

After hours of travel a happy numbness came to her feet. Late,
almost at twilight, each time she came to a milestone she began
to count. If she could reach the next stone in a thousand steps,
then she was still matching a legionary’s stride. She was encour-
aged, almost each time, to find that the distance was measured
off by a count of about eleven hundred. She knew she could not
have done this a week ago.

She went on, into the dark, all alone on the lonely road, for
wheeled traffic had ceased. High on a hill ahead, the lights of a
posthouse gleamed.

Lilia had a feeling that, by now, word might have gone ahead
concerning her. She left the road and made a wide skirting
through brambles and over a stone wall, until she left the danger
spot behind.

When she came back to the Appian Way, with its worn and
polished slabs of stone, it was easier to walk. She had fully
acquired her night sight. Still, at the nearest milestone to the city
she was approaching, a man came out from behind it and faced
her. She could not make out his face. He was a sudden and omi-
nous bulk in the dark. She gasped.

Her heart gave a great suffocating leap, then almost stopped.
She heard a dear and well-known voice. “Lilia?” it asked, and in
a moment she felt her wilting body supported in the familiar
arms of her husband.

“Oh, Tibullus!” She clasped him tightly and covered his face
with kisses. “You came to meet me! You waited for me! Oh,
Tibullus, how I love you!”

This one moment was worth all the pain and fear of the day.
It was the first time since Rome that she had felt the gentle con-
sideration that she knew was a deep part of him.

“My centurion gave me leave to come and show you where
we are, in barracks. The Tarentines don’t want us to march
through their city. Our route runs around Tarentum tomorrow.
The barracks are only a little way off the road. It forks here, so
we knew you would lose your way if | did not meet you.”

Tibullus did not add that he had not volunteered to wait but
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had been kicked out of his warm bed and told by the others not
to come back without her. Neither did he think it necessary to
mention that his centurion had told him that, if he did not come
back with her, he, Ciscus, would personally see him flogged.

Drowsiness came over her while she was eating. She felt her-
self being laid gently down in a bunk. She did not know who cov-
ered her with a blanket. The long day was over.

Morning dawned bright and fair. Upon the broad parade
ground which served the Tarentine barracks the Emperor’s Own
stood in formation, awaiting the order to move out. Again, as on
the days which had begun the long march, there were three to
review the line. However, it was not Lilia between Matho, the
Master of Horse, and Manlius, the legate.

Quintus, who had turned in his equipage at the mutatio
nearest Tarentum and settled his mileage bill with the posthouse
keeper, was now nominally a tribune and on the payroll of the
legion.

Lilia stood proudly beside Tibullus. She felt herself almost as
experienced a legionary as her husband. She was a super-
numerary, it was true, but one accepted by her fellow rankers.

She saw the scrutinizing gaze of the commander sweep down
the alert column. She was close enough so that she saw the tiny
hesitation in that look when it fell on her. Her back stiffened, her
little chin went up—she met stare for stare. How really good-
looking he was, when one came to understand him!

Was there the tiniest, humorous quirk about his bps? Was he
thinking about her? She almost hoped so. Goodness, this was al-
most unfaithfulness! She should be thinking about Tibullus.

If he had smiled, it was so quickly gone that she could not be
sure. The imperious head turned, observing, judging, until every
man in the ranks had felt himself personally inspected and was,
like Lilia, wondering how he had met that inspection.

“Men! This is the final and longest leg of our journey. The last
two marches have tested and tired you. This day will tax you
even more. The ships are waiting at Brundisium and we shall
embark immediately upon arrival.

“The embarkation will continue throughout the night. We sail
at dawn. | expect every legionary to be in his proper place at
that time. There must be no lagging behind for any reason.
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You will be able to rest aboard ship. It will be a nice surprise
for those weary feet.”

Manlius smiled. He paused for the ripple of laughter, quickly
checked, which swept down the line. He held up his hand.

Men!” This time his eyes definitely met Lilia’s and paused
there. “You are splendid soldiers. | am proud of you.”

Now over their heads roared the stentorian bellow of Tribune
Quintus: “For-r-ward march! Trumpeter! Sound!”

The column tightened. Every iron-shod boot came down with
a crash. The legion surged forward. With it, in perfect step,
matching stride for stride, a little pair of worn-out dress sandals
struck the ground. To Brundisium! To the ships!

“l am proud of you ”

A warm glow quickened her heart.

Once around the borders of Tarentum, that large city, the de-
tour bent back upon the highway. It turned its back upon the
immense gulf which formed the instep of the Italian peninsula,
to drive almost straight eastward across the heel of the boot.

When the first early five-minute stops came, Lilia was still
where she should be and rested with the others. When the
trumpet sounded and the whistles pierced the air, she got up
from the grass with the same complaints as the men were mak-
ing, though less profane.

As the day wore on, her euphoria ebbed. The sun grew hot as
it approached its zenith. Men perspired under their heavy packs,
the resting places seemed farther apart, and suddenly she be-
came weary. It was impossible any longer to pretend that her
feet were not again causing her extreme distress.

Now, instead of counting mileposts, she began to count stadia,
but she could not remember whether there were eight or ten to
the mile. For a while this was argued back and forth through the
ranks, until the discussion wore itself out. By the time it was
agreed that there were doubtless eight Greek stadia, but defi-
nitely ten Roman, to the thousand paces, but that it was totally
unimportant and who cared—and who started this thing anyway?
—Lilia had lagged far down the column, limping and becoming
disheartened.

Their legs were thewed with iron rods. Hers were strung with

red-hot wires!
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The afternoon wore on. As before, she kept the tail of the col-
umn in sight as long as she could. She had been given and en-
joyed a biscuit from the knife fighter’s rations, but the effects of
the rest and the food quickly wore away. The last of the rear
guard disappeared in the dust of the long straight road.

There was a copse of trees not far from the highway. She felt
that she must have shade and a few moments’ rest. She went into
the small grove and found it to be a circle of trees with an open
spot in the center.

Here stood the base, or pedestal, of a statue which lay de-
molished as though by hammers, for the dark marble which had
composed it was broken into small unrecognizable bits and frag-
ments. It must have been attacked with fury.

The base had borne an inscription, so battered that the letters
could not be identified. The one foot, which remained as part of
the pedestal, had no toes. It was cloven like the hoof of a goat.

The quiet in the grove was unnatural. The hum of traffic on
the road she had just left was shut out as though she had entered
a closed room. No leaf rustled in this copse and the air was
heavy with a scent of musk and frighteningly oppressive.

A lark flew across the meadow. As it neared the trees it made
a wide circle and flew high around them. She had a feeling of
being watched. Eyes were boring into her back.

It was an indescribably unpleasant sensation. She was being
appraised like an animal. She was about to be used!

Lilia screamed and fled. She ran across the meadow, a wild
haunted thing—eblivious of her sore feet, her weary legs, the op-
pressive heat.

Behind her, she felt a vibration following, though she heard
nothing. It was no more than a tremble in the air all about her,
almost like sardonic laughter. Fear spurred her on, until she fell
gasping and sobbing by the side of the road.

She and Julia had enjoyed delicious thrills, listening to stories
of fauns and satyrs who had met girls in lonely places. Half
skeptical, half believing them, in the safety of their own homes
and gardens they laughed at their momentary terrors. This was
different.

Two farm girls, on their way home from market, stopped and
helped her into their cart. She drew deep breaths, in gladness to
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know that they were human. She sat between them, grateful to
be crowded, comforted by their nearness, and told them what
had occurred.

“You saw the Lord of the Wood?” one whispered, and looked
back fearfully over her shoulder. Her sister made the sign of the
horns and spat in the dust between her fingers.

“l saw nothing, but something saw me. | was afraid—so
afraid.”

“The cursed place of Sylvanus, the cloven-footed,” said the
first girl, still awe-struck. “I never heard of any girl before who
entered that grove and saw or heard him and came out as she
went in. You must have a powerful charm.”

“Only my bulla,” Lilia answered, “and the favor of Fortuna.”

“If it was that which saved you, it must be blessed with
prayer. You woke Pan from his sleep, in Pan’s own grove, in
Pan’s most sacred hour of the hottest summer day! He will re-
member. He will enter the body of some evil man and meet and
use you cruelly upon some dark and lonesome road.”

Lilia laughed, and then shivered suddenly with fear.

As night approached, she began to be oppressed by an increas-
ing uneasiness. Long ago she had been set down, with a warning.

“Beware the lonely roads,” the sober-faced girls had called
after her as they waved farewell. Now she was on one.

The road was straight and she could see a long way ahead.
The country was flat, and even in the fields to either side there
was nothing which seemed to present any danger.

Lilia looked behind. No one was following her. Traffic had
thinned as it always did with the oncoming of night. The fear
persisted. She kept on walking, watching for anything at all
which might seem unusual.

Darkness became complete, but the sky was full of stars. By
and by the full moon rose and lighted the road. There was little
comfort in the pale illumination, for the radiance was eerie and
encouraged frightening thoughts. She felt very much alone and
small, under the distant, uncaring stars.
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EITEL THE HUN

Torches and cressets flared and sputtered along the piers and
quays of Brundisium, sending flickering shadows into the dingy
alleys of the waterfront.

The Thirteenth had arrived at the third hour of the night, hun-
gry and disgusted with the long and arduous journey. This last
day had been almost double the usual mileage and there was an
undercurrent of revolt. The situation was considered entirely un-
necessary.

Brundisium, as a terminal, offered no relief. Embarkation com-
menced at once. The ships, mostly square-sailers with high stems
and low bows, were, in general, vessels which had been pressed
into service from a grain fleet.

Like others of their kind, they were rat-infested and carried
Egyptian cats to keep down the pests. But rats often scampered
unhindered over the straw pallets laid down in the holds for the
accommodation of the soldiers.

The sailors, sleeping in their hammocks, were relatively se-
cure. They wasted no sympathy upon the incoming landsmen,
regarding them as encumbrances and a hindrance to the per-
formance of their own duties. These duties they carried out with
clockwork precision.

Under the watchful eye and scurrilous urging of the acid-
tongued port praefect, enraged at being kept from his bed at this
unreasonable hour, commissariat carts victualed the ships.

Two days’ rations were parceled out to each century as it
boarded, and the master waterman had already personally
checked barrels and tanks. The long lines of slaves were dis-
banded by the time the legion marched up and were no longer
in the way.

There was orderly bustle as, maniple by maniple, cohort after
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cohort, the exhausted, out-of-temper legionaries found their al-
lotted places. As each ship was laden and its complement
checked and pronounced complete, the gangplanks were hauled
in. The midship sections of the bulwarks, hinged for easier cargo
handling, were next raised and secured.

Then hatches were lowered but not battened down. A buc-
cina, or bull bugle, blared, signifying readiness to sail. A black
bah rose to the end of the artemon, thus announcing that no
more space was available for either human cargo or other
freight.

Winches and cranes creaked and groaned. The gangs of long-
shoremen groaned in unison with them as they walked the cap-
stan bars around. Mules and horses rose into the air on slings,
kicking and thrashing, rolling their wild white-rimmed eyes at
the laboring men below. They were lowered into the holds and
stationed, where they fell to upon the hay and grain which had
been provided.

There were a few regular army transports in the fleet. In these,
both animals and men found better accommodations. The horses
went in, on their own feet, through hinged middle sections of the
ships' hulls. Here, also, the officers were given cabins, tiny but
sufficient, to which they were well used, each fitted with a cot, a
folding chair and desk attached to the wall, and a swinging lamp
in gimbals.

An innovation, just coming into practice, was found by Man-
lius when he inspected his own cabin—a small window of heavy
glass, with a protecting shutter. Otherwise his cubicle was like
the others, except that it had a built-in couch in addition to the
usual spartan furnishings.

He wasted no time there after locating his quarters but went
up on deck to observe the embarkation. It continued without
hitch.

Down the wide, curved perimeter of the harbor the dwindling
column of waiting men inched on. The buccinas brayed, the sig-
nals rose, torches swung in circles to wave the companies on to
the next vessel.

The last few gangs of slaves, which had been retained to help
the artillerymen stow their engines aboard, were now linked to
their carrying chain and, exhausted, driven to their pens.
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Commander Manlius and Tribune Quintus stood on the quar-
ter gallery in the stemcastle. With them was Taurus Capito,
shipmaster of the fleet and captain of the flagship Hercules. He
was well named, for he was a red-bearded, bull-throated giant of
a man. Together they gazed down the line.

Out in the roadstead the long, racy warships which would
convoy the fleet were riding at anchor, every moment becoming
more definable as units distinguishable from the earlier mass.

Barely discernible, the eastern horizon showed a tinge of color
from the false dawn. The darkness was lessening.

Captain Capito raised his leather trumpet. “Prepare to make
sail!” he roared. The boatswain’s whistle shrilled. Barefooted sai-
lors ran to cast off lines, but before the order could be carried
out Manlius laid a hand on the shipmaster’s shoulder.

“Let the others leave if you will. We will stay here until the
last. I must invoke Mercury and Neptune before sailing.”

“Belay that order!” He turned to Manlius. “We should leave
now, Commander. | have a shrine in my cabin to Jupiter. You
can sacrifice there.”

Manlius shook his head. “Mercury protects travelers. Neptune
must not be affronted. You should know that, of all men, Cap-
tain.”

He and Quintus walked to the rail. Tribune Mancinus fol-
lowed, smiling grimly. The tribune had taken an immediate dis-
like to Captain Capito, being a somewhat dour man himself and
despising noisy arrogance in anyone. His wry sense of humor
was titillated by Capito’s fuiy. Although not exceptionally reli-
gious, he could see the necessity of placating the gods and natu-
rally a temple in the city—and a good sacrifice—would be more
appropriate to this important expedition than a little incense and
a couple of prayers in a tight ship’s cabin.

He looked back and grinned hugely. Captain Capito had
thrown his speaking trumpet to the deck and was dancing upon
it, while the sailors quaked.

At the hour when Matho’s red-cloaked troopers clattered into
the edge of Brundisium at the head of the marching men, Lilia
was still almost ten miles from the city. She was half dazed with
exhaustion.
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Her throat was aching with thirst when she saw a well-lit
building some distance ahead, near the road. Sounds of revelry
issued from it, loud singing, drunken voices, and once in a while,
as she came nearer, an indignant squeal in a woman’s voice. This
was followed by laughter, as though what was happening was
not really unwelcome.

The light from an open door streamed out on the highway.
Above it hung the bush which marked the building as a tabema,
but it was a wineshop of the lowest kind.

Maybe, she thought wearily, she could hide in the shadows and
get a drink from the well in the yard. Through the door, as she
crept up, she could see the tavernkeeper, who was serving from
a jar tilted across a pouring block. He looked like a man who
could keep order. He had a heavy truncheon stuck in his belt
and a short-handled mallet lay within easy reach.

Four men, with rough clothing and red faces scarred and
scraggly bearded, were dicing at a round table near the door.
One had a black leather patch over an eye and was scowling at a
hooded individual who held the dice. The others watched the
hooded man intently, as did a group beyond, at the farther end
of the wine room.

The dice went bouncing to the center of the table. The game-
ster thrust back the hood and leaned back, laughing.

“A Venus! By Hecate, another Venus, for the sixth time!” He
swept the coins into his hand and clenched his fist upon them.

Lilia watched, unseen, too fascinated to draw away. The
loser’s mouth drew thin and cruel. He held the dice out in his
palm and cast them scornfully before the men who sat at the
table.

Lilia could not tell what was thrown and the hooded man did
not seem to care. He had reached for his earthenware mug and
was draining it, his head tilted back and his strong throat ex-
posed. She saw the rage in all their faces; she saw the knives
being stealthily drawn; she saw the vicious gleaming spike being
aimed at the winner’s throat—and involuntarily she screamed.

Then, for her very life, she ran. Out of the shouting and the
din that filled the room, she heard the crash of a splintering
door, a cry of pain, and heavy footsteps that came thudding
down the highway after her in the dark.
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She flung herself off the road into the open field and fell into a
dry ditch, lying there with pounding heart that rose to choke
her. The running feet of the man with the hood went past, on-
ward into the night.

The moon was well down and cast a melancholy deceptive
shimmer along the traffic-polished stones. Distantly she could
still hear an angry murmur of voices, but no one came her way.
She felt better. It seemed that there was to be no pursuit. Either
the desperado she had accidentally aided represented too much
of a menace to hunt down in the dark or they had mistaken his
direction. She saw no one.

At last she became calm enough to get up and brush herself
off.

One sandal flapped loosely on her foot. She tried to tighten the
thong and it broke. She tried to tie it together and found the
thong to be too short.

After taking a few awkward steps with only one sandal, Lilia
gave up the useless effort, threw away the remaining one, and
went on barefoot. Now that the excitement was over, she felt
considerable pain. She knew her feet were bleeding, but there
was no help for it.

Finally she tore strips from the edge of her tunica, bound her
feet, and went on in this manner, finding a little ease.

Mile succeeded mile. Nothing moved on the highway. She
might have been alone in a desolated land, but she knew she
must be nearing Brundisium.

“The ships will sail at daybreak,” Commander Varro had told
her. “If you walk up the gangplank before then, you shall go
with us. If you do not, then you must return home.”

Nothing but grim determination drove her to endure. She was
at the absolute end of her resources. One foot dragged past an-
other. It seemed that she no longer had strength to lift them. She
knew she must not stop. Then she saw, not far ahead, the six-foot
monolith which marked the second mile out from the Brun-
disium stone—the three hundred and forty-fifth from Rome.

She shook her head defiantly at it. Beyond, the sky showed the
first changes of approaching dawn. It did not seem possible that
she could accomplish the distance in the time remaining.

As she drew even with the pillar, a dark, hulking figure sprang
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out from behind it. It was not Tibullus this time. The slim possi-
bility was gone. Pan’s hour was upon her and she was lost.

She screamed once, pitifully, helplessly, and lay fainting in her
attacker’s arms. He caught her up by the knees and threw her
over his shoulder like a child. He ran with her into the field
away from the road, toward a tree-enshrouded ridge. Her hair
streamed down, her head struck dizzily against his back.

Lilia cried and beat against him with her small fists. He only
laughed. A grove of holm oak lay ahead. Into this shelter he
pushed through a tangle of briars and low bushes and cast her
roughly down upon her back. The faint light, pale and obscured
as it was by branches, illuminated his face.

She thought him the ugliest and most terrible man she had
ever seen in her life. The color of his skin was strange, although
she did not know what it might be under the sun. She thought it
almost yellow. There was no doubt about his features.

His nose had at one time been broken. It had healed askew
and was almost flat. Perhaps from the same injury, the left
comer of his mouth writhed upward in a sardonic snarl which
was permanent and a scar, jagged and raised into a weal, ran
down his cheek on that side. His hair was long and unkempt. It
fell across his eyes, black as jet, hard as stones, and cruel in their
calculating look. On his back lay his hood.

He must have heard her coming as he rested in the low brush
beside the road.

Scrambling in terror, Lilia tried to push herself away with her
elbows and heels dug into the ground. He placed a foot upon the
edge of her tunica and held her there without effort.

“Please let me go,” she panted. “I have no money. What do
you want of me?”

He laughed. It was a full, rich sound, with a real sense of
humor in it. “Not money. Oh no. Money? | have money. You!

Then, all at once, he was down beside her and she was in his
grasp a second time and she could do nothing but scream once,
before his harsh kiss stopped her breath.

“At the inn,” she gasped when he raised his head, “l was the
one who screamed when they were about to kill you! He froze,
his face inches from her own. “l saved your life. I didnt mean
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to, but I did—You know it. And now you catch me like this.” She
was sobbing—frantic.

“Why, then it seems | owe you something, little Roman. WTien
we are done, you may go your way— I will not kill you. Eitel al-
ways pays his debts.”

Lilia took no hope from this promise. In her middle-class, old-
fashioned code, what he was about to do meant death. This man
actually thought that by leaving her a ruined life he was doing
her a kindness.

She could not tear free. She could only twist in his arms. Her
cloak fell apart. His big hand ripped at her tunica. It and the
under tunica tore wide open. Cold air rushed across her bared
young breasts. She felt the little locket drop from the bent pin
and fall between them.

She held it up against his face for him to see, pushing him
away with her child’s strength. “My bulla! My fibula! The}7 are
both gold! Please! Oh, please!”

Great tears welled up from beneath her eyelids, squeezed
tightly shut. She lay there, helpless, quivering and choking. She
could do no more.

She knew he was looking down at her, but she felt him draw
away. His hands, strangely gentle, pulled the tom fabric to-
gether and covered her from his sight. The thick fingers fumbled
awkwardly. She thought they trembled as they drew the ragged
edges together and closed them with the primitive safety pin.

She opened her eyes and looked at him, touching the locket
which hung in place once more. He slipped his muscular ami be-
neath her back and raised her to a sitting position. His face was
flushed and sober. He scowled. He looked undecided.

“That horse head. Is it a birthmark? Have vou alwax s had it?”

Lilia nodded mutely, not daring to speak. She tried to pull
away and he released her. She was too weak from shock to rise.

“l thought—" he muttered, almost to himself. “But no, it can-
not be! Yet, for a moment . . . Oh, Death! Oh, Hades! Damn
Rome! Curse its bloody people. Destruction to its cruel gods!
What have they made of me?”

He yanked her savagely to her feet. “Get out. Go away. Run,
girl, run fast before I change my mind!”

He pushed her with all his strength. Lilia’s foot came down
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upon a rolling stone. She fell heavily, her ankle twisted beneath
her. She felt the tissues tear like wet paper. A blinding pain shot
through her leg and she cried out. With it came the bitter reali-
zation that, although it seemed she was free, never now could
she walk the remaining miles and reach the ships in time.

She buried her face in her hands and cried.

This time he was tender as a woman. He straightened out her
twisted limbs. He pulled down her palla, rucked high when she
fell, and covered her. He probed carefully at the rapidly swelling
ankle, unwrapping the bandages around the foot to do so. They
stuck to the raw surfaces of the sole and he removed them
gently, exclaiming at the sight.

He wrapped the puffed flesh firmly and overlapped the ankle
with the bloody strips which he took from the other foot. He in-
spected these blisters as well. His face was wrathful, but his
anger did not seem to be at her. It was directed more inward, as
though at his own somber thoughts.

His face, on the unscarred side, was not so ugly. The lines in it
now seemed strong rather than cruel. Her breathing became
calmer. He noticed this. For the first time she saw his smile. It
came like sunshine and changed his countenance completely. His
voice was vibrant with feeling.

“Poor slave! | did not know you were a runaway. | thought you
were a Roman, or | would not have added to your troubles. | am
opposed to all Romans.

“How you have been abused! Do not weep, maiden. You are
still intacta. | will take you to a doctor.”

Lilia tried her voice and was surprised that she could speak.
At first it quavered and was halted by sobs. Then, as the futility
of her disaster—the brutality of the fate which had brought her
so close to her destination, only to fall at the very threshold of
success after so much effort—eame fully into her mind, the words
tumbled outin a stream.

“I am not a slave.” She told him quickly of her love for Ti-
bullus, the promise of the commander, and now—the ships that
would not wait—‘Oh, Fortuna! They will not wait”—for inexora-
ble dawn which could not be held back was already pinldy flush-
ing the eastern sky. And even while she was talking, she won-
dered if she was talking to a man who could understand or one,
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as she had been warned, who might be under the control of Pan.

He heard it all without interrupting. When she had finished he
had apparently made up his mind what to do with her. He
reached out and caught her up from the ground. Misun-
derstanding, she cried out again and beat against his massive
chest. But he only straightened up, lifting her lightly.

“Come into my arms in peace, little Roman. You shall never
know fear of me again.”

He went down the slope toward the highway in long steps,
carrying her like a child. He was breathtakingly strong. Holding
her lighdy, striding easily along, he went on so toward Brun-
disium.

After a while she relaxed in his cradling clasp. The ankle,
relieved of weight upon it, throbbed less. It was then that he
commenced talking.

His breath and his words came easily, as though his strength
made nothing of her weight. He spoke, almost in a murmur, as
though he were talking to himself. His tone was reassuring and
she no longer felt afraid. She lay as though in a dream and lis-
tened, while he brought them ever nearer to the sea. The rising
sun gleamed upon them both.

“l am Eitel, of the Hunnish lands, which | have not yet seen.
My father was Tannak, and he was Tandjou of the Tu-Kiu
Horde. In Scythia, 1 would be a prince of the Huns, but my fa-
ther was captured in battle by men of the Horde of Urtagh and
sold to the Romans to be used as a slave.

“My mother was of a noble family of Ethiopia. She fell into
the hands of enemies when a dynasty changed in that land and
her uncle became Ras. So, as a young girl, she too was sold for
Roman gold and brought into the same household as mv father.

“The masters of my parents were a youthful pair of haughty
patricians. Like all other Romans of their class, they regarded
those beneath them as animals. Like an animal, my father was
mated to females as a horse is used for stud. My mother was
brought to him for service as a cow is brought to a bull, without
consulting the desires or wishes of either.

“Their owners laughed at her tears. She thought he was ugly,
though I am uglier, but my father took her with affection and re-
fused all others after. He was scourged. He struck back and was
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sold into the arena. | do not know if my mother ever knew how
he died. She never told me.

“When | was small, | fought under the tables with dogs for
my meat, while our masters laughed. That is why | look like this
today, scarred by their bites. That is why no woman will ever
look upon me without fear and disgust.

“Slaves love. They love each other. Though I was ugly, my
mother loved me. Patrician masters think that unimportant. But
these who owned me and my mother offered her my freedom if
she would willingly take and test a poison which they hoped
might be painless. They thought they might have to use it on
themselves someday, for your insane Emperor who thinks he is a
god is master of all men, and all lives and all property, he says,
belong to him.

“l did not know about it. It was not painless. She died in tor-
ture and | am alive and cursed. Oh, my mother!

“l was given my freedom. Then they told me how | got it. |
bowed and thanked them and | came back in the night and I
burned their villa.

“lI hope they were in it, but I do not know. Now | am trying
to go east. Somehow | must get on a ship. | want to find my own
people. | want to be a Hun. Someday | shall lead a horde against
Rome.”

Lilia laid her head lightly as a flower against his breast. He
felt the waft of her breath against his face like the touch of a
butterfly wing. “l am so sorry,” she said.

The Hun was amazed, and his step faltered for a moment. He
looked down at her. “lI believe you, little Roman. | really think
you are.” His voice had an odd note in it.

His clasp felt briefly like a hug. They had entered the rim of
the city. It was a full hour past sunrise and the smell of the sea
was in the air. The long curve of the waterfront lay ahead.

Beyond the breakwater they could see a confused mass of
shipping, some at anchor, some circling idly. One ship was still
tied at the quay. The gangplank was down and at its foot gutter-
ing stubs of torches burned untended and useless in the growing
daylight.

Lilia struggled in his arms. “Put me down,” she said. “l must
go there.”
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“Lie still. You cannot walk. I will carry you.”

She shook her head. “I must walk up that gangplank by my-
self, or they will not take me. Set me down.”

He placed her gently upright on the cobbles. She took a pain-
ful step. She swayed, but caught herself before he could steady
her. He stood there a moment, watching her go toward the men
who stared from the ship’s rail.

Noiselessly, he followed behind, almost at arm’s length. She
did not hear him. She moved slowly, agonizingly, looking at the
waiting gangplank as though, if she took her eyes away from it
for a second, she would surely fall.

He walked in her tracks as she led the way. Step by limping
step, across the cold salt-rimed stones, each one marked with lit-
tle stains of red.

Manlius and Quintus had dawdled in the finding of the Temple
of Neptune. At least, so thought Tribune Mancinus, who at-
tended them at the regulation ten steps to the rear.

He thought that any logical man who had a little common
sense would have either asked questions from a native citizen or
searched along the central area of the harbor curve. Where else
should a sea god’s temple be?

Instead, they headed directly into the center of the city, casu-
ally chatting as though they had all the time in the world.

It was purely by accident that the officers stumbled upon the
Temple of Mercury. At that, they might have gone by, absorbed
in conversation, had not Mancinus called attention to the
building.

Commander Manlius seemed positively provoked at the inter-
ruption. His thanks were perfunctory. Tribune Mancinus de-
cided that he would not speak again unless he was definitely
asked. His superior officers took an unconscionably long time in
looking over the available animals.

Eventually Mancinus felt relieved. It seemed they had decided
upon a rabbit whose markings appeared to be correct. Then,
after an interminable colloquy among themselves, he saw them
haggle over the price of a couple of matched pigeons and vanish
inside the temple.
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The augury took considerable time. When the two worshipers
appeared, they were discussing the ambiguous state of the liver
of one of the birds. They stood and argued about it before going
on. Even then, Commander Manlius was so distracted that he
surely would have headed the wrong way and gone deeper into
the city, had not his friend turned him rather forcibly around and
aimed him toward the waterfront.

Both glanced up at the risen sun. It did not seem to be with
any sense of urgency. At the Temple of Neptune the proceedings
went along with more alacrity. There was no trouble in finding a
suitable lamb. The only hitch was in the price. It seemed to
shock the officers. There was a certain amount of bickering.

Former Quaestor Quintus was overheard to remark that in
Hither Hispania he could have purchased a fat bullock for about
five sesterces more.

The priest in attendance tersely remarked that it was always
the privilege of the highborn officers to journey back and get
one. He further announced that, in that case, the fee for the
slaughter and augury would naturally have to be increased, as
the animal could not be personally guaranteed by him as accept-
able to the god.

After this they raised no more objections, soon quitted the pre-
cincts of the temple, and were on their way back to the flagship,
without, it appeared, any great hurry to arrive and exchange
views with the captain.

Captain Capito pointedly turned his broad back upon them as
they approached. He stamped into the chartroom. A drag team
of slaves was standing by, waiting to haul, push, and warp the
big ship away from the quay. The wind had changed as the ship-
man had predicted and was now unfavorable.

The slaves hooked on. Now a towboat, a sturdy low hulk pow-
ered by plenty of strong arms, was sliding up to seize hold at
the end of the quay and haul the flagship out to join the waiting
fleet, until it was able to tack into the wind.

The captain came out of the chartroom, looking typically furi-
ous. He said something caustic to the commander. Manlius shook
his head. Taurus Capito went stamping away aft again, even fur-
ther enraged. Now what was the problem?
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Tribune Mancinus leaned upon the rail and looked, with little
interest, at the bustle on the quay.

Then—out of an alley—he saw Lilia coming! Her face was
smeared with dirt and tears. Her clothes were tom, her lips tight
pressed, and she was barefoot. She came—and as she came, she
staggered—and as she staggered, a huge stranger, who walked
one step behind, reached out each time to steady, but never did.

There was a hum of excitement among the legionaries. Man-
cinus looked quickly to see how Commander Manlius and his
friend were taking it. They watched her approach with inscru-
table faces.

Lilia stumbled on the gangplank. She seized the guy rope with
both hands and swung there, leaning on it as though she were
about to faint. The man put out his hands to her. She turned to
him and smiled, refusing his help.

Now Mancinus could see, beneath the dirt, how pale and
drawn the girl’s face was. Steadily she inched up the inclined
plane and reached the rail. She stood upon the deck and faced
the commander. Her gaze was as steady as his own.

“Legionary Lilia Metellus, sir. Requesting permission to
board.” Her voice was barely a whisper. Her eyelids flickered and
closed. Without warning, she collapsed into Manlius’ amis.

Tribune Mancinus sprang forward to take her. The big man
who had followed—Mancinus thought he might be a longshore-
man—wvas closer. He snatched her away, glaring at the officers.

He looked like a savage barbarian. The commander stepped
back. The man growled, “No one but myself shall touch her.
Tell me where to take her and do it quickly.”

Commander Manlius signed to Quintus. “Show him to my
cabin.” Then he raised a finger at his aide.

Tribune!

“Sir?” Mancinus snapped to attention.

“Kindly convey my respects to the shipmaster and inform him
that he may lift anchor at his earliest pleasure as our comple-
ment is now complete.”

“Yes, sir/” The tribune’s face beamed. He set off at a run. An
almost imperceptible sigh of relief came from the legionaries
who had crowded the deck.

The bull bugle blared. The boatswain’s whistle shrilled. In
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came the gangplank. The orders roared out through Captain
Capito’s new trumpet.

“Ready to cast off,

“Cast off by the bow. Jump to it, you lazy scum!

“Cast off by the stem. Smartly, now, smartly.

“Watch that paint, or I'll see you skinned!”

The slaves on the mole tugged in unison. “Ho! Oh! Ho!” The
whips cracked. The big ship slid away from the quay without
touching it, smoothly gliding out toward the towboat. The bow
deck hand flung out his coiled hand line. In came the tug’s
hawser to be looped over a deck bollard.

The rowers dipped their oars into the water and surged
against them. Now Mancinus heard the distant voice of the tow
captain.

“Full ahead. Steady as she goes. Hortator—raise that beat!”

Like a giant water bug with a trophy, the towboat struggled
against the massive resistance of the sluggish weight behind.

It followed. Now they had cleared the protection of the outer
mole and its breakwater. The mainsail rose to match and over-
shadow the little patch of canvas on the artemon. The wind
greeted it cheerfully, veering to belly it taut and plump. The
shrouds sang in the wind as the bow plunged into the open sea.

Up now with the triangular topsail. Above it the signal flags
broke out for the waiting fleet. The towboat swung away. The
transports spread their white wings and the fleet began to move
toward the east.

When will we come back from the end of the world? thought
Mancinus. Shall we ever see Italy again?

Oh, Roma! Amor!
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THE GREEN SAILS

Under a mackerel sky the fleet swung out in echelon, the better
to catch the slight following wind. At first the clumsy vessels
made a good easting. By noon the wind shifted southerly and in-
creased. They were then forced to tack, assuming greater dis-
tances apart to obtain sea room.

The sea made, as time went on. The tubby roundships wal-
lowed into the troughs, sliding down deep angling slopes. Rising,
they doggedly shook spray from blunt bows in streaming clouds
of white spume. The waves marched against them in endless
array.

The few biremes, which acted as protection for the convoy,
fared better. These also were heavy though swift, but they had
the advantage of oars to maintain steerageway. At this time,
however, their single sail was quite enough.

The fleet sailed in column, the flagship Hercules at the head.
As directions changed, it set a following course for the other ves-
sels. All, in turn, beat up to windward in a long reach, fell away
with a rush, making distance well, then clawed back again. The
fleet inched toward the northeast in a series of swoops, heading
for Dyrrachium across the broad sea road which separates the
Adriatic from the lonian Sea.

Below decks, work went on as usual among the legionary con-
tingents. Equipment was checked, brass polished, leather freshly
oiled. Weapon edges were touched up with whetstone and file.
Food was the bright interval in miserable hours, but it was cold
and unappetizing. There was little comfort to be found.

Rolling, tossing, pitching, the fleet made headway in a white
welter of sea. Occasionally the bobbing sail of a wine ship hove
into sight, to curtsey its flag and speedily pass on the way back
from Hlyricum to Italy, laden light and with the wind behind.
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One of these hailed the Hercules: “Green sails off the islands!
Look sharp!” In a moment it raced past, the distance lengthened
and prevented further information.

Lilia slept most of the day in Manlius’ cabin. She had been
wakened once to eat and have her sore feet salved and band-
aged. Tribune Mancinus had acted as medicus on this occasion.
She asked what had become of Eitel and was told that he had
been billeted with men who had instantly made a hero of him
and were treating him well.

Provided that he did not get in the way of sailors, which most
of the legionaries did, sooner or later, he had been allowed the
run of the ship. They had taken an interest in him too, when
they learned the whole story. Manlius, himself, had talked with
him behind closed doors. No, Mancinus did not know what was
discussed, but the fact that he was a Hun had been mentioned.

When she woke again, by herself, she found that the swelling
in her ankle had gone down. She tried her weight gingerly upon
it. It was not too painful. Her clothes had been washed and
mended. She wondered who had put her to bed and done this.
The commander? Maybe. She remembered that he had said he’d
never had a daughter. It would have been nice to be daughter to
Commander Manlius Varro. Too bad, she thought, that one can-
not choose one’s parents.

Well, anyway, it was he who had brought water, oil, and a
strigil for bathing because, with eyes closed and pretending
sleep, she had heard these things set down nearby and seen,
through a tiny opening of eyelids, his back as the door closed.

She bathed, washed her hair—where in the world could he
have located that little bottle of perfume?—and went out on the
pitching deck. The air was clean and invigorating after the stuffy
little cubicle. She stood by the rail and heard the bellowed warn-
ing. Manlius, who stood nearby, caught her questioning look.

“Pirates, probably. There are few left, since the nests were
cleared out by Pompey. No real menace any more, as they were
in his time. Scavengers mostly. Hit one ship and run with the
loot. There are no big fleets now. Still, the shipmaster is taking
no chances.”

A string of flags had broken out at the masthead. The fast
Libumian galleys were running out sweeps and swinging to port
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and starboard to take distance for patrol investigation of the ho-
rizon. They darted away like striding water bugs. The boar’s
heads, above the ram on each, rose and plunged like ramping
beasts burying their snouts in the foam. The long spikes project-
ing beyond, to widen the breach the ram would make, pointed
now at the reeling sky, then at the deeps as though the warships
challenged alternately Tritons of the abyss below or floating ene-
mies upon the surface of the sea.

In response to the flags, the biremes raced away from the con-
voy. The single mast and sail came down as they went, lowered
for battle readiness.

“Why should pirate sails be green?” Lilia asked.

The harder for you to see them, my dear. Sails, stays,
shrouds, masts, and ships themselves—all green. Even though the
sky is blue, green doesn’t show up much against it.”

No green sails approached and dusk came. The convoy bore
on toward Illyricum under reduced speed as darkness fell. Rid-
ing lights twinkled up and down, doubled in number by dancing
reflections. The distance between ships lengthened a little. There
was a flattening of the waves with the lessening of the wind, to
the great relief of the legionaries, who received warm food for
the first time.

By sunrise Lilia was up and munching on bread and cheese.
As she looked back from the stem of the flagship she could no
longer see the ship which brought up the tail of the convoy, the
one on which Tibullus must be.

He must be terribly worried about her. If only she had been
early enough to go with him! How happy this sea voyage could
have been.

It was not that she was not enjoying the trip. Her ankle felt
much better. She had already found Eitel and thanked him. In
daylight he did not seem so frightening.

What a miracle it was that the Hercules had been delayed in
its sailing! How wonderful that she had found such a strange,
strong friend in the giant Hun, to help her when she needed
help the most. Truly, she was under the protection of Fortuna.

Lilia was forced to admit to herself, in all honesty, that she
might not have reached the ships in time without him, nor, re-
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Paulins came off arrow engines. Baskets of darts were set into
place beside them, by panting ship boys. The heavy canvas cur-
tains, which partially protected the decks from arrow fire, were
unfurled and dropped as false bulwarks. Up went the boarding
nets and behind them, on every ship, its contingent of marines
stood at the ready with boarding pikes.

Smoke streamed up like dark pennons from every masthead
where the iron baskets of live coals from the cook’s galley stood
ready and the kettles of fuming oil, bubbling pitch and tar were
being hoisted as they attained the proper viciousness of heat.

Now the convoy lay in a long crescent across the sea as the
smoke drove suddenly to the east. More than one aboard remem-
bered the sibyl’s prophecy and pointed up at it, while the ships,
below that dark shroud, tacked with difficulty. The wide arc
went staggering northward at the ready. Below?7 decks, all was
bustle.

The surgeon’s tarpots smoked beside the neat heaps of band-
age linen. The saws and knives gleamed in their loops, hanging
beside the long mess tables cleared of dishes and waiting for
grim burdens. Here was the mallet ready to bring blessed uncon-
sciousness, the sand for the slippery floor, buckets for amputated
limbs.

Now, on the warships, the corvus—that bridge between ships—
swung up to lie against the foremast. Its spiked epd waited like a
clenched fist at the end of a doubled forearm, to slam dowm
upon an enemy deck and bind the craft together.

The merchantmen carried no bridges. Instead, each raised a
strong boom to its mast, which could be swung out over a pirate
hatch or open rowers’ pit. Hopefully, at the moment of collision
and boarding, the faster but more fragile craft would be sunk by
the dolphin suspended from the boom. The ponderous lead
weight would crash through flimsy decks and might continue on
through bottom planking, unless stopped by the framework or
the keel.

Like racers at the Hippodrome, the green sails drove down
upon the convoy. The pikemen clenched their pikes tighter. Dry
throats and sweaty hands—wind in their faces tainted with acrid
smoke—teeth clenched until jaw muscles ached. The smell of
seething oil—the creaking of rigging—the silence of waiting—in
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some the taste of fear, like vinegar flavored with brass. It would
vanish at the moment of impact, but it was no less shameful
now.

The sails slatted as they went about on another tack, the decks
heeled in the opposite direction, blocks rattled, footings
changed. High above, the dolphins swung in wide menacing cir-
cles. Beneath each, a man stood with bared knife ready to cut
the ropes which held them.

Manlius came into the cabin. His face was grave. Lilia sprang
to her feet from the pallet where she had been lying.

“What is happening? Is there anything | can do?” she asked
eagerly.

“Nothing now. Probably nothing later.” He put his hands
gently on her shoulders and looked into her eyes. “Everything
possible is being done. You and | must wait on events.”

“You also? | do not understand.”

He smiled faintly. “Captain Capito has made it plain to me—in
fact to the whole small contingent of the Thirteenth detailed to
the Hercules—that we are to have no part in the defense of the
ship.

“We are cargo only. If or when we are attacked we are to be
observers, not participants, unless, of course, we are in imminent
danger of being overrun.

“The Hercules is a navy vessel, not a transport. Neither | nor
any of my officers has any authority here. On the transports, our
men will be taking part. 1 wish | were with them now,” he
remarked wistfully.

“But | am a legionary now! | should be with the men!”

His voice became stern. He shook her slightly. “Do not argue.
You have absolutely no part in this. When the attack begins, |
will be on deck. | want you to remain in this cabin and, to make
certain that you do, | will set your big friend outside. He will be
under orders to see that you stay here where you will be safe—
and he had better obey those orders! Now | must go. Remember
what | have told you.” Suddenly, on impulse, he held her close
and kissed her hair. Then, in an instant, he was gone.
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through bottom planking, unless stopped by the framework or
the keel.

Like racers at the Hippodrome, the green sails drove down
upon the convoy. The pikemen clenched their pikes tighter. Dry
throats and sweaty hands—wind in their faces tainted with acrid
smoke—teeth clenched until jaw muscles ached. The smell of
seething oil—the creaking of rigging—the silence of waiting—in
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some the taste of fear, like vinegar flavored with brass. It would
vanish at the moment of impact, but it was no less shameful
now.

The sails slatted as they went about on another tack, the decks
heeled in the opposite direction, blocks rattled, footings
changed. High above, the dolphins swung in wide menacing cir-
cles. Beneath each, a man stood with bared knife ready to cut
the ropes which held them.

Manlius came into the cabin. His face was grave. Lilia sprang
to her feet from the pallet where she had been lying.

“What is happening? Is there anything | can do?” she asked
eagerly.

“Nothing now. Probably nothing later.” He put his hands
gently on her shoulders and looked into her eyes. “Everything
possible is being done. You and I must wait on events.”

“You also? I do not understand.”

He smiled faintly. “Captain Capito has made it plain to me—in
fact to the whole small contingent of the Thirteenth detailed to
the Hercules—that we are to have no part in the defense of the
ship.

“We are cargo only. If or when we are attacked we are to be
observers, not participants, unless, of course, we are in imminent
danger of being overrun.

“The Hercules is a navy vessel, not a transport. Neither | nor
any of my officers has any authority here. On the transports, our
men will be taking part. | wish | were with them now,” he
remarked wistfully.

“But | am a legionary now! | should be with the men!”

His voice became stern. He shook her slightly. “Do not argue.
You have absolutely no part in this. When the attack begins, |
will be on deck. I want you to remain in this cabin and, to make
certain that you do, | will set your big friend outside. He will be
under orders to see that you stay here where you will be safe—
and he had better obey those orders! Now | must go. Remember
what | have told you.” Suddenly, on impulse, he held her close
and kissed her hair. Then, in an instant, he was gone.
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VORCO THE VOLSCIAN

As no attack came and the day wore on into evening, the line of
transports shortened like a contracting serpent that feels the cold
of night. With hooded lamps shining astern, vigilant lookouts in
the high buckets, and in a state of wary readiness, the fleet fol-
lowed the indicated course.

In the chartroom of the flagship Captain Capito leaned back
in his armchair, cuddling a flagon in the crook of his elbow. He
dealt out a drink, sparingly, all around.

“Obviously they are waiting for reinforcements,” he said,
eying first Manlius and then Quintus opposite him. “There are
more ships tracking our course already than have been reported
for the last twenty years. Those islands off the Dalmatian coast
have always been a haven for pirates. There are wooded coves
and narrow-mouthed bays and hidden inlets enough to hide all
the shipping in the Adriatic.

“Most of the people on shore are wreckers, or would be if they
got the chance. Every fisherman dreams of finding someone
weaker than himself to rob.

“The whole district is a haven for runaway slaves and
cutthroats. If the word has gone out through the islands to band
against us, we may have more than we can handle before morn-
ing, even if we draw upon your troops as support, Commander.”

“We should hardly remain idly below decks and permit your
marines to do our fighting for us,” Manlius replied. “1 cannot
imagine what they hope to gain. What can they think we have of
value, enough to risk this combined effort against a convoy of
over forty ships?”

“Suppose,” said Quintus slowly—elbows on table, chin resting
on his clasped hands, a thoughtful considering look on his face
as he eyed the jealously hugged flagon—that we imagine some
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wily fellow, situated possibly in high places, whose best interests
would be served by deliberately strewing false information
about.

“If it were rumored that, instead of this being a military con-
voy, it was— am only guessing of course—the flotilla which is
conveying the Parthian ambassadors across the sea on their way
back to Parthia, laden with rich gifts from Rome, and a treaty
never intended to be kept, this would be an attractive bait,
would it not?”

“But they are not with us.” The captain frowned. “There is no
treasure aboard. No profit to be gained. Nothing but hard knocks
and no nobility to hold for ransom.”

“l said—suppose. We know that. We must consider that the pi-
rates do not. Very well. They gather. They bring down every
ship they can. Every man on those islands is fisherman by day,
pirate by night, and with courage for the venture. So they come
down on us, not realizing our strength.

“We meet them and defeat them. The pirates are destroyed
for a generation and there will be safety for shipping in the
Adriatic again.”

Captain Capito’s eyes roved from one sober face to the other
with slow unbelief. “And if the pirates are not destroyed? Who
would profit by that?

“l was told that this expedition was a mission of military im-
portance. Who would have the temerity to imperil it by deliber-
ately sending it into action against a pirate fleet? It would seem
to me that the destruction of a few ships is hardly worth the risk
of slowing, or wrecking, the purpose of the expedition. Whatever
that may be?”

Manlius had no intention of satisfying the shipmaster’s curios-
ity. Quintus spread his hands apart in the gesture which univer-
sally spells ignorant bewilderment. He rapped his empty mug on
the table in emphasis.

“l can only assume that, if this be the true state of affairs, then
it holds within it a double incentive. The decimation of the pi-
rates may be only the lesser half of the plot.

“l advise you gentlemen, and especially you, Manlius, who
may recall a former talk we had in private, to estimate in your
own minds, without further help from me, such individuals who
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might find an advantage in the death or deaths of ourselves—o
look no further in the convoy for victims

Before Quintus could speak again, the high excited cry of the
lookout hailed the deck to bring the group to their feet.

“Bireme to port! Coming in fast!” And on the very echo of the
cry, a second voice: “Bireme to starboard under oars! About to
ram! Hard aport, helmsman, hard aport!”

Captain Capito’s chair went over backward on the floor. The
flagon rolled beside it as he burst out of the chartroom, to find
the deck in a turmoil. Quintus thoughtfully retrieved it before
following.

Slingers and archers had manned the bulwarks and were
standing imperturbably at the ready. The leather-aproned ballis-
tarii were cranking down the wicked, stubby arms of their mid-
ship artillery.

The heavy arrow-engine at the bow was loaded and the engi-
neer had his head down, sighting along its multiple grooves, as
the Hercules swung heavily around to avoid taking the pirate
ram on the port broadside.

Now, backing up the sharpshooters, the marines took their
stance in a double line behind the boarding nets, while below
decks oars ran out and struck the water, lending speed to the
filled sails.

The pirate had almost no time to change course. Also under
sail and oars, underestimating the speed of the Hercules, it ap-
proached with a bone in its teeth and a broad white wake be-
hind. The distance between them shortened rapidly. As they
approached on a collision course, the forward tormentum spat
out its six short javelins at the attacker.

Lilia, jolted out of sleep in the comparative security of Man-
lius’ cabin heard the spank of the spring plank against the arm
of the javelin thrower and distantly a cry of pain.

She could not know that one dart had found its mark in the
flesh of the pirate helmsman, or that briefly the bow of the port
bireme had fallen off from its course, until the steering oar was
again manned and under control.

That brief instant had been enough. She felt the mighty surge
of the rowers’ concerted effort below decks. Ahnost instinctively
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she gripped the handhold on the wall above the bunk, when she
heard the order come up to her, almost in a scream: “In oars!
Stand by to rami”

Despite her strong grasp, the bronze bracket was torn from
her hands at the collision and she was hurled to the floor of the
cabin. One dreadful, splintering crash that seemed to go on and
on, accompanied by a fearful diapason of screaming that rose
and fell through all the scale of agony. It was the awful sym-
phony of torture from the rowers’ deck, inside the pirate bireme,
as the boar head of the Hercules went through the side. It slant-
ingly widened the breach as the two crunched together, shatter-
ing both oars and helpless chained bodies within.

She put her hands over her ears, white with horror, but heard
plainly from below: “Out oars! Back all!” She felt the rasping
drag that vibrated through all the fabric of the Hercules as the
ram was withdrawn. The weight of the already sinking pirate
fell away from its temporary support, a torrent of water gushing
like a salt river into its hold.

On the deck of the flagship, the men who had been thrown
from their feet were picking themselves up. The lookout was
gone, slung from his high perch to splatter upon the pirate deck.
Archers and slingers sent one tearing volley across the bireme as
it sank, into the thickly packed mass of scrambling pirates. Then
the Hercules veered away from what was now no more than a
hulk, completely out of control and almost awash.

By this maneuver the Hercules had gained distance upon the
second pursuing bireme which, unable to ram according to plan,
was not deterred by the sudden fate that had befallen its com-
panion. The two ships drew apart, dueling with the rope and
timber artillery.

The pirate got its tormenta to bear first, not having those
charges knocked from ejector aprons as had the Roman ship at
the time of impact. The waiting marines saw the heavy stones
and clay balls filled with pebbles rise from the following ship to
sail like darker shadows against the stars and majestically de-
scend upon their own crowded deck.

Spray went up from one near miss. A fifty-pound chunk of jag-
ged quartz punched through the half-furled sail above Quintus’
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head. Without moving from his point of observation, he drained
the flagon and tossed it over the side.

A severed stay twanged like a bowstring and lashed at the
sailors in the rigging; a ball struck and ricocheted, its sharp-
edged scraps of baked clay and loose stones striking hard, to
slash a swath along the deck. Into this the ship boys ran, strew-
ing sand upon the blood, dragging the worst wounded aside or
down into the surgeon’s bay.

The answering salvo from the Hercules was ragged. Captain
Capito bellowed, “Is that the best you can do, you sea lice? |
want fire pots in that hold! I'll have the next crew that misses
shot out of its own tormentum!

“Helmsman, bring that stem ballista to bear. Three points into
the wind. Lively now, look to it!”

The orders went on. “Hortator, port oar banks idle. Starboard,
double stroke. Fairly! Fairly! Steady as she goes. Both oar banks.
Put your backs into it!”

The Hercules swung north, plowing through the wreckage of
the sunken pirate, rolling the wrack under its iron-shod forefoot.
Heads disappeared into the thrash of oar foam, not to rise again
in the choppy wake. One survivor only seized the end of that
clipped stay which trailed astern. He drew himself up into the
anchor chains where he hung exhausted and unnoticed.

Above his head the stern ballista was all hut ready for the
cast. “Shorten sling! Three hundred yards! Wait for the risel
Shoot!”

The rope twister struck down the catch with his maul. Up
went the arm which held the kettle of flaming oil, pitch, and
sulphur. It struck against the padded crossbeam.

The kettle described a continuing arc and went curving on, a
long-tailed hairy star, soaring through the sky. It traced a line of
fire, marked by a dripping rain of lurid beads; it descended to
fall upon the midship citadel of the pursuer and bathed the
whole in a shower of liquid flame. The kettle bounced along the
deck like a living demon, cleared the rail, and fell, hissing, into
the sea, already lit redly along the wave crests from the burning
ship.

Thick smoke rolled up in clouds. The tarred rigging blazed,
fiery ladders outlined against the sky, from which men leapt
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screaming. The sail shed burning shreds and scraps among the
pirates, setting other fires on cloaks, tarpots, and in sheaves of
javelins. They fought frantically against these blazing dangers,
until the flaring shroud above fell to bury all.

Now the Hercules swung about to the attack and came plow-
ing by under increased beat. Gasping slaves at the oars took the
lash unmercifully, pulling their hearts out, coughing blood, see-
ing only streaks and flashes of fight before their starting eyes. In-
credibly, they maintained a powerful, regular stroke.

“Helmsman! Steer by the flames!” Into the choking smoke
which obscured the sea.

The starboard battery of arrow-engines swept the pirate deck.
The Hercules slid, with all its massive weight, along the enemy’s
side, crippling every oar in the exposed double bank—its own
drawn in to safety at the last moment.

Capito roared with joy as they rushed by. He struck Quintus
between the shoulders with his open hand. It was like a hammer
blow. “Well, Spaniard! We’'ll drink to that one!”

A few grapnels lashed out from the burning vessel. The win-
dow in the cabin where Lilia was sheltered burst into a shower
of glittering shards. A triple hook crashed through to bite deep
into the sill.

Below, she sensed the measured beat of the oars. It continued
to throb, but no longer in haste. The shouting was distant. Was
the battle over? Lilia forced herself to go to the window and
look out.

The attacker had veered away and the grapnel chains had
parted. She pried loose the hooks from the square opening and
let it fall into the sea. That was one thing she could do! It gave
her a sense of participation. Over the jagged white splinters of
the frame, the long fine of the convoy could be seen, outlined by
the window casing.

The fleet had been hit hard, in the center especially, and at
both ends. Lilia could see burning ships, but she had no way of
knowing if they were pirate or Roman. She could only be certain
that none of those nearest had been locked together by corvi and
she saw no fighting going on upon the decks.

Apparently the attackers had not attempted to take prizes but
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had made a lightning strike before being beaten off without
much loss or damage. They were now in a retreat as mysterious
as the sudden onslaught had been.

It seemed that the main effort had been against the flagship,
but to what end? Why give up so easily without pressing home
the attack?

Other minds, with a keener sense of strategy, were asking the
same question upon the main deck. Lilia was to be the first in a
position to provide the answer.

Clinging with fingers and toes to the deep carvings was an al-
most naked man. Before she could scream, he swarmed in, easily
and slithery as a serpent. He was tanned and supple. A hard
palm shut off her breath and her beginning cry of fright.

“Be very quiet, my little lady.” He marched her toward the
door and softly dropped the bar in place. “I am seeking and
would have words with a certain Commander Manlius Varro, to
his and my own mutual advantage. Unless he has been killed al-
ready, he is on this ship— know.”

He gave her a devil-may-care grin which bared a set of flash-
ing white teeth. “l am certain | can count upon your assistance.
Therefore | will take it as a personal favor if you will kindly
desist from any thought of screaming.”

If Lilia had been asked to scream she would have found it
quite impossible. She could hardly whisper when he carefully
and slowly removed his hand. They studied each other.

“My name is Vorco. | am a Volscian.” Lilia felt her knees be-
ginning to give. He was armed with a knife, but it was sheathed.

As her heartbeat quieted and she breathed more easily, he
released her. He waited for her to speak. He did not appear to
consider himself in a desperate situation. This might have been a
social call.

He lifted his hand and she shrank back, flattening herself
away. Vorco made no attempt to touch her. The gesture was
meant for reassurance.

Seeing that he came no nearer, her wobbly knees treach-
erously let her down on the bunk. She did not dare blink or turn
away her wide-eyed stare. His grin grew wider as though he felt
himself master of the situation. “Do you know this man?”

Lilia nodded.
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“He is on this flagship. | want him here.”

So did Lilia. Indeed, yes! The commander, Eitel, Tibullus—
anybody!

“Will you help me?”

Would she? Oh, gladly, gladly! Her voice was a mouse squeak.
She cleared her throat and weakly tried again.

“W-what do you want me to do?”

“I will unfasten the door. You will call anyone in earshot—
without screaming, mind. We do not want a crowd in this little
cabin, do we? And you will say that you have a message for the
commanders ears alone. When he comes, you may go.”

His eyes never wavered. The gaze was hypnotic. She nodded
mutely. His hand darted out and seized her wrist, twisting and
bringing her arm up and behind her back. She felt the prick of
that knife in her side as she was forced toward the door.

“Use your imagination, girl! Now!”

He removed the bar and the door opened. He pushed her for-
ward until she could see down the corridor—and looked straight
into the angry face of Eitel, who stood there only inches away,
with his finger on his lips, just out of sight of the armed man in
the room.

“Call out, girl.”

There was no one else in sight at the moment. Eitel nodded.
She called loudly, as though whoever she called was far away:

“Seaman, will you take a message to Commander Varro?”
Then, as though he had answered in a voice distant and in-
audible:

“Of course it is important. Please come here.”

The grip on her wrist relaxed. Only a trifle, but it was enough.
She twisted like an eel. His wet hand, her sweaty wrist, sepa-
rated. She was out into the corridor in a cat’s wink and Eitel was
inside the cabin instantly, to seize the pirate like a child, raise
him and slam him almost senseless to the floor.

Lilia ran, screaming, down the corridor to the companionway.
People were coming to meet her, coming fast, among them Trib-
une Quintus and behind him the man whom she was so glad to
see—Commander Manlius, his face full of concern—for her!

She pointed back toward the cabin at the sounds of struggle
and Eitel’s savagely inhuman roar of triumph. She ran back with
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them, to see the slim brown man helpless across the Hern’s
brawny thigh, his back bent like a bow, agony in his face and his
spine about to snap.

She pushed through the onlookers and fell against Eitel, pum-
meling him with her small fists. “Don’t! Don’t kill him! The bat-
tle is over. It will be murder. Eitel—he didn’t hurt me!”

Eitel stared. His eyes were bloodshot. It was as though he did
not see or know her. She pulled at his hands, unable to loosen his
fingers.

“Put him down. He wants to talk to the commander. He is my
prisoner now.”

The passion seeped slowly out of the giant’s face. His iron-
hard muscles relaxed. He stared at her with little under-
standing.

He glared about the room at those who watched, not daring to
come closer to a man so near to insanity. His eyes fell upon the
dagger, still clenched in the pirate’s hand. Eitel snatched at it as
though his rage must find some outlet and, with all his strength,
drove it to the hilt in the stout planks of the floor.

The pirate rolled, fighting for breath, out of the death grip in
which he had been held. His blurred vision took in the sight of
Manlius’ red battle cloak, the medals, the insignia.

His grin was a feeble imitation of what it had been, but it was
still insouciant and unafraid.

“Commander Varro of the Thirteenth Legion, | suppose. | am
Vorco the Volscian—at present, unattached. | have come a long
way to meet you. | should like to enlist at your convenience. |
think we have much in common, you and me!”

He turned his head toward Lilia. “l yield me captive to your
will, clever trickster.”

His voice failed, his eyes closed. Whatever he had to say to the
commander would have to wait.
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A SOLDIER OF THE LEGION

The villa of Tullius Armentarius, Resident at Dyrrachium, was
situated on a low hill overlooking the magnificent harbor and
naval yards. The garden of the villa had been created with con-
siderable effort. It lay upon a natural shelf which had a southerly
exposure and took full advantage of its position sheltered from
the cold northerly winds.

Seated here, where the disembarkation could be observed in
its entirety, the Resident entertained his visitors in the shade of a
large plantain tree. The sun drenched the garden with heat.

Hummingbirds hung on invisible wings, darting their needle
beaks into the trumpets of the morning glory vines and now and
then investigating a pot of honey on the table.

The Resident regarded his guests with benevolence. It was a
joy to be with people who appreciated the gracious luxuries of
life.

Manlius admired the rainproof cloak of fine goat hair which
his host had laid aside. It looked like the royal purple—eally a
red, darker than the cavalry flaunted. “The very cloak of Caesar.”

“Not quite.” The Resident seemed pleased at the compliment.
“It would be death to wear such. It is murex-dyed, but the
minutest shade fighter.” They gazed out over the harbor.

Some units of the convoy still lay at anchor awaiting available
dock space. Those worst damaged had been singled out for im-
mediate attention and warped in by the slave drag teams. A few,
already unladen, were in the yards being repaired.

The sounds of busy hammers and saws rose up to the garden,
muted by distance to a drowsy buzz. The Hercules and a se-
verely battered bireme, which had brought up the rear to arrive
in a precariously sinking condition, had been beached. Near
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them, the transports which carried the horses and mules were
also high upon the sands.

Because Dyrrachium lacked sufficient drydock facilities for so
many simultaneous unloadings, these transports were careened
to expose the entry ports below the waterline. Now that the calk-
ing was removed, the closed watertight ports were opened and
the animals led out.

At the same time, gangs of workmen scraped the hulls clean of
barnacles. As the ports were closed, they were again recalked
and the ships eased slowly upright, while the winches and wind-
lasses clanked and the thick hemp cables unwound.

The troopers claimed their mounts, the wagons rumbled out of
the cavernous holds, and the muleteers, as well pleased as then-
charges to turn their backs on the unstable water, harnessed up
the beasts in as friendly and companionable a mood as they were
ever likely to share.

The ships had berthed a little after daybreak and begun dis-
gorging at once. They lay alongside the wharves, shackled to
iron rings, ready for a quick casting off of lines. As century after
century disembarked, unavoidably out of place, the legion grad-
ually took form with a minimum of confusion.

“l cannot imagine,” said Armentarius, “why you are unwilling
to give up the pirate chief for crucifixion. | assure you that jus-
tice here is swift.” %

Manlius said, “lI do not quite understand either. It is a curious
situation. He is not exactly my prisoner. | find him interesting
also. He seems a forthright man and | rather admire his courage.
He does not fear death, | am certain, and he has asked to be per-
mitted enlistment. | cannot explain my feelings, but I am in-
clined toward him.”

The Resident did not press the point. “Well, if you are willing
to accept such a man into your ranks, that is your privilege,
Commander. | certainly don’t want him! Do you intend remain-
ing here tonight? If so, you are welcome to enjoy such entertain-
ment as the villa can offer. | assure you it is ample.”

His encompassing gesture took in the three officers. Matho sat
up a little straighter and sank back with a wistful regret in his
attitude, when Manlius answered with a shake of his head.

“I prefer to be well on the road by that time. With your excel-
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lent facilities, we should be ready to march by midday, judging
by what | see down there.”

The legion formation was almost complete. The last few ships
were lifting anchor in preparation to take their places in the
berths being vacated for them. Commissariat carts from the har-
bor stores depot were replenishing the army wagons and march-
ing rations were being issued directly from the former.

“Another fig, Commander? A sweet cake, then? Perhaps you
gentlemen . . . ?”

Quintus held up a palm in protest and belched politely, al-
though he unostentatiously helped himself to a little more wine
for his stomach’s sake. One must be careful of one’s health. He
allowed the savor to linger in his nostrils before rolling the de-
lightful body of it over his tongue.

“At least you must try the baths of Villa Armentarius, | flatter
myself that mine are equal to any of their size in Rome.”

“l think we do have time for that.” Manlius and Quintus rose.
Matho, who was not often included in such meetings of state,
slyly took a fistful of the rich confections and followed, nibbling
them.

They passed through the atrium and out the other side of the
villa. The baths were indeed Iluxurious, well furnished and
served by skilled and attentive slaves. The soap was scented
Egyptian, cast in the shape of grinning apes.

“The god Bes,” said the Resident. “A pleasant sensation, is it
not—to be cleansed by a god?”

Matho’s eyes were following a well-formed girl bearing a
steam-befogged ewer. He smiled and held out his goblet. She
poured the chilled wine slowly, letting her gaze linger admir-
ingly upon his corded arms and muscular chest.

“lI can think of others even more pleasant,” he said slyly. She
smiled again.

Matho preened himself and unconsciously tensed his biceps
under her regard. She set down the ewer, took a bone strigil, and
began removing the perfumed oil from his back, resting her free
hand upon his shoulder while she stroked.

“Try this spiced wine, hot and laced with raw eggs, Com-
mander. An excellent aphrodisiac which | find most efficacious.

May | recommend it to you?”
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Manlius shook his head. “l regret that I must decline. I have
no intention of herding my men out of the city wineshops in the
morning, in the condition in which I am sure they would find
themselves tonight.

“Tribune Quintus—Master of Horse—enjoy your wine
promptly, I insist. There is little time remaining for pleasure.”

Matho’s stiffened muscles collapsed as though he had no fur-
ther use for them.

Quintus sighed gustily. “Alas, old friend, you have a will of
iron. Sometimes | think it has gone to your head also and altered
it from flesh and bone. There will come a day when you will be
sorry that you did not accept the simple pleasures which the
gods have provided to make drab fives endurable to men.”

“There is a time and place for all things,” Manlius said suc-
cinctly. “This is the time to march and this is the place to march
from. We thank you for your hospitality, sir.

“Come, Quintus, Matho. We must go.”

They made their way down the hill in fitters already provided
and waiting in the courtyard. As they went, the Resident pointed
out items of interest to Manlius, who reclined with him.

“This is a rich port. Much silk passes through here, though lit-
tle of late since the trade routes have been cut. Profits have been
reduced lamentably. We are doing well with shipments of
valonia oak acorn cups. There is nothing better for tanning
leather.

“We ship out dyewood, cheese, sheep, horses, and salted
meats. Purpura is of good quality and always in demand. We
gather some byssus—not so good as silk, of course, but the
Greeks like it better. Being islanders, they discovered it first, you
know.

“Dyrrachium was once a Greek city, back in those golden days
of Magna Graecia they are so fond of talking about.”

The legion was drawn up in a rough approximation of military
formation. Largely, all units were in place. Centurions and
harassed company clerks bustled about, checking quality of
supplies being issued, amounts, shortages, and signing man-
ifests.
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Marching rations were still being slipped into packs by the lat-
est comers as they arrived from their ships.

Some of the men sat. Some had taken the opportunity to lie in
the shade. The nearby tavemkeepers were making the most of
the windfall—their touts loudly praising the superiority of the
local vintages over the army issue.

A lot of small coins changed hands. A good many waterfront
girls went drifting casually through the formation, laughing,
teasing, joking. They flirted, accepted a flattering pinch, gave a
kiss, saucily arranging meetings for the night, in case there was
some hitch in the plans of the mighty and the legion did, by
some miracle, not march immediately.

Money changed hands here too, in exchange for addresses and
keys, but only the young soldiers were so naive. The veterans
grunted with disgust and sent the deceitful baggages packing—
they had served their apprenticeship in a hundred frontier towns
and needed no further lessons in being cheated.

A group of aloof ladies of quality observed their more vocal
sisters with what seemed envy. They fussed with their gauzy
veils, letting them slip by accident and quickly hiding their faces
with hennaed fingers, until only their kohl-darkened eyes were
visible. They approached the rude, licentious foreign soldiery
with caution, shrinking away if accosted—afterward giggling and
whispering among themselves, pointing out this and that individ-
ual among the crowd, like spectators at a zoo.

Lilia, standing beside Tibullus, watched all this with interest.
She found everything she saw exciting. She felt at ease and she
was happy, knowing that she had been accepted at last

In her immediate neighborhood the talk was not careless. No
one looked at her as though she were a bridge girl. They knew
who she was and that she was one of them. In case there might
be someone not quite convinced, there was always the tight knot
of her tent companions around her and the big Hun standing by.

Eitel was now tacitly accepted as a member of the expedition.
As he understood horses, he became listed on the roster as a sub-
stitute wagoner, expected to make himself useful in many ways.
Although he had several times been closeted with Manlius, actu-
ally he was considered of little importance except as a strong
back and another willing pair of hands. His wants were few:
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enough food to sustain his massive body, a ration of wine, a pair
of blankets under a wagon, and some free time to watch over the
girl whom apparently he had adopted—to the curiosity and sus-
picion of those who had known her earliest.

Of all these, only Tibullus seemed to be unconcerned. He
stood beside Lilia, in a surly mood, waiting for Longinus to
bring back the rations for their tent. Lilia hugged his arm and
Tibullus suffered it with some embarrassment at the covert
smiles of those who watched. He was not well liked.

When Longinus returned he was heavily laden. In addition to
the food issue, he carried equipment for Lilia as well. A lorica,
helmet and greaves, blanket, and a small amount of field equip-
ment, including sling, a light bow and quiver of arrows.

She had already been given a stout pair of hobnailed boots
while on the ship, leather breeches, and a kilt of regulation linen.
Now, over her leather tunic just received, she slipped on the
armor. It fitted neatly. She was surprised that it did not feel
heavy. The lorica was so well balanced that it did not bind her
overly much. Lilia’s figure was yet little more than that of a boy.

However, she was noticed. She went into a wagon and
changed. When she came out, she blushed at the admiring whis-
tles that went up and ran to Tibullus, hanging her head. He
laughed and gave her the helmet.

“Now you are a legionary.”

“Probably be a cursed better one than you,” growled Centu-
rion Ciscus, who had taken in the proceedings. “Couldn’t be
worse. We’'ll find out tonight when we make camp. Here, girl,
take this.”

He held out his own worn dagger and belt. She tried to fit it
around her slim waist without success. He snatched it away.
“Not like that. Herel The balteus across your chest—so—on your
left shoulder; the pugio hangs at your right hip—like a sword.”

Ciscus held up her arm and felt of her muscles. He shook his
head.

“When you get some hard lumps in there, I'll give you a
sword and teach you how to use it. You might start a few days
later than this fumble-fingered crew you are with, but that won’t
matter.

“You'll be at the head of the line before long, giving them les-
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sons. Mars knows why I'm cursed with these dull-witted ditch-
diggers. | dont. Must be for my sins. Just let me know if any of
these six-fingered cook’s helpers get out of line, arnica. I'll set 'em
straight. | like you. You're a little short on both ends, but real
nice in between.”

He swaggered off, proud and haughty. Behind him, the recruits
looked at each other with solemn faces, until Lilia burst into an
uncontrollable fit of the giggles. Ciscus was too far away to hear
her, but not enough to miss the roar of laughter which she
brought about.

His measured pace did not increase as he strode away. His
back became a little straighter. No one who met him dared to
chuckle at his glowering glare.

Suddenly a ripple of excitement ran down the line, which
straightened and took military form. Those who had been taking
their ease now hastily quit the shade, swallowed their last gulp
of wine, pushed away the girls they were talking with, and be-
came rigid statues in their proper places.

Manlius had entered the square with his officers and aide.

“Stand quiet!” The ranks relaxed. Lilia seized the opportunity
to shrug on her pack. A few others did the same.

“Count off!” Cohort by cohort, century by century, names
were checked off the company rolls.

“Lucius Sempronius Atticus!” “Here!”
“Gaius Longinusl” “Here!”
“Tibullus Paulus Metellus!” “Here!”

“Lilia Comma Metellus!”

No answer. The decurion looked up, frowning. He scanned the
roster.

“Lilia Corinna Metellus!” Someone punched her in the back.

“Here!” Lilia stammered. The decurion made a check mark.
The roll call went on, but Lilia was unaware of it.

I am on the roster of the Thirteenth Legion, she reflected. It
was stupefying. A soldier in the Emperor’s Own! And on the
roster!

Oh, Julia! Chloris! Ah, Father, Mother, what would you think
if you could see me now?

Centurion Ciscus came back, walking with long, quick strides.
Vorco was close behind. He was thrust among the recruits, to
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find a place as though he had always been there. He favored
Lilia with a dazzling display of white teeth. She smiled happily
back.

“Take care of this pirate,” growled Ciscus. “l may want to Kill
him myself, when | have more time.”

“All present and accounted for.”

The tablets and styluses were put away. The clerks and non-
coms took their places. Commander Manlius mounted his horse.
He lifted his hand and the trumpets blared.

A ragged cheer went up from the watchers. Somebody mut-
tered sardonically, “Damned glad to get rid of us now they’ve
got our money, aren’t they?”

The band struck up a gay marching time. The legion was on
the road again.

All present and accounted for.



i8

LITTLE SISTER TO THE CAMP

The Via Egnatia, five hundred and forty miles long, was not
quite two centuries old, but it had already seen much history.

It had originally been designed merely for getting across
Greece, but political trends and military expediency were mak-
ing it into the backbone of the Empire.

Along it, the armies of Caesar and Pompey had marched and
countermarched. It passed the birthplace of Alexander the
Great. Lucullus’ legions had traveled it on the way to the con-
guest of Armenia and the frustrating of Parthian ambitions. Lu-
cullus had died in the city of Apollonia, only one bead in the
long string of cities which marked the route of armies.

Brutus and Cassius had fought upon the highway for the dom-
ination of Philippi; Neapolis, near that city, had been the base
of Augustus, in his campaign to make himself Emperor, and had
sheltered him before and after that battle. It was definitely a mil-
itary road.

At one end it touched the Adriatic Sea—at the other, it reached
the Black, known to many peoples as the Sea of Ravens, where
moved the dread nomad tribes of the Sacae, whom the Greeks
feared and called Scythians.

At the most southerly curve of this important highway to the
wars of the world there lay the Bosphorus and that queen of the
eastern marches, Byzantium, pride of Greece and the mightiest
relic of her former glory; at the northern terminus, Dyrrachium.

At its usual measured route step, the legion swung freely along
in the customary order of march. The air was warm and humid,
freshened slightly by a weak breeze from the sea on their right
as they moved out of the city.

On the level coastal plain they made good time and did not
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rest until they reached the small town of Petra, six miles to the
south, on higher ground. As she had done before, Lilia counted
milestones. She was pleased to discover that, even laden as she
was with her unaccustomed gear, she had no difficulty in keep-
ing up with the rest. She felt that she too was becoming a sea-
soned veteran.

The ache had gone out of her calves. Her ankle was no
longer swollen and her feet, while still tender, were comfortable
in their wrappings inside her new army boots.

She was more accustomed to sandals and had a pair of these
tucked into her pack as a reserve, but there was no opportunity
to change until the relief break should come. When it did, she
decided to go on as she was, for ahead loomed the foothills of
the Acroceraunian Mountains through which they must pass.

She looked around while the column rested. She was familiar
with most of the group who sat nearby, as she had been visited
by them during the long trip.

Closest, of course, were the members of her own tent, rear-
ranged and reduced now by one, to make a permanent place for
her.

Tibullus, her husband. Longinus, the somber, moody man who
had so alarmed her the first night she had slept near him, and
who now seemed more unhappy than dangerous.

Counterbalancing the former centurion’s surly, reticence was
the man everybody called the Farmer. He was well liked, always
cheerful and helpful around the camp. He had moved in when
Titus, the artist, and Antimon, the inventor, had been assigned to
another tent so that these cronies could be together.

Galba the Farmer was a slow talker, enthusiastic only upon
one subject—he land. He never tired of sampling bits of sail,
crumbling it in his clumsy fingers, smelling it, tasting it, talking
about it and the farm which would be his as a bonus when his
service was done. Lilia supposed that he must know what would
grow best in any given plot of earth he tested.

He was awkward with weapons and the despair of Centurion
Ciscus, who called him a wood-butcher as the least of his criti-
cisms.

The Farmer listened good-humoredly, nodding at each pause,
brow furrowed with effort to understand. Then he would go



LITTLE SISTER TO THE CAMP 229

through the drill again, making the same errors in the same way,
until Ciscus yanked at his own beard in disgust.

The next tent in the row, as one looked down the street of
tents, sheltered the two friends who had been displaced by Lilia.

They had not minded the change. Antimon was an ingenious
fellow with a sense of humor. He had made her a parting gift of
a small pinwheel he had previously attached to his own helmet,
since he saw her enthralled by it. It spun and buzzed in the wind
like the whirring wings of a great bee. She did not dare to wear
it but was delighted.

Titus promised to paint her picture when he could find the
time.

The other members in this tent were Atticus and a wiry fellow
who called himself Decius, who laughingly explained that he
had previously belonged to a fire-fighting unit which had been
accused of setting fires for money and refusing to put them out
unless paid in advance.

“Always worked out fine,” he said, “until another gang, clients
of Crassus the Younger, tried to cut in. We had a terrible row to
see which crew was going to put out the blaze. It lasted so long
and we got so interested in fighting that the tenement burned
flat, without anybody squirting a siphon or emptying a single
bucket of water on the ashes.

“Sad thing! Took another building, too. Nobody got paid.
Both of them belonged to old Claudius, the Emperor’s uncle, or
it wouldn’t have mattered. These things happen all the time, you
know.

“However, Claudius, the pumpkin head, raised such a stink
about it, losing his rents and all that—no insurance, maybe—that
both of the gangs went out of business. Some got caught and
sent to the arena. | was scared—though | had always rather put
out a fire than set one. | was fast on my feet and joined the army
just in time!”

All in this tent were approximately the same age and got along
well together.

The tent on the other side of Lilia’s held Morgo, the Greek
slave who had been created a freedman by the recruiting de-
curion shortly before the arrival of the City Cohort. He was a
happy soldier, always whistling and humming on the journey,
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bubbling over with joy at the thought that he would soon be
passing through his homeland. Ciscus watched him with skepti-
cism, seeing in him a potential deserter the nearer the legion
came to Greek Epirus.

Kervashe, one of Morgo’s tentmates, moody and quiet, was al-
most the Greek’s opposite. He lived much within himself, laconic
in speech, a precisionist in his duties. His time was spent mainly
in the upkeep of his equipment or lying with hands clasped
behind his head, gazing off into space, apparently lost in medita-
tion.

If Lilia tried to engage him in conversation he would answer
courteously but offered nothing to keep it going. He sought no
friends.

There were others, whom Lilia liked, who were no longer
neighbors. Proxillus was one, the handsome black-haired boy
with the trumpet of his own, old, dented, but bright with polish.
After his basic training, he had been attached to the cavalry and
now rode instead of walking.

Lucas, the knife fighter—gangster, alley lurker, young and vi-
cious—that good friend, because of his quickness had been made
rope twister and striker in one of the carroballista crews. It was
his particular scorpion in which the nest had been made for her
hiding place, at the risk of discovery and punishment.

Lucas slept now with the crew of his artillery piece. Lilia did
not see him often, but his advancement pleased her very much.

She did not know where one recruit had gone. She searched in
vain for the eager face of Domitius, the young water carrier, so
proud of his new outfit. She was not told that he was dead, lost
overboard in the seabattle. Neither was she told that she carried
his sandals in her pack, so soft and comfortable because they
had been well broken in on that march down the spine of Italy,
from Rome to Brundisium.

Voreo, the Etruscan pirate, now filled the place of Domitius.
He marched with the others, carried a heavy pack as they did,
but was not yet entrusted with an issue of arms.

Beside him at night, Centurion Ciscus spread his blankets. He
was watchful guardian and scourge of all these recruits, his
craggy face softening only when he glanced at Lilia, winch was
frequently, when he thought himself unobserved.
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Lilia did not feel herself favored. When she did catch one of
the centurion’s sidelong looks, it was only to wonder what infrac-
tion of the rules he would be most apt to find her committing.

She had begun to think of herself as a soldier and a clumsy
one at that. She dreaded the oncoming of night. She knew it was
then that the recruits received the training which could not be
given during the march.

Would it be swordplay? Drill? Oh, not for a while! Not with
that lance the others were carrying! Just to look at the long sharp
blade made the inner wall of her stomach try to curl up against
her backbone. How could she ever bring herself to learn to
throw that dangerous thing at anyone?

Well, maybe it would be too heavy to throw—she wasn’t quite
sure she could lift it.

The whistles shrilled. Up now and into line again. The pack
was heavier than it had been before she sat down. She judged
the descent of the sun with the knowing look that she had lately
learned. Three short hours more. Then there would be food and
sleep.

Must keep up with the boys that long. Mustn’'t disgrace the
tent. No falling back today. All right for camp followers, shame-
ful for a legionary.

There was another problem besides that of weariness. At the
various rest periods of five minutes to the hour, men fell out to
relieve themselves. Sometimes there was cover and sometimes
none.

Lilia, at these stops, averted her eyes. She was still young
enough to be embarrassed and she began to worry. How should
she cope with the situation when it became necessary to do so?

Owing to the superior continence of women, the problem did
not arise soon. When it did—there was a thick growth of bush
available. She was surprised at first, when she emerged, to find
herself completely ignored.

Knowing her comrades well by this time, she expected some
unwelcome, though kindly and harmless, teasing. Nothing was
said. Looking around for the reason, she saw that Eitel had
alighted from his wagon and come up. He was gazing pointedly
at some distant clouds, casually unconcerned, swinging his
twelve-foot mule whip.
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Then the whistles sounded, the ranks closed in, and the legion
marched on.

With them, still keeping pace with a great effort, marched
Lilia, matching their mile-devouring stride, smiling a little to
herself. Now she began to feel something of the spirit which
bound these men of many classes and origins into a force so ter-
rible and strong.

She knew she had been accepted as a comrade, but only dimly
had she realized how deep that feeling of comradeship ran. Here
was a kinship, a dependency one upon the other, far exceeding
that of family. She felt now that she need never fear these men.

She was confident that the menace of the whip had been quite
unnecessary, that no remarks would have been passed. She
glowed.

How nice it was to have six thousand friends!

So they passed on together, down the Roman road in a for-
eign, conquered land—eavalry, artillery, wagons, and the indomi-
table legion in all its pride and strength.

The legate, bound by his sense of duty; the seasoned officers
and the dusty ranks of the milites gregarii—the “booted ones”—
all the short, the tall, the veterans and the recruits, the gray-
beards and the lame; here trotted the fierce, spiked-collared war
dogs, huge Molossian hounds with blunt muzzles and heads as
large as buckets; here padded the soft-slippered ~lingers and the
light-armed archers; here marched the gently reared girl and her
petulant young husband, with their tent companions and friends
—all marching on the noble quest of rescue of the Lost Legion—
and the big Hun, no idealist, never very far away, should she
need protection.

And as they passed, with iron-shod feet making the ground
tremble, little creatures fell quiet, under the stones, in the
bushes, deep within their dens—their lives momentarily altered
by the passing of the legion.

Like the Via Appia, the Egnatian Way had campsites and bar-
racks conveniently arranged for overnight use by military units.
Owing to the late start, the Thirteenth swung into camp early,
near the small town of Clodiana. Consequently, Centurion
Ciscus took advantage of the extra hour. He lost no time in gath-
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ering his awkward squad together for a brief drill and one of his
usual lectures.

For the first time Lilia was included. It was as bad as she had
feared. Ciscus cast a severe glance at her as his gaze swept along
the line. “Attention!” he thundered, slapping his vine-stick along
his thigh.

“Recruit Metellus, stand to arms.” Lilia looked puzzled.

“Advance one step. Face me. Head erect, back straight, belly
in, chest well out.”

Someone tittered. It sounded like Tibullus. You wait, Tibullus!
Her face flamed, but she stood rigid, staring straight ahead.

“Thumbs along the seam of the breeches, recruit. Silence in
the ranks. If | hear another sound, that man will do a full night
of sentry duty!”

There was a breathless quiet. The centurion stepped forward,
minutely adjusted the angle of Lilia’s bow, which she still car-
ried across her back, pulled the dagger at her hip a quarter of an
inch into place, took two steps backward, and surveyed his la-
bors with evident satisfaction.

“That is how a soldier ought to look. One day in the ranks and
this recruit is a lesson to all of you. By Jupiter and Mars, you will
look as good if | decide to let you live long enough.”

He shook his vine-stick meaningfully, making it swish through
the air. “There is a wagonful of these for me to wear out. Stand
quiet!” All relaxed their rigid posture. “Recruit Metellus, unsling
your bow.”

With some effort and without offered help, Lilia managed to
string the light bow. It was a short bow with a sinew backing,
such as used by the auxiliaries in other legions, and carried only
as a supplementary weapon by the Thirteenth. In comparison
with their sixty-pounders, this of Lilia’s had less than a thirty-
pound pull. Even so, it was difficult for her to draw.

She fitted an arrow to the string, holding it in the primary
release, as she had been accustomed to do at home, for she and
Julia had practiced a little with archery and been taught the
Greek manner of it by Chloris, who was an expert.

However, she soon learned that this was not the army way of
doing things. Centurion Ciscus looked horrified.

“Not between your thumb and forefinger. You want to let it
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fly, not see it fall on the ground choked to death. Here. Like this.
Pay attention. 1 only show a recruit once. | don’t do favors for
anybody.

“First three fingers around the string. Arrow between first and
second fingers. No! Not like that!” He struck his brow with his
fist in despair. Lilia had dropped the arrow on the ground.

Ciscus reached for the bow. Lilia was too quick for him. She
bent, picked up the arrow in mortified haste, and had it on the
cord in a single motion.

Fury at her clumsiness, doubled by anger at being thus singled
out before the men, gave her strength that she did not know she
possessed. Instead of drawing the arrow back to her breast, as
she had done with the other girls in play, she raised the bow,
somehow got the feathers back against her right ear, sighted
along the arrow at a lance stuck erect in the ground, about thirty
feet away, and let fly, breathing a prayer to Fortuna as she did
SO.

The goddess favored her again. The arrow whistled through
the air and struck, thrilling, into the upright shaft of the lance.

Lilia calmly shouldered the bow, stuck her thumb in her cross-
belt in as nonchalant a maimer as she had seen others do, and sa-
luted. “Satisfactory, sir?”

Ciscus closed his mouth like a trap. He mutely nodded her
back into place in the ranks. Then he turned on the gaping re-
cruits.

“When you can do that you will be soldiers,” he roared.
“Unsling bows, all.”

When | can do it again, Lilia silently reflected, I will be an
older soldier than | ever expect to be.

For some time practice went on. They shot at butts, at clouts,
at marks. A few even shot at the lance, but no arrow struck it. As
though Ciscus surmised more than he admitted, Lilia was not
asked to shoot at any target a second time.

He used her as an example and a comparison. He criticized
the others to their detriment and unhappiness. They shot singly.
They shot in series and in volleys.

“Aim high when you shoot, rather than low. When the enemy
comes at you, you will be trying to kill him, not frighten him
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away. A low arrow hits the dirt—a high one may kill in the sec-
ond rank.

“Enough for now. Shoulder bows. Uncoil slings.”

Ciscus motioned a Balearican to take over. He was a short,
squat fellow with powerful arms and shoulders. He carried a
slim dagger and a light round shield. For some time he had
stood as an interested onlooker.

“This is the man who will be your instructor.”

“l am Atro Behouin, Slinger First Class,” he said in a mild
pleasant voice. A ribbon sling dangled from his right hand and
he drew it through his belt, where another was wrapped around
his loins. A third served him as headband.

“Some of you know me, but | see two new faces.” He in-
dicated Vorco and Lilia. “These soldiers will have to be initiated
as you were.”

A ripple of amusement ran through the line of recruits. Some
nudged each other, knowing what was to come.

‘1 will explain the use of the sling to the newcomers. It is a
simple weapon. Most deadly. It consists of two cords of equal
length, one with a loop, the other without. The sling we shall use
tonight has a pouch and we shall use stones, as we are striving
mainly for distance, not accuracy. In war”—speaking directly to
Lilia—‘you would hurl stones indiscriminately into a crowd of
enemies.

“Now, for precision marksmanship, an experienced slinger
would use this sling.”

He unwound the one he wore upon his head. “As you see, this
is made from short leather thongs and has no pouch. The missile
is a leaden bullet, oval and pointed at both ends. It is called a
glans, or acorn, and is grooved to hold the thong.”

Behouin gave one bullet to her and another to Vorco. Lilia no-
ticed that hers was inscribed with the motto “Take this!” and
when she exchanged to examine Vorco’s, which was larger than
hers and heavier, saw that it too bore a warning: “Desist! cast
into it, from the mold.

“The first one weighs three ounces—again for distance. The
second one, an Attic pound, for close work as for stopping a
charge. It can crack the frontlet of a horse and drop him at fifty



236 The Lost Legion

paces. It is used with this sling, called a funda, which you see |
wear around my waist.

“The long one, looped, you can wear as a belt. It will always
be handy. This third and last has a range better than the bow
and arrow and is quite lethal up to five hundred paces. We
sometimes use these in sieges—hurling iron bullets, heated red
hot. This tin strip slips on the thong to protect it from burning.

“Now, the pouch sling we are about to use is very good with a
smooth stone which you can find for yourselves in almost any
brook. You should always carry an ample supply in your Kit.
Lead is expensive. It is also a smart idea to carry a double hand-
ful of small pebbles.

“Use three or four in the pouch at one time for game hunting.
You can knock over a rabbit or a bird, once in a while, for your
stewpot. If you get too many, Til take one any time.”

The men laughed and Lilia’s tension lightened.

“Now, recruits. The loop goes over the second finger of the
right hand, the plain end between the thumb and forefinger.

“Hold your shield up—eft elbow a little beyond the line of
your body—lower—you must be able to see over it, girl.

“If you were one of us Balearicans, you wouldn’t have this
armor. We never wear it. The loose skirt of your tunic would be
thrown over your left forearm, as | do mine, to form a pocket
and you could carry about a score of these brook pebbles with-
out losing them. That way, they are easy to get at. If you have to
run, you would hold your shield tight against your body to keep
the pocket closed.

“The stone goes in the pouch so—’ He looked about for a tar-
get. “Yonder tree, the nest and the twig that holds the nest. Ob-
serve.”

The sling whirled in a blur around his head. It hummed and
whined as it gathered speed. The stone whirred away with great
violence and accuracy, almost invisible to Lilia. She heard the
loose end crack like a whip when it was released. The nest flew
from the crotch which held it.

Before it struck the ground, a second stone was on the way to
sever the twig from its supporting branch and send it whirling
through the air.

“That is how it should be done,” said Behouin. “That is what
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you must strive to learn. Had the bird flown from the nest, |
could have picked her out of the air. Were it a large bird, say a
raven, | could have clipped off her head without injuring the
body.”

It was not a boast but a calm statement of fact—so offered and
so received.

“l do not expect this from you. We of the isles are trained thus
from childhood. It will be sufficient if your first shots hit the tree.
As time goes on, you will do much better and sniprise your-
selves.

“It is all a matter of timing the release and nothing can teach
you that but long hours of practice. Now, shall we begin?”

He beckoned to Vorco, who stepped to the mark and accepted
the proffered sling and stones. The Etruscan selected one with
care, fitted it into the pouch, and sent it buzzing through the
leaves without effort. Another and another followed, approxi-
mately in the same area, betraying some familiarity with the
weapon.

“Excellent!” Behouin beamed. “When | am through with you,
you will be able to strike any part of the human body at will.

“Girl, let me see what you can do.”

This was the moment Lilia dreaded. She had never had a sling
in her hands in her life. Frantically she tried to remember what
the instructor had said. There was just too much. She could not
even recollect how to hold the thongs.

Behouin fixed them for her, placed a stone in the pouch, and
backed away. All Lilia could recall was that the sling must be
whirled around a few times and the stone would come out and
hit something. Not the instructor! Not one of the men, she
hoped.

She whirled the stone faithfully. The sling gathered speed. It
hummed—that sounded about right, anyway. Why was the group
scattering? Why was everybody running? Cowards!

She let go, feeling proud that she remembered how to do it—
the stone went—where? Not into the tree, that was certain.

She stood bewildered. Behouin yelled and leaped at her,
striking her heavily, knocking her down and away, and the stone
plunked on the ground—upon the spot where she had just been

standing.
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All the men were laughing—even Tibullus. All right for you,
Tibullus—et’s see how good you are when your turn comes—
can laugh as loud as you can!

“Like this,” said the instructor, patiently fixing another stone.
“Remove your bow. Swing the thongs laterally. Around your
head, not in an up-and-down circle.

“Look straight at what you want to hit and, when you cast, let
your hand point at the target. Never mind those buffoons. Two
weeks ago there wasn’t one of them that could hit the ground
from the top of a pine tree. Now, try it again.”

Lilia gritted her teeth. Around her head, was it? Around and
around and around. The thong let go with a satisfying crack.
The stone whistled into the body of the tree and thumped
against the trunk. How do you like that one, Tibullus?

The Balearican clapped her on the shoulder. It was like an
accolade. Lilia felt a little taller than she had before. Learning to
be a soldier was not going to be so hard as she had thought.

This was fun. It was just a matter of getting the knack of
doing things. If they would just stick to one thing at a time! Ob-
viously that was not the army way, either.

Now Behouin picked up four parcels, wrapped in thin leather,
tied with dangling cords. He went over to a low-hanging branch
and tied the parcels there to dangle. He came back to Vorco and
Lilia. »

“Two for each of you. This is your food for tonight. Sausage in
one, bread in the other. You will hurl until you strike your parcel
and you will then take it down. If you hit both you will eat well.
It may be that you will have bread and no meat, or meat and no
bread. If you strike nothing, you will eat nothing tonight.

“You had best try hard and not waste time. It will soon be
dark.”

He gave each a sling and a supply of stones and marked the
places where they were to stand—a scratch on the ground thirty
feet from the tree. Then he led the remainder of the group away,
to a safer spot for their own, more advanced evening drill.

Vorco and Lilia began to throw, with greater precision as it
grew darker. Hunger lent interest to their competition. Vorco
scored first, striking the bread and a little later his meat.

He sat munching, offering advice, while Lilia grimly continued
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hurling until her arm ached—the stones shooting off at all angles
and only occasionally striking the tree.

Then, when it was almost too dark to see, suddenly it became
easy. The thong was released when it should have been. The
stone hit the very branch and set the parcels swinging. The next
missile, by sheer accident Lilia knew, struck her package of sau-
sage.

Vorco kindly untied it for her and brought it back to the firing
point. Behouin, at a distance, applauded. Vorco surreptitiously
gave her a handful of small pebbles.

“Use them all,” he whispered. “He’ll never know the dif-
ference.”

“l would,” said Lilia, pleased with her first success, angry at
the time it had taken. Confidence encouraged her aim. In three
more shots with single stones, she hit the bread at last and had
her supper.

Still eating, the two strolled over and watched the marks-
manship of the others, talking together like comrades of long
standing.

“Do you still consider me your prisoner?” he asked.

She laughed and squeezed his arm. “A good friend, Vorco. |
have many friends here. One of the best.”

“As high in your estimation as the commander?”

She shook her head. “No one can be that high. First | hated
him. Then | was sorry for him— guess | still am—he seems so
lonely. I know he grieves for his dead wife. He only told me
once about his son, who cares little for him, | think. | have heard
rumors that he did not want to take command of this expedition.

“He has many troubles. Yet he has time to think of me. Vorco,
did you know he held up the sailing of the Hercules until I could
get there? Do you realize what that means? The whole fleet had
to wait for the flagship, because it was waiting for mel

“No, | don’t hate him any more. | think—maybe— don’t really
know—Vorco, can a woman love more than one man?”

Horrified, she clapped her fingers to her lips and hurried on a
few steps ahead of him. He caught up with her but did not an-
swer. He was revising his opinion of Commander Manlius Varro.

They took up positions again while they ate, but as spectators.
The advanced group now shot for distance; they shot for marks;
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they shot for height as Lilia had accidentally done, but with the
purpose, as Behouin explained, of dropping stones on the heads
of an enemy, not upon one’s own or that of a friend.

Not until it was quite dark were all permitted to stop practice
and return to camp. Then Lilia thankfully entered the tent to
groan a little in private and massage her aching arm.

This unusual day, however, was not quite over.

Even after the status of Lilia in the legion had been so defi-
nitely resolved, there was still one man not completely convinced.
His name was Pandarus, derived perhaps as a nickname because
of his former occupation, which in Spain had been that of a
procurer.

He had a quick mind for detecting an advantage and an open
hand for a sesterce. He had learned that these often marched to-
gether.

Pandarus came sidling into the tent, winking knowingly to the
men and smiling slyly at Lilia in a repugnant, oily manner which
he fancied to be ingratiating. He bobbed and bowed, raising a
hand as though beauty blinded his eyes.

“How lovely you are!” he exclaimed. He glanced around at
the seated men. “How | admire your good fortune, comrades.

“Ah, if only such a treasure had come to my tent for protec-
tion. How overjoyed | should have been! How fondly | should
have treated you. How you would have been overwhelmed with
riches!

“Possibly it is not too late? Would it not be well to seek the
shadow of an understanding person who knows how to express
the proper appreciation of such a jewel?”

He turned his back upon them and addressed himself more
directly to Lilia.

“If 1 could have had the managing of you in Rome, delightful
lady, | could have made the fortune of us both. Even here—’

He bent to whisper in her ear, stroking her shoulders with an
investigating hand. Lilia was too stupefied to protest, but she
shrank back as far as the tent wall would allow. She looked help-
lessly at Tibullus.

Pandarus said, ‘1f you will come with me now, or let me know
when you will be free, | can call upon you later. The senior cen-
turion of the Third Cohort wants a woman. He is a splendid
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man, openhanded, a free spender. You would be pleased with
him and he with you. Will you be available soon?”

The situation dawned finally upon Tibullus, whose slow wits
had been taken by surprise. The others had been watching him
to see what he would do, then glancing from one to another,
their faces like thunderclouds.

Tibullus said, in a weak voice which quavered. “Sir, you are
talking to my wife.”

Pandarus gave him a skeptical look and turned back to Lilia.
Tibullus touched his shoulder and Pandarus swept the timorous
hand aside in sublime disregard, reaching for his knife. He spat
out a scurrilous word and Tibullus paled and retreated.

Almost casually, Galba the Farmer seized Pandarus’ wrist with
unexpected quickness and strength. He wrung it. The knife fell.
All in the tent heard the cracking of tendons sliding across slen-
der bones.

“Can’t allow such language about my sister!”

Longinus grabbed the moaning man by the neck, swung him
around, and headed him for the entrance. “Or my niece!” he
said, and released the pimp, so Vorco, who was visiting, could
get in a hard kick. “Or my cousin!”

Pandarus shot through the opening and met Eitel face to face.
The loud words had sounded clearly through the thin leather
walls.

Other men were hurrying up from neighboring tents.

“You must be her father then, dog face!” Pandarus snarled.

Eitel looked at him as he might regard filth, before delivering
one terrific blow to the belly and another to Pandarus’ face, as he
reeled, doubled over in agony. Then he looked down at the un-
conscious man.

“No! Only her dog.” And walked away.

After that there were no more misunderstandings.
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“1 AM NO ASSASSINI”

When Vorco left Lilia and her companions he did not go at once
to his bed. He stood outside for a moment of indecision. It was
by this time quite dark, but the streets of the camp were marked
by the usual widely separated cressets.

He glanced at his tent, then turned his back upon it and
walked quickly away, as though he feared he might change his
mind. He went directly to the commander’s quarters, made him-
self known to the sentry posted there, and asked for admit-
tance.

Manlius and Quintus were relaxing over a game of backgam-
mon when Vorco was allowed to enter, followed by the sentry,
who was obviously tense with suspicion. Manlius nodded to the
legionary.

“Maintain post.”

The sentry’s gaze shifted pointedly to the dagger of the former
pirate. “Sir?” he expostulated.

Vorco’s white teeth gleamed. He drew the weapon, an eating
utensil only, and laid it on the game board between the players
without comment.

Manlius smiled. “You may resume post, sentry. We shall not
need you.” The sentry saluted and withdrew. Manlius said, “You
have chosen your own time for coming, recruit. I expected you
sooner. And now?”

Vorco hesitated. “You expected me? Then you must have sus-
pected also that | have something to tell you.”

“My friend, the tribune, speaks of little else. I do not believe
that you have anything to say that he has not first said.

“Do you wish to inform me that you knew of the legion’s
date of sailing? That you were promised wealth—honors—if |
were killed?”
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Vorco looked amazed. Manlius stood up. It was a quick, impa-
tient movement.

“Come, man, | am not a fool. You bear the scars of a prisoner.
Not many escape from the dungeons of the Career Tullianum.
None if they have been scheduled for the arena.

‘“Who made the promise? What were you promised? Am-
nesty? Your life? | know the thrust was aimed mainly at the
flagship. Who wants to see me dead?”

Quintus’ mouth opened. Manlius raised a restraining hand.

“l know what you would say. Let him speak. No harm shall
come to you, Etruscan. Speak freely.”

“In Rome, | would have been a slave. | would have been
killed like an animal, perhaps by an animal. | had been treated
like a wild beast. Fed upon filth.” Vorco’s voice shook with pas-
sion. His slight frame tensed.

“All my life | have supported those who suffer under the
whips of Rome, all those who tremble before her arrogance and
pride.

“Yes! | was offered freedom for myself if | brought about your
death. | told that man then that | was no assassin. | came against
you in war to earn that freedom.

“You took me captive—and you trusted me. On board ship |
heard only good things about you. Today | talked with the girl
you defended. The concession that you made in her behalf has
touched me deeply. | have learned to care for and respect her. |
have come to admire you.

“l say to you, as | did to that man— am no assassin. | am a
soldier as much as you.”

Manlius picked up the dagger. It was slender and sharp. He
weighed it in his hand. He held it out and drew his own.
Quintus half rose in his seat. Manlius motioned him back.

“Will you meet me hand to hand and so earn your reward?
Believe me, life is not so precious that | dread to risk it or shall
much regret its loss.” He sighed. “Sometimes | think that river of
Lethe is nothing more than a lovely brook, with meadows of
asphodel just beyond. | would gladly wander there, could | step
lightfoot across those waters.

'Tick up your dagger, pirate. No one shall interfere or punish
you should the contest go against me. The tribune will be our
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witness and our judge. He shall, by my warrant, see that you are
set free and unharmed to go where you will.”

Vorco’s face was convulsed. “l did not know that there was a
Roman in all the world such as you,” he muttered. “l told you I
would take service with you, but it was for my own ends. Now |
tell you again and without reservation. I am your man, Com-
mander, until you send me away.

“Being your man, | tell you now, beware of Caligula. It was
he who sent me at you and it was the Resident at Dyrrachium,
his creature, who helped me gather and organize the pirate fleet.
It was he who gave me the time of your sailing. If it had not
been for your protection of me, he would have killed me, or sent
me back to Rome in chains.

“l have no doubt, and neither must you, that now that this
strike has failed they will try again. Be on your guard. Your mis-
sion, if it depends upon the good will and favor of your Em-
peror, is doomed!”

He flung out of the tent. Quintus and Manlius looked at each
other. Manlius sat heavily down, scattering the pieces on the
board.

Quintus said, “Now you know who and how—and | have told
you why.

“Turn back. Go no farther. We will seize those ships by force,
attack the Residency, and take the Resident prisoner and force
him to confess. Forget your fears of a civil war.

“Caesar had men who loved and worshiped him, as you, his
descendant, are looked upon by yours. It would be no more than
an easy march to victory. In the name of the restored Republic,
there is no man among your veterans who would hang back. If
you wish more—The Emperor’s Own! What a rallying cry!”

Manlius tapped his fingers against the letters on his dagger
hilt. “S.P.Q.R. Senatus Populusque Rormnus. Government prop-
erty, as | am, Quintus. My allegiance is to that slogan. Not to any
Emperor, but to the Senate and the people of Rome.

“l vowed to reach, succor, and aid those yet living who may
consider themselves members of the Lost Legion. Nothing, par-
ticularly personal ambition, shall stop me but my own death.”

“And if this is a lie? If there is no Lost Legion? Not even if it
means the deaths of your own legion?”
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“We know by the reports of those who escaped into Armenia,
after Crassus was defeated, that ten thousand prisoners were
taken by Parthia. They never came home. It has always been as-
sumed that they were placed as a buffer between Parthian lands
and those who wished to invade them. We must also assume that
they survived, took native wives, and had children who may or
may not have been brought up in the principles of Rome.

“Caesar confirmed this. | must believe that there he spoke
truth, until 1 am forced to believe otherwise. Believe me, | shall
glean information wherever | can, to make certain. | have ques-
tioned the Hun, but although he has given me much valuable in-
formation, he knows nothing of this.”

“So be it. You are a fool, but | would not have you any other
way. Without your integrity, you would not be you. Perhaps you
are right. What is life that man should cling to it so lovingly?”

Quintus quitted the tent without expecting to be detained.

Manlius sat in deep thought, his head in his hands. The long
journey to Parthia—what confirmation of the Lost Legion’s exist-
ing descendants could he hope to find before reaching that
country?

If nothing—then thousands of useless wasteful miles lay ahead.
If true, he had always known that his chances of success were
slight, even when he had believed that his mission was valid.

Now, if there had been treachery even before he started, what
treacheries must he guard against on this long journey?

Inevitably, there would be others. He sighed. There had been
enough evil for this day. It was time to dismiss it from his mind.
Tomorrow there would be other problems, there always were.

He sought his bed, but it was a long time before he could
relax and, when he finally slept, his dreams gave him no comfort.

As usual, camp was dismantled early. Lilia was becoming ac-
customed to the routine and was able to do her share without
prompting. Each of the tent occupants took turns on successive
days in preparing the hasty breakfast of porridge. Sometimes all
pooled their rations for the evening meal, sharing everything
equally with the exception of salt.

Salt was too precious to use carelessly. Each seasoned his own
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food according to taste and the amount remaining in his pouch.
To waste it was too much like eating money.

Upon this day, two concessions were made without display,
both of which delighted Lilia. One was a strip of canvas with
which to partition off the nook in the tent where she and Ti-
bullus slept. It came out of stores and was handed to her by
Centurion Ciscus.

She would have thanked him, but he said, “Not from me. | do
no favors for anybody. Never done a favor in my life and don’t
want any myself.”

He strode off before she could ask who had been so thought-
ful. When she saw Vorco later, in the line of march, and noticed
that he was equipped with a full set of arms, she suspected that
the occurrences were somehow connected.

Like opening and closing calipers, the powerful legs of the le-
gion measured off the distance along the Egnatian Way. As the
miles were covered and the days passed, Lilia grew stronger and
her pack seemed lighter. A little of her plumpness disappeared.

She became bronzed, thinner in the face, and her bare arms
darkened with golden tan. Her calf and thigh muscles did not
ache as they had once done. Her feet were calloused and hard.

Now she walked with a free swing which caught many an ad-
miring eye. No one, by hint or envious word, betrayed directly
that she was regarded by them as the lovely woman which she
was becoming, her adolescent lines being fined down by the con-
stant marching in all weathers.

During the first days she had ridden for a few miles in one of
the wagons whenever she became tired. It was tacitly recog-
nized, without being mentioned, that she could do this when she
chose.

As time went on, these hours grew less. Lilia did not wish to
be accepted on other terms than those the others lived by. If she
was to be a soldier’s wife, there was more to it than learning to
enjoy a soldier’s wine. There were duties. She performed them.
There were hardships. She withstood them. There were pleas-
ures. She relished them.

So, in the end, she was accepted partially according to the
code of Ciscus. She asked no favors. She did offer such whenever
she could. She mended a rent, she patched a hole, she salved a
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blister, she gave her bright smiles freely—and she became loved.

If there had been a woman for every man, the legion would
have thought little of any of them. If there had been bawdy
camp followers available, as in other armies, there would have
been quarreling and fighting and wantonness. Here there was
only one, a precious treasure, to guard and protect and look
upon with affection instead of desire.

One man said to another, as he marched, expressing the un-
spoken feeling of many, “Pluto take me if I understand myself!
She’s the first woman | ever saw that | wanted to do something
for, instead of something to.” His mate nodded wisely, in perfect
agreement.

Their opinion of Tibullus was far different. Lilia, still blinded
by love, saw nothing in him that was not wonderful. Out of ten-
derness, no one spoke to her of him in any way that might rip
away the glamour with which she had invested her man.

The hammering heels pounded the highway day by day, week
by week. Rabbits fled. Foxes crouched and hid. Ravens rose,
screeching in anger. They drew sparks from the basalt blocks
along the Genessus River, where the road had been hewn into
the sheer cliffsides of the Acroceraunian and Candavian moun-
tains. They bit into the gravel track which ran through the rough
highlands of Macedonia, where the fierce levies of Alexander
had been nurtured. Now, all this wild country was held helpless
and tamed by the fist of Rome.

The marching men came to the sea and saw its glimmer and
breathed the salt, exhilarating air of Thessalonica; they crossed
the three-fingered peninsula of the Chalcidiceans and reached
the shore once more, this time to follow the coastline along and
through all of the plain that stretched before them.

If the Via Egnatia had been stood on edge, as elsewhere built
it could well have been, for most of it was, in fact, a wall of
fitted stone laid on its side, this wall would have barred off
Greece from Europe and perhaps have stopped the migration
from that despoiled and conquered country.

Wherever the legionaries of the Thirteenth looked, they saw
the desolation which similar legions had caused before them in
the name of glory and conquest. Whole tracts of land were de-
serted.
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At a period when other provinces of the Empire were rich and
prosperous, Greece was impoverished. The technicians, the engi-
neers, the scholars and artists were gone; many were enslaved,
more had departed to enrich other lands with their knowledge.

The whole country seemed hungry. It was known to its dis-
couraged people as “the burnt ground.” There was little meat
and the peasants survived upon the coarsest of grains and the
poorest of wines, for the quality exports enriched the absentee
landlords of Rome. Magna Graecia—Great Greece—had come
upon most evil days.

Still the Egnatian Way meandered on into the East. Over it,
from one encampment to another, the legion passed. From them,
the smokes of their cooking fires pointed the way eastward, as
had been ominously predicted by the warning sibyl. This oc-
curred so often that, even to the most obtuse of those who re-
membered her, it seemed far more than coincidence.

Some murmured. Already they were distant from Rome and
their journey had scarcely begun. Rumor pinpointed their desti-
nation as inconceivably far away.

So, as they marched out of Macedonia and into Thrace on
their way to the terminal at Byzantium, they found mile upon
parched mile. There were arid plains, high windy mountains,
cold rivers without bridges, which must be forded. There were
malaria-breeding marshes; gales from the sea to chill men’s
bones in the gray mists of morning.

Always there were the fitted blocks of stone underfoot which
marked the power of Rome but which wore out boots while they
pointed the way of travel.

Finally the highway veered south toward the Bosphorus and
the weary men saw the glittering golden domes, the mighty
walls, the stately buildings in the distance which marked Byzan-
tium as a redoubtable bastion of the Empire and the gateway to
Asia.
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Byzantium was no longer the small town which Byzas, son of
Neptune, founded some seven hundred years before. It had
grown and was growing, despite the attacks from north and east
by the wandering nations. Gauls, Avars, Sacae—all had tried
their strength against the city walls. All had been hurled back
whence they came.

Neither Philip 1l, nor Alexander, called the Great, had
stultified its growth. It remained, even now under Rome’s harsh
grip, a thriving city through which was funneled the wealth that
passed between East and West.

The legion came toward its goal by way of the shore of the
dolphin-tom Sea of Propontis. It tramped through a double
range of rocky hills clothed in dwarf oak and juniper. There was
much pleasant greenery, bracken, broom and bay trees. The
breeze bathed them with aromatic odors. The water was clear, as
though the many boats floated upon liquid air.

Galleys and warships patrolled that sea with a constant vigil,
for there was a continual coming and going of merchant vessels
through the waterway where once the Argonauts had sailed in
search of treasure.

Now that treasure lay in the commerce carried by the many
ships from which Byzantium took its toll and from whom Rome
in her turn exacted tribute—for the ancient free city had become
little more than a colony of Rome.

There was wonder here, displayed to the red-rimmed eyes of
the weary men. On land, the magnificent buildings, growing
more huge with every milestone left behind. On the sea, gaily
painted Dalmatian barks; caiques of antiquated design from
the Greek archipelago; feluccas from the East. They skimmed
lightly as broad-winged birds, up through the Hellespont, so nar-
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row that it had been bridged by that strong swimmer, Leander,
driven by desire for Hero, priestess of Aphrodite.

The cool water in view tantalized the parched throats of the
marchers. They plodded on, seeing the city ahead as a bright
oasis of wineshops in a desert of thirst.

Some, who had been there before, spoke of the delights to be
found, and of unspeakable pleasures to be purchased elsewhere
only in the depraved city of Sybaris or deep within the purlieus
of the decadent East. Here were dancing girls to rival those of
Gades; here were wines which rendered a man blissfully drunk
were he to no more than kiss the welcoming mouth of the wait-
ing jar.

The legion clanked into the city along the avenue which led
through the market quarter. The warm, humid, spice-laden air
was heady and made the senses reel.

Open sacks of pepper from the Indies awaited inspection; ala-
baster chests of ambergris stood ready for the perfumers, the
contents and containers equally valuable. Here was Laodicean
spikenard in bunches; cinnamon and aloes; musk from Tibetan
deer; incense, myrrh, and balsam. All these lent their mite to the
magic fragrance which hung like an enchantment over the lovely
city, so favored by Neptune.

Yet, though the metropolis seemed prosperous, the people did
not appear to be happy. The splendid edifices, the obvious
plenty, the busy trade were not enough to furnish contentment.

The men of the Thirteenth had no feeling of welcome as they
defiled toward the barracks where they would be stationed.
Rome policed Byzantium. Police, as everywhere, are not loved
and cannot be ignored although they must be accepted.

To the Byzantines, the incoming troops were only an addition
to the two legions quartered within the city, ostensibly to keep
order—actually to put down unrest and maintain the status
quo.

Manlius, Quintus, and Matho were hospitably received at the
governor’s palace. M. Gaius Aurelius, Procurator for Southern
Thrace, maintained an establishment of utmost luxury, which
was, he hoped, to become a permanent seat. To that desirable
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end, he walked a narrow edge and had no intention of mingling
unnecessarily in local politics.

Instructions about his reception of the officers of the Thir-
teenth had long ago been forwarded to him. Supplies were wait-
ing, arrangements made for their entertainment, and accommo-
dations established for themselves and their command.

There was also recent mail, which, by cart, fast runners, and
ship, had reached Byzantium ahead of the marching men. From
Rome to Brundisium, six days, Brundisium to Byzantium in sev-
enteen more.

Manlius broke the double seals on the laces of the leather
pouch addressed to him, withdrew the second pouch, and did
the same with that. He took out the enclosed wood-covered wax
tablet, cut the sealed tapes, and opened the two halves. He read
rapidly, then studied the letter with care. His face betrayed no
inkling of its contents to his interested officers.

When he had finished, he closed the tablet and retied it
thoughtfully. He re-examined the seals. They were deeply
impressed with the imperial emblem. Apparently they had not
been tampered with. He sat a moment in undisturbed musing,
then sighed.

“It appears, gentlemen, that our journey is to have a diversion.
There is unrest in Jerusalem. We have been ordered to Syria, in
support of the troops already engaged there.

“The Fifth Legion, Macedonia, has preceded us. The Tenth
Fretensis should be moving up from Egypt by now.

“l had hoped, Hegemon, that we might enjoy your hospitality
for a few days, so that my men might recuperate. It seems that
we must move on in some haste.”

Procurator Aurelius graciously acknowledged the honorific
with a slight inclination of the head. “At your own pleasure,
Commander. | regret the urgency, but courtesy must give way to
necessity. Your orders coincide with mine.

“All preparations are in readiness for transfer of the troops.
May | suggest that a short delay for relaxation would in no way
alter the eventual result in that cockpit of revolutionaries?

“As you know, Judea is, and always will be, in a chronic state
of unrest.”

Manlius looked at Quintus and Matho. There were weary lines
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in the faces of both. Neither offered to influence his decision, but
it was as though sunlight had come into the room when he said:

“One day then. We will be able to move the faster for the
stay.”

The procurator clapped his hands. His major-domo entered,
bowing. “All is ready, Master.”

“Shall we dine, gentlemen?”

The refectory of the palace was open to the gentle breeze and
looked out through a sun-drenched portico upon the busy traffic
of the Golden Horn.

Here moved a constant parade of shipping. The luxury yachts
of the Byzantine nobility cruised lazily, as though life were a
continual holiday. They pleased the sight with gay paint of ver-
milion and gold, seen at a distance over a kaleidoscopic pattern
of golden roofs, interspersed with the greenery of trees.

These were summer palaces, glittering among cypresses and
arbors of flowered vines. Beyond them, heavy black monoxyla,
manned by surly, suspicious traders from the Chersonese, thrust
pompously through the peaked sails of the fishing fleet.

Protecting all, a few long chelandia, the fast, dangerous patrol
boats of the Byzantine marine flotillas, herded traffic into the
proper channels. Their menace was no more than nominal, as
they were suffered to exist by the Byzantine legate only because
they were so conspicuously outnumbered by the units of the
Roman navy—lying at anchor, but always ready to sail.

The governor and his guests dined with little formality, gazing
out at the ever shifting panorama spread before them. It was not
an epicurean meal, nor was it by any standard frugal.

A roast fowl was served—Quintus thought it might be peahen,
but as it was not served in its feathers, curiosity impelled him to
inquire. It turned out to be bustard, its peculiar, delicate flavor
enhanced by the stuffing of sugared almonds and pistachio nuts.

There was freshly baked bread, still hot, sprinkled with ses-
ame seeds and glazed. Fruit of many kinds followed, and exqui-
site wines, some with flavors strange to the Westerners, which
turned Quintus’ eyes as glassy as the surface of the pastry.

At length the surfeited diners came to an end of their appreci-
ation. Matho studied his half-eaten pomegranate, picked at it
with distaste, and laid it down. He pushed away his plate.
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Quintus regarded the remainder of the wine in his silver
chased goblet with an unusual lack of interest. Manlius and his
host were already finished and deep in conversation.

“Frankly, Commander,” said Aurelius, “I feel that it would be
well for you to consider carefully the implications of your mis-
sion to Serica.

“lI have been instructed to aid you in every way possible and,
from private sources, informed that there is an ominous under-
current of interest in your expedition, of which you may be una-
ware.

“Would it not be wise, now that you have received orders that
supersede your previous instructions, to take full advantage of
them and, once in Jerusalem, to remain there in garrison as long
as possible for your own safety and that of your men?”

“Surely you must realize, Governor,” Manlius said, “that this
emergency can be nothing more than temporary, and in no way
conflicts with the general purpose of the expedition.

“It is a minor hindrance, | admit. A few added miles, some
extra days of travel—perhaps a skirmish or two with some ill-
armed rebels, nothing more.”

“l submit, Commander, in all respect to your loyalty to the
throne, that duty does not insist upon mass suicide, upon which
you seem determined. | believe that this insurrection may indi-
rectly be termed an intervention of the gods to turn you from
certain destruction.

“It is precisely these extra miles of travel, this turning aside,
the time to pause and search your soul in regard to this matter,
which concern me deeply. | am no fatalist, nor do | believe that
destiny directs a man to inexorable doom.

“We have choices. There is always an alternative. | believe
that you face one now.”

“l have definite and precise orders. | have accepted them. I
cannot ignore or deviate from them at the price of honor.”

Procurator Aurelius leaned back in his high-backed chair with
every evidence of bewilderment.

“Possibly you think my sense of honor inelastic. | assure you,
Commander, that I am fully as conscious of my duty as you. Asia
Minor, through which you must pass, is a hotbed of intrigue.
Your very presence there is enough to set off disturbances. Ar-
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menia is in a constant state of unrest and resentment against
Rome.

“Now that the country has been partitioned and in effect
Parthia’s boundaries have moved westward, the thought that
Parthia will permit interference where she controls is ridiculous
in the extreme. She sits firmly across the Silk Road.”

“l am interested in discovering another possible route for that
road. Is there such a possibility?”

The procurator shrugged. “Perhaps, by by-passing Parthia to
the north, a route might be found practical through Bactria.
However, Bactria now is only an appendage of Parthia, as | un-
derstand that the Princess Enine—directly in line for the throne—
is to all purposes a hostage of Parthia. She seems likely to remain
so and is probably under pressure to consolidate the union with
that country by some marriage to a Parthian prince. | should
give up that idea if | were you and | know of no other sensible
route.”

“What of Armenia? Have you any recent news?”

“Armenia needs a king. There are two contenders for the
throne: Iskander and Tigranes, brothers of equal age, between
whom there is no love. Because they are twins, the country is
split in divided favor of the claims of these youths.

“Ever since General Lucullus subdued those wild moun-
taineers, Romans are hated in Armenia and never more than at
present, when the selection of a new king is imminent.

“Civil war impends. Parthia is naturally interested in the out-
come, especially so as there is much resentment against Rome.

“The Armenians want complete independence. If the wrong
boy becomes king, whatever the nation gains in the coming
struggle will soon be lost. Tigranes Exadaris is known to be fa-
vored by Parthia. And he is the older of the brothers by a few
moments and so has a superior right to the title.

“It will be a hurly-burly that | wouldn’t want to get caught up
in. You are heading into it. If you hurry and don’t take too long
in Jerusalem, you should arrive in Armenia about the time that
snow closes the mountain passes and traps you there—at the
right time to get yourself and your command slaughtered in a
civil war! You should pass through Armenia without loss of time.
It is the shortest route you can take to Serica.”
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“I believe you, but I have no choice— must obey orders.”

“You are determined? Seriously, Commander, consider. If |
were you, | should sacrifice frequently to my lares. Beg their in-
tercession with whatever powerful gods may favor you, that if
you must go to Jerusalem they keep you there indefinitely and
safe. The situation in Rome may change at any time.

“Have you heard that His Sublime Divinity has created a new
consul—ncitatus, his horse?”

Quintus grinned, without comment. Manlius unhappily
smoothed back his graying hair. He felt age and indecision de-
scending coldly upon him. Matho grunted ironically, “'Probably
a better politician than a good many of the human ones.”

“So Caesar said. More amenable anyway. | understand that
the senators did agree to support an expedition to the British
Channel as a preliminary to an invasion of the isles. It did not
sail.

“There was a storm, so His Divinity declared war on Neptune,
his brother, who frustrated him. After the storm ended, the le-
gions were put to work gathering shells as evidence of the great
conquest. Then all returned to Rome, where a triumph was
held in Caligula’s honor.

“This is laughable, but it is serious too. | should not wish to be
guoted, Commander, or influence you with my private thoughts,
but does it not occur to you that, in the event of an accession of
a new Emperor, your orders might not remain permanently
valid?

“The closer you might be to Rome—say Jerusalem, for exam-
ple—the easier and quicker it would be to return to Rome?”

Manlius did not reply immediately. Quintus looked at him
without much hope and sipped his wine. It seemed as useless to
try to swerve his friend’s determination as it had always been be-
fore. Matho, apparently unconcerned either way, had recovered
his appetite and attacked another pomegranate with zest.

“Nothing you have said, Governor, can be permitted to alter
my decision. | shall put out of my mind all that you have told us,
for I realize that you speak with the best of intentions, however
misguided each of us believes the other to be. Nothing that has
been said here shall go farther than this room.” Quintus and
Matho nodded without enthusiasm.
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“l shall remember that your words were well meant and that
only. We do thank you. Had | not given my word . . . He left
the sentence unfinished.

“Come, my friends, we must go.”

Aurelius caught the attention of Quintus, who hung back after
the others. “Can you make him see reason? Perhaps if | had
spoken more plainly?”

“It would have made no difference. He is a man of strong
principle. Too strong for his own good. In a hurricane he feels
called upon to play the role of captain.”

The procurator watched them down the path along the windy
terrace and into the street where their litters waited. Leaves
rustled and branches swayed. The skies were darkening in the
east.

He knew an omen when he saw one. There would be a gale,
sudden and violent. ‘Hurricanes create high waves,” he mut-
tered, and turned back into the refectory, to watch in shelter the
little craft hastening into harbor before the approaching storm.

Payday! Always an event for jubilation in the ranks. Never
was it more happily received than here. To be turned loose in
Byzantium with liberty for the day and pay in the pouch was an
experience not to be soon forgotten by the recruits.

It began in different ways. Atticus, the patrician, took his small
pile of coins and counted them with disgust.

“What an army!” he complained. “Deductions. Fines. More
deductions! A denarius a day, they say? Pluto take me if | ever
see it. Fifteen denarii, three sesterces, two as, that’s the lot.

“No, here’s a clipped quinarius, discounted about two as with
somebody’s snips—may he spend it in the halls of Hecate!

“Three months ago | would have thrown the whole heap away
because the coins are dirty. Why, a man can’t even get drunk on
this!”

Tibullus agreed. This was his first pay also and he had ex-
pected a hundred denarii for the three months, not realizing that
actually not that much time had elapsed for the recruits, but de-
ductions would not be taken out in proportion to time served
and money earned. He began to cast up accounts on the tablet
he always carried to jot down random thoughts.
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The deductions made his face lengthen. Bedding, four denarii.
Food, thirty-two. Boots and straps accounted for five more. The
list went sadly on.

Out of the first pay period for the year, eight denarii were sub-
tracted for the annual camp dinner and twenty-four for clothing.
These would continue without change throughout the other pay
periods, except that two denarii extra would come out of the sec-
ond for membership in the compulsory burial club, instead of
the dinner deduction, and fifty-five denarii would go for clothing
in the third settlement of accounts.

In addition Tibullus calculated that, since he must also meet
his share toward tent equipment, replace broken or lost weap-
ons, and bribe Ciscus, his centurion, if he wanted to be consid-
ered an immune and excused from occasional fatigue duty, his
chances of living luxuriously were exceptionally poor.

He counted his few coins. They were slightly fewer than those
of Atticus. He decided at once that, although he was expected to
deposit most of them in the Army Savings Bank to accumulate,
there were better places to leave them. With that idea in mind,
he set out to see what the city had to offer.

Farmer Galba received his tiny salary with satisfaction, put-
ting away his little ration of salt and most of his money. It was
not a fortune, but it was more than he had ever had of his own
and he had no intention of wasting either item of his wealth.

He clapped Tibullus on the shoulder. His laugh was rich and
hearty. “Cheer up, lad! Nothing comes out of the fourth quar-
terly pay. Sixty-five denarii and no deductions. Think of that!”

He walked along with Tibullus and Lilia. Morgo came up,
with Kervashe, lost in private thoughts as usual, hardly acknowl-
edging the presence of the other recruits. They caught up with
Licinius, who smiled and offered them some of his figs, and At-
ticus, who was holding a perfumed cloth to his patrician nostrils
and scrutinizing the Byzantines with his customary hauteur.

The little group of friends looked over the goods in the
vaulted bazaars. Here it was cool, deep-shadowed against the
sun which fades colors, dries fruits, sucks the essence from per-
fumes, and curls fine leather. These nooks held exotic treasures
and shopkeepers with eyes as keen and predatory as those of

lurking spiders.
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The sightseers strolled on, sampling greasy delicacies and
sticky lumps of pressed dates. There were silks and brocades and
gauze from Gaza. Lilia wistfully touched and admired but did
not buy.

She had coins in her pouch, subject to the same deductions as
the others. The paymaster—signifer of the Thousand Cohort-
had received strict orders from Manlius himself to count her en-
listment from the day she had left Rome. She looked at copper
pans and kettles that she would not have spared a second glance
at home. Now they appealed to her equally as strongly as did
the dress materials. She judged them for weight and quality and
was about to give the hawker his price without question. The
Farmer intervened.

With spirited haggling, much shouting, horrible insults, and
waving of arms in despair on both sides, Galba finally purchased
a kettle for her at two thirds the sum originally asked.

“l am a merchant s daughter,” Lilia ruefully remarked, “but it
seems that I can still take a lesson in trading.”

“It will come,” consoled the Farmer. “Poverty is a great sharp-
ener of the wits. You must think poor if you are to save your
money. A sesterce is dirt to a rich man, but the size of a wagon
wheel to a beggar. It is as sad to be one as the other.”

Everywhere were crowds of people, sauntering for pleasure,
shopping, passing in and out of the temples, which catered to all
faiths and classes.

There were Greeks in scant chitons and chlamydes of feather-
weight linen or silk; tall bearded men from Pontus who w'ore
furs in disregard of the sultry heat, wnth a hand always resting
on their stubby, wide-bladed dirks; Jewish merchants in caftans
drawn tight over their money pouches; Parthian nobles who
swaggered arrogantly, eying the legionaries in contemptuous
scorn.

Yonder stood Khazars, hairy and tangle-bearded, their tall
black hats of shorn lamb heavy on their heads; Negro slaves
displaying their muscles to prospective buyers; Circassian beau-
ties in golden chains which would be included in the purchase
price when they stood upon the block.

Barbarians everywhere, gawking at the high towers and the
painted walls, secretly estimating their strength and searching
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for weaknesses; everywhere also the squads of legion police who
looked with interest and fraternal hostility at the newcomers of
the Thirteenth, checking their passes and remarking critically
upon their worn equipment.

The group ignored their comments, carefully avoiding the tak-
ing or giving of offense. They entered a Temple of Mithras to es-
cape from the heat and the press of bodies around them. Here it
was cool and quiet. Here one could meditate and collect one’s
thoughts. It seemed, and was meant to be, an island of peace.

There was little to see, for the actual Mithraeum or place of
worship was, as in all such temples, situated underground.
Where they were was little more than the antechamber to the
mysteries below.

The chamber had a rounded apse at the west end, where stood
a noble figure of the god in his aspect as Protector of Truth.

They read the credo, high on the wall above his head, in
golden letters: hominibus vagis vitum. Lilia felt uneasy there, in
this place for men. But remembering that she too was a soldier,
she read it for the Farmer, who had no learning—to bring 1ife
to wandering men—and felt a renewed Kkinship with her com-
panions.

Mithras looked down upon the visitants with a benignant ex-
pression. His right hand was outstretched in welcome. She had
as much right to be there as they.

Some Greek stonecutter had created this image as a pains-
taking work of love, for although Mithras wore the conventional
Phrygian cap, his robes hung in symmetrical catenary curves
which no Eastern sculptor could duplicate.

The majestic figure was not complete, for his feet were not vis-
ible, being hidden within the rough uncut rock which formed
the pedestal. Longinus broke his usual taciturnity and explained
that Mithras had emerged from nourishing Mother Earth to do
battle with all malevolent demons and forces which would
threaten the helpless human creatures who were destined to
people the world.

He had brought light into darkness and light lived in the tem-
ple. It shone from so many angles, directed by mirrors against
the statue, that no shadows of the god were visible upon the
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walls or floor. There was inspiration here for the soul and only
the most obtuse and insensate could fail to be impressed.

Longinus ended his discourse in a tone of fleeting doubt.

“This is what | believed for many years. Now | am not so

sure. A man | met—f he was a man . . .” He did not finish but
muttered as though to himself, “Perhaps he carried a brighter
fight”

He turned his back upon the group, hastily quitted the temple,
and they saw him no more until they returned to the barracks.

There were two among the visitors who were overwhelmed.
Morgo, at Lilia’s side, sank to his knees in reverence and lifted
his face, transfigured by the effulgence reflected from the coun-
tenance of the god. His lips moved in silent prayer.

The others did not kneel, but their voices were subdued in in-
voluntary respect. Whatever their private beliefs, this was a holy
shrine.

“l wish | had my paints and brushes. What an inspiring sub-
ject for an artistl” Titus said.

Lilia had often observed him, bent over his sketches, during
the rest periods on the march and at free moments from duty in
camp. Now she asked, “How does it happen that an artist has
become a soldier? I would have thought that Rome held more
promise.” «

“Not for me. My name was against me. My full name is Titus
Aemilius Attius.”

Lilia’s face betrayed no understanding. He smiled.

“l thought everyone knew that name. My father is Publius
Attius. He operates a factory for pottery at Puteoli, near Naples,
you know. All cheap stuff, made to sell, no real quality, but it is
shipped all over the world, even India.

“He wanted me to take over the works. | couldn’t. I like beau-
tiful things—bright colors, excellent statuary, exquisite glass, fine
wines and conversation, books—pretty girls . . .” His smile was
engaging and Lilia could not help but smile back in under-
standing.

“Can you see me with my hands dirty with clay? Splashed all
over with gray slip? My clothes full of burned holes from sparks
from the kilns and cinders blurring my eyes so that | cannot any
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longer see loveliness in the world? There would have been only
shipping lists, account books, and money piling up.

“Is that the proper future for a man? Not for me.

“l told my father I would be a limner. He laughed in scorn and
said when | was tired of starving to come home and he would
feed me, for he knew | would never make a sesterce with my
paints.

“I will, though. I will bring home gold by the sack and set it
down on his desk for him to see, or | will never go home.”

A priest came out of the sanctuary behind the god. “Have you
come to worship? Are you initiates?” He approached the group
and bowed.

He raised an admonitory finger at Lilia. “You intrude, woman.
The Temple of Mithras is for men only. He is the soldiers god.”

“l am a soldier. A legionary of the Thirteenth. See?” Lilia dis-
played her shoulder chain. “The Emperors Own!”

The priest shook his head. “That is of no importance. | can
make no exceptions. You are a woman. | cannot permit you or an
uninitiate to enter the temple for worship. As a legionary, not a
camp follower, you are entitled to wait here, but not to attend
the mysteries.

“Who among you are so privileged?”

Three of the newcomers—old soldiers and strangers to the
group of which Lilia was a member—stepped forward. “l am a
Runner of the Sun.” “I a Lion.” “Only a Raven, but | am study-
ing for the degree of Occult.”

“You may follow me below, then—Heliodromus, Leo, and
Corax.”

He turned to go. Morgo, now on his feet, spoke up then, shyly
but reverently. “Father, | wish to become an initiate. Is it possi-
ble today?”

The priest looked into his earnest face. “There will be a slay-
ing of the bull on the third day from now. Can you be present
for rebirth at that time?”

The hope went out of the boyish face. “Alas. We march day
after tomorrow. | have never had a chance before. There were—
obstacles.”

“The road to the Light of the World is long and thorny,” the
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priest agreed. “Keep the faith in your heart, my son. Be patient.
The dawn will come for you as it must for all the world.

He turned and led the way. The initiates followed him to the
stairs lending down to the sanctuary. The antechamber was so
guiet that those who remained could distinctly hear the whisper-
ing of his robes and the despairing sigh of the despairing candi-
date.

“The pit to walk through, under the carcass, has probably al-
ready been dug.” Morgo’s voice was somber. “Three days and
the sacred blood will drip. Three days. | could have been re-
born! My slavery would have been washed away forever!

“Only three days more and | would be a Crow. When will
such an opportunity come again?”

Those who were left of the group went out again into the
bustle of the city. The recruits returned to the barracks by a route
which led them past the shipyards and wharves of the Golden
Horn. A dhow was coming in, trimming its lateen sail to take
advantage of a whisper of breeze. They watched the skillful
docking with admiration as it slid noiselessly into port. The
rhythmical creak and thud of a fifty-oared penteconter came to
them over the refuse-littered water. The high-prowed warship
moved majestically by at half power.

They would have enjoyed a longer stay, but here were idle
sailors, hot-eyed dock workers, and a scurvy riffraff of all sorts
who showed their resentment of strolling Roman soldiers in many
ways. It was not a place to pause long. They did not take much
pleasure in the walk.

It seemed quite homelike to the reciuits to be back in the fa-
miliar surroundings of the barracks. Throughout the Empire,
these were standardized, varying only in the materials used as
locally available. This one was half-timbered and cut stone.

As a camp was laid out in an orderly and uniform pattern and
a Roman city could be recognized anywhere by its conventional
design of street planning, the placement of the forum, temples,
and stadiums, so even less departure from standardization could
be permitted in a barracks. Legions came and went, using them
for overnight accommodation on their way to far places. It was
necessary that, wherever they stopped, there must be as lit-
tle confusion as possible. Lilia did cause a small amount of this
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by her mere presence. However, privacy was created for herself
and Tibullus in a greater degree than in camp. Here, the sections
of their tent had been raised to form the walls of a tiny room
which they enjoyed to themselves.

Mail had been received in the barracks, as it had at the gover-
nor’'s palace, and already been distributed. There were letters
waiting for Lilia. One was from Julia, with an enclosure from
Chloris which brought tears of joy to her eyes.

My Beloved Mistress:

If you ever receive this, know that by the mercy of the gods
and because of the bounty of the one whom | love more than all
others—except, now, my dear husband— am freel

Oh, Lilia, my precious one—my sweet sister—you are my very
heart.

With the money you left me, |I bought my freedom and
brought a dowry to Tryphon. We are married—yes, like you, we
are happy—and we have a little wineshop near the Aemilian
Bridge.

We pray to our lares daily for your health and your protection.
We sacrificed a cock and the priest read an augur for you. He
said that your journey will have dangers, but you will come to no
harm and will know great happiness in your life.

I shudder to think of you in danger. Dear mistress, | think of
you so often. Shall we ever meet again?

Tryphon and | wish you well. All our thoughts are with you.

Vale.
Julia’s letter was typically Julia:

I wish we could sit down and talk together. Such a wonderful
thing has happened and it is all because of you, darling Lilia!

When | came home alone there was the most horrible scene. |
pretended to be astonished that you were not there before me
and really 1 was, you know. | could not guess what had gone
wrong with your plans. | wonder even now.

Of course | had to tell them everything! Your parents and mine
were talking for hours and hours and | was locked in my room
and once | thought | would be whipped! | steeled myself. | grit-
ted my teeth.

| said to myself, If Mucius Scaevola could bum his own hand
off for the sake of honor, | can take a whipping for the sake of
my dear friend! My only friend!

Oh, Lilia, I do miss you!

Then | thought of the dreadful scars-those awful marks on
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my back. My husband-when | get one—would think | had been
a slave!

I cried. | kicked my feet. | pounded the pillow and howled!

Then Father said that I must be punished by being exiled
from Rome—ust at the height of the season, too! You should
have heard me wail then! | didn’t want to go— wouldn’t go—and
all the time | was laughing inside. Oh, joy! Oh, gladness!

Anywhere out of this dull, stupid, hot, smelly city. Somewhere
nice, anywhere new, | thought, where there are boys and men |
never have seen before.

Father asked if | wanted to go back to Auntie's and | pre-
tended to be delighted! | knew he wouldn't send me there if he
thought | would enjoy it. He is so easy to fool, Lilia, that it is al-
most cruel to deceive him.

So | am being sent, instead, to Cousin Drusilla’'s—Mother’s side
of the family, you remember—to that delightful resort at Altinum,
up near the Brenner Pass, where just everybody that is anybody
at all goes nowadays.

Darling! Just to be seen there is something to talk about for
weeks and weeks—and | will be there for a whole year!

I cried. | had to. | was afraid Father would change his mind
and | was terrified! Oh, Lilia, | have heard so much about Al-
tinum. I am so excited!

They say that a lot of rich Goths go there to take the waters.
Of course, they are barbarians, but they are so big! They have
huge muscles and are hairy—all over, | hear. It will be such fun
to tame one. ,

I will be married when | come home. | know | will. What a
shock that will be to Father! 1 can hardly wait to surprise him!

I went to see Chloris and she was happy for me. She is a good
girl and does not try to act above her station. | like her better
than | did when she was your slave. Really, Lilia, you must be
careful not to give a slave advantages like that again. They think
that they are as good as people in the end.

It was fortunate that she bought her freedom and could not be
touched, or | think your father would have had her killed—he
was so angry. As it is now, all is well with both of us and you
need not be concerned about us.

By the way, | hope you and Tibullus are well. Hurry home
and see us as soon as you can. | will want to show you my Goth.
I will not have his hair or beard trimmed until you see him.

Vale.

Oh, a funny bit of news lately in this dull city! Our Divine
Caesar has found a new way to torment the Senate. He has in-
vented a thunder machine. When the talk gets too boring and
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the old men drone on and on, he has a slave work the machine
and it roars so they can’t be heard over the noise.

He sits there staring at them, with his chin on his fist, nodding
his head as though he was listening and saying, “Yes, Jupiter. |
hear you. | will have their heads for you, Father Jupiter!”

Did you ever hear anything so funny?

Lilia chuckled with delight during the reading of Julia’s letter.
Tibullus rocked back and forth on his heels, enjoying it also. His
smile faded as he studied Lilia’s face while she read and reread
the final missive.

It was no more than a short note, without salutation or signa-
ture, in the familiar script which Lilia well knew to be that of
her father.

She held it in fingers which trembled, studying each word, as
though something hidden could be revealed behind the curt and
decisive statement:

From this day forward, we have no daughter.

The tablet dropped to the floor from her nerveless hand. She
buried her face in her arms and sobbed. Tibullus picked it up
and read the stern statement. It sealed forever his hopes of easy
riches and fame. His face became bleak and harsh.

He seized Lilia by the hair and turned her head toward him.

“This is all your fault! If you had done as | told you, your fa-
ther would have bought me out of the army. Mine will never do
anything for me. He is ashamed of me. You were my only hope!
We would be in Rome now, in a fine house of our own, with
money and slaves.

“l would have an honored place.

“You must have your own way. See what it has brought us
now! | will go to my death in some desert and you will be noth-
ing more than a camp follower!”

He stood glaring at her. She could not speak. She stared at
him in tear-wet dismay. His hand flashed out and cracked
against her cheek.

This was a Tibullus she had never seen before. She was so
unprepared for the blow that she could not sob. Her hand went
slowly to her reddening cheek, her eyes never leaving him.

Tibullus could not stand the silent reproach in them. With a
convulsive gasp, he stormed out of the door. Away! Anywhere,
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to drink himself senseless and forget, while in the barrack room
Lilia lay face down, shoulders shaking, her body quivering with
deep, choking sobs, inaudible to any but herself.

Unknown to either, the harsh scolding had not gone unno-
ticed. Eitel, in his more distant quarter at the farther end of the
barrack, had been working absorbedly upon an idea which had
occurred to him. He had begged a broken dagger blade from the
arms room, had the armorer punch holes in the large end, and
was braiding the snapper of his mule whip into them, when he
heard the loud complaining whine of Tibullus.

Eitel raised his head. He saw the leather hangings of the little
private room thrust violently aside. Tibullus dashed blindly out.
The giant was too far away to know the cause of the quarrel.

He coiled his whip methodically and hung it on a peg over his
bunk. He tightened his belt and approached the alcove where
Lilia lay grieving on her pallet. He gently separated the tent sec-
tions until he could peep in, unobserved. His face grew stonily
grim at what he saw. The mark of separated fingers stood out in
clear detail on her white face. Her eyes were closed.

Eitel made no sound. He let the hangings fall softly together
and went out of the barracks in the direction which Tibullus had
taken, without haste. The hot sunshine bathed him, rising in
waves from the pavement. It steamed in his nostrils like the hu-
midity of a jungle forest, doing nothing to calm his simmering
temper.

He stalked on toward the waterfront, a hunting animal at the
prowl. There were many taverns and much noise within them.
There was laughter, arguments friendly or fierce, the crash of
broken pots, the squeal of excited tavern drabs, and everywhere
the clack of dice.

Along the street there hung heavy the sour smell of spilled
wine, stale grease, and the rancid smoke of frying fish. The little
shops displayed knives, brass knuckles, weighted clubs, dice
which only a fool or an expert gambler would dare use, and
gaudy souvenirs intended to appeal to a drunken sailor with
money hot in his pouch.

Even in daylight men slunk furtively through the more
crooked alleys where hard-mouthed women wore painted, pro-
fessional smiles. Eitel looked into many a dubious lurking place,
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called inns only by courtesy. Byzantium, or at least this sector,
was definitely a sailor s town.

Pimps and runners extolled to him the peculiar pleasures to be
found inside the squalid haunts, in terms which admitted of no
misunderstanding. He paid them no attention.

He peered into the semidark, scanning the faces which met his
contemptuous scrutiny with defiant calculating looks. There
were those who looked nervously away. There were some who
let a hand rest casually on a dagger until he was gone. A few
even rose slightly, crouching from their benches, and set down
their mugs, then thought better of what they planned and sub-
sided under his tigerish, unwinking stare.

After he left each one of these places a high buzz of excited
conversation rose. It had been hushed while he was there.

At length Eitel found what he had been seeking. He strode
into the depths of the tabema and pounced upon his victim. A
smirking harpy, who had been sitting on Tibullus’ lap, cooing
into his ear and busy with her hands, shot into a comer with a
solid thump. Her yell startled passers-by in the street.

Eitel’s ham fist closed on the nape of his quarry. Leaving a
wake of overset benches and broken jugs, squalling women and
cursing drunks, the big Hun made toward the outer air. The
heels of Tibullus dragged helplessly through broken crockery
and spilled lees of cheap wine.

A burly tavern bouncer stood grinning in Eitel’s path. He did
not pause or turn aside. With outstretched fingers, he shot a
straight lancelike dart at the eyes of the Byzantine, who shrieked
like a woman, dropped his club, and went staggering back with
hands covering his bleeding face. There was no other hindrance
and no one followed.

Eitel dragged Tibullus across the street, through refuse and
animal droppings, until he came to the edge of the water. He
raised his prey at arm’s length and regarded it with disgust.

“Pah! You stink!” he grunted, and dropped Tibullus off the
edge of the wharf. When the garbage-strewn head came up,
coughing and sputtering, Eitel reached out a helping hand—to
plunge it under again.

This time Tibullus did not come up so soon. When he did, he
was limp. His eyes were closed. Eitel laid him down on the
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wharf, with head hanging over the edge. Water poured out of
Tibullus’ mouth. He gasped and retched.

When he could speak, Eitel, who had squatted beside him,
waiting, picked him up and shook him like a rat, slapping his
face from side to side. Tibullus rocked to and fro without offer-
ing any resistance.

“l saw her come to you on bleeding feet,” Eitel growled. “It
was not done so you can treat her as you have, nor for her to
ever see you like this in such a place.”

“What do we matter to you?”

“You are nothing. | am less than nothing. She has a destiny
you could never understand. There will be no more of this, ever.
Will there? Speak!”

“No! Never. Whatever you say!” Tibullus coughed up more
dirty harbor water.

Eitel waited. Tibullus said nothing. He did not dare to look
up. He remained as he was, on all fours, staring down into the
greasy refuse floating underneath him. He was very sick.

Those scornful eyes burned into his back, scarifying his very
soul. His own face stared up at him. Superimposed upon it he
saw the face of the drab he had been petting. He threw up and
turned from that sight. Eitel was gone.

A little group on the street was watching. Tibullus got up and
staggered away, bent over, his hands on his belly. His eyes
burned with the salt water—or was it tears bom of sudden self-
recognition?

No one followed him as he reeled down the street, hardly con-
scious of his surroundings. He leaned against a wall of one of the
little niches which passed for shops in this section of the port. It
was a place of more refinement than most of the others and a
better class of goods was on display.

The proprietor, a small rusty-bearded Syrian wearing a striped
robe and black skullcap, came out, nibbing his hands to-
gether. He scrutinized his prospective customer with shrewd
eyes. Appearances did not always indicate an empty purse.

“Something for the soldier? A pretty bangle to buy favor from
a pretty lady? A bit of amber on a golden chain? Much in favor-
much in desire these days! Hard to come by.

“Perhaps some glass beads from Egypt? Very old. Very rare.
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Stolen from the neck of a princess, buried young. No one else

has ever worn them. Guaranteed to me personally by the thief.”
Tibullus looked at him with small comprehension. The voice

droned. His eyes were still blurred. He pointed at random.

“That—how much?”

Ah! A person of discernment. Your judgment is unerring. The
finest treasure of all my wondrous wares.” The Syrian hastily
seized up a small bottle of heavy glass, slyly brushed off a thick
overlay of dust, and gave it a quick polish on his sleeve.

He held it out on display. His voice was hushed and re-
verent.

“Attar of roses. Once owned by the enchantress Mythris. She
was laid to eternal rest in a rose-embroidered mantle in a tomb
filled with rose petals. Her favorite perfume . . .”

His voice fell to a whisper and he gazed about, cautiously. “If
these riffraff suspected its value, they would slit our throats to
possess it. The vial holds only one drop, but that worth five times
its weight in gold. It is a sure specific to win back love, a certain
charm to keep love—the ineffable essence of sixty thousand de-
spoiled roses concentrated into a single liquid jewel.”

“The price? What is it?”

The proprietor raised his hands in writhing horror at the sor-
did question. “It is beyond price, young sir! Nobles have tried to
purchase this from me in vain. A talent of silver could not per-
suade me to part with it to an unworthy person who might use
its magic properties to a selfish end.

“Nay, do not be hasty”—as Tibullus turned to go—‘l have pre-
served it, cherished it, for just such a day, for just such a brave
warrior as yourself—for a man who has a need and a lovely lady
to please.

“The cost? A mere trifle to such as you. Merely, whatever you
at the moment possess—out of the kindness of my heart—because
I have a fondness for lovers.”

Tibullus emptied out his pouch into the Syrian’s eager palm.
The man groaned. “Surely my kind heart and tender sympathies
will bring my children to curse me for their hunger. Only twelve
denarii? The gods witness that my father would tear out his
beard in the shame of having a fool for a son!

“Yet | have given my word and | am an honorable man. Here.
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Quickly. Take it and begone before | repent. Alas! That | awoke
this day, to lie sleepless in remorse tonight!”

He turned and went into his niche, like a retreating spider, bit-
ing at a suspiciously light coin as he went.

Tibullus hurried back to the barracks with a lighter heart. His
steps slowed as he entered. Eitel saw him come in but lowered
his own head, betraying no sign of what had happened between
them.

Tibullus approached the enclosure and parted the curtains
without noise. Lilia was asleep, her head on her arm. He could
see that tears had dried on her cheeks. His heart went out to her
in repentance.

He bent and kissed her, with a sudden honest impulse of ten-
der affection. She opened her eyes and put her arms around his
neck. “Forgive me, Lilia?”

“Oh, Tibullus, I am so sorry. I know | did wrong. Can you
ever forgive me? Why, Tibullus, you are all wet! You will take a
fever. You must have a dry tunic.”

He kissed her again and disengaged. “It is nothing, darling. |
fell into the bay. I am all right. Here. | brought you a present.”

She took his hands and held them on her bosom.

“Oh, thank you! It is beautiful. It smells so nice! Oh, Tibullus,
you are so good to me. | do love you.” She put her head on his
shoulder.

“l love you too, Lilia.”

For the moment he believed what he said.

Eitel looked on, distantly keeping his own counsel. He stalked
through the camp with an arrogance which hid his deeper feel-
ings. It was not suited to his tenuous status in the legion or to his
former one as a slave. He swaggered and growled as though he
strode to meet trouble.

His burning gaze softened only when it fell upon Lilia. When
he sat his wagon on the march, he constantly stared ahead in her
direction. When he had leisure, he was generally within call, his
long muleteer’s whip coiled ready on his shoulder. He wore it as
though it were part of him, sometimes flicking out the sharp steel
point on the tip with unerring accuracy at a fly, a chip, or a
blowing leaf.

He seldom missed. When he walked by her tent, it often
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dragged behind him like a deadly following serpent, alert and
anxious to lash out.

Many marked his evident devotion, which Lilia alone did not
seem to see. They noticed the seeking of her smile, which he
would return by a hasty averting of his eyes and a hurrying of
his pace without answer in kind. No one remarked upon this
within his hearing.

His size, his heavily muscled torso, his fierce scowl—all these
stopped men from laughing at Eitel—usually the first time, never
more than once.

He kept to himself and did not speak with Lilia often. When
he did, she noticed that he almost never called her “Little
Roman” now. It was a name which he held private in his heart,

with such other tender things as he cherished in memory. They
were very few.
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SAUL THE TENTMAKER

Across the Bosphorus—eattle crossing, ancient route of the
Bronze Age drovers—ay the city of Chalcedon, rival to Byzan-
tium, already superseded in size and magnificence and called by
the Byzantines the City of Lights.

Between these two metropoli ferries ran, wide barges for
heavy wagons and companies of troops, rafts with pontoons, es-
pecially built for horses and other heavy animals, and many
other lighter craft.

During most of the following day, under the critical eye of
their officers, the Thirteenth was ferried across without mishap.
It took form again and went into camp that night in Asia, a short
distance from Chalcedon.

Here began the network of highways which covered Anatolia
like a web, leading out of it, south and westerly, into Egypt or
on into Africa. North and easterly, the roads Van toward the
Black Sea, Armenia, and the Parthian Marches—hat debatable
frontier, never quite defined.

Here, now that the journey was resumed, began the evening
drills. Again the recruits sweated through their training. Now
they had the additional burden, in common with most of the le-
gion, of learning the language which would prove useful
throughout a far-flung area.

The colloquial Greek Koine, the lingua franca of the Greco-
Roman world, was universally understood and used by traders,
politicians, soldiers, and citizens of the colonies.

Lilia learned its intricacies as she continued her physical train-
ing with the others. She was never able to repeat her success
with the bow but became proficient enough with it and the sling
to satisfy Ciscus and receive his grudging approval.

Her strength increased. Happy because of the new and tender
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attentiveness constantly shown her by Tibullus, she was en-
couraged to strive ever harder in all her studies. She found that
she had a natural aptitude for languages.

In her free time she made herself familiar with the various
arms of the service and was welcomed everywhere. She con-
stantly added to her long list of acquaintances and friends.
Lucas came over occasionally from the artillery park, if he had
no other duties. He instructed her and a few others in the finer
points of hurling knives and the dirtier methods of hand-to-hand
fighting with his favorite weapon.

At the same time he proudly displayed what he was learning
during artillery practice. Lilia, listening to his brags, also became
knowing, able to speak learnedly of trajectory and distance, of
siegecraft and tactics, of torsion engines and beam-arm missile
throwers.

She learned why no man stands behind the onager when it is
used by watching the catapult kick its base high, like the heels of
the wild ass for which it is named. She saw the fireballs soar,
leaving their trails of thick black smoke. She heard the fire
lances, the phalarica, rip the sky, gleaming like deadly comets as
they raced toward their targets.

She shivered in dread of their eager power to hurt, although
she thrilled with pride in the invincibility of the legion—her le-
gion! She clenched her small fists, feeling that she shared in their
might.

Jolly Probus entertained her with quaint and curious tales of
his father, who it appeared was a man of many parts and quali-
ties. His stories were unbelievable but funny, and he never men-
tioned again that his parent had been a poet, so she knew that
he had made up that yam on the moment, merely to trick Ti-
bullus into signing the articles.

She was no longer angry and once she said, “Probus, if all
these stories are true, your father must be about a hundred
and eighty years old!”

Probus only grinned.

Kervashe, who had been little more than an acquaintance be-
cause of his reserve, revealed something of his hidden character
in an odd way.

She had never known him well, although she had occasionally
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shared his company with that of others, seeing that they were
close neighbors in the tent city of the camp. His appearance, by
itself, was daunting. His thick shaggy uncombed hair and large
unkempt mustache gave him a sinister look which discouraged
conversation.

His unsociable attitude and solitary mood did not induce her
to go out of her way to establish a close friendship, although she
had noticed early that when she passed by he always followed
her with his eyes. Many did that, but most had a pleasant word
and a hearty smile for her, or a joke to tell.

She wondered if he was shy and tried, at first, to draw him
out. He answered only in monosyllables and appeared lost in his
own dark thoughts. One day he came out of his somber reveries
in an odd manner.

The Keeper of the Hounds was exercising his fierce Molossian
war dogs near the lower end of the camp, when one huge and
savage monster, named Cerberus, set up a doleful howling. He
spun around in circles, snapping at the ground and licking his
paw.

When the Keeper tried to discover the cause of this, Cerberus
snapped at him and no command or threat would quiet the
beast.

The men gathered around at a safe distance, giving advice and
making suggestions. By now the dog was irt great pain and
flecked with foam. Unwillingly, the Keeper prepared to put Cer-
berus out of his misery. Before this could happen, Lilia impul-
sively went into the circle. She approached the tortured animal,
speaking softly and comfortingly to him.

His howls ceased. He laid his great bucket-shaped head down
between his splay feet and watched her come close. There was
madness in his wild stare of pain. Lilia touched him without
showing fear. She rubbed gently between his ears, smoothing out
the wrinkles on his furrowed forehead, stroking the scars in his
loose skin and massaging with knowing fingers along his heavy
jowls.

Cerberus made no attempt to attack her. Lilia’s voice was soft
and gently soothing. The deep, warning rumble in his throat be-
came a low gurgle of pleasure.

She slowly slid her soft hand down his foreleg. Past shoulder
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and knee joint to ankle. She went on petting with her other hand
and murmuring in low tones. The foot was larger than the palm
which lifted it. Now she could see the trouble.

Blood ran down through her fingers and he quivered at the
touch, growling like a distant mutter of thunder. She ignored the
warning.

The dogs had been leaping, at command, at the throat of a
dummy in body armor. Cerberus had evidently caught his foot
on a jagged bit of steel projecting from the damaged lorica and
torn a ragged slash across the pad, which was now filled with
coarse dirt. In addition, the dewclaw was tom almost off and
was hanging loose.

The Keeper of the Hounds peered at the wound from a dis-
tance, for whenever anyone moved in the surrounding group
Cerberus lifted his head and fixed him immovably with a feral
glare.

“He will have to be destroyed. He will always be lame.”

Lilia gave him an indignant look and turned her back on the
Keeper. “A rag. Some wine.” She held out her hand behind her
for the articles, continuing to hold the foot. The dog remained
peaceful.

She wet the cloth as she had seen the doctor do, poured some
of the stinging liquid into the raw wound, and began gently to
clean out the dirt. Cerberus howled but did not pull away. In-
stead, his massive jaws closed on her wrist so gently that his
fangs depressed but did not break the skin. The grip would not
have cracked an eggshell, much less harm her slender bones.

At that moment she felt a hot breath on the back of her neck.
She knew that another dog, equally huge and dangerous, was
standing directly behind her, ready to snap, and growling. Cer-
berus knew it too.

Lilia did not turn around but kept on with her ministrations,
while Cerberus rolled his eyes up to watch the other Molossian.
He looked over her shoulder while she worked and the threat in
his deep answering growl was not for Lilia. No one spoke or
moved while she finished cleaning the cut, pressed the damaged
claw into place, and bound it firmly.

The great jaws relaxed. Cerberus winced when she wet the
cloth with more wine, but did not threaten again. He stared into
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her face. Suddenly his long tongue shot out and licked her
cheek. She put her arms around his neck, circled with a heavy
spiked collar, and hugged him.

A long sigh of relief was clearly audible from the gathered
men. She felt another huge head bump gently against her shoul-
der from behind. It forced its muzzle up into her armpit. Now
the Keeper of the Hounds came up and held the head there for a
few seconds, grasped Cerberus by the collar, and did the same
for him.

The two dogs fawned upon her, laughing as only dogs can,
their bodies wagging furiously, for they had no tails. They
pressed against her and she was hard put to it to stand against
their weight, fending them off and caressing them at the same
time.

“This is Irax, his mate,” said the Keeper. “They know you now
and will never forget you. They have your scent in their nostrils
and it will remain there all their lives.”

Lilia turned to go. A tight knot of men were gathered around
a prone figure. Kervashe Mirkanian, the morose and solitary Ar-
menian, who had held a drawn bow on the dogs all this time,
had fainted.

In the days following, as the legion went southward through
Anatolia, Lilia gradually drew Kervashe out of his silence. She
learned to know his ways and moods; his abrupt way of breaking
off a conversation and walking away without a word of farewell;
his strange, withdrawn, brooding manner; his habitual rubbing
of a jagged lightning streak of scar across his forehead, as
though the pain was deeper than his fingers could reach. This
habit bothered Lilia. It seemed that there was something she
should remember.

He became a regular member around the campfire where the
Koine lessons were being held. It was on one of these nights that
Kervashe unburdened himself. It was quiet. Only the inter-
mittent calling of a hoopoe broke the silence, until he began to
speak.

“lI remember how my mother missed the song of the hoopoe.
It was the one thing she regretted she could never hear in Italy,
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she said. | never heard it at all until | came here and yet | think
I always knew how it would sound.”

“It is a lonely bird, | should think,” said Galba. “lI never hear
an answer. It seems to be seeking and never finding.”

“l too seek and one day | shall find. When | do, my heart will
be lighter and | shall not care if my life comes to an end.”

Titus said, “Life does not come to an end because a journey is
finished. This finding of yours should mean a beginning.”

“Not for me.” Kervashe looked moodily into the surrounding
wood. The hoopoe called. There was no answer.

“The end of this journey can end only in a death, or there will
be no end. | have come this weary way and many more miles
yet, for one purpose only—to find a woman against whom | have
a grievance.

“She lives in Tigranocerta, in Armenia. Every time my mother
spoke of her, she cried. I remember that well, although | was
small. I will never forget that name, | think, and how my mother
wept at the hearing of it.

“It must have been a beautiful city, before you Romans be-
sieged and wrecked it. It has been well said that you make a des-
ert and call it—peace!”

There was a long silence. One by one, the stars appeared in the
darkening sky. Lying back on the warm ground, the little group
of friends looked up at the constellations taking form.

The Heavenly Crown glittered above. They saw the Great Cir-
cling Bear and the neighboring Dragon. Bright shone Hesperus,
Taurus, Bootes, and that mighty hunter, Orion, with Sirius, his
dog, following in eternal faithfulness.

Sweetly pure as the notes of a golden bell, a trumpet sang
under the starlight:

“Seek your rest.
Sleep is best.
Pales the moon.
Dawn comes soon
Sleep well! Sleep well!”

“l loved my mother. | did not know her very long, for | lost

her when | was small.”
Lilia listened inattentively. She lay beside Tibullus, their
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fingers intertwined, lost in happiness that they were near each
other, feeling closer in these hours than upon the long
marches.

“l went out into the street to play. It was Rome and the day of
a festival—the Lupercalia, | think, for there were immense
crowds and people running. | was pushed here and there, caught
in the throng. I must have gone far from home. Everything
around was unfamiliar. | recollect that | was crying because |
was hungry.

“A man found me and carried me. | was fed and | slept in his
house. The next day | was sold by him, to grow up as a slave in
the household of Modica Rubrius, in the Caelian district. She
was a hard mistress, but just, and | did not fare badly.

“I remembered that I was Armenian. | had often heard my
mother say so. Whenever | could, | used to go over to the Ar-
menian colony, thinking, hoping that I might find my mother
there. | never did, but then | heard that other word often. Ti-
granocertal Tigranocerta!” The same name that my mother men-
tioned whenever she spoke of home—”

His voice gritted, “Home! The home that my grandmother
drove her away from because she loved and married a Roman
soldier! My grandmother! That woman who said that she would
stay there, unforgiving, until my mother came back and begged
her forgiveness! So many times my mother cried when she told
me about that.

“Of course she had no way of ever getting there.

“l do not remember my father. If he was a soldier, he was
probably killed in some battle. If he ever came home, he never
found me. When Modica Rubrius died, | was a man. In her will
she had granted freedom to all her slaves, but after fifteen years,
who could find a lost mother in Rome?

“My grandmother must have driven my mother away with
curses, into exile and pregnant, to become a wanderer and
worse. How could any woman do that to a daughter who loved
her?

“And because we went to Rome, my mother and | lost each
other and | spent fifteen years in slavery!

“All 1 know of my grandmother is that she lives in Tigrano-
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certa, if she is still alive. And if she is alive, she has lived too
long!

“That is why | joined the legion. All legions sometime are apt
to go to Armenia. When we do, | will desert if I have to, just to
find her—find her and destroy her, for my mother’s sake and my
own!”

The savage intensity of feeling in his risen voice admitted of
no comment. The pleasant rapport of the group was shattered.

Silently, they separated and returned to their hot tents. The
lonely hoopoe mourned unheeded through the night.

The legion continued to march southward through Anatolia,
opulent acquisition to the Empire by force of arms. It passed
through history.

Behind them now lay Smyrna, where once blind Homer lived
and sang, too far west for Quintus to visit—to his regret. They
did journey through Libyssa and saw the monument, beside the
road, which held down the ashes of Hannibal, beneath a ton of
stone raised by his enemies to make certain that “hated old man”
should never rise again to the anxiety of Rome.

Here Matho, conscious of his heritage, stood with doffed hel-
met and bowed head. He offered a prayer to Tanit and to Baal,
the ancient gods of Carthage. Many another scarred cavalryman
stood at his back, doing honor to their ancestors before they clat-
tered on.

The highway, in excellent condition, for it had been con-
structed only fifty years previously, veered as directly as possible
to Ancyra, once the capital of the conquered Phrygians. The
country roundabout was becoming tedious for travel and the le-
gion rested here, before going up into the rugged and fiercely
mountainous area to the south of the city.

Manlius and Quintus visited the baths and the huge temple to
Augustus, where, on tablets, was carved the Res Gestae, the
complete account of Augustus’ life and deeds.

When it entered the mountains, the legion suffered more ardu-
ous trials. The central plateau of Anatolia is a tortured land of
snow-covered peaks, through which no engineer could plot a
straight road, nor workers maintain it without unremitting labor.

The days are hot, the nights cold. Alternate thawing and freez-
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ing heaved the pavement blocks askew and continual freshets
from flooded streams undermined them. Travel was an ordeal for
animals and wagons. It was not much better for the footsloggers.
Rest periods were frequent and a day’s mileage was shorter.

When the legion came thankfully out of the higher mountains,
with stubbed toes, broken wheels, sore-footed horses and mules,
there was a general tenseness of tempers. Through the lake dis-
trict, progress became easier. There was need of good roads and
haste upon them, for no one knew what the situation might now
be in Jerusalem.

Politics, always fluid there, might have already turned for the
worse. In several forced marches through the still mountainous
but more rolling country, they entered upon the Via Sebaste at
last. The Greeks and Syrians had named the highway so. The
Romans called it the Via Augustus, both names meaning the
same.

It led to Antioch, where again they tramped beside the sea,
southward ever, cooled by winds which lessened the oppressive
humidity. They passed through the Daphne Gate, over the im-
pressive four-arched bridge, as well built as any in Rome, left
the Orontes River and the city behind them, and went on
through a lovely, fertile land toward Palestine.

The land was well tilled. Green mists of pistachio leaves and
pomegranate trees in blossom lined the highway. The farmers
looked prosperous. Galba sighed, wistfully estimating what he
would plant, if he were only one of them.

Licinius, who marched close by, looked over. “Good soil,
Farmer,” he said. “When our service is over, let’s come here and
take up land?”

Galba nodded. “And bring my mother and my brother. Gods,
how | miss them both!”

As upon other well-traveled main highways, there was much
traffic, wheeled and afoot. Postcarts dashed by, always in urgent
haste, the driver marked by his leather Mercury cap, minus the
wings. Heavy wine wagons, behind their slow, patient oxen,
pulled over to let the marching men go by. The legionaries held
out their empty canteens, both to them and whenever they saw a
wagon being unladen at one of the many tabemas. It was a fu-
tile gesture.
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It was almost like the Via Appia, Lilia thought, to see so many
posthouses and mansiones again.

There were some differences. Here she saw her first camels,
haughty, cynical-looking animals who sneered at the dusty
passers-by. They curled scornful lips as the caravans went by in
long strings, laden with bales. They looked to her as though they
hated men and served them only for their own private reasons.

The country seemed peaceful. It did not change as they
neared Jerusalem. If there was rebellion it had either been
guelled or had not extended so far north as they yet were. How-
ever, it was clearly a conquered land. Here again, Rome ruled by
the sword and was not loved.

At night the stationarii were doubled. There was no more
wandering away from the camp to lie under the stars and listen
to the hoopoe. Instead the tired men sweltered in their close
tents, listening to the hourly call from sentry to sentry, and
tempers grew short.

“That Ciscus! Every time | stop working long enough to catch
my breath, he breaks out in a cold sweatl”

“l made him a gift last night. He sleeps in my tent, you know.
A big fat louse was taking a walk on my blanket. ‘Here,” says I,
‘come with me, little friend.” | picks him up by the back of the
neck and drops him into Ciscus’ beard. Now | know where to
look for a louse if | ever want one.”

“These filthy khans are full of hungry crawlers. ‘Pharaoh’s
lice,” the natives call them. Been sharpening their teeth on
camels for centuries. No wonder they like a nice tender Roman
leg to chew on.”

“Better than camping outside of the khans, though. Every
time the tents go up the other fellows get soft grass under their
blankets. What do | get? A sharp rock or a thornbush.”

These khans were not campgrounds but large courts or enclo-
sures. Inside them, nomads camped with all their flocks and
herds behind the protection of four walls.

There was not space enough for the whole legion, but those
within felt favored in having a flat surface of well-packed hard
ground. Caravans already there were unceremoniously turned
out; the legionaries scraped the dirt clean and slept, or listened
to the restless camels, dispossessed, snuffle and moan in the dark.
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Nearby, the officers patronized the combination inn and trad-
ing post which catered to travelers. It was usually a three-story
building made of brick or mud, with clay-daubed walls. Always
in the forecourt was the inevitable oven, always busy, sending
forth thick black smoke to choke the customers. However, the
food was consistently good and the smoke did drive away the
clouds of flies—when the wind was right.

There was mutton in broth, seasoned with wild leeks and
cracked black pepper; beans with onions; meat soup flavored
with cayenne pepper and garlic; and puddings with honey:
honey cakes and flat, hot bread, dripping with honey—all washed
down with honey-sweetened date wine.

Quintus was in his element. The sloe-eyed damsels domiciled
on the third floor, who catered to the wants of travelers in more
ways than one; the deceptive potency of the date wine, with
which he had been unfamiliar; the semitropical air; all these
combined to bring an Indian summer of youthfulness to his
spirit.

His eyes became hollow. His weight increased. From such
meals, after being entertained with belly dancers of great agility
and apparent bonelessness, but of no great beauty, all the officers
staggered away, belching happily. They thus added their bit to
the constant uproar of dissatisfied, complaining animals and the
noise of their gambling masters which went on throughout the
night.

If anyone slept at the inn, it was only because he was stone
deaf.

It was a relief to all when they saw ahead the walls of Damas-
cus. The legion tramped through the city along the highway
which slashed Damascus in twain. Along the Vicus Rectus, the
Street called Straight, the iron-studded boots, the rumbling
wheels, the clip-clop of hoofs told the inhabitants, in no uncer-
tain terms, that the power of Rome was passing through. Tire
governor, apprised days before, had given orders that no resist-
ance should be made.

One mile long, one hundred feet wide, the street cut a swath
across the city. Under the stone arches, into the byways, chariots
and horsemen, burdened donkeys and crowds of pedestrians
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made way for the Thirteenth, with its proud, defiant golden
Eagle, pushing them back and leading the way.

The marching men made a brave sight. They passed as on pa-
rade, with fluttering pennons and company standards all dis-
played in full color and polished bronze. The pipers blew them-
selves red-faced. The drums stuttered. The tubas coughed.

This was a show of force meant to impress and intimidate a
possibly unfriendly populace. Following the death of the Em-
peror Tiberius, Aretas, King of Arabia, had taken the opportu-
nity to seize the city and set a governor over it.

Even though Damascus could no longer be considered a part
of the Empire, Manlius was pleased to notice that the Romans
appeared to be welcome.

Trade went on normally. The eyes of the people met those of
the soldiers straight and clear. No one scowled.

Quintus sneered. “A sesterce doesn’t care what hand holds it,
or whose head is on it.” Manlius only smiled, his gaze fixed up-
ward toward balconies and roofs, where anything might fall.

They tramped on through the city. The street was lined with
columns and overspread with arches. There were fountains and
vines and green enclosures like little parks. Everywhere could be
heard the sounds of busy life.

Here resounded the clang of anvils, for Damascus steel was fa-
mous; the tapping hammers of the coppersmiths and the thud of
the goldbeaters’ mallets; the tinkle of tiny careful tools piercing
silver plaques into fantastic, intricate fretwork.

From the balconies, Persian carpets and fine brocades hung on
display, absorbing the smells and dust of the street, laying down
a patina of age on the rich materials. The dust fell impartially
upon the passers-by and the fine furniture inlaid with mother-of-
pearl. It dulled the brasswork in the bazaars and hid the polish
on the helmets of the legion.

The Thirteenth passed on, to tuck of drum, out of the southern
gate. It took the road to Jerusalem, leaving behind a city whose
folk had not seemed to care that they had come and gone. A few
mileposts beyond, the legion made camp in an open field.

After Manlius had supped alone, he was relaxing quietly with
a chapter of the lliad, his favorite book, when he was inter-
rupted by his aide, Tribune Mancinus.
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“A man to see you, sir. He says he is in danger of his life. He
begs shelter for the night and permission to travel on with the le-
gion for a few days for protection. He says he is a Roman
citizen.”

Manlius looked up, frowning, marking his place with a finger
on the scroll.

“Permit him to enter. Let him be brief.”

The fugitive who entered was slight in build but tended to-
ward corpulence. His face was fleshy and he had the nose of a
Hittite. He looked tired and his clothes were dusty but of good
quality. His reddish hair was sparse and it was evident that, de-
spite his youth, it would not be many years before he was bald.

He met Manlius’ eyes with a straight, direct look. There was
power behind it and in his bearing. Manlius thought he had
never seen a man in whom there was more promise of an uncom-
promising, though still not fully developed, character.

The visitor inspected Manlius as thoroughly before speaking.
He seemed pleased with what he saw. He bowed slightly, with
no hint of subservience.

“My name is Saul, Commander,” he said in a pleasing, reso-
nant voice. “If you will allow me to travel with you to Jerusalem,
I can earn my way. | can weave, mend and repair canvas. | am a
tentmaker by trade. | am a Roman citizen, of the city of Tarsus.”
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Manlius studied his visitor. There was something likable and
forthright about the man. He did not seem to be an escaped
slave seeking sanctuary, nor did his manner indicate that he was
a criminal in flight from the law.

A blood feud, then? Such affairs were common in Judea, but
there were cities and temples set aside in which to seek shelter
from the enraged relatives of a ravished woman or a murdered
man.

Manlius remarked bluntly, “You claim to be in danger. | can-
not go against the law of the land to help you. Explain.”

Saul hesitated, choosing his words with care. “It may be
difficult for you to understand, Commander. Are you familiar
with the situation here? The political and religious problems are
inextricably intertwined. At the moment, I am involved with
both.

“Frankly, I have made powerful enemies and | am at a loss to
know what to do. Perhaps if | began at the beginning?”

“Pray do, but briefly if possible.” Manlius reluctantly laid
aside his book and motioned to a folding chair. Saul sank grate-
fully into it. “You say you are a Roman citizen and yet a Jew?”

“l was bom in Tarsus, no mean city. My father was a Roman
citizen and a member of the tribe of Benjamin. He was, at one
time, a soldier. Perhaps | should be, for | do have a violent na-
ture. Perhaps you have noticed my red hair?

“Roth my parents were Pharisees—myself also. The elite, you
know, very strict—snobbish. | think that has been knocked out of
me lately, | thank my Lord.”

“Who is your lord?”

“Jesus of Nazareth, who is called the Christ.”

“lI have heard some talk of the man. A rebel against authority,
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who would make himself a king of the Jews—a revolutionary.
Dead, isn’t he? | heard that he had been crucified.”

"Crucified, but not dead. | can testify to that.”

Manlius would have interrupted. Saul lifted a hand. Let me
tell my story in my own way, | pray you, Commander. It will not
take so long.

"My parents were Israelites, of course, and | was brought up
in my ancestral religion, but | was always of a questioning na-
ture.

“There are temples of gods and goddesses on every side in
Tarsus, and—’

“As there should be,” interjected Manlius, "in every city of the
Empire.”

Quintus came in, cast a look around, and sat down, seeing that
Manlius was occupied. He helped himself to wine and listened
without interrupting. “And,” continued Saul, refusing the
proffered jug, “there are many Stoic and Cynic philosophers who
constantly preach on the street comers and in the market places.

“l was a good student and | liked to sharpen my wits against
theirs. When disciples of Jesus came there to preach and exhort,
I thought they were spreading heresy. There was much outcry
against them and, my Lord forgive me, | not only joined in per-
secuting them but | went out of my way to find and accept au-
thority from the Sanhedrin—the council of elders in Jerusalem—
to arrest and bring those men to justice as heretics and criminals.

“l had gone to Jerusalem, at that time, to study the faith of my
fathers. | was most intolerant.”

Saul bowed his head. “In a sense, | helped to kill a good man.
Then I thought it was my duty. Now | know it was murder.

“There was a youth called Stephen, a handsome boy, a Hel-
lenist and very outspoken. When he stood trial, the listening
crowd thought that he blasphemed. It is sweaty work stoning a
man to death and many took off their cloaks and laid them in a
pile.”

Saul’s voice broke. Manlius and Quintus listened attentively.

“l was there. They asked me to guard their cloaks, so | did not
throw any stone, but | did nothing to hinder. Indeed, | rejoiced
that a criminal was to be punished.

“Stephen was a brave man. He did not try to run. He lay
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down, after praying, among the falling stones and it was as
though he went gently and peacefully to sleep.

“At the moment, what | had seen meant nothing. | set out for
Damascus, to help apprehend other men—evil, as | thought—to
be imprisoned, maybe stoned.

“The sun beat down on that road like flame. The very ground
beneath the feet of the company | traveled in burned. Of a sud-
den | saw a blinding light in the sky. Others saw it too. | fell to
the ground, blinded by the light. | heard a voice meant only for
me.”

His voice was almost inaudible. Manlius and Quintus strained
to catch the faint words. Whatever had occurred, it was clear
that, to this man, it had been an experience never to be for-
gotten.

“The voice said, 1 am Jesus, whom thou persecutest. Saul,
why persecutest thou me?’

“Since then, | have been a Follower of the Way. | regained
my sight. I am now a fugitive from the men | thought were my
friends, for my soul, my honor, and my devotion | have offered
to the service of my Lord.”

Manlius looked at Quintus, who said nothing. “This is not a
Roman problem, but if you are a Roman citizen, as you say, you
are entitled to our protection. If we help you, where do you in-
tend to go?”

Saul’s answer was hesitant. “I am not sure. | need time to
think. I would study and learn and plan my life, if | am to be a
true disciple of my Lord.

“lI believe | can find sanctuary among the Nabataeans, in the
rock-carven city of Petra, where all faiths are welcome, and | can
gather strength.

“A new king, Malichus Il, has taken a lovely girl to be his
gueen. People say he can refuse Shagilath nothing she desires
and she is in sympathy with the Jews. A little colony is already
there. No one will know me there by reputation, for | will
change my name.”

“To what?”

“My father called me Paulus.”

“Ah, yes. Little fellow. Truly you are not of an imposing
height.” Quintus laughed. It was not his usual mockery, but Saul
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was not acquainted with him. He drew himself up, indignantly.

“Neither is a spark large. Still it can bring about a great
blaze!”

“No offense was meant,” Manlius hastily remarked.

“Then none is taken. May | travel with you for security? You
will find me capable and skilled. I shall be no burden to you.

“If you wish. You shall be mu-guest.”

“Not that way. | cannot accept charity. | can labor with my
hands. They have always ministered to my necessities. He who
will not work should not eat.”

“l wish all my men felt as you do in that respect.” Manlius’
tone was rueful. “If you can make that opinion popular, you’ll
have paid your way twice over.

“Tribune! Find this man a place to sleep and see that he has
food. Take him to the supply officer. Have him shown such tents
and wagon tops as need repair. And—gather up a few who can
learn from him. Give them needles and twine. He can teach as
well.”

Time proved Saul no braggart. As the legion plodded south, it
left snow-covered Mount Herman behind. More than one tired
marcher cast longing eyes backward at its coolness and pure
waters. The heat was terrific and only the nights were bearable.

Tempers grew short, but Saul was a man of good cheer. He
worked long hours and was always in pleasant spirits. With
those who had been detailed to work with him, he was patient
and painstaking—the best of teachers, always ready with a word
of encouragement or a little story to speed the time.

Others gathered around to listen. They came from various
parts of the camp.

His flying fingers did not stop or hesitate as he talked. One
night Quintus, who had paused briefly to listen, came to Manlius
and said, “Have you heard what our guest has been telling the
men?”

“No, | have not.”

“Then | think you should. It might interest you. He speaks of
this new prophet. Man, king, or god, or all of them combined,
according to the tentmaker, he does seem to have had a great
effect upon the people he dwelt among.”
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park forge and stopped to watch the bright firefly sparks flick
around his busy hammer. Lucas looked up and grinned. He held
up a red-hot cestus in his tongs.

“Hey, arnica, look at this!” He dipped the weapon in the water
tank and slipped his fingers into the loops of the rough iron. He
made a fist and pretended to strike Tibullus, who paled.

“See? S.P.Q.R. On the knuckles. Anybody that gets this in the
mush will think the whole army hit him. I’ll stamp him Roman
property, whatever he was before!”

“Are we really going into Armenia?” Lilia asked Eitel on the
third day of waiting.

“l think so, little Roman. | hear something mysterious is build-
ing up over the border. Messengers are coming in and out of the
fort all hours of the day and night. We’re getting ready to move
somewhere soon.”

Kervashe, who was standing close, said, in a voice which
chilled Lilia, “Thank all the gods there are! I am on the road to
Tigranocerta!”

The harsh voice of Centurion Ciscus broke in. “You, there—
He pointed at Kervashe. “Into ranks. Drill is not over.”

His unpleasant roar seemed to fill the camp. “Armenian! Sup-
pose you are behind the Eagle and the aquilifer falls—what is
your duty?”

Kervashe stiffened. “l take the Eagle. | am not permitted to
die until I can hand the Eagle to someone who will carry it for-
ward and is likely to survive.”

“Correct. Good man. You have learned well. Remember that,
all of you. In any battle, you may have the honor to die for the
Eagle. Your death is not important. The Eagle must always go
forward.

“Another thing. It may become necessary for you to improvise.
You have learned that your shield can be a deadly weapon. You
know how to use a sling. Some of you are very good with a bow.”
He gave Lilia one of his rare smiles. “Here is, perhaps, the most
dangerous weapon in the world, next to the sword.” He held up
a headless lance. “Simple, isn’'t it? Nothing but a long useless
stick, you think? Look again. It is not. You find them everywhere
on a battlefield and dead men right beside them who died be-
cause they never thought of using a stick as a weapon.”
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Ciscus caught it up by the middle. “Now it is a quarterstaff.
You can strike with either end as you choose. It will crack a
skull. Let your hands slip down to one end and you have a six-
foot club that will break a neck, knock an armored man flat be-
fore he can reach you with his sword, or punch his face in with
the splintered end.

“You can sweep a trooper out of his saddle or trip a horse
with it. You can make an empty circle around you, twelve feet
across, and give a friend time to get up when he is downed. It is
a good weapon, more protection to you than a live friend. Trust
it and use it. And now lets practiceit. . .

Couriers continued to come and go. On the fifth day the Thir-
teenth broke camp. AIll unnecessary equipment was removed
from the packs and loaded into the wagons. Stripped as lightly
as possible to greatest mobility and war strength, the legion
crossed over the border—eout of the Kmes-protected territory and
into the debatable strip of foothills which formed the avenue to
the northern highlands.

They passed villages of houses where people lived like troglo-
dytes, their dwellings half buried in the ground, against the se-
vere colds and deep frosts of winter. There were sharp peaks
and high precipices; tiny terraced gardens and blanket-sized
meadows, perched precariously on the sides of mountains
crowned by fortified market towns. There were swift and turbu-
lent rivers. Everywhere, foaming waterfalls tumbled in white
ribbons from the heights. Everywhere, also, people watched the
march from a distance.

Not far from the border, the legion outriders at point were met
by a host of horsemen, waiting under banners, gleaming with
steel. The young Prince Iskander, who had been looking forward
anxiously to this moment, spurred forward to meet them at a
gallop.

He shouted and waved his bright neck scarf of yellow and
scarlet. When the Armenians recognized him, a great roar of
welcome went up to the snow-covered escarpments and they
surged toward him in a mad, undisciplined rush, screaming slo-
gans of their clans and shouting, “Iskander! Iskander! Death to
Tigranes!”
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He was joyously overwhelmed by them and lost to sight in
their midst.

There was no immediate action. As if the enemy were non-
existent, or allowing them to drive deeper toward the capital city
of Artaxata with the object of cutting the allies off from retreat,
the march met no hindrance during the first two days.

New partisans swelled the ranks of Iskander. More horse,
many footmen; easily the ten thousand the pretender had prom-
ised would flock to his banner and more to come, Manlius
hoped. Then, on the third day, the influx suddenly dried up to a
trickle.

It was a bad sign. The locality had been intimidated, quite
probably by a strong force of the enemy in the neighborhood. In
response, Manlius halted the legion at the western edge of a long
valley. “Far enough,” he said to Iskander. “Let us choose our
battlefield while we may.” He was not surprised to find that
Iskander, in spite of his illustrious name, was no military genius.
The young prince was infatuated with one idea only—that of see-
ing his brother lie dead before him.

He chafed that they had stopped, and wanted to plunge on,
evidently with the idea that his honor required him to ride Ti-
granes down, and when he scowled, the whole Armenian host
scowled with him. At last Manlius, in the midst of directing
preparations for attack, was compelled to speak plainly.

“A king must know his own resources,” he said. “If you cannot
see the value of a secured pass at your back, rock outcroppings
for concealment, and a wide plain before you on which your
enemy’s every contingent is visible for miles, no matter what di-
rection they come from, then you can surely see the value of
trusting us to be aware of them. Rome has, after all, won a num-
ber of its wars in recent years. Armenia has not.”

The prince paled but recovered himself quickly. “You are
right. In this one matter at least,” he said coldly, “Roman advisers
can be useful.” He wheeled his horse away. Quintus was gritting
his teeth but Manlius gave him a brief smile.

“Kings also have to learn to save face. That usually is even
more important than winning battles.”

Work went on without interruption. Upon strategic points,
concealed sentinels watched the valley in all its length. Patrols of
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light cavalry scoured the plain to great distances both north and
south. They were ready to fire beacons at a moment’s notice, be-
fore falling back upon the camp. Only to the north did any
movement become visible and that after a ten-day wait, during
which, as Iskander predicted, there had been some desertions.
From these deserters, however, Manlius was pleased to note that
no information had leaked out to the enemy.

On the tenth day, early in the morning, a pillar of black smoke
rose in the foothills. It stained the sky, drifting toward the east.

Shortly after the firing of the beacon, the mounted patrol
dashed in, hotly pursued for a little distance by the advance
scouts of a large host which spread slowly into the upper end of
the valley.

Iskander looked alarmed. “I had no idea Tigranes could amass
so many adherents. We should have struck him before he gath-
ered an array like this. One charge and he will ride over us like
an avalanche.”

“lI trust that is his plan,” said Manlius grimly. “Kindly place
yourself at the head of your men, Prince. This is your war and
you must bear the brunt of the attack if you wish to be given the
glory. Prepare now for the ordeal of your coming kingship.”

There was a brief pause in the advance. The ranks thickened
and milled about in some disorder. Then the van stiffened.

Proxillus, the trumpeter recruit, felt queasy. He watched the
light-armed horse massing itself behind the heavy lancers. He
wondered how any man could avoid all of those sharp points—or
even one for that matter, if the man who held the lance was re-
ally in earnest

He swallowed, stared straight ahead, and clutched his trum-
pet, waiting for the signal to send Matho’s troopers racing
against Tigranes’ attenuated wings.

Manlius was sure that the wings represented no real plan. It
appeared that Tigranes’ strategy was extremely simple, depend-
ing mainly on force of numbers.

The whole host surged forward in a slow movement, at first
scarcely more than a walk.

“They are saving their horses,” said Quintus, who stood at
Manlius’ side as they peered through the rows of tents which



THE PBIKCES DRAW THEIR BLADES 317

had been set up before the spiked agger and the deep ditch dug
behind it.

Manlius nodded. ‘They mean to hit us hard.”

The walk changed to a trot, to a jogging canter. The host
poured across the valley. Long before it should have done so, its
pace forced by impetuous glory seekers, the entire mass of horse-
men burst into a thundering gallop.

A heavy hand fell on Lilia’s shoulder and pulled her out of
rank. “Up on the filing platform, legionary. Your bow will be of
more use than your sword.”

She was indignant at being taken away from Tibullus and
being thus singled out, but she knew better than to disobey Cen-
turion Ciscus and took her place with the archers where she
would not now be called into action unless the camp was over-
run.

The rumble of the charge roared ahead of the advance. Riding
elbow to elbow, a hurly-burly of horsemen came down the valley
looking straight ahead.

“Now!” breathed Manlius. “Nowl Engineers, where are you?
Nowl”

The wild torrent of thundering flesh, bone, and steel poured
point-blank upon the waiting ranks drawn up before the tents.
Iskander’s men no longer waited to be overwhelmed. As the on-
coming forest of lances dropped level for the shattering impact,
their target disappeared.

It dissolved among the rows of tents. The soldiers of Iskander
slashed right and left at the tent ropes as they retreated through
the staggered fine of canvas. It billowed and fell, but not flat
upon the ground. It lay in little hillocks and ridges; it projected
upward, hiding concealed and savagely pointed stakes.

Upon these the drumming crowd of lancers, cheering, yelling,
joyously flung itself, astride wind-blown, heaving, exhausted
steeds in mad pursuit of the men they could see running away
before them to the shelter of the Roman camp—now for the first
time clearly visible to the attackers in its formidable strength.

Upon these hidden stakes the charge broke, in one long
scream of agony from impaled horses. Men were hurled far over
the heads of their animals. The horses struggled to be free,
among the smashed bodies of their thrown riders, kicking out
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with Bailing hoofs, clubbing their masters to death as they tried
to crawl out of the turmoil.

Down into the confusion slanted the arrow flights, volley after
volley from the palisade, where Lilia with the others stood and
drew bow, sobbing with the horror of it as she shot, but sending
arrows with her utmost accuracy, to bring quick death as her
only mercy to suffering men.

Nowl Proxillus added his trumpet blast to the symphony and
the troopers burst out of hiding to slam into both sides of the
column.
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Those uninjured riders in the first line who had been fortunate
enough to pass unharmed through the spaces between the tents
were unable to stop. Pushed on by the mass of the rush behind,
they poured like a cataract into the open ditch, no longer brack-
eted by the portable bridges across which the decoy forces had
retired.

The continuing press of lancers drew up in dismay. A squirm-
ing mass filled the ditch level to its top. As they did so, thus
presenting a motionless target, the palisade, at which they were
staring across the ditch, suddenly collapsed and fell flat.

This disclosed a solid row of carroballistae, from which imme-
diately flew a volley of heavy javelins into the midst of the at-
tackers, cutting them down in rows. The few survivors were thus
thrown back upon the next line, which rushed forward in their
turn, causing a helpless disorder. The men of Tigranes’ swirled
about, pushing in all directions, advancing and retreating, una-
ble to reform before a second discharge from the reloaded scor-
pions was received, and constantly under a dropping fall of
arrows from the archers.

The charge had devolved into inaction and blind panic. Now
into the inextricable tangle of dying cavahy came the bombard-
ment from the heavy ballistae. Huge boulders, soaring high to
fall and crush beneath their ponderous weight all that they fell
upon; then sacks of pebbles from the onagers.

These burst in mid-air and drove down like shrapnel, empty-
ing saddles in the immobilized troops, sending already wounded
horses into a murderous frenzy in their hopeless efforts to es-
cape.

Still the following ranks continued to arrive, plowing on into
the range of slaughter, impelled by useless bravery or sheer ina-
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bility to hold back. Thus the heavy cavalry of Tigranes was
decimated; thus the first ranks of the light armed were destroyed
before they could come to a plunging halt.

Trumpets of the King’s squadrons, crying like mourning
bronze-throated harpies, sent the tale of disaster back across the
field. The trumpeters choked as they blew. The flower of the
army no longer existed, but there was yet the huge infantry force
to be reckoned with and it was on the way.

Hasten! Hasten! the trumpets wailed. They called, they urged,
they commanded. They screamed for vengeance.

To meet the infantry, the Thirteenth advanced out of camp in
force—across the ditch, through the fine of stake-ripped tents—to
battle, in its grim array, the main strength of Tigranes.

The legion moved like marionettes, in fixed positions. First the
youngest, known as the principes, most eager—the quickest to
strike, the ablest to take a blow and recover, the shock troops.

Backing them, the second line, the hastati, bearing longer
spears, upon which the enemy would be received if the front
lines were pressed back.

Behind these, the older veterans kept the third line, marching
close together, the rear rank of the triarii, meant to be moved in
only to support the others at need. ,

Lilia, from her high vantage point, saw them pass—out of the
gates, leaving her and the other archers behind. There they
went, Tibullus staring straight ahead, his face white, looking as
though he scarcely realized where he was; Vorco, moving with
careless supple grace, close beside him. Vorco gave her a flash of
white teeth as he went by. He looks as though he were going to
the games, she thought. He enjoys this!

Centurion Ciscus, a hulking statue of steel. He saw her, too,
and grinned and was gone. Longinus, Atticus, the Farmer, that
ill-assorted trio, side by side. Galba holds his spear like a pitch-
fork— hope he doesn’t hurt himself with it! Can’t watch them,
must keep shooting—this is what it means to be a legionary!

Oh, my boys—my husband—my friends! Shoot, Lilia, shoot!
Maybe more of them will come back if | keep on shooting!

“Hoi! Hoi!” She saw the Keeper of the Hounds wave his arm
in wide sweeps, gesturing to the unchained dogs of war. They
raced away, huge snarling beasts, ravening and eager, their
throats protected by thick leather collars studded with sharp
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spikes, charging into battle, twenty of them in all. She could not
pick out Cerberus and lIrax, but she knew they were there—her
gentle friendly pets, transformed into savage demons.

Shoot, Lilia! She dropped her bow, her eyes so full of tears
that she could not see a target. It did not matter. All along the
firing step, the archers laid down their bows with her. The battle
had swung away, out of their range.

The onagers continued to operate while it was possible for
the engineers to avoid hitting their own men. Kicking up their
heels at every discharge, hurling their stones, they were pro-
tected by their own contingents of slingers and archers.

Then the Thirteenth bore in, punching like a giant’s fist into
the swirling melee. The sweating engine handlers no longer
dared to shoot. They seized bows and sought individual targets.

There seemed to be little organized resistance to the legion.
Fighting as a unit, it met a huddle of wild, undisciplined men
who fought viciously enough but without decisive plan or com-
petent leadership. It gave way and scattered to either side.

Down upon this disorder, out of the mountain defiles where
until now they had remained hidden, came the rush of Iskander’s
horse, with the young prince at the head. It struck like a thun-
derbolt against the reformed cavalry of Tigranes, still powerful
enough to constitute a menace to the legion, should that be
charged upon in the open plain.

The two cavalry forces swept away like leaves in a hurricane.
They were almost equally matched in strength. They circled for
position, clashed briefly, drew apart, and collided again, leaving
a scattering of dead animals, unhorsed riders, and limp bodies.
Still in bloody contact, the cavalry swept like a storm round
about the circumference of the battlefield while within it the le-
gion fought, coming suddenly upon an upthrust of rock, a penin-
sula jutting out from the mountain mass, recoiling to retain for-
mation, swinging aside. In doing so, in the confusion, it lost a
minute fragment, an individual unimportant until then, named
Tibullus.

He found himself jammed into a crack in a heap of rocks, hor-
ribly frightened and alone, except for the man whom he had al-
ways regarded as his nemesis, Centurion Ciscus.
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Down upon this isolated, poorly matched pair came a howling
knot of red-eyed mountain men, shouting, “Tigranes! Tigranes!”

For an instant events were almost indescribable. Tibullus
struck out blindly. He heard a man yell in pain. A great weight
fell upon him and bore him down. He shrieked and struggled
out from under his assailant. He thought the man was trying to
rise and aimed a mighty blow at his head. It missed and his
sword struck a stone, breaking the blade off about four inches
from the hilt.

A streak of fire seemed to shoot up his arm, paralyzing it.
Tibullus still clung to the useless weapon. His stunned vision
took in the sight of another man stumbling toward him. He did
not know that it was Ciscus, severely wounded, and that the
other attackers were dead, slain by the centurion.

Tibullus saw only an enemy approaching to kill him. He
shrieked like a woman, threw the broken sword aimlessly toward
the oncoming menace, without waiting to see whether or not the
missile took effect. Then he turned and ran for his life back to the
camp where the way was clear. There would be protection.
There, Lilia, not involved in this horrible struggle, would surely
be waiting to offer him sympathy and comfort.

He thought he heard a feeble call for help behind him. He did
not pause or wonder who it could have been. After a few pant-
ing moments the anguished cry slipped from his memory and all
he could think of was his own terror.

Moments later, to this same spot staggered young lIskander,
unhorsed in the whirl of cavalry, hard pressed and alone. He was
beset on both sides by two foot soldiers and armed only with a
lance he had retrieved from under his dead charger when it fell.

The prince ran one of his antagonists through the body. The
butt twisted from his slippery hand, leaving him defenseless. The
other man laughed and ran at him. Iskander desperately sought
a stone, a stick—any weapon at all in this extremity.

His enemy raised his arm to strike. Iskander dodged. His back
struck against the rocks, shutting off retreat. The next blow
would be the last one, the end to ambition and to life itself.

His hand fell upon cold steel. He shouted triumphantly, seized
the hilt so fortunately presented, and slammed it into the grin-
ning bearded face before him.
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It was not until the man was dead that he saw most of the
blade was gone. He did not care. He raised the remnant in
pledge to the sky.

“Behold, O Gods! This broken sword shall be the emblem of
my house. Blessed be the brave soldier who carried this blade!
He shall be regarded with honor from this day forward. My
prayers shall recall him to my heart forever.”

Iskander thrust the precious relic into his belt. He ran out
from the rocks to catch a riderless horse, rearm himself, call a
friend to him, gather a group of riders, surround himself with a
hundred adherents, and ride on in confidence and glory to make
himself King—with the broken sword a coward had thrown
away.

Centurion Ciscus came to himself in darkness. At first he
thought it was night, then he saw, far above, a pale oval and
knew that he lay at the bottom of a declivity.

He was in severe pain. His back and right leg hurt. He gasped
when he breathed and felt certain that ribs were cracked, possi-
bly broken. When he called out, his voice sounded weak, even in
his own ears, strangely hollow and deadened by the rock around
him. It was muffled by the depth below ground at which he lay.

Blood caked his neck and shoulder. His exploratory fingers
found a deep wound on his head which felt dry and roughly
edged with matted hair. He had lost his helmet.

Ciscus rolled away from the pain in his side and something
snapped beneath him. It had a brittle sound. He felt for it and
pushed away a splintered piece of bone.

He had seen enough skeletons in his time to know at once that
this was the thighbone of a man. It was desiccated and powdery
under his fingers. Someone before him had fallen and died here.

Fear came to him. Had the man died because of the tumble or
had he been trapped? Ciscus staggered to his feet and steadied
himself against the wall. It stretched up, straight and smooth, far
as his hands could reach. Leaning against it for support, he
stumbled over the rough floor through a tangle of bones which
crunched beneath his nail-studded boots.

In moments he knew the worst. He was a prisoner in the bot-
tom of a pit which had no exit, except from its mouth above.
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Now that his senses had cleared a little, he had a vague recol-
lection of the fall he had survived.

Ciscus forced himself to think calmly. He remembered stum-
bling toward a pile of rock during the battle. He had fallen to-
ward it, he thought, reaching out as he did so. Then emptiness
under his hand. He must have lurched between two boulders
that almost touched each other. There had been a sliding sensa-
tion. He had rolled before he actually fell, as though down a
chute. Then the impact, unconsciousness, and the awakening.

It was a natural trap. Others had fallen into it before him and
had found no escape. Ciscus had never refused to face reality.
He did not do so now. His sword was gone, but he had his
dagger. He need not die of hunger or of thirst. He had no expec-
tation that he would ever be found.

To make absolutely certain that he was correct in his evalua-
tion of his predicament, he made the circuit of his prison once
more. He explored around the edge and across its diameter, this
time on his hands and knees. He breathed heavily, feeling the
edges of at least one broken rib grating together.

There were many relics. The bones pulverized under his
weight like chalk. They were nameless, pathetically mute testi-
monials to his fears. His hand fell upon a piece of metal.

He turned it over and over, not understanding at first what it
was. Then recognition of it came to him. A hunter’s knifellt was
worn almost to nothing. It might have lain there for a hundred
years, but it had not rusted away—there was no dampness under
his hands. Then why the thinness, the deterioration? How?

Ciscus stood up, feeling every inch of the wall with a renewed
and frantic hope. Almost above the spot where the imprisoned
hunter had dropped his useless fragment for the last time, a
niche existed in the hard stone, waist high and deep enough for
a hand- or foothold.

Above it, at about the height of his eyes, he felt another of
equal depth. He forgot his pain. He put his foot in the first
niche, gripped his fingers into the second, and raised himself up.
Now he felt a third hole, still higher, but not so far that he could
not reach it easily.

He hauled himself higher yet. His other foot was in the second
hole, his groping fingers still seeking. They found only a shallow
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scratch in the stone, not deep enough for a handhold, not deep
enough to be of any use.

His strength failed and he dropped to the floor, his head swim-
ming and the illusion of darting lights in his eyes. He cursed
weakly. The disappointment seemed almost more than he could
bear.

Several times he raised the sharp edge of his own dagger to
his throat. Once he depressed the skin over his heart with the
point. He could not bring himself to drive it home.

Later he felt for the artery which throbbed in his arm, hard
and rubbery under the blade. Each time he stopped before the
act was irrevocable.

He did not know when he slept, or for how long. When he
awoke he knew with certainty what he was going to do and why
he had not used the dagger. He was weaker, but not too weak to
climb.

When he reached the little scratch, he began to stab at the liv-
ing rock, digging out tiny particles and once in a while a chip.
He could not hang thus very long and he worked furiously
against time. When he dropped, he groaned. He climbed again
and again, clinging tenaciously to his hold, pecking, chipping,
and feeling the niche grow deeper.

When the slim dagger finally broke and fell tinkling to the
bottom of the pit, Ciscus knew that his ordeal was near its end.
With his last scrap of strength, he held on a few seconds longer;
long enough to satisfy himself that the handhold he had made
was as good, as deep, as dependable as the ones that the un-
known men imprisoned before him had dug.

He sat with his back against the wall, smiling to himself.
There would be other captives; there would be other steps; the
one that he, Centurion Ciscus, Tenth Cohort, Thirteenth Legion,
had dug would enable the next man, whoever he might be, to
make his step just that much higher.

Someday there would be no more steps to dig. He was think-
ing of this, still smiling, when darkness came upon him for the
last time.

It was a three-day journey from the scene of the victory to Ar-
taxata, now King Iskander’s capital city.
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A campground was given Manlius, outside the city walls. It
was immediately occupied and made fit to withstand an attack if
diplomatic measures failed.

When there was no more to do, an honor guard of a hundred
cataphracts was assembled by grim Matho. Groomed in their
best, they escorted Manlius and Tribune Quintus to the gates of
the city. Here they were met by an Armenian officer and a small,
gaily bedecked unit of armed riders, to lead the way to the new
King.

The cavalcade clattered into Artaxata through wide-open
gates, along streets lined with solemn, silent citizens. Flags were
out and there was a sense that a short celebration had come and
gone. There was no feeling of welcome in the air for the victori-
ous Roman allies inside the walls of this mountain citadel.

Matho leaned toward Manlius. “Say the word, Commander.
Shall we go on or turn back? We may have to fight our way out.”

Manlius looked neither right nor left. His lips scarcely moved.
“We are interlopers here. The people look on us with resent-
ment. For all they know, we may be the spearhead of an inva-
sion in force. We must trust to the honor of the King. He has
given his word.”

Quintus sneered. “The word of an Eastern potentate? It is as
changeable as the wind.”

“Show no indecision. We are Romans. Ride on, but be aware.”

Only Manlius and Quintus, as his aide for the day, were per-
mitted to enter the inner precincts of the palace, where King
Iskander was to graciously receive them and fulfill his promise.
The troopers dismounted to stand by their horses in the court-
yard. Matho became interested in the equipment of the Ar-
menian guards who sat their mounts, watching the Romans and
the Spanish cavalry—as sentinels? As guards over prisoners?
They had their feet planted firmly in iron loops hung from their
saddles by leather straps. Matho had never seen stirrups before,
nor did he know that they were a comparatively recent innova-
tion out of the East, but he recognized the advantage to a lancer
of having a firm seat in the saddle. He made a mental note to get
his smiths and farriers busy, as soon as he got back to camp—if
he ever did.
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An hour dragged by. The troopers stood and sweated. They
tried to look relaxed, but under the steady watchfulness of the
waiting Armenian horsemen their apparent ease was no more
than a pose.

Matho sent the low-voiced word down the line. It passed casu-
ally from one to another. “Pick your man. If we are attacked or
an alarm is sounded in the palace—Xkill him.

“Rescue the commander.”

Within, the two officers sat at table. They nibbled, without
relish, at cheese, pears, and apples and partook ritually of bread
and salt. It was not until then that Manlius, knowing the impor-
tance of this last morsel of food, actually felt safe. Eyes on the
back of his head had raised the hair on his neck. His ears had
been guesting for the slither of a drawn sword.

Now, for the first time, he believed that it was safe to relax.
Quintus sat moodily, munching upon an apple. There had been
no entertainment, no dancers. They had not even been offered
wine. Lost in his own thoughts, he paid little attention to what
Iskander was saying. To come all this way for business alone was
a waste of time.

Manlius felt likewise, though not for the same reasons. He,
too, hardly realized the audience was coming to an abrupt end.

“l am aware,” said the young King, “that the tension between
Parthia and Rome is now and will remain constant. | do not ex-
pect it to end until one of the two empires is destroyed. | realize
that we of the Van exist only as a buffer state separating these
two powers and by mutual sufferance. It is unfortunate that my
beloved country is in the position of being little more than a
road between, and a battleground for, such strong and incom-
patible peoples with territorial ambitions.

“Our lineage is better and of longer standing than that of ei-
ther of you upstarts. Therefore, to retain our pride and our integ-
rity, I must insist that we be treated as an independent folk, vas-
sal to neither.

“We shall remain neutral in your quarrels unless we are at-
tacked, in which case we shall defend ourselves while we still
live. We will neither help nor hinder you in your passage
through our land when you march on.
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“lI made a bargain with you and I shall keep it. You shall have
your winter quarters as | promised. You shall have the city I
offered you and food for your subsistence, but for the winter
months only. When the melting snows have freed the passes you
must leave. | give you farewell.”

Iskander rose smoothly to his feet as an indication that the au-
dience had ended. The two Romans, taken by surprise, did like-
wise, but clumsily, as their legs had gone numb through pro-
longed squatting.

The next day, back at the camp, wagons arrived with the
promised supplies. With them rode an emissary from the court,
with identifying papers in Greek, for at that time the Armenians
had no written language of their own.

Manlius received him with courtesy. Camp was immediately
broken and the journey began. Finally their guide drew rein at
the side of Manlius and Matho.

He pointed down into a deep valley. There stood a city of im-
pressive size. They could see a temple, a theater of white marble,
and many lesser buildings. A stream divided the city, crossed far
upstream by an aqueduct with high, narrow arches. From a gap
in this a waterfall poured to feed the stream.

There was a wall at either end of the valley. Both had been
broken down in several places and the gateways to them held no
gates. No smoke rose from any building in the city, except one of
the smallest, evidently a private home.

Kervashe, from his place in the ranks, peered down. His face
lit up with unholy gladness. “Tigranocerta!” he whispered to
himself. “O benevolent Gods of Justicel You have heard my
prayers. How good you have been to mel”

‘“We part here,” said the guide. “This is your city, Romans.
You bandits should remember it well. Others of your ilk have
been here before.

“If you are not satisfied with the accommodations, blame the
previous tenants. They left the place in poor condition!” He rode
off, laughing.

The column moved on, down the paved road which led from
the hills into the empty city.
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INCIDENT AT OSTIA

Clotho awoke with a start. She looked at her still sleeping sisters.
She studied the design.

“It is time,” she muttered to herself, picked up a new shuttle,
depressed the bar of her loom, and sent another thread flashing
through the web.

The Ostian waterfront was a bustle of pushing, swearing men,
braying donkeys, loaded mule carts rattling over the flagstoned
streets, rumbling hollowly as they streamed out on the quay.

A war galley from Gades lay close in, the stench of the rowers’
pit rising on the shoreward breeze. It was being sluiced down by
the slaves, hauling buckets of sea water from overside. The
pumps poured the diluted filth of the long passage back into the
harbor to be dipped up again.

Somewhat tempering the drifting miasma, an aromatic blend
of spices sifted into it from a rakish, lateen-canvased Tripolitan
rover. It had discharged its cargo and was taking on wine and
olive oil in heavy amphorae. Carts converged on this craft, which
was already low in the water.

A man in coarse linen and worn leather, carrying a heavy sack
and wearing a red Phrygian cap, jumped down from one of
these. He nimbly threaded his way through the long close line of
sweating, almost naked longshoremen till he reached the
crowded gangplank. Here he turned and looked anxiously back
along the quay.

He started to wave to the carter, then dropped his hand and
leaped over the low bulwark. His quick glance had caught the
gleam of armor at the far end of the line of shipping.

He was a big man, with the straight back of a soldier, but the
supercargo, who gripped his biceps, was bigger.
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“Here now—steady. Where d’you think you’re going?”

His eyes narrowed. He numbed the sailor’s wrist with a sharp,
chopping blow from the edge of his calloused hand.

“Don’t reach for anything you can’t handle. Where’s the ship-
man?”

The other slid his grip up the loaded stock of his whip but did
nothing with it.

“What do you want of him?”

“Passage.”

The supercargo looked him up and down and spat contemp-
tuously into the water. “Can you pay?”

“I’ll discuss that with your captain.”

The lading had slowed at the interruption. It jerked forward
again as the whip licked out at the nearest longshoreman. He
hopped, stumbled, and dropped his amphora. The rich red wine
covered the deck.

“You ham-handed son of a farmer!” Everybody jumped.
“Sweet suffering Bacchus. Can’t | take my eyes off you for a
minute, Genba? Give that man five lashes and scratch him off the
roll. Get that long-legged plow pusher off my ship.”

“He wants passage, Rais Amouli.”

The black-bearded, swarthy shipman picked up his turban
from the deck where he had flung it. He stared speculatively at
the prospective passenger.

“Got any money?”’

The other jingled a fat, soft leather pouch. The sound brought
a smile to the dour face.

“Come below. We’ll talk about it.”

The man with the Phrygian cap looked back. A half maniple
of city legionaries were marching down the quay, glancing right
and left as they came, inspecting carts, questioning sailors, occa-
sionally boarding a ship.

He hurried after the shipman, who was already slouched in a
creaking reed chair. His head barely cleared the overhead in the
low-roofed cabin.

“What’s your destination, Captain?”

“Where did you want to go?”

“Any Eastern port would do—Tyre? Sidon?”

“Heading for Babylon, eh? What’s in the sack?”
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The other did not reply.

“Maybe Jerusalem?”

The silent man turned toward the gangway.

“Now. Now. Don’t be hasty. As it happens, you’re in luck.
We’re bound east within the hour. We touch at Syracuse, then
we’re off direct to Tyre. We feed good—wine at every meal, the
best, none of your slops—meat twice a week, garum to go with it
—and we can outrun any pirates we meet. Ten gold staters and
we sail together.”

Three.

“By the teeth of my grandam! For eight you would eat free,
after Syracuse. Yet, because you have a strong sword arm to use
for us if we are attacked, eightitis.”

“Four, silver, | could pay.”

“Now | truly love a shrewd bargainer! For six you shall sail
with us and no questions asked. Maybe the port authorities
might pay that to keep you here and | could save my wine. They
are checking over the line now. Hey, Genba!”

Gold pieces clinked down on the table. Two—four—five. He
put the bag inside his shirt. “That and no more.” He looked the
shipman steadily in the eye.

Then his own eyes glazed and rolled upward. He collapsed to
the floor. Genba stood over him, swinging the heavy whip han-
dle idly by its thong.

Rais Amouli grunted sourly. He reached down and slid his
hand into the unconscious man’s shirt. He tossed the pouch, heft-
ing the pleasant weight of it. His expression did not change as
he unlocked an ironbound chest and tossed the pouch almost
carelessly into it.

“The sack, Genba? Armor? Deserter, eh? | thought so. Well,
we have a passenger. Make him comfortable in the cubby be-
hind the oil rack.”

‘The patrol is soon here. There may be a reward for him.”

“Let us not be greedy, man. We are men of honor, surely? A
bargain is a bargain. He has paid his passage. If it prove not
enough, no doubt he will be happy to take a turn at the oars.”

One glass later, the ship sailed—south, for Alexandria.



27

WINTER QUARTERS

“Parade—attention! Prepare to be dismissed. Dismissed! Trum-
peter-sound!”

With these formal military phrases, after the legion had
marched into Tigranocerta, been reviewed in the broad square
market place which was the forum of the empty city, and stood
inspection, the days of movement came to an end.

Backbreaking labor to make the city habitable now began. At
first it seemed an immense task, but there were many hands.

Shelter was the first consideration. Already there was snow in
the high passes. The peaks of most of the mountains wore white
mantles which daily extended lower. At night the wind that
rolled down was chill. Soon it would howl in the daytime also,
under a pale sun which would bring no warmth™

Although from a distance the city had seemed only scarred by
time and the hand of man, upon closer examination the damage
was discovered to be more severe.

Quintus, on the first inspection, could not understand the rea-
son. “It looks,” he said, puzzled, “as though it had been deliber-
ately demolished.”

Manlius said, “Cohort Commander Germanus told me a little
about this place. It seems that there is more than one city of this
name.

“There have been several kings by the name of Tigranes. This
was the first Tigranocerta. Another, still peopled, is much larger
and situated on a branch of the Tigris.

“Both were sacked by Lucullus, during the war with Pontus,
and this one was never rebuilt. I do not know why it was aban-
doned. It looks as though it has been used as a quarry. A lot of
the cut stone is missing.”
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“Probably to build other houses in some hill village, or to use
in maintenance of works like those.”

Quintus pointed upward. They were watching the repairing of
the aqueduct. Far below its high soaring arches, the clearing of
the rubble and drift which years of neglect had allowed to
gather had well uncovered the streets of the city. Now the
stream no longer coursed as it would but had diminished to a
trickle and awaited diversion into the repaired trough, to feed
fountains and cisterns.

A gang of legionaries were reroofing one of the less dilapi-
dated houses with a thatch of reeds. It was the last of the row to
be rendered habitable. Other crews were salvaging what unbro-
ken tiles could be found, for a better group of dwellings.

Three days had passed.

Kervashe straightened his aching back and looked over Li-
cinius’ shoulder, across the city. Smokes rose everywhere. It was
difficult for him to determine which one was the one he had
marked in his mind when the legion entered.

“What are you looking for, Kervashe?”

“There may be someone here that | want to call on, but I am
in no great hurry. Later. If it is who | think it can be, | can wait
to see her. | have waited years already!”

“Her?” Licinius grinned. “You know a girl here? Kervashe, old
friend, maybe two?”

The Armenian whirled upon him. His mouth opened as
though he were about to set teeth in Licinius’ body. The old
story of man-wolves flashed through Licinius’ mind. He felt hor-
ror. Then Kervashe bent to his labors and the two men worked
side by side without speaking.

Antimon had discovered a chamber, hurriedly sealed off when
the city was abandoned. It contained a large store of copper tub-
ing and unworked sheets of the soft, ruddy metal.

With these, always the tinkerer, and continually finding work
for his skillful fingers and active mind, he constructed toys in his
spare time.

Remembering books he had read and pictures he had seen of
Hero’s aeolipile, he tried his ingenuity on something similar. It
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turned out to be a little wheel that turned merrily, driven by a
jet of steam from a small boiler.

He studied out some practical use for it but could think of
none.

Decius—the former fire fighter—had given him the idea of
making some of the siphons which those gangs used in Rome.
These were actually large squirt guns that would send a stream
of water arching over the roof of a house.

More than once he and Decius had soaked friends, and lost a
few, from a safe point fifty feet away. At the moment Antimon
had come up with another idea. It was an ambitious project. It
was being kept entirely secret and his remaining friends feared
for the worst.

Lilia had discovered a new friend—an old woman—the only in-
habitant of Tigranocerta. It was from her house, of course, that
the smoke had been seen from the hills.

She was delighted to find another woman in residence, aged
though she was. They stood side by side in the frigidarium of the
long disused baths, waiting. Somebody yelled, “Here it comes!”
and they heard the gurgling onrush of water through the buried
earthenware pipes. The aqueduct was again delivering water to
the city.

A plug of leaves and sticks came first, then a dirty following
flood of mud splattered on the face of Neptune, looking up at
them from the mosaic bottom of the large pool. When the influx
ran clear, the flow was diverted into the tepidarium, the first
tank drained, scrubbed clean, and made ready for refilling.

Now that the excitement was over, Lilia and the old woman,
who had introduced herself to the Roman girl by the name of
Vardavar, walked out into the street.

Detritus no longer littered tins section, but the two moved
slowly, for Lilia’s companion supported herself by a crutch, as
one leg was withered and drawn up.

She said wryly, “The bad leg is lazy, the good one is impa-
tient, but they take me wherever | want to go.”

Lilia hugged her arm. “Don’t try to hurry. | have nothing to
do for another hour. Let’s walk on the other side. It will be
warmer in the sun.”
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park forge and stopped to watch the bright firefly sparks flick
around his busy hammer. Lucas looked up and grinned. He held
up a red-hot eestus in his tongs.

“Hey, arnica, look at this!” He dipped the weapon in the water
tank and slipped his fingers into the loops of the rough iron. He
made a fist and pretended to strike Tibullus, who paled.

“See? S.P.Q.R. On the knuckles. Anybody that gets this in the
mush will think the whole army hit him. Il stamp him Roman
property, whatever he was before!”

Are we really going into Armenia?” Lilia asked Eitel on the
third day of waiting.

“l think so, little Roman. | hear something mysterious is build-
ing up over the border. Messengers are coming in and out of the
fort all hours of the day and night. We re getting ready to move
somewhere soon.”

Kervashe, who was standing close, said, in a voice which
chilled Lilia, “Thank all the gods there are! I am on the road to
Tigranocertal!”

The harsh voice of Centurion Ciscus broke in. “You, there—
He pointed at Kervashe. ‘Into ranks. Drill is not over.”

His unpleasant roar seemed to fill the camp. “Armenian! Sup-
pose you are behind the Eagle and the aquilifer falls—what is
your duty?”

Kervashe stiffened. “l take the Eagle. I am not permitted to
die until I can hand the Eagle to someone who will carry it for-
ward and is likely to survive.”

“Correct. Good man. You have learned well. Remember that,
all of you. In any battle, you may have the honor to die for the
Eagle. Your death is not important. The Eagle must always go
forward.

“Another thing. It may become necessary for you to improvise.
You have learned that your shield can be a deadly weapon. You
know how to use a sling. Some of you are very good with a bow.”
He gave Lilia one of his rare smiles. “Here is, perhaps, the most
dangerous weapon in the world, next to the sword.” He held up
a headless lance. “Simple, isn’t it? Nothing but a long useless
stick, you think? Look again. It is not. You find them everywhere
on a battlefield and dead men right beside them who died be-
cause they never thought of using a stick as a weapon.”
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Ciscus caught it up by the middle. “Now it is a quarterstaff.
You can strike with either end as you choose. It will crack a
skull. Let your hands slip down to one end and you have a six-
foot club that will break a neck, knock an armored man flat be-
fore he can reach you with his sword, or punch his face in with
the splintered end.

“You can sweep a trooper out of his saddle or trip a horse
with it. You can make an empty circle around you, twelve feet
across, and give a friend time to get up when he is downed. It is
a good weapon, more protection to you than a live friend. Trust
it and use it. And now let’s practice it. . . .*

Couriers continued to come and go. On the fifth day the Thir-
teenth broke camp. AIll unnecessary equipment was removed
from the packs and loaded into the wagons. Stripped as lightly
as possible to greatest mobility and war strength, the legion
crossed over the border—out of the fimes-protected territory and
into the debatable strip of foothills which formed the avenue to
the northern highlands.

They passed villages of houses where people lived like troglo-
dytes, their dwellings half buried in the ground, against the se-
vere colds and deep frosts of winter. There were sharp peaks
and high precipices; tiny terraced gardens' and blanket-sized
meadows, perched precariously on the sides of mountains
crowned by fortified market towns. There were swift and turbu-
lent rivers. Everywhere, foaming waterfalls tumbled in white
ribbons from the heights. Everywhere, also, people watched the
march from a distance.

Not far from the border, the legion outriders at point were met
by a host of horsemen, waiting under banners, gleaming with
steel. The young Prince Iskander, who had been looking forward
anxiously to this moment, spurred forward to meet them at a
gallop.

He shouted and waved his bright neck scarf of yellow and
scarlet. When the Armenians recognized him, a great roar of
welcome went up to the snow-covered escarpments and they
surged toward him in a mad, undisciplined rush, screaming slo-
gans of their clans and shouting, “Iskander! Iskander! Death to
Tigranes!”
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He was joyously overwhelmed by them and lost to sight in
their midst.

There was no immediate action. As if the enemy were non-
existent, or allowing them to drive deeper toward the capital city
of Artaxata with the object of cutting the allies off from retreat,
the march met no hindrance during the first two days.

New partisans swelled the ranks of Iskander. More horse,
many footmen; easily the ten thousand the pretender had prom-
ised would flock to his banner and more to come, Manlius
hoped. Then, on the third day, the influx suddenly dried up to a
trickle.

It was a bad sign. The locality had been intimidated, quite
probably by a strong force of the enemy in the neighborhood. In
response, Manlius halted the legion at the western edge of a long
valley. “Far enough,” he said to Iskander. “Let us choose our
battlefield while we may.” He was not surprised to find that
Iskander, in spite of his illustrious name, was no military genius.
The young prince was infatuated with one idea only—that of see-
ing his brother lie dead before him.

He chafed that they had stopped, and wanted to plunge on,
evidently with the idea that his honor required him to ride Ti-
granes down, and when he scowled, the whole Armenian host
scowled with him. At last Manlius, in the midst of directing
preparations for attack, was compelled to speak plainly.

“A king must know his own resources,” he said. “If you cannot
see the value of a secured pass at your back, rock outcroppings
for concealment, and a wide plain before you on which your
enemy’s every contingent is visible for miles, no matter what di-
rection they come from, then you can surely see the value of
trusting us to be aware of them. Rome has, after all, won a num-
ber of its wars in recent years. Armenia has not.”

The prince paled but recovered himself quickly. “You are
right. In this one matter at least,” he said coldly, “Roman advisers
can be useful.” He wheeled his horse away. Quintus was gritting
his teeth but Manlius gave him a brief smile.

“Kings also have to learn to save face. That usually is even
more important than winning battles.”

Work went on without interruption. Upon strategic points,
concealed sentinels watched the valley in all its length. Patrols of
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light cavalry scoured the plain to great distances both north and
south. They were ready to fire beacons at a moment’s notice, be-
fore falling back upon the camp. Only to the north did any
movement become visible and that after a ten-day wait, during
which, as Iskander predicted, there had been some desertions.
From these deserters, however, Manlius was pleased to note that
no information had leaked out to the enemy.

On the tenth day, early in the morning, a pillar of black smoke
rose in the foothills. It stained the sky, drifting toward the east.

Shortly after the firing of the beacon, the mounted patrol
dashed in, hotly pursued for a little distance by the advance
scouts of a large host which spread slowly into the upper end of
the valley.

Iskander looked alarmed. “I had no idea Tigranes could amass
so many adherents. We should have struck him before he gath-
ered an array like this. One charge and he will ride over us like
an avalanche.”

“l trust that is his plan,” said Manlius grimly. “Kindly place
yourself at the head of your men, Prince. This is your war and
you must bear the brunt of the attack if you wish to be given the
glory. Prepare now for the ordeal of your coming kingship.”

There was a brief pause in the advance. The ranks thickened
and milled about in some disorder. Then the van stiffened.

Proxillus, the trumpeter recruit, felt queasy. He watched the
light-armed horse massing itself behind the heavy lancers. He
wondered how any man could avoid all of those sharp points—er
even one for that matter, if the man who held the lance was re-
ally in earnest.

He swallowed, stared straight ahead, and clutched his trum-
pet, waiting for the signal to send Matho’s troopers racing
against Tigranes’ attenuated wings.

Manlius was sure that the wings represented no real plan. It
appeared that Tigranes’ strategy was extremely simple, depend-
ing mainly on force of numbers.

The whole host surged forward in a slow movement, at first
scarcely more than a walk.

“They are saving their horses,” said Quintus, who stood at
Manlius’ side as they peered through the rows of tents which



THE PRINCES DRAW THEIR BLADES 317

had been set up before the spiked agger and the deep ditch dug
behind it.

Manlius nodded. “They mean to hit us hard.”

The walk changed to a trot, to a jogging canter. The host
poured across the valley. Long before it should have done so, its
pace forced by impetuous glory seekers, the entire mass of horse-
men burst into a thundering gallop.

A heavy hand fell on Lilia’s shoulder and pulled her out of
rank. “Up on the firing platform, legionary. Your bow will be of
more use than your sword.”

She was indignant at being taken away from Tibullus and
being thus singled out, but she knew better than to disobey Cen-
turion Ciscus and took her place with the archers where she
would not now be called into action unless the camp was over-
run.

The rumble of the charge roared ahead of the advance. Riding
elbow to elbow, a hurly-burly of horsemen came down the valley
looking straight ahead.

“Now!” breathed Manlius. “Now! Engineers, where are you?
Now!”

The wild torrent of thundering flesh, bone, and steel poured
point-blank upon the waiting ranks drawn up before the tents.
Iskander’s men no longer waited to be overwhelmed. As the on-
coming forest of lances dropped level for the shattering impact,
their target disappeared.

It dissolved among the rows of tents. The soldiers of Iskander
slashed right and left at the tent ropes as they retreated through
the staggered line of canvas. It billowed and fell, but not flat
upon the ground. It lay in little hillocks and ridges; it projected
upward, hiding concealed and savagely pointed stakes.

Upon these the drumming crowd of lancers, cheering, yelling,
joyously flung itself, astride wind-blown, heaving, exhausted
steeds in mad pursuit of the men they could