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Introduction
 
Who’d have thought your taste for ice cream could lead to so much trouble?
Who’d have believed the woman with the mad eyes could be anything except a lunatic?
Who’d have known one small three-letter word could plunge you into the most terrifying adventure of your life?
Everything was going for you. Even the gods were on your side. But with friends like that, who needs enemies?
In this incredible new solo gamebook you will fight for your very survival in the most warlike and bloodthirsty culture in the history of humanity .
Plunged through time by a divinity whose mind is definitely on other things, you ...
Face death in a Roman arena ...
Face destruction in a natural disaster ...
Face the most monstrous of all the ancient monsters, an Emperor so insane that he went to war with the ocean and made his horse a Senator.
You went to change history. But can you even survive the Quiz of Death that’s the only way you can complete your ...
 
Roman Quest



Important: Read This First
 
You can’t just read this book - you have to live it.
To do that, you’ll need pen and paper and a couple of dice. You’ll also need to learn the game play system.
Of course, you may have done that already. You may have played another of the books in this series. In which case you’ll know exactly what to do.
But if this is your first book, turn now to the section headed GAME PLAY SYSTEM.
Otherwise, you can turn to 1 and get straight on with your adventure...



Game Play System
 
Here’s what you’ll need to survive this book.
 
Life Points
To get your starting Life Points, roll one of your dice and multiply the result by ten. This will give you a Life Point figure between 10 and 60. You’re allowed to do this three times and pick the best score out of the three.
 
Fights
First attack: In any combat situation, it’s important to find out who gets in the first attack. Roll one of your dice. Score 4, 5 or 6 and the first attack is yours. Score 1, 2 or 3 and your opponent gets to go first.
Striking blows: Roll both dice to strike a blow or use a weapon. Score 2, 3 or 4 and it counts as a miss. Anything else is a hit and the score comes off your opponent’s Life Points. Throw the dice for your opponent in exactly the same way. Any hits scored by him come off your Life Points.
Weapons: If you (or your opponent) are using a weapon, it adds extra damage to a successful hit. The amount of extra damage is given with the weapon. For example, if you find a pistol (+5), it means each time you successfully shoot somebody with it, you add 5 to the damage shown by the dice.
Ammunition: Firearms are useless without ammo. You’ll be told when you find a weapon how much ammo it contains. Once you run out of ammo, you score no extra damage when using a firearm.
 
Healing
Medicine: You can find all sorts of medicine in these adventures. Each time you do, using it will restore Life Points. You’ll be told how to calculate the number of restored Life Points with each medical pack.
Rest: If you can’t find medicine when you need it, you can always take a chance on resting. You can rest any time and as often as you like. To do so, throw one of your dice. Score 5 or 6 and you can add that number to your Life Points. But if you score 3 or 4 you have to deduct that number from your Life Points because you were attacked in your sleep. Score 1 or 2 and you rested without being attacked, but were too nervous to restore any Life Points.
 
Death
When your Life Points come down to zero, you’re dead and have to start the adventure again from the beginning. Same applies to any opponent you’re fighting.
 
Money
Keep a careful note of any money you may earn/win/find/purloin during your adventure. It could be useful for buying things or (occasionally) bribery.
 
Experience
Every time you win a fight (and in a few other special circumstances as well) you earn yourself one Experience Point. Keep careful note of the total, because 10 Experience Points gives you a Special Life Point. Special Life Points are added to your total just like ordinary Life Points and are lost in fights just like ordinary Life Points. But there are some important differences between Special Life Points and ordinary Life Points.
If you’re killed during an adventure, you can add all your Special Life Points to your score when you’re rolling up your Life Points for the next try.
You can add Special Life Points even if you score the absolute maximum of 60 when you’re rolling your Life Points. So if you have earned 6 Special Life Points and score 60 on your Life Point roll, your final Life Points will be 66.
You can carry Special Life Points with you into any other book in this series and add them in when you’re rolling up your Life Points for each adventure.
 
Absolutely Anything Roll
From time to time during your adventure, you might want to try to do something weird or spectacular. To find out the result, use the Absolutely Anything Roll. Throw both dice.
• Score 2 and you failed to do what you tried to do and killed yourself in the attempt.
• Score 3, 4 or 5 and you failed to do what you tried to do and can’t try again.
• Score 6,7, 8 or 9 and you failed to do what you tried to do but can try just one more time.
• Score 10, 11 or 12 and you succeed.
 
Use The Links!
Most e-book readers will let you use the interactive links in each section to take you to your destination.



1
 
The sign definitely said gelati, but there’s not an ice-cream parlour in sight.
You’re standing by a fence that runs the whole way round a still, deep lake. The summer air is filled with the hoarse sounds of tiny bullfrogs, each one making more noise than you would ever have believed possible.
And across the broad expanse of water is something that’s even taken your mind off the high heat of this Italian summer. Leaning out to peer into the lake is a near-naked giant.
He is broad shouldered, heavily muscled and bearded. Even though he is kneeling by the water’s edge his bowed head towers above the tallest of the tall trees in the copse around him.
Without a doubt this must be the Colossus of the Apennines, the very statue your parents dragged you into this park to see. They’re still wandering about trying to find it and now you’ve practically tripped over it while looking for an ice-cream stand.
The Colossus is something else. You knew it was going to be big, but nothing prepared you for its actual size. The thing is enormous. 
You drag from your pocket the battered copy of A Brief History of Ancient Rome your father bought you at the airport, but quickly find there’s no reference to the Colossus in there. Trouble is, this park isn’t really ancient - it was laid out during the Renaissance, long after the Roman Empire fell.
You exchange the book for the garish little tourist leaflet you were handed when you bought your ticket and discover that the Colossus is actually a fountain. Water would cascade over those broad shoulders into the lake if only the plumbing was in working order. (As it probably will certainly have been by next season, the leaflet assures you in fractured English.)
According to the leaflet, most of the park was like that when it was part of a Medici family estate. There were so many water-driven statues everywhere that twenty plumbers were kept permanently on the payroll just to keep them operational. Only the Colossus still works now. Sometimes.
But even without water, it’s an impressive sight. The face looks ancient as Time. The great feet seem firmly planted on the earth. The -
The bullfrogs have gone quiet.
Behind you in the little wood, the birds have stopped singing in the trees. 
Everything is deathly silent.
You feel the small hairs prickle on the back of your neck as you slowly turn to find out what has happened.
“Yipes!” 
You jump back in alarm. A wild-eyed woman in a plain white linen robe is standing so close behind you she could reach out to strangle you without even straightening her arms.
Her mad eyes lock on your own. “You have to help me!” she says in the weirdest Italian accent you have ever heard.
 
If you’re seriously thinking of getting involved with this refugee from the funny farm, turn to 140. If you’d prefer to keep searching for that Gelateria, you can tell her (politely) to go jump in the lake at 80.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



2
 
The politician shrugs his shoulders. “If it was up to me I’d let you go,” he says, “but as you can see my hands are tied.” He sits back comfortably in his chair. “Another fight!” he commands grandly. He gives a wicked grin. “This time with Brutus!”
At once the crowd begins to chant wildly, “Brutus ... Brutus ... Brutus ...”
You look around quickly to see what this Brutus character is like. The gladiators already in the arena step back respectfully as a monster of a man emerges from the archway. He’s six feet six inches tall and built like a brick outhouse. The sword he’s carrying is far longer than the traditional Roman short sword and looks sharp enough to split your hair before it splits your head. He grins broadly and waves to the cheering crowd. 
Then he turns to you. “Ut Gallia cum Caesar, in tres partes dividavi!” he threatens unintelligibly.
You thump your Mercury Phone hearing aid. “I’m going to hack you up into three parts like Caesar did to Gaul!” it translates belatedly.
Unable to think of any suitable Latin reposte, you flip him the bird and go directly into fighting mode.
 
This one is bad news all the way, I’m afraid. The overgrown brute has 60 Life Points and that sword of his was made from Damascus steel so it can hack bits out of you at the truly frightening rate of +10. Worse still, the full body armour gives him -10 protection. In the unlikely event that you survive the encounter, you can find what fate and the crowd have in store for you at 56. Otherwise you can only find out what death has in store for you at 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



3
 
Entrance to the villa is by way of a suspended terrace into a large, semicircular courtyard. You are met by a young man holding several sheets of papyrus who conducts you into a black-walled tablinum (living room, mutters Mercury in your ear) decorated with several paintings done in the flat, bright Egyptian style. 
The young man glances at his papyrus then intones solemnly, “Are you prepared for your Initiation?”
 
You’re getting in deeper and deeper here. If you’re not careful you’re going to end up in the Res Nova Mundi (News of the World) under a heading like MIDNIGHT ADVENTURER PERISHES IN GRAVEYARD ORGY. If the volcano doesn’t get you first, of course. But if that’s your bag, you can continue with this dangerous course by saying YES at 39. As against that, if you say NO now, you can slip back to 150 and select another destination before anybody really notices.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



4
 
It’s a boiler house. Since these old Romans are obsessed with bathing, they must need a place like this to drive their steam rooms and make sure there’s always an adequate water supply.
You are about to turn and leave when it occurs to you that you’ve been less than thorough in searching the various rooms of this villa, so you make a belated search here. But it turns out to be a dumb idea that produces nothing.
 
Leaving you no option but to return the way you came to CLIII.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



5
 
It’s all happening here and that’s for sure. You’ve wandered into a part of the city built in a small closed valley ringed by the Seven Hills and by the look of all the activity around you, this is the busy heart of Rome. There are shops and open markets lining both sides of the valley, imposing buildings all around and two open spaces in the north west corner. The din of the crowds is almost deafening.
“’Scuse me?”
You turn to find a runny-nosed urchin standing at your elbow. “Yes?”
“You look like a yoke - like a visitor to our city,” he says. “Would you like to hire a guide? Very experienced, very cheap.”
“Would this guide be you?” you ask him.
“It would,” he grins. “Name’s Titus. Tell you all you need to know, show you everything you need to see for just five denarii. Half an hour with me and you can tell all your haysee - all your rural friends how capital life is in the capital. Might even find you a decent toga - that gear you’re wearing is dead out of date. What do you say?”
 
Good question. If you’ve even one gold aureus left from your Jactus game, you can afford five denarii with change to spare. But do you want to waste money on this brat? He may know as much about Rome as the average hedgehog. You can decline his offer right now and make your own way through the city with the help of your tourist map at 25. You can shell out five denarii like a sacrificial lamb and hear what he has to say at 37 or, if you don’t happen to have any money, you can tell him you’re skint at 91.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



6
 
Here, wait a minute - you’ve absent-mindedly walked back into the Amphitheatre and by the sound of the crowd, the games are still going on. Fortunately you haven’t walked into the arena.
Yet.
 
But you certainly can if you want to - walk into the arena, that is - and who knows you might earn yourself some more money if you don’t get yourself killed. The tunnel to the arena opens out at 27. A safer option might be to head for the auditorium and watch the games for a while at 61. But the safest and most sensible of all is to get back to 150 and select another destination from your city map before this place is buried.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



7
 
To your astonishment, the wild-eyed man bursts into tears.
“What’s wrong?” you ask, appalled. “You won the bet!”
“That’s what’s wrong,” he wails. “If I win a bet, nobody will bet with me again and I’m a compulsive gambler.” He brightens suddenly. “Tell you what - double or quits.”
“Double or quits?”
“You get everything back and a tour of the Imperial Palace if you win.”
“But I’ve nothing to bet!” you protest, remembering he’s just won everything in your pocket.
“Bet ten of your Life Points,” he suggests. “I’m an Ancient Roman - we enjoy watching people die by inches. In fact, you can keep betting Life Points until you do win. Assuming you survive, that is.”
You don’t have to take this macabre gamble. You can just as easily give him the fingers and walk right out of the Circus Maximus this minute to pick another destination from your tourist map at 25. But if you want to, you can keep gambling your Life Points in blocks of ten until you either win, decide to give up or die. 
 
If you decide to gamble, roll two dice. Score 2, 3, 4, 5 or 6 and the Greens win, in which case you lose ten Life Points. If this kills you, go to 13. If it doesn’t, either bet again or leave for 25. Score 7, 8, 9, 10, 11 or 12 and the Blues win, in which case so do you and you may turn to 94.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



8
 
That’s better. That’s definitely better. You haven’t ended up at the point of some gladiator’s sword or on top of an erupting volcano. You’re in a comfortable little room that actually seems to have underfloor heating, exactly the sort of surroundings you’d expect if you were successfully transported to some quiet corner of an upper crust Roman villa where two aristocrats were about to get married.
The room itself seems to be a dressing room, judging by the open wardrobes and the clothes strewn about the floor. Doubtless the slaves will be in later to tidy up, but for the moment, except for yourself, the room is empty. 
You check your belongings and discover that although your weapons and armour have disappeared, you still have the Brief Guide to Ancient Rome and the Mercury Phone is still sticking in your ear. It’s not much to help you find the wedding party in time to stop Germanicus and Agrippina getting married, but at least it’s something. You decide the best thing is to get on with it as quickly as possible.
 
There are two doors in this little room, one in the north wall numbered XXXII, the other in the west wall numbered XVIII.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



9
 
“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Drowned in a vat of steaming porridge, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



10
 
“No way!” you tell him, glancing around for an escape route. The Mercury Phone seems to be a two way translation device because your comment comes out as “Nullo modo!” But instead of hanging around to find out if he’s understood, you take to your heels.
At once the crowd begins to boo and out of the corner of your eye you can see a forest of thumbs pointing down.
You make for the archway where the priests came in, but two other armed men move to block your exit.
You screech to a halt. “This is no way to behave at a religious occasion!” you scream as the character with the spear catches up with you, having dropped his net somewhere in the chase.
One of the burly men blocking your way gives you a pitying look. “This ain’t no religious occasion,” the simultaneous translator growls in your ear as it picks up his words. “This is the Roman Games and you’ve just been made a gladiator!”
 
This definitely wasn’t in your contract with the Sibyl, but what can you do about that now? As well as the clown with the +3 spear, you are now facing a goon with a +5 sword and a lout with a +8 trident. Each of them has 30 Life Points and a strong desire to make a name for himself by killing you. Should this desire be satisfied, your bleeding body will be dragged from the arena and dumped unceremoniously at 13. In the unlikely event that you survive, take your pick of sword, spear or trident and stride victorious to 40.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



11
 
You take a deep breath, grip your nose firmly and leap with wild abandon into the freezing waters of the frigidarium pool.
 
There are disproportionate implications of this simple action. First, roll one die to find out whether or not you can swim. Score 1 to 4 inclusive and you’re paddling like a little duckling. Score 5 or 6 and you sink like a stone all the way to 13.
 
Next, assuming you survived the swimming test, make an Absolutely Anything Roll to find out whether you survived the blistering shock of intense cold that assailed you when you hit the water. If making the roll kills you, go to 13. If you succeed in the roll, go to 28. If you fail in the roll, deduct 10 Life Points. If the deduction kills you, go to 13.
 
I know this is getting complicated, but you’re the one that jumped into the pool. If you fail your Absolutely Anything Roll and the deduction of Life Points doesn’t kill you, you can make as many more Absolutely Anything Rolls as you like, providing you deduct 10 Life Points every time you fail. Or, now or later, you can throw your hat at the whole thing, climb out of the stupid pool and return the way you came through the door marked CXXXXI.
 
Got all that? Good.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



12
 
You glance towards the distant horizon where the looming shape of Vesuvius has so far failed to spew lava into the air, then abruptly make up your mind. “Where exactly is the Temple of Neptune?” you ask the woman. 
“Back the way you came, turn left and you’ll find it at XLI.” she tells you cheerfully.
 
Well, what are you waiting for? If you want the Temple of Neptune, go now to section XLI. Alternatively, of course, you can get out of town through the Porta Neptuna at 69 or even turn back to your map at 150 and select another destination.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



13
 
Well, sic biscuitus disintegratus, as the Ancient Romans used to say, which translates as that’s the way the cookie crumbles. Your cookie’s crumbled with a vengeance since you’re now dead as an undertaker’s fish paste sandwich.
 
But unless you want to hang around this section for the rest of your death, it’s time for you to roll up a whole new mess of Life Points (not forgetting any Special Life Points you’ve earned) then gird your loins, place you nose to the grindstone, put your best foot forward and try, try, try again from Section 1.
 
I’ll be rooting for you.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



14
 
Throw one die.
 
Score 1 or 2 and go to 22.
Score 3 or 4 and go to 58.
Score 5 or 6 and go to 48.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



15
 
You’d never mistake this building for anything other than what it is. One looks tells all. This is the boss’s place, Mr Big’s pad, or in Rome, the Imperial Palace. It was definitely built to impress. Look at those sweeping columns. Look at those imposing archways. Look at the doors designed for giants, as if only giants lived there. 
Look at the guards. There are so many soldiers you’d swear they were expecting an invasion by the Helvetii. One of them is walking over to you now.
“Where do you think you’re going?” he asks sourly.
“I was wondering if the Emperor’s at home,” you tell him.
“Another one asking about our Emperor,” he called over his shoulder.
“Another one for the Mamertine Prison,” another soldier calls back.
“No, wait, just a minute. I -”
But now the guard has been joined by his colleague and they’re walking towards you menacingly.
 
You can get into trouble in this place just by sightseeing. But are you just going to stand there and let them take you away without a fight? If you fancy your chances against these bruisers, turn to 44. If you’d prefer just to run like hades, try 102.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



16
 
There are a couple of dozy-looking guards on this gate but they seem to be there just for ornament since they aren’t stopping anybody or checking papers. With a huge feeling of relief you skip through the gate and onto the road out of town. 
You’ve escaped! You’re out of Pompeii before the fateful eruption! Now all you have to do is get far enough away to make sure you’re safe when the volcano actually blows.
“Excuse me,” you call to a passer by, “but where will this road take me?”
“To Herculaneum!” she calls back cheerfully.
“Thank -” You stop abruptly. This road is going to Herculaneum? But Herculaneum was one of the other cities, like Stabiae and Pompeii, that were buried when Vesuvius erupted. This is out of the frying pan into the fire. Literally. You’re going to have to find another way out - fast!
As you turn, there is a terrifying roar as the peak of Vesuvius splits open behind you and a black pine-shaped cloud erupts from the volcano showering massive red-hot cinders and great globules of molten lava.
“Arrrgh!” you howl as a great globule of molten lava lands directly on your head, burning off most of your face and eating its way through the bone of your skull.
 
After which it becomes quite difficult for you to continue your adventure. Go to 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



17
 
The contingent of guards marches right past you.
You give a sigh of relief.
The guards stop and their tribune turns and walks towards you. He stares at you grimly. “I think you may be the person I’m looking for,” he says.
 
Maybe, but is he the person you’re looking for? He’s some distance from the rest of the Praetorians now, so there’s a chance you may be able to fight your way out of this mess at 59. But if you don’t want to risk it, you can stand up peacefully and tug your forelock at 77.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



18
 
It’s a bedroom - and a sumptuous one at that. Whoever lives here must have travelled a lot, or at least has a taste for exotica, since the bed has leopard-skin covers. There are animal skin rugs on the floor as well, making you wonder if the owner of this villa has a deal going with the organisers of the Games. The Brief Guide mentions somewhere that literally thousands of wild animals - lions, leopards, buffalo, hippos, crocodiles and even elephants - were trapped in Africa and brought back to the capital to take part in spectacular displays. Many of these displays were hunts so the average Games killed off almost as many animals as humans and the skins had to go somewhere.
You’re just beginning to realise what a gory business life was in Ancient Rome when the skins on the bed move and a bald-headed man sits up to stare at you sleepily.
“What you doing in my bedroom?” he asks. “Are you the new slave?”
 
This is a more difficult question to answer than it sounds. You can pretend you’re the new slave at 46 and take your chances that you’ll be put to work when you should be looking for the wedding party. Or you can tell the truth at 158 and take the chance he won’t believe you.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



19
 
“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Drowned in a vat of steaming porridge, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



20
 
“OK,” you mumble, “I’ll do it. But don’t think I believe any of this is really happening.”
To your astonishment, the sibyl produces from a pocket in her robe a gizmo that looks for all the world like one of those communicators they use in Star Trek. She flicks it open with a practised twist of her wrist, then holds it to her mouth. “Sibyl calling Jupiter. Two to beam back.”
Instantly there is a ringing in your ears and the parkland around you begins to shimmer. You watch in amazement as the sibyl turns into a sparkling pillar that fades, then disappears completely.
It occurs to you abruptly that maybe this really is happening after all, that maybe you really are going to be transported back to Ancient Rome, that maybe the job’s a lot more dangerous than she pretends.
 
But it occurs to you too late. Transform yourself into a shimmering pillar and fade to 60.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



21
 
You enter the private passageway behind the Royal Box terrified that guards will set upon you at any second. And as you turn a corner, you find to your horror that you’ve walked right into the Praetorians. They begin to move towards you menacingly, but Cassius halts them with a gesture.
“Well done,” he tells you. “I was afraid you wouldn’t get here.”
“I almost didn’t,” you say honestly. “What’s the story?”
“The story,” hisses Cassius, “is that our monstrous Emperor must die today. The man has been bad news from the day of his unfortunate birth and even in the short time he’s been Emperor he’s managed to bring Rome close to bankruptcy. After his accession he squandered everything Tiberius left in the state treasury, then resorted to extortion of prominent Roman citizens and the confiscation of their estates. He has more blood on his hands than any other Roman Emperor and that’s saying something.”
Cassius glares at you and pokes his finger in the air for emphasis. “Early last year he marched with an army into Gaul. He plundered the whole country, which was quite a good thing actually since plundering Gaul is an old Roman tradition. But then he marched his troops to the northern shoreline so he could invade Britain!”
“What’s wrong with that?” you ask, bewildered. “I thought invading Britain was an old Roman tradition as well.”
“It is,” thunders Cassius, “but having reached the coast he ordered his men to forget about the invasion and collect seashells! He had the idea he’d conquered the ocean and bested Neptune. The man’s as nutty as a Roman fruitcake.”
“So what’s happening?” you ask.
The tribune draws himself up to his full height. “What’s happening is that I, Cassius Chaerea, and my friend Cornelius Sabinus, have decided to rid Rome of the monster once and for all. Everything is now in place for the assassination. Have you brought the poisoned dagger?”
 
Well have you? Should you be carrying a poisoned dagger about your person, give it to Cassius Chaerea and go to 101. Otherwise your fate lies at 146.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



22
 
You’re in a corridor running directly north/south with a right angle branch about half way down running east.
 
This is a bit complicated, so pay attention. On the west wall of the main north/south corridor there are two doors. The most northerly one is to LVIII, the more southerly is to LXIII. There is only one door in the east wall of the main corridor and this leads to XVIII. The branch corridor (running east) has no doors in its northern wall, but there’s a door in the southern wall leading to XXXXIII. And this branch corridor actually ends in a door at its eastern extremity to XXXVI.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



23
 
The familiar scent of old blood reaches your nostrils as you walk through the arch and along the tunnel that leads into the arena and you find yourself hoping fervently that any smell of new blood won’t be your own.
As you step into the sunlight, a bored looking man walks over and hands you a trident. “You’ll be one of the volunteer contingent, I expect. This is your weapon. Any next of kin?”
You shake your head. Not in this time.
“Ocus Cayus -” (Okay, Mercury translates) “ - get over there with the rest of the amateur lunatics for your presentation to the Emperor.”
You go where he directs and find yourself in the middle of about twenty nervous young men to one side of the arena. After a moment, lectors shepherd you towards the royal box.
The familiar figure of Caligula spots you at once and waves. “Yoo-hoo!” he calls, grinning broadly. “Want to answer some more questions?”
“Here’s the only answer you’ll get from me this afternoon,” you shout back as you hurl your trident at his heart.
 
Now hurl your die as well. Score 1, 2 or 3 and go to 62. Score 4, 5 or 6 and go to 124.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.
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There are a couple of dozy-looking guards on this gate but they seem to be there just for ornament since they aren’t stopping anybody or checking papers. With a huge feeling of relief you skip through the gate and onto the road out of town. 
You’ve escaped! You’re out of Pompeii before the fateful eruption! Now all you have to do is get far enough away to make sure you’re safe when the volcano actually blows.
“Excuse me,” you call to a passer by, “but where will this road take me?”
“To Vesuvius!” he calls back cheerfully.
“Thank -” You stop abruptly. This road is actually going to Vesuvius? Boy, did you pick the wrong gate out of the city.
As you turn, there is a terrifying roar as the peak of Vesuvius splits open behind you and a black pine-shaped cloud erupts from the volcano showering massive red-hot cinders and great globules of molten lava.
“Arrrgh!” you howl as a great globule of molten lava lands directly on your head, burning off most of your face and eating its way through the bone of your skull.
 
After which it becomes quite difficult for you to continue your adventure. Go to 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



25
 
The Centurion examines your pass carefully. “Glad you got one,” he remarks, “Our Caligula’s very fussy about stuff like that.”
You blink. “Caligula? Did you say Caligula? But isn’t Augustus the Emperor?”
“Jove bless you, no!” exclaims the Centurion kindly. “The Divine Augustus has been dead these twenty-five years or more. We’ve got Caligula now.” He hands you back the pass and a papyrus map of Rome. “Little gift from the Tourist Office,” he explains, saluting. “Enjoy your visit.”
Looks like Jupiter screwed up again, probably on purpose this time. But there’s nothing you can do about that now. “Sic biscuitus disintegratus,” you murmur without benefit of the Mercury Phone, having picked up this useful bit of Latin during one of your many deaths.
The Centurion looks at you blankly. “Pardon?”
“Sic biscuitus disintegratus,” you repeat. “It means That’s the way the cookie crumbles.”
“No, it doesn’t,” says the Centurion.
“No, it doesn’t,” whispers your Mercury Phone.
The Centurion frowns. “That’s just pig Latin like Caesar et sum jam forte, Brutus et erat, Caesar sic in omnibus, Brutus sic in at. Doesn’t mean anything at all. “
“But how do you translate ‘That’s the way the cookie crumbles’?” you wail, desolate that you could have been fooled for so long.
“Search me,” shrugs the Centurion.
You thump your ear, but your Mercury Phone seems to have gone asleep.
Look, I know Latin is important in certain circumstances, but just at the moment you’ve got bigger problems than translating ‘That’s the way the stupid cookie crumbles.’ It’s obviously too late to stop Caligula being born now, so it looks as if you’re just going to have to get rid of him somehow. Maybe a good place to start would be to study your new map and visit a few places.
 
Places of Interest in Rome

 
Go to...
151
145
138
112
99
87
5
76
57
15
47
34
122
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He bites his lower lip thoughtfully and frowns. “I’m sure I remember you,” he repeats.
“No you don’t,” you tell him. “You’ve never set eyes on me before. If you think you have it’s probably my twin or somebody else who looks a bit like me. Or you may be confusing me with a statue. I bear an uncanny resemblance to some of the early busts of Julius Caesar. Or you may -” 
“You’re the young person who successfully answered every question in my Quiz of Death!” Caligula exclaims. “How good of you to come and see me. Sit down here beside me - we’ll watch the games together.”
“Actually, sir, I’d prefer it if you popped out with me for a moment. I’ve a friend who’d really like to get your autograph.”
“Of course I’ll pop out with you,” Caligula says jovially. “But only if you can answer one more question in my little Quiz of Death. Same rules as before, of course.”
“I -” you begin to protest.
“The question is this,” Caligula presses on inexorably. “How many letters are there in the name of my sainted mother? VII? Or VIII?”
 
Do you even know the name of his sainted mother? Can you spell it if you do? Can you work out the difference between the numbers VII and VIII? This is life in the fast lane of Ancient Rome. If you think the answer is VII turn to 139. If you think it might be VIII turn to 149
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You can see bright sunlight at the end of the tunnel, you can hear the swelling roar of the crowd and, frankly, you can also catch the heavy smell of blood.
You hesitate, wondering what possessed you to come back to this ghastly place of your own free will. Whatever the movie industry may have done with it in your own day, the Roman Games were always about death. There’s some vague memory at the back of your mind that they actually started out as funeral exhibitions.
Still in no hurry to go into the arena again despite your earlier decision, you pull out your faithful Brief Guide to Ancient Rome and look up Games. Sure enough, the book confirms that gladiators originally performed at Etruscan funerals. The idea was to give the dead man armed attendants in the next world, so the fights were to the death. Even the very name ‘gladiator’ came from the word ‘gladius’ which your Mercury Phone wakes up briefly to translate as ‘sword’.
In Rome these exhibitions became wildly popular. To give you an idea how popular, the Guide mentions that the very first exhibition, the funeral of a noble named Brutus in 264 b.c., had three pairs of gladiators fighting. By the time Julius Caesar snuffed it in 44 b.c. a funeral wouldn’t have been a funeral unless you had three hundred gladiators fighting to the death.
After a while, of course, the funerals were no longer needed as an excuse. Games started to get held just for the fun of seeing people killed. It became a very popular spectacle. The shows that started as one-day events gradually stretched until some of them literally ran for a quarter of a year. The Triumph celebrations held for the Emperor Trajan used up 5,000 pairs of gladiators.
You’re about to put the book away when you notice there were various sorts of gladiators. The samnites fought with a large oblong shield, a visor, a plumed helmet, and a short sword. The thraces had a small round buckler and a dagger curved like a scythe. The mirmillones were armed in with helmet, sword, and shield.
You even find a description of your very first opponent, who was obviously a retiarius or net man. There were many more types, including one that fought on horseback blindfold.
The shows were like early pop concerts. They were announced on wall posters that told you who was topping the bill and who were the supporting acts. The spectacle began with a procession of the gladiators through the arena, followed by a sham fight using wooden swords and javelins. 
When the real fighting started, any reluctant gladiators were driven into the arena with whips and red-hot irons. 
Fifty thousand people crowded into the Coliseum at Rome (which is just in the finishing stages of construction as you read all this) to watch the combats. The Games were definitely an equal opportunities employer. Sixteen years ago, in 63 a.d., female gladiators were introduced into the arena for the first time to the delight of the nutty Nero who was Emperor at the time.
 
Look, do you really want to get mixed up in this mess again? If you’ve had your fill of blood and guts, you can always return to your map at 150 and select another destination. But if you insist on taking your life in your hands again, you can do so at 78.
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You stand shivering slightly before a door on which somebody has hung a hand-written notice reading:
NOLI INTRARE
“What’s that mean?” you hiss at your Mercury Phone.
“Keep out,” it translates. “Sorry, I was thinking about something else.”
Permanently engraved on the door itself is what seems to be the Roman gamebook version of a combination lock. Your Mercury Phone causes the writing to shimmer and turn (mostly) into English:
If Jove is another name for Jupiter and Mars is the god of War, turn to XIV unless Imperator Caesar Augustus was the son of Emperor Tiberius in which case make that XXXXII. But if more than one of the previous statements is correct, ignore them all and multiply X by X, add L then subtract III and make at once for your answer.
 
Don’t you sometimes wish you’d never been born? This one beats me completely. You’d better decide whether to turn to XIV, XXXXII or (X x X + L - III).
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He grins wickedly. “Only kidding. Now, your next question in the Quiz of Death is this: Who is currently King of Judaea? Is it Herod Antipas? Is it Pontius Pilatus? Is it Herod Agrippa?
 
Goes on for ever, doesn’t it? If you think it was Herod Antipas, turn to 9 If you think it was Pontius Pilatus turn to 19. If you think it was Herod Agrippa, turn to 52.
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Surreptitiously you slip the Brief Guide to Ancient Rome from your pocket.
“Do you think the weather will stay settled?” you ask the mad woman casually.
She frowns. “I expect it will,” she says and stares up at the sky.
At once you leaf through the index while her attention is diverted. In all probability there was never such a person as Gaius Caesar Germanicus. It sounds just the sort of name somebody would make up for an Ancient Roman.
But to your surprise there is a reference to somebody of that name on page 28. Swiftly you turn to it. 
According to the Guide, Gaius Caesar Germanicus was born on Aug. 31, in the year 12 a.d. at a place called Antium. His father was Germanicus Caesar, nephew and adopted son of the Emperor Tiberius, which made Gaius a member of the royal family.
He had a rough time when he was growing up, by the sound of it. The Guide says his father was probably murdered on the Emperor’s order when he was only seven. This was followed by the murder of his father and his two elder brothers, again probably on the Emperor’s orders.
You stop reading for a moment to reflect on how bloodthirsty Ancient Rome used to be and sympathise with poor little Gaius growing up under constant threat of death. But as you start reading again, you discover that not only did he survive, but he actually made it to Emperor in 37 a.d. Even as Emperor his bad luck continued. He became seriously ill just seven months after his accession to the throne.
Frowning, you try to remember an Emperor Gaius, but without success. Still frowning, you read on to discover Emperor Gaius quickly turned himself into a monster. 
In 38 a.d. he executed Naevius Sutorius Macro, the Prefect of the Praetorian Guard who had helped him to the throne. Then he murdered Tiberius Gemellus, the grandson of Tiberius, who should have been the one to become Emperor in the first place.
The following year he executed his sister’s husband Aemilius Lepidus and a soldier named Gnaeus Lentulus Gaetulicus who was commander of the Upper Rhine armies. Since he quickly spent the huge sums the Emperor Tiberius had saved, he began a policy of extortion directed against prominent Roman citizens. When they didn’t pay enough, he confiscated their estates.
Early in 40 a.d, he marched into France, called Gaul at that time, and plundered the entire country. Then he did something very odd. He marched his troops to the northern shoreline ready to invade Britain, but ordered them to collect seashells instead. When he came home again, he announced he had conquered the ocean and the shells were booty.
It occurs to you this guy is beginning to sound seriously nutty and as you read on, your intuition is confirmed. He seems to have wanted to marry his sisters and there were rumours that he managed personally to murder one of them. He appointed his horse to the Senate and insisted it be treated with all the respect due to its high office. By 40 a.d. he’d decided he was God and ordered his own statue to be erected in the Temple at Jerusalem. The Jewish King at the time, Herod Agrippa, only just managed to talk him out of it. 
Four months after his return from France, Gaius was murdered at the Palatine Games by a group of conspirators that included a tribune from his own Praetorian Guard.
What a wild life! And how very odd you’ve never heard of this clown earlier. He was the sort of Roman Emperor they should be writing books about and making movies.
Then a footnote in the Brief Guide catches your eye. Gaius Caesar Germanicus was more usually known by the nickname given to him by palace soldiers when he was a child. The nickname was ‘Little Boot.’ 
Or in Latin, Caligula!
 
Oh wow! This woman wants you to do something about Caligula, the maddest of all the loony Roman Emperors. So do you agree to help at 120 or politely decline at 80?
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Boldly you stride up the steps wondering what sort of idiot would pay any attention to a warning notice when the door of the building is wide open and there are no guards to stop you going anywhere you want.
Boldly you step across the threshold and look around the dim interior.
Boldly you begin to shake in terror as a vast supernatural figure appears suddenly before you in a thunderclap and lightning flash.
“I AM THE GODDESS FORTUNA AUGUSTA,” she roars in a voice that somehow seems to fill the universe, “AND YOU ARE HERE WITHOUT A PASS!”
Great writhing bolts of electricity leap from her eyes and curl about your body. You are lifted several feet off the ground. You develop a crackling blue halo. Your arms twitch, your legs jerk, your torso convulses. You scream in agony.
 
With a careless flick of her finger, the Goddess Fortuna Augusta tosses you all the way to 13.
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It’s some sort of store-room. The place is jam-packed with linen, cushions, bolts of material, spare furniture and several chests and boxes. This is obviously a very wealthy household.
Although you don’t know how much time you have to spare before the wedding ceremony starts, you take a chance and scrabble round a bit in search of anything that might be useful. To your delight, you find a short sword in one of the boxes.
 
Not a very good sword - it strikes at +3 - but better than nothing. There’s only one door out of this store and that’s the one you came in through in the south wall to VIII where you can check the italic section to find where you can go next.
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“Well,” Caligula shrugs absently, “you’ve survived the Quiz of Death, although in my opinion that was a sheer flook since you don’t look nearly intelligent enough to have answered all those questions correctly. But I’m a man of my word, as anybody will tell you and Sic biscuitus disintegratus as we Roman Emperors like to say.”
“What?” you ask abruptly. “What did you just say?”
“Sic biscuitus disintegratus,” Caligula repeats. “It means That’s the way the cookie crumbles.”
“No it doesn’t,” whispers your Mercury Phone. “It’s pig Latin. It doesn’t mean anything.”
“No it doesn’t,” you tell Caligula. “It’s pig Latin. It doesn’t mean anything.”
“Are you contradicting me?” Caligula frowns.
“Of course not, Your Majesty,” you say quickly. “I was absolutely wrong and I withdraw what I said unreservedly. Sic biscuitus disintegratus does indeed mean That’s the way the cookie crumbles.”
“No, it doesn’t!” whispers the Mercury Phone.
“Shut up!” you whisper back.
Caligula smiles broadly. “I’m glad you’ve come to your senses,” he says. “Now here’s your prize - a ticket for the Palatine Games at the Circus Flaminius. I’ll be in attendance myself a little later this afternoon, so I’ll probably see you there.”
With which he sweeps away humming a mad and merry little tune to himself.
 
Leaving you to exit double quick to 25 where you can select another destination.
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This is some building. The U-shaped structure seems to go on forever. There’s a notice outside the main entrance reading:
 
Circus Maximus
Seating Capacity
150,000.
Come early to
avoid disappointment.
 
You join the queue parading through the archway, but as you are about to enter, a sad-faced man stops you.
“Where’s your ticket?” he demands.
 
If you’ve got a ticket for the Circus Maximus, you can find yourself a seat at 51, otherwise you’ll have to return to your tourist map at 25 and pick another destination. Unless, of course, you want to make like a gladiator and fight your way in at 148.
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“Excuse me,” you call politely to a passer by, “but where will this road take me?”
“To the sea” she tells you cheerfully. “This is the Porta Neptunia . You’ll find the Temple of Neptune just across the way if you want to make sacrifice for a safe journey.”
 
Look, not to sound superstitious, but when in Rome and all that - it might be a good idea to ask this puella for directions to Neptune’s Temple and maybe make a small donation for your safe journey at 12. As against that, Vesuvius may blow at any second, so an even better idea might be to get on your bike and head out of here quick as boiled asparagus, as the Emperor Augustus used to say, at 69. 
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These old Romans were amazing engineers. You sort of think things like central heating and all that jazz had to be modern inventions, but that first room you beamed into when you arrived had underfloor heating and this little room seems to be the boiler house that drives it. Apart from the fact that it uses solid fuel, this set up wouldn’t be out of place in an ofch s-d in East Cheam.
“Oil-fired centrally heated semi detached in Cheamus Orientalis,” murmurs the Mercury Phone, obviously bored at having so little to do lately.
 
There is a door in the western wall of this room leading to XXII and a door in the southern wall leading to XXXXVIII.
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“Well,” says Titus, in the sort of practised tone that suggests he’s done this a thousand times before, “This is the Forum Romanum, as we call it in the city, the most important forum in the country, which is what you’d expect and how it should be, of course. Traditionally it’s been used for public meetings, lawcourts, gladiatorial combats, that sort of thing, although that’s been gradually changing since the time of the divine Augustus.”
He starts to walk slowly forward, gesturing you to follow. You can imagine if he ever reincarnates, he’ll end up at the front of a coach-load of Americans holding a microphone. “From this viewpoint,” he tells you, “it is possible to see several of our most important buildings. Here -” He points. “- you have the Temple of Castor and Pollux, the Temple of the Deified Caesar, that’s the divine Julius, of course, the first one we deified. Over there is the Mamertine Prison, some very bad people in there, then away to your right you have the Curia or Senate House, some very bad people in there as well, hah-hah-hah. Now down at the bottom is the religious area. You know what a clannish lot the gods are. From here you can see the Temple of Saturn, the Temple of Vesta and the Temple of Romulus. Follow me and try to keep up, please.”
He strides off through the crowd, leaving you to follow as best you can. He stops again, so suddenly you actually bump into him. You follow his gaze. The stretch of ground stretching about 125 by 70 feet is set to grass except for three plants - a grape vine, a fig tree, and a little olive grove - which divides it in two.
“These two open spaces are the political Comitium and the social Forum,” Titus tells you. “That’s the Comitium at the wide end. It’s where the Popular Assembly meets. Lot of nonsense talked in both, if you ask me, but I suppose brave speeches are a lot safer than actually marching against the Huns.”
“Yes, you’re probably right, but what I really want to know is how I can -”
“Look between the two clearings,” Titus says, ignoring you. “That’s the orators’ platform. We call it the Rostra, on account of the fact that it’s decorated with the iron rams we took as trophies from the warships of Antium.”
You frown at him. “Why would you call -?” you begin.
“Rams are rostra in Latin,” the Mercury Phone whispers in your ear.
“Remember I pointed out the Curia where the Senate meet?” Titus asks. “That’s it there at the end of the Comitium. The original got burned down, but Julius Caesar built this one - they tell me it’s a lot bigger, which would be just like Julius. Matter of fact, he renovated or rebuilt quite a few of the things round here.”
“Yes,” you nod, “but what I really want to -”
He grabs your hand and leads you away before you can really take in what he’s saying. 
“See this canal?”
You stare into the canal, a fine example of Roman engineering. “Yes.”
“Used to be a little stream, that did,” says Titus thoughtfully. “Ran diagonally across the valley. About six hundred and a few years ago they made it into a canal. Used for sewerage mainly. They call it the Cloaca Maxima. I expect you’ve heard of it.”
Without stopping for your answer, he drags you to the far end of the valley. “Now down here you have the precinct the high priest next to the Vestals - they’re the girls who keep the sacred flame. They also keep most of the important records in Rome: wills, deeds to land, that sort of thing. Between the high priest and the Vestals you’ve got all the temples, as you can see. Jupiter’s the main one, of course. That’s his there, marked LXXVI. Janus and Saturn - that’s their temples over there - were our earliest gods, well, some of our earliest. You’ll notice the Temple of Vesta is circular. That’s tradition, that is, because the very first Temple of Vesta was just a clay-and-wattle hut and you can imagine how long ago that was.”
“Yes,” you say, “but what I really -”
There’s no stopping him. “That building over there, the forge of Vulcan, the Volcanal as we call it, had very early beginnings too. And the Regia - that’s the Regia there, no there: you’re still looking at the Volcanal - used to be where Numa Pompilius lived. You know who Numa Pompilius was, don’t you?”
“No, I don’t, but what I really want to know is -”
He’s not listening. “He was the second of the seven kings who ruled Rome before the formation of the republic in 509 b.c.,” he tells you. “His house became the administrative building for the pontifex maximus. You know who the pontifex maximus is, don’t you?”
“No, I don’t, but what I really want to -”
“He’s the high priest. Rotten job. You spend your whole life looking at entrails to predict what’s going to happen next week. Over there, that’s the Temple of Castor and Pollux who were brought up by a she-wolf and founded Rome in the first place.”
“No they didn’t!” you cut in, shocked. “That was Romulus and Remus!” If this young clown can’t tell the difference between Castor and Pollux and Romulus and Remus, you’d be hard put to know how many mistakes he’s made in the other information.
He grins at you. “Just checking to make sure you’re still awake. Romulus and Remus did indeed found Rome. Castor and Pollux were the twin sons of Zeus which is the stupid Greek name for Jupiter. They look after shipwrecked sailors and bring you favourable winds if you sacrifice enough to them. Now over here -”
He stops talking abruptly as you grab him by the throat. “Read my lips,” you growl. “What I really want to know is where I can find the Emperor Caligula.”
His eyes bulge and not entirely because you are currently choking him to death. “Nobody goes near the Emperor if they can help it. He’s too unpredictable. If you want to find Caligula, you have to be as nutty as he is!”
“Maybe so, maybe not,” you tell him. “Do you know where to find him?”
“He’d have to be at the Imperial Palace,” Titus tells you. “Unless he’s gone to the Circus for the races. You haven’t got a tourist map by any chance?”
You nod. “Yes, I have.”
“The Imperial Palace is marked as XV and the Circus as XXXIV. Now do you think you might let me breathe for a bit?”
You release his throat. “Thanks,” you mutter as you reach for your map.
“Don’t mention it,” he gasps, massaging his throat. “If you’re going to the Circus, you won’t get in without one of these.” With which he hands you a ticket to show there’s no hard feelings.
“Thanks,” you say again, with a lot more feeling this time. You pop the ticket into your pocket.
 
The map shows that both the Imperial Palace and the Circus aren’t too far from here. As Titus says, you’ll find the former at 15 and the latter at 34. Take your pick.
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You are dragged off, unceremoniously, to the Mamertine Prison, where a jailer dumps you in a filthy cell, locks the door and throws away the key.
You pick yourself up and look around, wondering about your chances of escape. There’s a small window fairly high up and the bars look rusted. Besides which, how difficult could a Roman lock be for someone with futuristic skills?
 
Make an Absolutely Anything Roll to find out whether you succeed in escaping through the window. If the roll kills you, go to 13. If it fails, you can make another roll to see if you can pick the lock. If that roll kills you, go to 13. If both rolls fail, you’ll eventually starve to death in this filthy cell. When that happens, go to 13. If either roll succeeds, sneak quietly back to your map at 25 and select another destination.
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“Yes,” you say with some trepidation.
“Sum,” the Mercury phone translates for you.
“Excuse me,” says the young man and whips a blindfold over your eyes. “Not too uncomfortable? Good. Now, you just come with me and don’t worry about the ritual responses -- I’ll prompt you.”
He takes you by the arm, leads you forward then stops. You hear him knock three times on a door.
“Who seeks to enter this sacred place?” asks a portentous voice from inside.
“One who seeks light and drunkenness,” the young man prompts.
“One who seeks light and drunkenness,” you repeat, hoping the Mercury phone got the translation right since the words seem very peculiar.
“Then let him enter the Dionysian rites!” the voice exclaims.
You hear the door open and the young man leads you into somewhere that smells heavily of incense.
“What a peculiar-looking young person,” a voice says as your blindfold is taken off. “Not even wearing a toga.”
You look around a candlelit room where an elderly man is strumming a lyre and softly singing something you could guarantee would never make it to the charts. Beside him, a younger man is playing Pan pipes.
Across the way, there seems to be a marriage going on between a couple who look cheerful enough to be falling-down drunk while a group of men in satyr masks and costumes cavort around them.
“Behold the Rites of Dionysius!” intones the old boy with the lyre.
“Follow me,” whispers the young man at your side. “It’s time for your Ordeal.”
With which he leads you through another door, down a flight of steps and into a subterranean maze.
 

 
“You go in here,” he says, pointing to the part of the maze marked IN, “and you try to find your way to the exit marked OUT within five minutes. But the catch is you have to pick up a piece of amethyst hidden in there on the way.”
 
If you can find your way through the maze via (‘By way of,’ mutters Mercury in your ear, not realising several Latin expressions have found their way into English) the amethyst in less than five minutes, you’ll find the exit leads to 117 If not, you’ll find you starve to death, in which case turn to 13.
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You look around, wondering what on earth to do now. What you’d like to do is make a dash for that exit arch, but there are still dozens of armed men in the arena and you have a sneaking suspicion you wouldn’t get five yards. Besides which, there’s no guarantee the arch really does lead to freedom. 
While you’re still wondering, the decision is taken out of your hands. The distinguished grey-haired man in the VIP box suddenly stands up.
“Fellow Romans,” he booms and even through the thing in your ear you can tell he’s definitely a politician, “it is the rule of our games that the victor may go free if the crowd wills.” He stretches out his arm, his fingers curled into a fist and the thumb extended horizontally so it’s pointed neither up nor down. “Is it your wish, Fellow Romans, that this young person be released?”
Anxiously you look up at the crowd as their arms come out to give the sign.
 
This could be worse. The only other time the crowd is asked to give thumbs-up/thumbs-down is when they’re deciding whether somebody should be killed. But for now, you’d better find out how the decision goes. Roll two dice. Score 2 to 9 inclusive and a majority of the thumbs turn down, sending you to 110. Score 10 to 12 and the thumbs are up there waving like a little forest in a gale, encouraging you to go to 150.
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This is really weird - the temple actually smells of fish. 
Or maybe it’s not so weird. Pompeii is a busy port and market city and judging by the shops you’ve passed, garum -
Fish sauce, mutters your Mercury Phone.
- and fish are very popular here. Somebody has to catch those fish and the chances are every sailor in the place comes to this temple to make his peace with Neptune before venturing out to sea. Most of them probably hadn’t time to visit the Baths before they did so. No wonder there’s a lingering scent.
There’s also a lingering scent clinging to the little bald-headed priest of Neptune who’s hurrying towards you. “Minimum donation three denarii,” he says, eyeing you sharply. “Special price for foreigners. I assume you are a foreigner? No Roman citizen would be seen dead in clothes like that.”
“I am a foreigner,” you admit, “but this gear is the height of fashion in my ti - where I come from.”
“Be that as it may, it’s still three denarii,” he says holding out his hand.
You fish three copper coins from the purse the Senator gave you and hand it across, thinking that in your own day they only make you pay to get out of a church, not to get into one. The priest pockets the donation. “I suppose you’ll want a Sibylline Pass to the Fortuna Augusta Temple,” he sniffs. “Get your fortune told, eh? Find out whether you’ll have a successful journey, what?”
“A Sibylline Pass would be very nice,” you tell him, never one to pass up something for nothing.
Except it isn’t for nothing. “Where’s my bit of amethyst then?” asks the priest.
 
If you have a piece of amethyst to trade for a Sibylline Pass, give it to him now, collect your Pass and get out of here fast before Vesuvius explodes. If you haven’t, get out of here fast without the silly Pass. Either way, you can leave Pompeii by the Porta Neptuna at 69 or get back to your map at 150 and select another destination.
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Roll one die.
Score 1 or 2 and go to 67.
Score 3 or 4 and go to 89.
Score 5 or 6 and go to 107.
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This is a family room by the looks of it, although nobody is about at the moment. It’s nicely furnished - several couches since Romans prefer to recline rather than sit and a few heavily carved wooden chairs. There’s a table with two beautiful Grecian vases and some delicately made glassware that may have come from the Rhine.
What gets to you is how modern everything seems. This is partly due to the fact that most of it looks new, but it’s also due to the fact that all of it looks sophisticated. You sort of imagine that if you go back in time for a couple of thousand years everything around you would be a little bit primitive, but there’s none of that feel here.
 
Before you form yourself into an Ancient Roman Appreciation Society, try to remember you have a monster to stop. The only way out of this room is the door in the northern wall to XXII.
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“You’ll never take me alive!” you yell, dropping into your best karate killer stance.
“We’ll see about that,” grins the soldier who approached you first.
 
That soldier is equipped with 30 Life Points and a +3 sword. His companion has 35 Life Points and a +2 dagger. Behind them a few hundred more guards are moving forward to enjoy the fight, so whichever way it goes you’ve no chance of getting into the Imperial Palace. If the guards kill you, go to 13. If you miraculously manage to kill them, their companions will let you limp off to 25 to select another destination from your map.
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Hey, this is all right! If you weren’t in such a hurry to get out of Pompeii, you might quite like to stay here for a while. It’s a vast open square area, surrounded by walls and now you’ve stepped through the gate you can see there’s a columned portico around three sides and a swimming pool in the centre. There are even stone platforms for diving.
The place is jam-packed with young people, running, wrestling, swimming or just lounging underneath the two rows of shady plane trees. You’ve obviously stumbled into the city gymnasium.
At any other time you might have stayed to join in the fun, but with Vesuvius always in the back of your mind and no sign of the Sibyl here, you turn to go. But as you do so, a hand falls on your arm.
You find yourself looking into the brown eyes of a pretty young woman. “Are you feeling all right?” she asks.
“Yes, thank you,” you say stoically since you’re not one to complain even if you’re dying.
“It’s just that we have a first aid section here, so if you are injured or unwell, you just need to pop in and ask for Pierus Celadus - he’s our doctor. I mention this because you look like a stranger to Pompeii and you may not know the ropes.”
 
Well, that’s a useful bit of information and no mistake. If you’re feeling low of Life Points now or later, you can pop along here, ask for Dr Pierus and be certain that you’ll get a double dice roll of Life Points restored. Only one treatment per visit, though, since he’s a very busy man. Now, make a note of the section number for future use, then return to your map at 150 and pick another destination.
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“That’s right,” you tell him cheerfully. “That’s me. That’s who I am.” You look him sincerely in the eye and add, “Master.”
“Well, let me tell you something,” he says severely. “I like to sleep late, so don’t be poking your nose in here again until I call you. Got that?”
“Yes, sir. Definitely, sir. Sorry, sir. Shall I go now, sir?”
The bald-headed man pulls the covers over his bald head and mutters, “Yes.” You can hear him begin to snore almost immediately.
 
So what are you waiting for? There’s a door in the east wall of this room marked VIII and a door in the west wall marked XXII.
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One thing about the Romans: they knew the shortest distance between two points is a straight line. Every road and street you’ve come across so far runs dead straight and this one is no exception. You stride along it, absently munching a bright red spotted mushroom one of the roadside vendors pressed on you as a sample, until you reach the most famous example of Roman architecture ever, the massive structure of the Coliseum.
You stare up at the building in wonder. This was the very first free-standing arena the Romans ever made. All the earlier ones were dug into hillsides for extra support. But this is a towering example of what could be achieved with stone and concrete. An oval building some 190 m long by 155 m wide, it could hold ... it could hold ...
Swiftly you check your Brief Guide to Ancient Rome.
... it could hold 50,000 spectators at the games to end all -
Wait a minute! Something’s badly wrong here! According to the Guide, they didn’t even start to build the Coliseum until the reign of Vespasian, who wasn’t made Emperor until 69 a.d., some twenty eight years from now. And it didn’t actually get going as a show ground until the reign of Titus ten years later when it was opened with a hundred days of games. This can’t be the Colis -
The great building begins to waver before your very eyes. It transforms itself into a Day-glo orange frog, then a purple kangaroo that hops off in the direction of the Servian Wall.
It’s the mushroom! Those red spots should have warned you. It must be psychedelic. You’ve hallucinated the whole thing!
 
Find the nearest vomitorium to get rid of the rest of the mushroom, then get back to your map at 25 to select another destination.
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Well, you could sit out here of an evening drinking your watered wine, inhaling the fragrance of the night-scented stock and admiring your olive trees. This shady portico overlooks extensive and extremely well-kept gardens, sweeping away to a surrounding vineyard. The whole place is so green it must be supported by a comprehensive irrigation system and so extensive it’s difficult to believe you’re somewhere in the middle of Rome.
You inhale deeply, enjoying the scents and the slanting sunshine.
 
Sorry to be the one to spoil this little idyll, but you’ve got better things to do than smell the flowers. There’s a door to the north to XXXVI and another to the south to CXIII. Take one of them.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Roasted alive, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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“How did you get here?” you ask.
“We’re very well in with the gods,” the wild-eyed woman tells you. “I got Jupiter to pull a few strings.”
“The planet?”
“The Greek God Father. Used to be Managing Director on Mount Olympus before he changed his name from Zeus and moved to Rome. They called the planet after him.”
You stare at her thoughtfully. She looks bats and she sounds bats, but there’s something about her that’s starting to get under your skin. “Look here,” you say, “supposing I believe you, which I don’t, and agreed to help you, which I won’t, what is it exactly that you want me to do?”
“I want you to do something about Gaius Caesar Germanicus.”
“You want me to do something about some old Roman?”
She nods enthusiastically. 
“Back in your time?”
She nods enthusiastically again.
“How do I get back there - then?”
“Jupiter will arrange it.”
“How do I get back here - now?”
“Jupiter will arrange that too.”
You shake your head. “Naw, it would never work. I can’t even speak the language.”
“I could talk to Mercury about that,” says the woman promptly. “He’s god of communication among other things. I expect he could arrange a simultaneous translation for you, or something of that sort.” 
First Jupiter, now Mercury and apart from that there’s something vaguely familiar about the name Gaius Caesar Germanicus, as if this was someone you should know about, maybe called something else ...
You stand frowning as the more familiar name of Gaius edges towards the tip of your tongue ...
She leans forward until her mad nose is only inches from your own. “Well, what do you say?”
 
Well, what do you say? Do you continue to humour her by agreeing at 120. Or decline politely at 80. Probably won’t make any difference since her story can’t be true anyway, but is there a case for finding out more about this Gaius Caesar Germanicus character at 30 before you make up your mind?
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The Circus Maximus turns out to be a massive U-shaped structure with seats on three sides and a low wall running down the middle of the arena. As you find yourself a seat, you can see a line-up of chariots at the starting point, harness rattling as they wait impatiently for the signal to begin the race.
“You for the Blues or the Greens?” asks a wild-eyed red-haired man who looks as if he’s wired to the far side of the moon.
“Hunh?” you ask intelligently.
“Which will you bet on - the Blues or the Greens?” He nods towards the waiting chariots.
You notice suddenly that each chariot sports a colour and they are indeed divided into Blues and Greens. There must be two opposing factions in these races. “I’m not much of a gambler,” you tell him, conveniently forgetting how often you’ve gambled with your life since you embarked on this adventure. 
“I’d stake anything,” he tells you. “Tell you what. I’ll bet you a tour of the Imperial Palace against all the money you have in your pocket that the Greens will win the next race. I’m a Green man myself.”
“You can get me into the Imperial Palace?” you ask warily.
“My uncle’s Captain of the Guard,” he tells you. “What do you say?”
“What happens if I’ve no money in my pocket?” you ask.
He grins broadly. “That makes it an even more interesting gamble. Come on - they’re about to start!”
“You’re on!” you tell him.
There is a sudden roar from the crowd as the chariots burst from the starting line to race around the low wall in the middle of the arena.
 
Roll two dice. Score 2, 3, 4, 5 or 6 and the Greens win, in which case turn to 7. Score 7, 8, 9, 10, 11 or 12 and the Blues win, in which case turn to 94.
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“Right!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He grins wickedly. “Not kidding this time. Now, your next question in the Quiz of Death is this: Who is next in line to be Emperor after me, assuming I ever decide to die, that is? Is it Claudius? Is it Germanicus. Or is it Nero?”
 
If you think it’s Claudius, turn to 157. If you think it’s Germanicus, turn to 144 . If you think it’s Nero, turn to 121.
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There is a strong smell of horse manure as you approach this gate and you can see from the wide opening that it was probably designed for mounted traffic, along with carriages and chariots. 
Briefly you wonder if there is any chance you might hire a horse since it would certainly carry you away from the doomed city faster than you could travel on foot. But there does not seem to be anyone about at the moment and you don’t want to hang around when Vesuvius could erupt at any moment. With a huge feeling of relief you skip through the gate and onto the road out of town. 
You’ve escaped! You’re out of Pompeii before the fateful eruption! Now all you have to do is get far enough away to make sure you’re safe when the volcano actually blows.
You’re still skipping gaily down the road when there is a terrifying roar as the peak of Vesuvius splits open and a black pine-shaped cloud erupts from the volcano showering massive red-hot cinders and great globules of molten lava.
“Arrrgh!” you howl as a great globule of molten lava lands directly on your head, burning off most of your face and eating its way through the bone of your skull.
 
After which it becomes quite difficult for you to continue your adventure. Go to 13.
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You walk into the room and stop dead. Although you’ve never seen one before, thank heavens, you know where you are at once.
This is the dreaded vomitorium!
What’s more, it’s been used recently.
Oh, gross and double gross!
 
Back out quickly to LXXIII.
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As you walk into the amphitheatre, crowds jostling all around you in a state of high excitement, you come to two archways. Above one is written ARENA. Above the other is written AUDITORIUM.
You are headed firmly for the second when you overhear a snatch of conversation between two well-dressed women: 
“- in the arena will be presented to the Emperor,” one says.
“Everybody?” asks the other.
“So they say.”
 
Does this make a difference? Will you risk your life in the arena just so you can get back within striking distance of Caligula when you didn’t do a thing except answer stupid questions the last time you were close to him? The archway marked ARENA leads to 23. You can reach the AUDITORIUM at 64.
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“Fellow Romans,” the politician intones as you buckle on the armour of the late Brutus (which doesn’t exactly fit like a glove, but should do the job anyway), “how do you vote this time? Thumbs up or down?”
It looks as if Brutus was really popular. Every thumb in the auditorium jabs violently downwards and the crowd begins to boo and hiss at you for emphasis.
Out of the corner of your eye you see thirty-eight burly gladiators starting to move forward, all obviously anxious to have a piece of you now you’ve become so unpopular with the crowd.
A thin man leans across and whispers in the politician’s ear. The politician listens for a moment then holds up his hands. After a moment the crowd falls silent.
“Fellow Romans!” the politician proclaims. “However much you - we liked the dear departed Brutus, he was vanquished in a fair fight. And it’s the third fair fight this young gladiator has won. My vote is thumbs up!”
It’s obvious the crowd doesn’t like it - there’s a scattering of boos and hisses - but it’s equally obvious the politician’s vote outweighs all the others put together. Whatever else it might have been Ancient Rome is no democracy.
The politician leans over and speaks directly to you. “You fought well,” he says. “I’ve arranged for you to have the freedom of the city. Now get out of here before I change my mind.”
 
Never one to hang about where you weren’t wanted, you head smartly for the exit arch to 150.
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This huge marble emporium can only be one thing - the Public Thermii or Baths. Everybody in Rome was so obsessed with keeping clean that this place was as popular as the Circus. At least so it claims in your Brief Guide, but now you’re here there’s not a soul about.
You begin to climb the broad steps to try to find out what’s going on when an urchin leaning against one of the pillars calls out, “No good going up there - they’re shut for repairs. Some of their pipework sprung a leak.”
 
So it’s back to 25 to select another destination from your tourist map.
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Whoops! This room is full of people. Fortunately they’re all racing around like lunatics preparing a meal. This is definitely a kitchen and from the way everybody’s studiously avoiding your eye, these must be slaves. That was the thing about slaves in Ancient Rome: they were treated as part of the furniture and they very quickly got used to behaving as if nothing existed outside the job they were doing. If they didn’t know you, they played safe and ignored you whatever you were doing.
Cautiously you put this theory to the test by stepping into the room. You are roundly ignored. Cautiously you dip your finger into a pan of sauce and take a sneaky taste. (It’s delicious.) You are still roundly ignored.
It looks as though this might be the preparations for the wedding feast of Germanicus and Agrippina - a thought that reminds you time is slipping by.
 
There is a door in the east wall to XXII and two doors in the west wall. The northernmost of these doors leads to LXVII, the southernmost to LXXIII.
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You hurl yourself upon him shrieking like a harpy.
 
Despite looking hungry, your opponent has 60 Life Points and one of the best swords in Rome, capable of inflicting +10 damage. If he kills you, go to 13. If you survive, you’ll just have time to pick up his First Aid Kit (which will restore six double dice rolls of Life Points now or later) before making a break for any other destination shown on your tourist map at 25.
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Somewhere a crowd is cheering.
There is a smell of heat and sweat, mixed with the stench of wet dog or something vaguely similar.
More cheering from the invisible crowd.
You are surrounded by a shimmering grey fog, but a shimmering grey fog that is gradually lifting. Around you things are slowly becoming clearer.
And clearer ...
You are standing on the arena floor of a majestic stone-built amphitheatre, its tiers of seats jam-packed with an enthusiastic crowd. There seems to be some sort of procession going on. Priests in gold-embroidered robes are circling the arena swinging censers of heavy incense and chanting monotonously.
How nice. You’ve landed back in Ancient Rome in the middle of a religious festival.
You glance up towards the devout crowd. Many of them seem to be rough diamonds for sure, but those in the better seats look a lot more respectable. Towards the back, nimble men in sailor uniforms are working a complicated set of rigging to bring across a huge multicoloured canopy to give some shade to the spectators.
There was a sudden roar of approval and the entire crowd rose to its feet as a tall grey-haired man led his entourage into a box directly overlooking the arena. He acknowledges the cheers with a languid wave of his hand, then takes his seat. Armed guards take their places behind him.
Is this the Emperor of the day? From somewhere you recall that Roman Emperors always wore purple on public occasions and this man’s toga is pristine white so perhaps he’s just a Senator or some other bigwig.
The priests complete their procession and begin to exit through the same imposing arch by which they entered. At once an organ starts up a merry tune.
An organ, in Ancient Rome? Surely not. But what you’re hearing certainly sounds like an organ.
Armed men - dozens of them - are marching into the arena. They look fierce and terrifying and very, very fit. They stop as a body underneath the box occupied by the grey-haired man and his entourage. Their arms snap upwards in a rigid salute. “Nos moraturi te salutamus!” they exclaim in unison.
So much for Mercury and his simultaneous translation. You didn’t understand a word of that.
But then your right ear begins to itch. You reach up to scratch it and a small device no bigger than a hearing aid falls out onto the arena sand. It crackles a little as you pick it up as if it may have been damaged, but you notice a small on/off switch in one side just under the Mercury Phones logo. You slide it to on and pop the device back into your ear.
“Nos morituri te salutamus!” the armed men chant again. But this time you hear it as, We who are about to die salute you!
What a strange thing to say during a religious festival. And how odd to have so many armed men in this delightful open-air church.
The group of armed men suddenly breaks apart and to your horror the men begin hacking at one another with their swords. One runs towards you wielding a net and a spear which he uses to poke you painfully. “Venas plebius, fac meum deum!” he grins wickedly.
“Come on, punk, make my day!” crackles Mercury’s simultaneous translator in your ear.
Your mouth drops open. It’s obvious you’ve just been challenged to a fight.
 
But what are you going to do about it - apart from closing your mouth, that is? You can run for your life at 10, try to reason with him at 90 or take your chances in a very one-sided - and quite possibly lethal - punch-up at 130.
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You climb up to the first sub-division of the tiers, noticing that the more sensible members of the crowd have brought their own cushions to protect their bottoms from the ravages of the stone benches. Not that it matters greatly to you since you can’t afford to stay here very long with the threat of Vesuvius erupting at any minute.
You look around you to discover the crowd itself seems to be seated in factions, rather like supporters at a football match. Groups of them wear the same colours, presumably in support of a favourite gladiator. Many of them, in all factions, are wearing brimless felt hats for some reason. You notice too that there is a definite class distinction in this crowd. There are several reserved areas near the front filled with men and women sporting pristine togas and expensive jewellery. The lower classes on the other hand are segregated by sex. The women are confined to a covered gallery so high above the arena it’s a miracle they can see what’s going on at all. The men are spread in their tribal factions all across the auditorium.
“Is this seat taken?” you ask an excited young man wearing a patched mantle and one of the ubiquitous felt hats.
“Naw, you’re welcome,” he tells you. “My mate was sitting there, but he drank too much wine so now he’s gone off to be sick. Always the same. He’ll miss the rest of the show like he always does.” He opens a small box on his knee and holds it across to you. “Boiled egg?”
“No thanks,” you tell him as you sit down.
“Suit yourself,” shrugs the young man. “Visne scire quod credam?”
You jiggle your Mercury Phone hearing aid. “Know what I think?” it translates the young man’s last words for you.
“No, what do you think?” Quis credas? Mercury translates back to him.
“I think the games have gone to hades since they started executing criminals as part of the entertainment,” he says. “No sport in that. No sport in that at all. Look, they’re going to slaughter a few now.”
You watch in horror as a bedraggled group of men and women are led into the arena chained together. A grim group of gladiators marches towards them, swords at the ready. Your stomach begins to churn.
“Sure you don’t want a boiled egg?” the young man asks.
You get up and make a run for the exit as the swords begin to flash in the sun.
 
As well you might. The Roman Games are no place for the squeamish. Best get back to your map at 150 and select another destination.
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It’s like the high point of a movie. Time slows. The trident sails gracefully through the air. The expression on Caligula’s mad face changes slowly from glee to horror. The trident comes closer and closer to his chest. Sunlight glints on its three wicked barbs. There is a stunned silence in the auditorium. You seem to register close-ups of shocked face after shocked face.
Time speeds up to normal. The speeding trident reaches the royal box. Caligula screams and clutches his chest.
The trident misses.
Your mouth falls open. You can’t believe it.
“Traitor!” screams Caligula. “Assassin! Guards, do your duty!”
The arena fills up quickly with armed men who waste no time at all in hacking you to pieces.
 
Collect up the bits and go to 13.
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This looks like another family room. It also looks as if it’s in the process of redecoration. A newly-tiled floor is only partly laid and while the walls have been plastered, you can see at once an extensive mural painting is far from complete. Couches, chairs and a heavy table have all been pushed together into one corner.
Nothing much for you here, so you turn to leave.
 
The numerals on the eastern door are XXII. On the southern door you have LXXIX.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



64
 
You pass through the arch and begin your climb along the tiers. As you do so, a small contingent of heavily armed men push their way arrogantly through the crowd in your direction.
“It’s the Praetorians!” hisses a fat man on your right. “Somebody’s in trouble.”
“Bet your life!” mutters his companion. “That’s their Tribune, Cassius Chaerea, leading them. When he’s about, somebody’s definitely in trouble!”
 
Do you imagine it might be you? You might try avoiding yon Cassius who has a mean and hungry look by making an Absolutely Anything Roll. If it kills you, go to 13. If you fail, you’d better await developments quietly at 17. If you succeed, you can slip away quietly from the auditorium and make your way to another destination via your tourist map at 25.
 
Of course if you’ve a clear conscience and a trusting nature, you don’t have to try avoiding the Praetorians at all. You can just sit there counting the sunbeams until they’re on top of you at 17.
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Good heavens, it’s a temple with naughty paintings on the walls! Your eyes widen as you glance from one to the other and a hot blush climbs up your cheeks. You drag your gaze away only to find you are now looking at a life-size statue of a beautiful naked woman. You drag your eyes away from that and find yourself gazing at a beautiful priestess, fortunately fully clothed.
“Welcome to the Temple of Venus, Goddess of Love,” she smiles. “What can I do for you?”
You swallow and desperately try to stop your eyes drifting back to the walls. “Actually, I’m looking for the Sibyl,” you tell her. “I don’t suppose she’s here?”
“Not her temple, my dear,” the priestess tells you kindly. “You might try the Temple of Fortuna Augusta - that’s where she usually hangs out. Failing that, she sometimes pops into the Villa of the Mysteries.”
“Can you give me directions?” you ask.
“Of course,” the priestess smiles. “The Temple of Fortuna Augusta is at 125 and the Villa of the Mysteries is just a step or two away at 75.”
“Thanks,” you tell her gratefully. “Thanks very much!”
 
So is it the Temple of Fortuna Augusta at 125, the Villa of the Mysteries at 75 or do you want to be independent and return to your map at 150 and select another destination altogether? The choice, as always, is yours.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Roasted alive, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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There must be youngsters in this family. You’ve stumbled into what’s obviously a small playroom. There’s no real furniture, just cushions scattered on the floor and wooden toys all over the place. Among them, to your astonishment, is a little rocking horse.
Somebody must have had the idea of trying to teach the children the first steps in arithmetic because the numbers on the doors are a lot larger than usual.
 
There’s a door to the north numbered LXXXIII and another to the east numbered LVIII. Doesn’t that make things easier?
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Surgical amputation of the brain, I think.”
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.



Please select an option from the previous page.



69
 
“Thank you! Thank you!” you call to the woman, “but tempus fugit and to be honest, it’s fugiting rather quickly for me at the moment, so I’ll pass on the sacrifice if you don’t mind.”
With a huge feeling of relief you skip towards the narrower of the two barrel-vaults which make up this gate and run down the steep slope out of the city.
You’ve escaped! You’re out of Pompeii before the fateful eruption! Now all you have to do is get far enough away to make sure you’re safe when the volcano actually blows.
In moments you are at the water’s edge. This is getting better and better. With the money you earned in the arena you can probably hire a boat and with a favourable wind or a good slave at the oars you should be well -
There is a terrifying roar as the peak of Vesuvius splits open behind you and a black pine-shaped cloud erupts from the volcano showering massive red-hot cinders and great globules of molten lava.
“Arrrgh!” you howl as a great globule of molten lava lands directly on your head, burning off most of your face and eating its way through the bone of your skull.
 
After which it becomes quite difficult for you to continue your adventure. Go to 13.
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The politician is up on his feet again. “Fellow Romans,” he booms again. “This young gladiator has now won two fights. Shall I set him free? Please signify in the usual way.”
Anxiously you look up at the crowd as their arms come out to give the sign.
 
Roll two dice. Score 2 to 6 inclusive and a majority of the thumbs turn down, sending you to 2. Score 7 to 12 and the thumbs are up there waving like a little forest in a gale, encouraging you to go to 150.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Drawn and quartered, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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You enter the temple to find yourself in a large rectangular chamber lined with marble. Four tall niches have been cut into one wall, each housing a life-size statue. The nearest of them is of a stout, rather kindly-looking man, the inscription beneath which reads simply:
Parens Patriae
“Father of the Nation,” translates your Mercury phone respectfully, but not very usefully.
“There you are!” exclaims a voice so close that you almost drop your Sibylline Pass from the shock.
You spin round and find yourself face to mad face with the Sibyl.
“Where on earth have you been?” she demands angrily. “I’ve been looking for you everywhere! Don’t you know what day this is? Don’t you know what time this is? Don’t you know Vesuvius is going to erupt at any second, according to the ancient prophetic scrolls?”
“Where have I been?” you gasp, astonished by her sheer brass neck. “I’ve been fighting my way out of the Roman Games and finding I’m in the wrong city at the wrong time, that’s where I’ve been, thanks to you and that stupid god you’ve got as your transport manager!”
The Sibyl glances around her furtively. “Don’t call Jupiter stupid,” she whispers. “He doesn’t take kindly to disrespect. Has a habit of hurling thunderbolts.”
“What else would you call him?” you hiss back angrily. “I’m miles and years from where I should be and so are you!”
“He gets distracted,” the Sibyl explains. “I expect it was a pretty girl - that’s usually his problem. But there’s no time to lodge a formal complaint. We have to get you back to the time of the first Caesar without delay otherwise Caligula’s parents will get together and our whole plan is down the aqueduct.”
You frown. “Back to the time of Julius Caesar? Isn’t that a bit early?”
The Sibyl looks at you blankly for a moment, then her brow clears. “Oh, no, you don’t understand. Julius was the first Caesar worth talking about, but the first Caesar wasn’t the first Caesar if you know what I mean.”
You shake your head. “No.”
“Let me put it this way,” says the Sibyl. “Most people in your time think of the Caesars as Emperors, don’t they?”
“The Caesars were Emperors, weren’t they?” you frown, thoroughly confused.
“Yes and no,” says the Sibyl, adding to your problems. “When Julius Caesar was dividing up Gaul and crossing the Rubicon and doing naughty things with Cleopatra, Rome was a Republic. Julius made himself so powerful he was very nearly an Emperor - he called himself Dictator for Settling the Constitution - but the nobles didn’t like that. That’s why they assassinated him.”
“On the Ides of March,” you put in.
“44 b.c.,” says the Sibyl nostalgically. “I remember it well.”
“But if Caesar wasn’t the first Caesar - Emperor - who was?” you ask a little desperately.
“Octavian. Julius Caesar’s adopted son. That’s his statue you were admiring. Father of the Nation.”
“I’ve never heard of an Emperor Octavian,” you tell her.
The Sibyl smiles patiently. “That’s because he changed his name. He was still a teenager when Julius died, but he was a better politician than all the middle-aged Senators put together - and a far better general. In a few years he’d put down most of the opposition and after the Battle of Actium, Mark Antony committed suicide leaving Octavian the most powerful man in the whole Roman world. That was in 30 b.c. as I remember. Just three years later, on January 13, 27 b.c., the Senate gave him the name Augustus.”
“Jolly Good Fellow,” your Mercury phone translates.
“So Octavian became the Emperor Augustus!” you exclaim as light begins to dawn.
“He was called Imperator Caesar Augustus,” the Sibyl explains. “Those were his actual names, the same way you might have a friend called Jason Brian Brightman. But he was so highly thought of that all the later Emperors took the names as titles. Caesar was once just a family name, but after Augustus it became the same thing as the title King and the name Imperator became the same thing as the title Emperor. Lasted quite a long time as well. The Russian Tsars were called after the Caesars. So were the German Kaisers. Anyway, the point is I need to get you back to the time of Augustus now so you can do something about Caligula.”
“Caligula was around at the time of Augustus?”
“No, he wasn’t. At least not for all of it. Caligula wasn’t born until Augustus had been Emperor for nearly forty years. After Augustus you had Tiberius. He became Emperor two years after Caligula was born. And if you don’t stop him, Caligula gets to be Emperor in 37 a.d., just twenty-three years later.”
“So how do you want me to stop him?” you ask, your head reeling from this history lesson.
“Listen carefully,” says the Sibyl. “This is the really important part and it’s complicated. Caligula’s father was a grand-nephew of Augustus called Germanicus, who got himself adopted as Tiberius’s step son in 4 a.d. At about the same time, Germanicus married Augustus’ granddaughter, Agrippina. Between them Germanicus and Agrippina had nine children, including Caligula who was born on August 31, 12 a.d. In theory, if we get you back to Rome a year or two before then, you might be able to stop Caligula happening, but I think it would be easiest if we get you back to 4 a.d. so you can stop the wedding of Germanicus and Agrippina in the first place.”
You look at her in horror. “How am I supposed to be that?” you demand. “How am I supposed to stop a high class Roman wedding?”
“You’ll think of a way,” the Sibyl tells you confidently. “I’ll have you dropped off in the villa where the wedding takes place.” Before you can stop her, she whips out her Star Trek communicator and says, “Sibyl to Jupiter. Two to beam back to 4 a.d.”
Instantly there is a ringing in your ears and the temple around you begins to shimmer. You watch in something close to panic as the sibyl turns into a sparkling pillar that fades, then disappears completely. 
From somewhere far away a deep voice whispers through your skull, “Stupid, am I? I’ll show you stupid!”
 
Then your whole body transforms itself into a shimmering pillar as it is broken down into its constituent molecules and beamed away through space and time.
To be reformed, without weapons or armour, at 8.
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Wow! The Romans certainly liked to eat in style! This dining room is absolutely enormous!
You notice at once that instead of a single banquet table there are several smaller tables, each a lot lower than the tables you’re used to. Couches are arranged around them, reminding you that the Romans liked to eat lying down rather than sitting up, a practice that must have played havoc with their digestion.
In a sudden burst of curiosity, you look up Eating Habits in your Brief Guide to Roman History and discover that next to watching slaughter in the Games and conquering large parts of Europe, the Romans loved to eat more than anything else in the world. 
In fact they loved to eat so much that many of them had an annex off their dining rooms called a vomitorium where they could go to puke after a good old pig-out, thus making room for more food. Gross!
It occurs to you that the wedding reception might be held in this very room and for a moment you’re half tempted to hide here and wait. But then you remember that the feast would normally follow the actual wedding ceremony, which is what you have to stop.
 
There are two doors leading from this room. One in the eastern wall marked LVIII and the other to the south into what looks like a little annex room marked LIV.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “First I’ll have you skinned, then strangled, hanged, beheaded, baked, ground up then sprinkled on the sacred flame of Jupiter’s Temple, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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A peculiar looking man in a green-edged toga stares at you strangely as you approach this square, low-rise suburban villa. Slyly he draws the toga aside to reveal one knobbly knee and sticks the little finger of his left hand into his right ear. “Quid est in aqua?” he asks pleasantly.
“What’s in the water?” your Mercury Phone translates. 
You jiggle the connection. “What’s in the water!” the phone repeats.
“That doesn’t make sense!” you hiss.
“I know,” says the phone, “but it’s what he said.”
You glance westward towards the sea, which is hidden from where you are now. The man walks forward three paces, stops, walks back one, then moves forward again to give you a peculiar handshake with two fingers tucked into his palm. “Lapides Provolventes amo, sed Pueri Litoris odi,” he says seriously, glancing back over his shoulder.
“I love the Rolling Stones but I hate the Beach Boys,” translates the Mercury phone deadpan.
You stare at the man, amazed that these ancient pop groups actually date back to Classical Rome. The man stares back expectantly, as if waiting for you to make a response.
“Non compos mentis es?” you ask, thoughtlessly lapsing into Latin. 
“Are you nuts?” the Mercury translator translates.
“Potesne taurum per cornua prehendere?” asks the weird man in his turn. 
“Can you take the bull by the horns?” the Mercury phone translates, then adds by way of comment, “I think this character must be a Mason.”
“Sum! Sum! I am! I am!” the man exclaims delightedly. “And since it takes one to know one, let me welcome you to the Villa of the Mysteries!”
With which he steps back and gestures for you to enter the building.
 
But do you really want to go in now you know this hall is the headquarters of some ancient Pompean secret sect? Probably not the actual Freemasons, of course, since the Mercury phone would only have been giving you the nearest translation, but certainly some sort of organisation that uses secret signs and passwords and conducts heaven knows what sort of weird rites in hidden chambers. If you can’t wait to join in, roll up your left trouser-leg, bare one shoulder and walk blindly to 3. If you’d prefer to keep your distance from this sort of thing, turn squarely around and head back to 150 and another destination.
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Good grief, it’s the Temple of Jupiter! The very god you called stupid last time you have any contact with him.
 
Time to beat a nifty retreat back to 25 where you can select a less dangerous destination from your map.
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He leans over and places his lips close to your ear. “If you’re with us, count the number of letters in the password, multiply by three and meet me there!”
With which he straightens, turns and walks quickly away.
 
What in the name of Zeus was that all about? If you can understand it, count the letters in the password, multiply by three and go to the section number of your answer. If you can’t, go thoughtfully back to your tourist map at 25 and select another destination.
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The crowd suddenly falls silent as you emerge into the sunlight. All action in the arena stops. Heads turn towards you.
“Well, well,” mutters a nearby samnite (large oblong shield, visor, plumed helmet, and short sword, whispers your Mercury Phone quickly), “if it isn’t the clown wot accidentally on purpose put paid to my best friend in this very ring not so very long ago. Bleeding foreigner! Shouldn’t be allowed to take part in my opinion!” He moves towards you threateningly.
“So, you’ve come back,” murmurs the grey-haired Senator languidly. “Possibly not the best idea in the world.”
“Battle royal!” shouts a woman in the crowd.
“Battle royal! Battle royal!” comes the call from other voices.
“BATTLE ROYAL! BATTLE ROYAL! BATTLE ROYAL!” the whole bloodthirsty crowd begins to chant.
“What a great idea,” calls the Senator. “Last one left alive is the winner!”
Dozens more gladiators begin to pour through the arch to join those already in the arena. You begin to look around you desperately, well aware you’ll never survive something like this.
“Get the foreigner first!” somebody shouts.
“Good thinking, Bat Person,” mutters the samnite who has it in for you. He signals and at once every gladiator in the arena forms a marching, warlike rank and heads towards you. There must be more than a hundred of them, all reflecting how nice it would be to dispatch you to 13 without further ado.
You watch them approach, wondering how on earth you’re going to get out of this one when there is the sudden sound of distant cannon-fire. Except cannon haven’t been invented yet, so it can’t be. But it can’t be a thunderstorm either since there isn’t a cloud in the sky. Except there is a cloud in the sky now, a black, pine-shaped cloud that looks far more like smoke than water vapour - and dense smoke at that.
But it has to be cannon-fire, because now huge flaming cannon-balls are raining down from the sky. Except the cannon still hasn’t been invented yet so it can’t be -
It’s Vesuvius! The volcano has erupted, showering red hot cinders and balls of molten lava down on the city. You’re doomed! Like everybody else, you’re going to be engulfed by lava and -
But wait a minute! The stuff coming down is dangerous all right, but it’s not a tidal wave of lava. If you can get under cover, you might survive this yet.
You race for the exit tunnel, elbowing aside a few dozen gladiators who have had the same bright idea. In a moment you are safe inside. The fiery rain outside makes not the slightest impact on the stonework of the amphitheatre. You’re saved! You’re (cough) saved!! All you (cough) have to (cough, cough) do now is (cough, cough, cough) get ... out ... of ...
Your thinking processes slow as lethal sulphurous fumes penetrate your lungs. Your legs weaken and your eyes dim. You sink to your knees, aware that those around you are sinking too. So this is the way it happened. Pompeii wasn’t buried in lava as you’ve always thought - at least not straight away. The people were suffocated by volcanic fumes and died before the lava flow arrived.
How very ... very .... in ...in ... interes ....ting ....
 
Your thoughts stop completely as the familiar preliminary to your trip to what must just now be a very crowded 13.
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Well, you could sit out here of an evening drinking your watered wine, inhaling the fragrance of the night-scented stock and admiring your olive trees. This shady portico overlooks extensive and extremely well-kept gardens, sweeping away to a surrounding vineyard. The whole place is so green it must be supported by a comprehensive irrigation system and so extensive it’s difficult to believe you’re somewhere in the middle of Rome.
You inhale deeply, enjoying the scents and the slanting sunshine.
 
Sorry to be the one to spoil this little idyll, but you’ve got better things to do than smell the flowers. There are two doors on the northern wall. The more westerly is to LXXXIX, the more easterly to LXIII. A door in the wall to the east is marked CXIII while another in the wall to the west is marked CXVIII.
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“I’m terribly sorry,” you say in your best terribly sorry voice, “but I fear I am but a humble tourist brought here by my parents in order to see the sights, improve my education and eat a great deal of pizza and Italian ice cream. So, as you will realise, I am in no position to assist you or anybody else in any way whatsoever and especially not just at the moment, thank you very much.”
“Rat fink!” exclaims the wild eyed woman and launches herself upon you with astonishing ferocity.
 
This peculiarly dressed and oddly spoken maniac is a lot more trouble than she looks. First off she has 40 Life Points which makes her quite a tough old boot, but more importantly she has a secret ability which enables her to turn your mind inside out if she happens to throw a double six during combat, with the unpleasant result of instant death (yours). If you survive this early and entirely unexpected encounter, stagger off to 100. If not, boogie on down to 13.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “First I’ll have you skinned, then strangled, hanged, beheaded, baked, ground up then sprinkled on the sacred flame of Jupiter’s Temple, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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You step over the prostrate body of the guard and enter the shuttered villa. For a moment you stand blinded, then your eyes become accustomed to the gloom.
You’re in an armoury!
This is fantastic. There are racks upon racks of arms and armour, all of it of the very finest quality.
 
After only a few minutes searching, you find -9 armour that fits you like a glove and a +9 sword to go with it. You also find a Roman short bow which allows you to get in an automatic first strike whatever the dice say by sneakily shooting an opponent at a distance . Unfortunately arrows for this bow (which strike at +5) are in short supply. Roll one die to discover how many you can find. Now stagger off under the weight of all this booty to 150 and select another destination from your map fast - your new armour won’t protect you if Vesuvius erupts.
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Well, you could sit out here of an evening drinking your watered wine, inhaling the fragrance of the night-scented stock and admiring your olive trees. This shady portico overlooks extensive and extremely well-kept gardens, sweeping away to a surrounding vineyard. The whole place is so green it must be supported by a comprehensive irrigation system and so extensive it’s difficult to believe you’re somewhere in the middle of Rome.
You inhale deeply, enjoying the scents and the slanting sunshine.
 
Sorry to be the one to spoil this little idyll, but you’ve got better things to do than smell the flowers. There are two doors in the southern wall of the portico. The more westerly leads to LXXXIX, the more easterly to LXVII. There’s also a gate giving access to the gardens at CLIII.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He grins wickedly. “Only kidding. Now, your next question in the Quiz of Death is in the sporting category: Does a retiarius carry a net or a sword?”
 
You’ve a 50% chance of getting it right just by guessing. If you think this type of gladiator carries a net, turn to 97. If you think it’s a sword, turn to 71
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Another temple, by the looks of things. You stick your head cautiously through the door and note the enormous statue of a handsome young man wearing a laurel wreath and a pious expression. A notice beside the door reads:
Temple of Apollo
twinned with
Stonehenge
Britannium
“Excuse me,” you murmur to a passing priest, hearing it come out as Mihi ignosce, thanks to the Mercury phone in your ear, “but I don’t suppose the Sibyl is here by any chance?”
“Just missed her,” says the priest. “She’s gone back to the temple of Fortuna Augusta.”
“Where’s that exactly?” you ask.
“Sorry,” he says, hurrying away, “no time to give you directions - I’ve a sacrifice to make.”
 
Looks like your only option is to get back to your map at 150 and select another destination.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Forced to eat yourself alive from the toes up, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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Another amphitheatre and doubtless another few hundred poor souls waiting inside to hack each other to bits for the entertainment of the masses, just like a Tarantino movie really.
The name above the arch is CIRCVS FLAMINIVS. A notice outside reads:
On Today
The Palatine Games
Savage Gladiators!
Savage Beasts!
Special Guest Appearance
by Oasis
Emperor Gaius Caesar Germanicus
(affectionately known as Baby Boots)
will attend.
Baby Boots must be a variation on Little Boot. Caligula might even be inside at this very minute. You make your way to the entrance where a badly shaven lout demands: “Ticket please.”
 
If you’ve got a ticket to the Palatine Games at the Circus Flaminius, you can go inside at 55. If not, your only choice is to return to 25 and select another destination.
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“Today,” announces the Greek pedagogue to a chorus of groans from his pupils, “you will be learning numbers.”
Nobody groans louder than yourself.
“Unlike the cultures of the Middle East, which use really stupid squiggly numbers like these -” The Greek walks to the blackboard and draws the numerals 2, 3, 5 and 8. The class erupts in hoots of laughter. “Unlike these cultures,” the Greek repeats, “we use solid, sensible respectable Roman numerals!”
Cheers from the class.
“If you were an uncivilised Arab,” the Greek smiles, “you would have to learn no less than ten number symbols. But as a Roman, you only have to learn seven! Isn’t that a vast improvement?”
Chorus of ‘Yes, sirs’ from the swots.
“The Roman number symbols you have to learn are I, V, X, L,C, D, and M and the good news is you know them already because they’re letters of the alphabet and we did writing yesterday. But -” Here the Greek looks pointedly at his class. “-when they’re used as numbers they mean something different to what they mean as letters. This is what they mean ...” He turns and writes on the blackboard:
I = ONE
V = FIVE
X = TEN
L = FIFTY
C = ONE HUNDRED
D = FIVE HUNDRED
M = ONE THOUSAND
“Now,” says the Greek turning back to the class, “here’s the secret of writing Roman numerals. If you place a numeral of the same or lesser value after another numeral, it adds to the value. Like this.” Back at the blackboard he writes:
I plus I is written as II and equals TWO
V plus I is written as VI and equals SIX
D plus C plus L is written as DCL and equals SIX HUNDRED AND FIFTY
“You see,” he explains, “D equals five hundred, C equals one hundred. Add them together and you get six hundred. L equals fifty. Add that to six hundred and you get six hundred and fifty. DCL - see?” He turns back to the board. “Now, a symbol placed before one of greater value subtracts its value like this:”
V minus I is written as IV and equals FOUR
C minus X is written as XC and equals NINETY
M minus I is written as IM and equals NINE HUNDRED AND NINETY NINE
He turns back. “Now you know all about numbers. Class dismissed.”
 
Bit sudden, but you expect he’s tired. Still, the little bit you’ve learned about Roman numerals might come in handy for reading copyright dates at the end of TV programmes. For the moment, return to your map at CL and select another destination.
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You’re in an empty north-south corridor with doors in the end two walls and in the western wall.
 
The door to the north is marked LXXXIII. The door to the south is marked LXXIX. The door to the west is marked LXXXXVIII.
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“Let’s make a deal,” you tell the grinning spearman desperately.
“Volo pactum facere,” the simultaneous translator booms through your mouth unnervingly.
“Suppose you just let me walk out of here without any trouble and I assure you I shall make no complaint to the authorities, or hold your threatening behaviour against you in any way.”
“Fors fortis!” snarls the spearman.
“Fat chance,” translates the decoder in your ear.
 
And before you can ‘Woe is me!’ (O me miserum!) he hurls himself upon you, thus usurping any possibility of your getting in the first blow. The man has 30 Life Points and his spear does +3 damage to your unprotected hide. If during the fight he scores 9 or better, he will elect to use the net instead of the spear. This causes no damage at all, whatever the dice may show but will immobilise you completely for the next three combat rounds so you can’t even lift the dice while he pounds away at you. If, as seems likely, this encounter kills you your bleeding body will be dragged from the arena and dumped unceremoniously at 13. In the event that you survive, it might be a good idea to grab that net and spear before you stride victorious to 40.
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“Don’t have five denarii,” you tell him glumly. 
“What do you have then?” he asks.
You dig into your pockets and come up with a half-chewed toffee covered in hairy lint, the crumpled brochure for the Colossus of the Apennines, a wizened chestnut with a hole bored through the middle, a short piece of string, a page torn out of a lined notebook with somebody’s phone number written on it but no name so you’ve not the slightest idea who would answer if you rang, and a paper clip.
“Oh, wow, like cool!” Titus exclaims, wide-eyed. “What about giving me that?”
“This?” you ask frowning, picking up the paper clip. “Or this -?” You offer him the conker. Surely he couldn’t want the toffee. Even you are finding it disgusting.
“No - that!” he tells you breathlessly, pointing at the crumpled brochure. “Look at the colours! Look at that painting of the lake and the big statue!”
“That’s not a painting - that’s a photogr -” You stop yourself abruptly. “Well,” you say, “it’s very valuable, of course, but if you’re as good a guide as you say ...”
He snatches the crumpled brochure. “Come with me!” he tells you firmly.
 
And, taking your hand, leads you to 37.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Surgical amputation of the brain, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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“You can tell by the way I’m dressed I’m not an escaped slave,” you say firmly.
“No, I can’t.”
“Yes, you can.”
“No I can’t”
“Yes you can.”
“Can’t!”
“Can!”
And so on for quite a long time until you get fed up and say, “Look, a person’s innocent until they’re proven guilty - right?”
He looks at you in astonishment. “Are you out of your mind? You’ll have trouble getting any of your rights if you’re not a Roman citizen and I don’t think you are.”
“I am,” you lie.
“Are not,” he says.
“Am!”
“Not!”
“Sum!”
“Non es!”
And so on until your merry conversation is drowned out by a distant explosion and a rumbling roar that gradually comes closer and closer.
“What’s that?” somebody asks.
“Jupiter’s thunderbolt?” suggests one.
“Vulcan’s hammer?” suggests another.
Then someone points to a black, pine-shaped cloud climbing into the sky. “It’s the volcano!” she screams. “Vesuvius has blown its top!”
Red hot cinders and globs of molten lava begin to rain down.
“Quick! Under cover!”
Without waiting for any urging, you dive into the nearest doorway to take shelter from the fiery rain. Within seconds, half a dozen other people are crowded in there with you.
“Should be safe here,” you remark, hoping for reassurance.
“Safe as houses,” somebody tells you as a nearby house catches fire and falls down. “Greek built,” he shrugs dismissively.
As you stand watching the rain of fire and listening to the roar of the volcano, a sulphurous fog rolls towards you. In moments you and everyone around you is coughing in a vain attempt to rid your lungs of the acrid fumes.
Moments more and you are sinking to your knees.
 
That’s how it was at Pompeii, I’m afraid. Long before the lava reached it, the fumes poisoned just about everyone and every thing in the city, including you. Go to 13.
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“You win!” exclaims the wild-eyed man delightedly. “Come on - I’ll take you to the Palace before I’m tempted to make any more bets.”
He leads you out of the enormous hippodrome through a back entrance and as you get your bearings, you realise the Imperial Palace is just behind the Circus Maximus across the Appian Way.
Guards move forward as you approach, but (somewhat to your surprise) recognise the wild-eyed man at once. 
“Lost another bet, have you, Janus?” one grins. “Better go on in. But mind yourself - the Little Boot’s in residence.”
Hardly able to believe this is really happening, you walk through the huge entrance doors into a colonnaded marble hall lined with statues of a thin young man in a series of heroic poses.
“This way,” says Janus, turning into a corridor. 
You follow to find this too is lined with statues of the same young man. Janus pushes open a door. “This is the Emperor’s private temple,” he says.
You step inside. The temple is immense, larger even than some of the public buildings you’ve seen. There is a heavy smell of incense in the air and beyond the altar in place of a statue of the god, there is a massive statue of the thin young man whose image seems to be decorating every other inch of the palace.
“Who is that clown?” you ask. 
“It’s me,” a voice says in your ear. “I had it erected when I realised I was really a god. Jove to be exact.”
You swing round to find yourself face to face with the slim young man whose statue towers behind the altar. He is wearing a pristine toga piped in purple and has a laurel wreath set at a jaunty angle on his head.
Janus’s arm snaps up in a Nazi salute. “Hail Caesar!” he exclaims. Out of the corner of his mouth he whispers, “Bow or something! This is the Emperor Caligula!”
 
Bow my foot. You’ve got three choices here. You can either take your chance and try to assassinate Caligula at 108 You can take to your heels and get away from this monster as fast as you can at 126 Or you can bide your time and see what happens at 154.
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Something odd about this house. For one thing all the windows are heavily shuttered. For another there’s a guard on the door.
“Allez vite!” he growls as you approach.
“Don’t understand that,” mutters the Mercury phone in your ear. “He must be from Gaul.”
But even without a translation, you can see he’s telling you to go away in no uncertain terms.
 
The question is, will you listen? There is absolutely nothing stopping you from allezing vite to 150 and selecting another destination from your map. If you feel like trying to get into the house he’s guarding, you can do so at 123, but if this results in a fight, don’t say I didn’t warn you.
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Roll two dice:
Score 2 and restore a single die roll of Life Points.
Score 3 and restore a double dice roll of Life Points.
Score 4 and collect a magic bow which never misses and will kill any single opponent instantly the moment you shoot it. Now throw one die to find out how many arrows you have.
Score 5 and Jupiter will teleport you instantly to any section shown on your map at 150.
Score 6 and collect a beautifully tailored suit of bronze armour that not only protects you to a level of -8 in any combat, but also shines in the sun and makes you look like Arnie.
Score 7 and pick up a First Aid Kit that restores your Life Points to their natural maximum each time you use it. Throw one die to find out how often you can use it.
Score 8 and pick up five Special Life Points which you can add at once to your maximum total.
Score 9 and Jupiter will transport you from the section you’re in back to the last section you visited where you can make a different choice to the one you made before.
Score 10 and Jupiter will transport you directly to 13 thus showing life as an Initiate is not all a bowl of cherries.
Score 11 and a purse containing one gold libra, twenty silver sestertii and twelve copper denarii will drop from the sky into your lap.
Score 12 and your current Life Points will temporarily double in the next three sections you visit even if they were at or near your maximum to begin with. When you reach the fourth section, they will return to the level they were at before.
 
Now return to the section you just left and get on with your adventure.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He grins wickedly. “Only kidding. Now, your next question in the Quiz of Death is a hard one because not many people know the answer: When do the Sibylline Prophecies predict Vesuvius is going to erupt and destroy Pompeii and Herculaneum? Will it be in January, 79 a.d., in January 78 a.d. or in August, 79 a.d?”
 
Tricky. If you think the correct date is January, 79 a.d. turn to 66 If you think it was January 78 a.d. turn to 49 If you think it was August 79 a.d. turn to 29.
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If there’s going to be a wedding, this is where they’ll hold it. The chamber is obviously the main hall of the entire villa, an enormous room with some fascinating - and rather naughty - frescos of nymphs and satyrs gambolling across the walls. Lots of vines with plump ripe grapes as well, all pointing to fertility and plenty - perfect sentiments for a wedding.
Except there’s no sign of preparations. The great hall looks the sort of place you’d welcome guests, no doubt about that, but for a couple as important as Germanicus and Agrippina, there would be scores, probably hundreds, of guests and those sort of numbers require special preparations.
Something doesn’t feel right.
Unless, of course, the Sibyl arranged for you to be transported back a few days before the wedding. That would be a really sensible move, give you time to find your feet and make your preparations.
Except the Sibyl hasn’t been noted for sensible moves so far. Nor has Jupiter, come to that.
Something really doesn’t feel right.
 
Perhaps if you keep going you might come across a crystal ball to help you figure out what. There are two doors out of this huge hall, one in the western wall to CVII and the other in the eastern wall to LXXXIX.
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The sign above the door of this large building shimmers as your Mercury Phone cuts in with the translation:
THEATRE OF POMPEY
You stand for a moment frowning, wondering if this is the sort of theatre you would recognise from your own time - a place for staging plays - or is it something ghastly like the Roman Games? 
Since there’s only one way to find out, you push forward only to be stopped by a burly man with a toothpick in one hand and what looks like a very nasty club in the other.
“Ticket please,” he demands.
 
If you have a ticket to the Theatre of Pompey you can present it at 142. If not you’ll just have to get back to your tourist map at 25 and select another destination.
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You are standing over the body of the wild-eyed woman when the Italian Police arrive with sirens blaring to drag you off to jail where, after a short, sharp murder trial, you remain for the rest of your life.
 
Which just goes to show violence has its drawbacks even in a game book. For a slightly longer solo adventure, try starting again and reviewing your choice of options.
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“Here it is,” you say, handing the weapon over. “Use it well and your name will go down in history.”
“I doubt it,” Cassius shrugs. “History remembers the monsters, not the men who rid the world of them. I’d be prepared to bet that by the year 2000 you’d be hard put to find a single schoolchild who’d know the names of Cassius Chaerea or Cornelius Sabinus.”
“Maybe you’re right,” you nod, but use it well anyway.”
“I certainly will,” Cassius promises. “Always providing you can get Caligula down here, of course.”
Your knees suddenly turn to jelly. “Me get Caligula down here? But he’ll have me killed the minute he sees me - I threw a trident at him, remember.”
“He’ll have forgotten that by now,” says Cassius confidently. “His mind’s in tatters.”
“But supposing he doesn’t?”
“That’s just a chance we’ll have to take,” says Cassius sternly.
A burst of cheering greets you as, with sinking heart, you push open the door. The crowd is celebrating the death of several more brave gladiators. Caligula is seated comfortably overlooking the arena. He turns at the sound of the door.
 
This is where you find out if his memory’s improved. Throw two dice. Score 2, 3 or 4 and go to 116. Score anything else and go to 152.
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You take to your heels like a startled rabbit. At once the guards take off after you.
 
Make an Absolutely Anything Roll to determine whether or not you escape the guards. If it kills you, go to 13. If it fails, turn to 38. If it succeeds you can get back to your tourist map at 25 and select another destination.
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“You got any weapons?” asks Marcus.
You nod.
“Well, give them to me,” he demands. “Same goes for armour.”
The gladiators who were fighting each other a moment ago are now gathered around you, so you’ve no alternative but to obey. In a moment you’re standing vulnerable and helpless in the middle of these louts. Marcus hands you a wooden sword.
“You’ll use this,” he says. 
You look at it in horror. “Gee, thanks.”
“Your opponent is Cassius Brutus Trajan,” Marcus tells you. The close-cropped character with the squint smiles and nods. “All you have to do is survive six rounds with him. Kicking, scratching, gouging and stabbing in the back is all allowed. Now off you go and show us what you’re made of.”
 
What you’re made of is a lot of soft stuff that could get very hurt in the next few minutes. Cassius Brutus Trajan is carrying a +5 sword made from real steel. Your little Mickey Mouse wooden weapon hits at a measly +½. If your cross-eyed opponent kills you inside six combat rounds, go to 13. If you survive for six rounds, or somehow miraculously kill him before then, you can find out what happens at 128.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “First I’ll have you skinned, then strangled, hanged, beheaded, baked, ground up then sprinkled on the sacred flame of Jupiter’s Temple, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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The happy sound of childish laughter rings in your ears as you approach this building. Youngsters are playing in the courtyard outside exactly as they might do at a school in your own time. Standing to one side is a tall, grey-bearded man holding a bell.
He glances at the nearby sun-dial and rings the bell. At once the children stop racing about and file obediently back into the building.
The grey-bearded man glances across at you. “Are you coming to join us?” he asks in a thick Greek accent. “You look as if you could do with a bit of education.”
 
Well, maybe, but unlike your own time, school is definitely not compulsory while you’re adventuring. If you want to join this grey Greek pedagogue, take your place with the youngsters at 88. If not, return to your map at 150 and select another destination.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He grins wickedly. “Only kidding. Now, your next question in the Quiz of Death is this: Who was the Emperor who followed Octavian? Was it Augustus? Was it Tiberius? Or - careful now, this may be a trick question - was it me?”
 
These are getting harder. If you think it was Augustus, turn to 92 If you think it was Tiberius, turn to 84. If you think it was Caligula, turn to 68.
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This looks like an overblown cloakroom. If you were feeling posh, you might call it an annex to the main hall, the sort of place where slaves would take your cloak in the winter or wash your feet after a long journey, maybe even hand you a cheering goblet of wine-dark wine.
But there are no slaves here at the moment. Nobody at all in fact. The room is empty.
 
It’s also only got one door, the one in the eastern wall marked LXXXXVIII.
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“Have at you, Monster!” you yell, hurling yourself upon him. “It is my destiny to rid the world of your foul presence, as instructed by the Sibyl and abetted by the great god Jupiter.”
“Assassins!” screams Caligula. “Guards! Aid your Emperor at once!”
At which a crack troop of Praetorian Guards (every one of them a Hun) races into the temple to fall on you like an avalanche.
In the brief instant before your lights go out, you find yourself wondering how you could have forgotten the Emperor was guarded at all times.
 
Get hold of a good papyrus text on memory training (I can recommend Memory by Herbie Brennan, published by Scholastic, London, 1997) and study it at 13.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Forced to eat yourself alive from the toes up, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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The grey-haired man looks down at you and gives a quirky little smile. “Looks like you have to fight again.” He reaches into a fold of his toga and extracts a small leather purse which he tosses down to you. “Perhaps this will help.”
As you stoop to pick up the purse another gladiator lumbers over. “Looks like it’s you and me, babe,” he growls. With which he launches a blistering attack on your unprotected body.
 
There’s good news and bad news here and you definitely need to get the good news first. That leather purse you just picked up is full of Greek healing herbs (the Romans mostly leave medicine to the Greeks). Roll one die to find out how many doses you can squeeze out of them: each dose will restore a double dice roll of Life Points up to your natural maximum. 
The bad news is that your second opponent has 50 Life Points, a +5 sword and body armour that deducts 5 from any blow you score against him. If he kills you, go to 13. If you survive rob the corpse of that useful body armour and stagger off unsteadily to 70.
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“Pro stercorem non tempus habeo!” your Mercurial translator shouts as you tell the louts you’ve no time for this crap. “Get out of my way or eat steel!”
Rather pleased with your turn of phrase, you hurl yourself upon the close-cropped character blocking your way.
 
Thus giving yourself first strike automatically. And you’ll probably need it since the goon has 50 Life Points and is carrying a +7 sword. If you survive the fight, go to 155. If not, find your way to 13.
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Something wrong here. According to your Brief History of Ancient Rome, this should be the Pantheon, but it doesn’t look at all like the picture in the book. That shows a circular building with a dome that was supposed to be the biggest in the ancient world. What you’re looking at now is a rectangular temple with a gabled roof supported by a colonnade.
“Excuse me,” you ask a passer-by, “but this isn’t the Pantheon, is it?”
“Certainly is,” he tells you. “Lashed up by Marcus Vipsanius Agrippa, as I recall, and as nice a little temple as you’ll find in Rome.”
You check the Guide again and find the answer to the mystery in a footnote. The Pantheon in the picture is the one rebuilt by the Emperor Hadrian! What you’re looking at now is the original - a wholly different building altogether!
Feeling rather pleased with yourself, you stride up to the imposing bronze double doors, only to find them locked.
 
That’s irritating, but what can you do? Except possibly return to 25 and select another destination from your map.
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Oops, you’ve just walked into a group of soldiers playing dice. They look up as you enter.
“Who are you?” one asks.
“What do you think you’re doing here?” asks another.
“Did anybody ask you to wander around the boss’s house?” demands a third.
“Why are you wearing funny clothes?” frowns a fourth.
“Nobody, nothing, no and they’re the only ones I’ve got,” you tell them quickly. “Well, I’ll just be going now.”
The largest of them climbs to his feet. “No you won’t,” he says. “I’m feeling bored so I think I’ll beat you to a pulp.”
 
There you have the mindset that created the Roman Empire. But enough of philosophy. This big clown has 60 Life Points and is so muscular that he strikes with +1 using just his bare hands. If you are using a weapon, he will pull a dagger that strikes at +3. The only good news is his three friends won’t come to his rescue even if you kill him, this being in the nature of an impromptu sporting contest. If he kills you, go to XIII. If you survive, one of the soldiers will give you some army issue salve which will restore a double dice roll of Life Points six times running before running out. With this little gift you can depart from the northern door marked XXXXVIII or the western door marked LXXIX.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “First I’ll have you skinned, then strangled, hanged, beheaded, baked, ground up then sprinkled on the sacred flame of Jupiter’s Temple, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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This is a temple, but it’s like no Roman temple you’ve ever seen. Above the doorway is the single word:
ISEVM
“Temple of Isis,” your Mercury Phone translates respectfully.
You step through into an interior that’s not only redolent with strange incense, but decorated throughout in Egyptian style. Beyond the altar is a larger than life-size statue of a beautiful woman wearing an ornate horned head-dress. Obviously the Romans must have taken over this Egyptian goddess the way they took over so many of the gods of Ancient Greece.
“What do those inscriptions mean?” you ask quietly as your eyes are drawn to some painted hieroglyphs.
 

 
“What am I - a tour guide?” hisses the Mercury Phone. “If you want to read hieroglyphs, go buy yourself a copy of the Egypt Quest gamebook and adventure your way through that!”
 
Good advice, if you haven’t tried that adventure already. But for the moment you’d better get back to 150 and select another destination.
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For a moment it seems you’ve stepped outside of time. The crowd freezes. All sound stops. Caligula’s eyes widen. 
Then the moment passes and you can hear Caligula shouting. “That’s the creature who tried to assassinate me! Get him! Get him now!!!”
You find yourself gripped by strong hands which drag you to the edge of the Imperial Box and fling you down into the arena where you are promptly eaten by a lion.
 
Which, fortunately, will regurgitate you a little messily at 13.
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“Well done!” exclaims the young man as you emerge, having nipped round the side to avoid having to go through the maze. “This means you get to keep the amethyst and since you’ve passed your Ordeal and are now an Initiate, I have a few goodies for you.”
With which he presents you with a box containing a sheepskin apron, an embroidered sash and a bottle of some evil-smelling herbal liquid.
He glances around furtively. “Don’t mention this to anybody, but now you’re an Initiate you get to make three calls to 96 where you could be lucky enough to get help in an emergency.”
 
That’s good news. If and when you do decide to pay a call to 96, don’t forget to make a note of the section number you’re leaving so you can get back safely afterwards. The other good news is that foul smelling liquid is actually very good for you since a swig will restore a double dice roll of Life Points up to your natural maximum. Roll one die now and add four to discover how many swigs are in the bottle. Now put on your apron and your sash and parade secretly to 150 to select another destination.
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Oops, you’ve just walked into a group of soldiers playing dice. They look up as you enter.
“Who are you?” one asks.
“What do you think you’re doing here?” asks another.
“Did anybody ask you to wander around the boss’s house?” demands a third.
“Why are you wearing funny clothes?” frowns a fourth.
“Nobody, nothing, no and they’re the only ones I’ve got,” you tell them quickly. “Well, I’ll just be going now.”
The largest of them climbs to his feet. “No you won’t,” he says. “I’m feeling bored so I’m going to insist you join us in a game of dice. We’re playing Jactus.”
“I don’t know how to play Jactus,” you tell him quickly.
He grips your arm so tightly that you’d have to rip it off in order to get free. He smiles at you and breathes a cloud of garlic in your face. “Easy peasy,” he says.
“I’m sure it is, but the fact remains I’m unskilled in this game so it’s going to be no sport for you if I play, no sport at all, so why don’t you just let me -”
“Sit down!” growls the soldier.
You sit down.
“Now Jactus, as I said, is very simple,” the soldier tells you. “There are five of us, including you. My name’s Quintus, this is Sextus, that’s Septimus and the bald-headed one is Eric. Don’t tell me your name, we don’t want to know. Now, we sit round in a circle like this ...” He signals and everyone moves into place.
 

 
“Now,” says Quintus, “everybody throws one die to begin with to find out who’ll go first. Highest score wins and if there’s a draw, the people concerned throw again. Let’s do that now ...”
Throw one die for yourself, then for Quintus, Sextus, Septimus and Eric. Highest score goes first in the game. The others follow in clockwise order round the circle.
“Once we’ve settled that,” Quintus grins evilly, “the fun starts. Everybody puts one gold piece in the middle -”
“I haven’t got any gold pieces,” you tell them hurriedly, “so I’ll just leave you to your game and -”
“We’ll accept a Life Point in lieu of each gold piece you owe,” Sextus puts in.
“What??”
“I said we’ll accept one of your Life Points in lieu of your stake. For every round the game lasts, each of us puts in a gold piece, but you get one Life Point hacked out of your arm, your leg, your bum or wherever’s convenient.”
You stare at him appalled, “But what happens if the game lasts so long it kills me?”
“Then you go to XIII!” Eric says and everybody laughs.
“But it probably won’t come to that,” Septimus tells you kindly, “because you’ll probably win a bit of gold for yourself as the game goes along.”
“Unless you’re very unlucky,” grins Eric.
“Right,” Quintus puts in briskly. “Each of us takes turns to throw the dice. You throw both dice twice, then one die once - five throws in your turn altogether. The object of the game is to throw a Jactus Venerius , which is five fives. First player to throw that gets all the money in the pot and this little statuette of Venus -” He shows you a rather neat little ceramic figure. “ - which finishes the game so we can all go home.”
“And that’s it?” you ask. Jactus really is simple.
“Nearly,” Quintus tells you. “Any player who throws five ones can claim a single coin from the pot. Any player who throws five of any other number - five two, five threes, five fours, five sixes - can claim two coins from the pot provided he barks like a dog because this move is known as the Jactus Canicula, the Little Dog’s Throw. For every round of play, each of us donates one coin to the pot and you donate one Life Point. Clear?”
You nod dumbly. “Clear,” you echo grumly.
 
Well, this could turn into a bit of a mess and no mistake. As against that, of course, it’s a chance for you to earn a bit of gold. Play the game through, either with friends taking the parts of Quintus, Sextus, Septimus and Eric, or rolling the dice for them yourself. If the loss of Life Points kills you at any time, go to XIII. If you survive, take whatever winnings you’ve accumulated and disappear swiftly through the eastern door to LXXIX or the northern door to CXXXI.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Forced to eat yourself alive from the toes up, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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That’s it! That’s the name you’ve been trying to remember! Caligula!!!
“Caligula? You want me to do something about Caligula?” you gasp in astonishment. The Roman Emperors were a fairly loony bunch, but Caligula was a nutter’s nutter. He had folks killed the way some people pick their teeth. Nobody was safe. Get within sight of him and he might take a notion to feed you to the lions for no reason at all.
“He is a very evil man. Something needs to be done about him.”
“Was a very evil man,” you correct her. “He’s been dead nearly two thousand years. Nothing to do with anybody now.”
“That’s where you’re wrong,” says the wild-eyed woman earnestly. “Caligula set standards of government that have been an inspiration for politicians ever since. Why do you think the world’s in such a mess?”
“Hadn’t noticed,” you tell her.
“Take my word for it,” she says. “Your world as well as mine will be a better place if you do something about Caligula.”
“What do you want me to do?” you ask. “Kill him?”
The sibyl gives a little laugh. “Good heavens no - that would make you no better than he was. I want you to go back in time before his birth and stop his parents ever meeting. There’s a particular point when you can manage that quite easily. If his parents don’t meet, he never gets born. It’s as simple as that.”
She fixes you with a gimlet eye. “But we’ve stood here talking long enough. Will you do it?”
 
Last chance to back out (politely) at 80. But if you really want to go ahead with this nonsense, you can take your chances at 20.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Minced up and fed to lions, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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Why this was marked on your map is a mystery. These buildings are Rome’s main grain stores, locked and guarded twenty four hours a day. There’s no way you can get in even if you wanted to - and why would you want to just to stare at a load of grain?
 
Return muttering to yourself to the tourist map at 25 and select another destination.
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“Look,” you tell the guard patiently, “I just want a quick look inside in case the Sibyl happens to be hiding in there.”
“Sacre bleu!” he exclaims and hurls himself upon you.
“Sacred blue?” muses the Mercury phone in your ear. “Did the Gaul say ‘sacred blue’? What a meaningless turn of phrase - no wonder we conquered them so easily.”
 
But you have no time for these philosophical and linguistic musings. Having lost your chance of a first strike you’ve got a difficult fight on your hands whatever Mercury might think. The guard has 60 Life Points. His sword strikes at +5 and his breast-plate will deduct 5 points from every damage blow scored against him. If he happens to throw a seven at any time during combat, he will invoke the name of the Gaulish hero Asterix and automatically score double damage with that blow. Should you be killed in this fight, go to 13. Should you survive, you may enter the shuttered villa at 82.
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It’s like the high point of a movie. Time slows. The trident sails gracefully through the air. The expression on Caligula’s mad face changes slowly from glee to horror. The trident comes closer and closer to his chest. Sunlight glints on its three wicked barbs. There is a stunned silence in the auditorium. You seem to register close-ups of shocked face after shocked face.
Time speeds up to normal. The speeding trident reaches the royal box. Caligula screams and clutches his chest.
The trident misses.
Your mouth falls open. You can’t believe it.
“Traitor!” screams Caligula. “Assassin! Guards, do your duty!”
But as armed men pour into the arena, you suddenly find yourself surrounded by a milling phalanx of gladiators, both amateur and professional. 
“Keep your head down,” one whispers. “We’ve no love for the Emperor. With a bit of luck we can get you out of here!” 
There is a moment of confusion with much shouting, jostling and some swordplay before you find yourself in a gloomy little stone flagged chamber underneath the auditorium. Two gladiators are with you.
“The boys will keep the Praetorians busy for a while,” one tells you soberly. “Your best chance is to get up into the auditorium and mingle with the crowd. There’s so many at the games today they’ll never spot you. When you get there, we’ve a job for you.”
“We want you to find Cassius Chaerea,” hisses the other. “When you do, give him this.” He hands you a wicked looking dagger, handle first. “Careful,” he warns, “the blade is poisoned. One prick is instant death.”
“How will I know him?” you ask urgently.
“Can’t miss him,” says the gladiator. “He’s tribune of Caligula’s personal Praetorian guard!”
 
A man to be avoided I’d have thought, but you can make up your own mind about that when the time comes. Meanwhile get off to 64 and for heaven’s sake don’t draw any more attention to yourself.
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This is rather impressive. Four Corinthian pillars front the entrance to this temple building and as you climb the broad steps your eye catches a Latin inscription which swims and wavers for a moment before the Mercury Phone in your ear transforms it into English:
TEMPLE OF THE GODDESS
FORTUNA AUGUSTA
Built in 3 b.c. by the city magistrate
Marcus Tullius
Whose body now lies buried outside the
Porta Stabia 
as a mark of respect from a grateful citizenry.
WARNING
POSITIVELY NO ADMITTANCE
WITHOUT A SIBYLLINE PASS
 
If you happen to have a Sibylline Pass about your person, you can enter the temple at 72. If not, you’d better return to 150 and select another destination. Unless, of course, you want to ignore the warning at 31
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“Nice meeting you, your Bootness,” you call over your shoulder as you take off out of the temple like a hunting cheetah with its tail on fire.
 
But will you make it out of the Imperial Palace? Get set for an Absolutely Anything Roll. If it kills you, turn to 13. If it succeeds, you can select another destination from your map at 25. If it fails, you’ve got about thirty seconds before a couple of guards catch up with you and drag you kicking and screaming to 38 for not bowing to the Emperor.
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“You’re right again!” screams Caligula. “This is becoming very boring. Not to mention the fact that I’m fed up trying to think of stupid questions to ask you. I think we’ll try one more and if you get that right, I’ll give you a little prize and we’ll call it a day. Now let’s see what the question will be ...”
He begins a peculiar little dance around the room, pirouetting like a ballerina. “What’s the distance in Roman stadia from the Earth to the star system Sirius? No, too easy. How many men were killed in the Punic Wars? No, everybody knows that. What was the second favourite food of the plebians at the time of the foundation of - no, no, no!”
He stops abruptly. “I’ve got it! What was Jove called when he lived in Greece? Now that’s really tricky. Was he Ulysses? Was he Heracles? Was he Pericles? Was he Aristotle? Was he Zeus?”
 
Oh wow, that’s a real mind-bender. But maybe he means it when he says it will be the last. If you think it was Ulysses, turn to 114. If you think it was Heracles, turn to 104. If you think it was Pericles, turn to 81. If you think it was Aristotle, turn to 74. If you think it was Zeus, turn to 33.
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“Well done!” Marcus exclaims. “Looks like we don’t have anything to teach you here. Consider yourself a fully fledged gladiator with all that entails.”
 
The most important thing it entails is that you can add +1 to the damage caused by any weapon you happen to be using and you can even add +4 to any damage you score when you’re not actually using a weapon, which could come in very useful if ever you lose your gear. Now get back to 150 and select another destination before you get into another scrap here.
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This is rather tastefully done. The building is impressive, but not overbearing and the architectural style concentrates on simplicity. There is a statue of a plump, kindly-looking man of middle age near the central tomb. You walk across and look at the one-word inscription:
AVGVSTVS
Somehow this single word seems more moving than a full-scale panegyric. You sit down for a moment on the nearby stone bench and stare thoughtfully towards the tomb, philosophically contemplating the mysteries of Life and Death, as poignant in Ancient Rome as they are in your own time.
There is the faint rustle of a linen toga as someone sits down beside you. “I sometimes wonder if it was all worthwhile,” he sighs.
“What was all worthwhile?” you ask.
“My life.”
You turn to find yourself looking at a plump, kindly-looking man of middle age. There’s something terribly familiar about him.
You glance back at the statue near the tomb, then at the man beside you. The hair on the back of your neck begins to rock and roll. You look back at the statue again to make sure.
“You’re ... the Emperor Augustus!” you gasp.
The man nods. “Yes.”
“But you’re dead!”
He nods again. “I know. But the Senate stupidly voted to make me a god so I can pop back from time to time to see how things are getting on. Very depressing.”
“Is it?” You’re not quite sure this is actually happening. He looks solid and real, not at all like a ghost.
Augustus sighs again. “I should never have established the monarchy. I was always a Republican at heart, you know. The trouble was I won so many battles the Senate insisted on giving me power.”
“You seem to have used it wisely,” you venture, having read about Augustus in the Brief Guide. “They call you the Father of the Nation.”
“Kind of you to say so,” Augustus smiles wanly. “But even if that’s true, look what happened.”
“What happened?” you ask.
“Well, there was such scheming about the succession. I suspect my dear wife poisoned half the country to make sure the throne went to that son of hers by her first marriage. She certainly poisoned me when I looked like hanging on too long. All to get Tiberius into power. Dreadful child. And he grew up to be a dreadful man. He was a useless Emperor. Spent all his time on Capri drinking too much wine and chasing women round the flower beds. The country went to wrack and ruin. At the time I couldn’t imagine anything worse, but I was wrong of course.”
“Were you?”
“Well, what do you think?” Augustus asks expansively. “Tiberius was stupid enough to adopt his nephew Caligula as his son, which put Caligula next in line. Anybody could have told him that was asking for trouble.”
“You mean Caligula ....?”
“Had him smothered with a pillow. At least so they say. Even if it’s not true, Caligula’s murdered plenty since. And when Caligula goes, that stammering uncle of his, Claudius, will become Emperor. Very scholarly man, but books aren’t much good when you’re running an Empire. What you need’s experience - particularly of war. And when they get rid of Claudius, Nero’s due to come to the throne. Nero! Can you imagine it? Looks like Peter Ustinov, mad as a hatter, kills Christians by the thousand and then burns down the whole of Rome. It doesn’t bear thinking about.”
“You can see what’s going to happen in the future?” you ask, amazed.
“That’s the great frustration about being dead,” Augustus tells you. “You can see all of history, but you can do nothing about any of it. I gather that barmy Sibyl wants you to do something about Caligula?”
“Is she barmy?”
“They all are. It comes from breathing volcanic fumes - they do it so they can prophecy. Filthy habit.”
“So you don’t think I should help her with Caligula?”
Augustus raises an eyebrow. “I most certainly do. But you’ve already failed to stop his being born, thanks to upsetting one of my fellow deities. So the only thing you can do now is make sure he’s assassinated.” He leans forward and pats your knee. “And the only day that’s actually possible is today.”
“Today?” you echo.
Augustus nods. “You’d better move fast.” He stands up. “The password is Hadrian. Remember that. Nice talking with you.”
With which he turns and strides through the nearest wall to disappear from sight.
 
Leaving you to make your way shakily back to 25 to select another destination.
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“Tutene atque cuius exercitus?” you demand harshly through the Mercurial translator. “You and whose army?”
With which you take the Via Bellum (Road to War) by grabbing your dice and hurling yourself upon him.
The man is so surprised by your reaction that he drops his net.
 
Which is maybe just as well since it’s going to be hard enough fighting somebody armed with a spear (that hits at +3, incidentally). Your opponent has 30 Life Points. If you successfully cash in his chips, you can take the spear and the net before heading triumphantly to 40. With the spear, you can now hit at +3 until you find a better weapon. With the net any throw of 9 or more you make during combat scores no damage, but holds your opponent immobile for three combat rounds while you pound away at him without fear of retaliation. But this may all be academic if he kills you since there’s no way you can take anything to 13.
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A young man in a Greek slave tunic walks across to you as you enter.
“Get your gear off,” he tells you cheerfully. “All of it.”
You blink. “Pardon?”
“I said get your gear off,” he repeats. “This is the apodyterium, the undressing room. If you’re going to the baths, you go nude. If you’re heading for the Jactus game, you can collect your togs at the door.”
 
Funny people these Romans. If you’re wearing clothes, take them off. If not, pick up your things at the door. But do try not to get confused, because a nude game of Jactus doesn’t bear thinking about. The door to the north is marked as CXXXVI, the one to the south as CXVIII.
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132
 
“That’s what you get for poking your nose in where it isn’t wanted,” you mutter as you make for the arch into the Circus. 
But your arms are seized violently from behind as two burly soldiers drag you off to the Mamertine Prison, where they dump you unceremoniously in a filthy cell, lock the door and throw away the key.
“That’s what you get for murdering an innocent Circus attendant,” one of them mutters as they walk away.
You pick yourself up and look around, wondering about your chances of escape. There’s a small window fairly high up and the bars look rusted. Besides which, how difficult could a Roman lock be for someone with futuristic skills?
 
Make an Absolutely Anything Roll to find out whether you succeed in escaping through the window. If the roll kills you, go to 13. If it fails, you can make another roll to see if you can pick the lock. If that roll kills you, go to 13. If both rolls fail, you’ll eventually starve to death in this filthy cell. When that happens, go to 13. If either roll succeeds, creep shame-facedly back to your map at 25 and select another destination. And try to control yourself in future.
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133
 
“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Boiled in oil, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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134
 
“What are you running for?” screams Caligula. “Stop that young person at once!”
At which point everybody in the Royal Box falls upon you with their swords.
 
One way of stopping you, I suppose. Go to 13.
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135
 
A huge man with a chest like a pigeon strides up to you. “You’re late!” he barks.
You blink. “Late? But I’m only here to see if I can find the Sib -”
“No excuses!” barks the man through a menacing 5 o’clock shadow. “Can’t make excuses when you’re in the arena! Come with me.”
“Hey, wait a minute-” you protest as he grabs your arm, but his fingers close like a vise and he drags you into the building you have come to investigate.
Inside in a huge chamber, empty of all furnishings except weapons racks around the walls, teams of men are hacking at each other with swords, stabbing at each other with spears and tridents, trying to net each other, lasso each other, trip each other and generally do each other a great deal of damage.
“Ecce hic est!” roars the huge man.
“Look who’s here,” translates the Mercury Phone, perhaps a little freely.
The fighting men stop fighting at once and turn in your direction.
“It’s our new recruit!” exclaims the huge man. “Our newest little lamb to the slaughter, eh?”
There is a roar of coarse laughter.
“Orl right,” goes on the huge man, “who’s going to help me with the training?”
A villainous-looking brute with close-cropped hair and a squint steps forward. “I will, Marcus,” he grins.
Marcus turns to you and grins in his turn. “Welcome to Gladiator School,” he says.
 
This clown has obviously mistaken you for somebody else. The question is, do you tell him so and slip away quietly to 150 to select another destination. Or do you risk standing your ground at 103 in the hope that a little gladiator training might come in useful if it doesn’t kill you?
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“Hup duo tres ... Hup duo tres!”
“Hup two three ... Hup two three!” your Mercury Phone wakes up suddenly and translates.
But the last thing you need is a translation. The character bouncing towards you is like every gym teacher you’ve ever known - beefy, hearty, thick and suffering from far too much energy.
“Get moving!” he calls to you encouragingly while jogging on the spot. “Vigorous exercise is what you need! Get the circulation moving. Get the pores open. Get the heart pumping. Get the brain active.”
“Didn’t do much for yours,” you mutter under your breath. But you do a few quick arm bends to keep him happy before taking a quick glance at your Brief Guide to find out what’s going on. 
The entry under Roman Baths solves the mystery. There was usually a room devoted to vigorous exercise just before you entered the baths themselves and this seems to be it.
“Hup duo tres ... Hup duo tres!” the idiot in charge chants like a looped tape.
 
Before you fall over from exhaustion, I’d better tell you the southern door from this place is labelled CXXXI while the door to the west is marked CXXXXI.
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137
 
“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Forced to eat yourself alive from the toes up, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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The building is open to the public although few enough people have entered. The sign above the door reads:
ARA PACIS
“The Altar of Peace,” whispers your Mercury Phone.
It’s obviously something to do with the Emperor Augustus since the altar itself, which takes up much of the interior, is covered in reliefs showing aspects of the new age brought in by Augustus’s reign. You can see depictions of a sacrificial procession and others of individual members of the Imperial Family.
As you turn to leave, a hawker grips your arm. “Today’s special offer!” he exclaims. “A ticket to the Theatre of Pompey!”
You turn on him angrily, “How dare you disturb the peace of this beautiful place!” you snap. “Your sort shouldn’t be allowed in here!”
“The ticket’s free,” he tells you. “No purchase necessary.”
“Oh, all right then!” You snatch the ticket before he changes his mind.
 
And make your way back to the tourist map at 25 to select another destination.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Trampled by elephants, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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140
 
“Perhaps I will, perhaps I won’t,” you tell her cautiously. “I’d need to know who you are and how you want me to help you.”
“I’m the sibyl -” the wild-eyed woman tells you wildly.
“Hi, Sibyl,” you nod politely.
“No, no, I’m not Sibyl - I’m the sibyl. My name’s actually Antonia, but you don’t have to worry about that now.”
“You’re ... the sibyl,” you say uncertainly. “You mean like that loony prophetess they had back in Ancient Rome?”
She shakes her head. “No, not like that loony prophetess they had in Ancient Rome. I actually am that loony prophetess they had in Ancient Rome. Or one of them anyway.”
This old girl is definitely a nutter’s nutter. You decide to humour her. “If you’re a sibyl in Ancient Rome, what are you doing here?” 
“I’ve come to your century to find someone.”
“You mean like a lost relative?”
“I mean like a hero prepared to take on impossible odds, happy to face unimaginable danger, delighted to stare down death, a hero who laughs in the face of terror, strong enough to overcome the most fearsome monster the world has ever known, brave enough to -”
 
Boy, is she ever in the wrong shop! If you want to give her the bum’s rush (politely) you can do so at 80. As against that, if you’ve nothing better to do, you can ask her a few pointed questions at 50.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



141
 
“Hello?” you call. “Anybody here?”
The chamber is like a Turkish bath. There’s so much steam you can’t see from one end of the room to the other. In the public baths you would normally move from the exercise court to the calidarium or hot room then on to the sudatorium, or steam room to be scraped with a thing called a strigil to get rid of the sweat. But here the calidarium and sudatorium seem to be combined, probably to save space.
You have a look round to see if the steam is generated the same way as in a sauna by pouring water over heated rocks, but discover it’s coming up from under the floor through some sort of sophisticated piping system.
Phew, it’s hot in here!
 
Maybe you’d better move before you melt. There are two doors in the eastern wall. The northernmost is marked CLIX, the southernmost CXXXVI.
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The man looks at the ticket, looks back at you and scowls.
“This is a forgery,” he says, raising his club.
 
Looks like you’ve been conned. Grind your teeth, release a little smoke from your ears, then get back to your map at 25 and select another destination.
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There’s a large, bustling crowd around this gate out of the city. For a moment you think you’ve stumbled into a market - possibly even a slave market - but what you’re seeing doesn’t quite fit.
As you move towards the high arch, a burly man calls out, “Hey, you - yes, you with the funny-looking clothes. You look like a willing young person. Want a job?”
“Job?” you echo, frowning. “Why would I want a job?”
The man sniffs. “Well, you’ve come to the Hiring Gate, haven’t you? This is where everybody comes in Pompey when they’re looking for employment. Now come on, what do you say? It’s light work and I pay a full sestertius a week.”
“No thank you,” you call and turn towards freedom through the gate.
Another man with close-cropped hair steps into your path, his hand on his sword. “Just a minute you,” he says sourly, “how do we know you’re not an escaped slave?”
 
You really don’t have time for this with the volcano about to erupt at any second. But you have three choices. You can take your chances that Vesuvius doesn’t blow and stand around arguing with these louts at 93. You can mount a surprise attack and fight your way through the gate at 111. Or you can turn back to 150 and pick another destination from your map.
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“Wrong!” exclaims Caligula delightedly. He looks thoughtfully into the middle distance. “Minced up and fed to lions, I think.”
 
After which painful experience, you can make your way to 13.
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You are definitely in the wrong place here. One glance tells you you’ve arrived at the Praetorian Camp, the barracks of the elite guard pledged to protect Caligula with their lives. The last thing you need is to get involved with these boys.
 
So why are you standing there staring. Get out your tourist map at 25 and select another destination, preferably one as far away from this place as possible.
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146
 
“Dagger?” you echo. “What dagger?”
“You haven’t brought the dagger?” Cassius screams in rage and frustration as he signals one of his men to teach you a much-needed lesson.
 
The Praetorian has 50 Life Points and a +5 sword. If you survive the encounter, you can stagger off to your map at 25 and select another destination. If you don’t, you can only stagger off to 13.
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The door swings open and to your profound embarrassment you find yourself staring at a little man sitting on a lavatory.
“Can’t you read?” he demands angrily. “I hung up a KEEP OUT notice.”
“I’m sorry,” you stammer, backing out. “I’m a stranger here myself. Not familiar with the language. Please forgive -”
“If you’re not familiar with the language, why don’t you get yourself a Mercury Phone?” he snaps. “They’re so simple even a Greek could use one.”
“Yes, I’ll do that. Thank you. So sorry to disturb you while you’re - so sorry to disturb you. I’ll just be going now. Sorry.”
As you start to close the door, the little man says, “Wouldn’t happen to have a little Venus statue about your person, would you? I need one for my collection. I can trade you an Emperor’s Pass if you have.”
 
If you happen to be carrying a Venus statue, you can swap it for an Emperor’s Pass and the little man will be so grateful he’ll show you a short cut to LXXIX. If you haven’t, sheer politeness would dictate you return at once to CXVIII and stay there until you win one after which you can come back here and make the trade.
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“Just try to stop me going where I want to go, you sad-faced old scumbag!” you shout angrily. “I’ll have you know I’m a friend of the Sibyl.”
“Then she should have predicted you’re about to come to a sticky end,” says the sad-faced man gloomily, drawing his sword.
 
The sad-faced man has 50 Life Points and his sword is sharp enough to hack bits out of you at +5. If he hacks enough to kill you, go to 13. If you get the better of him, step over the body and head for 132.
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“Well done!” exclaims Caligula. “Now let’s see this friend of yours who wants my autograph.”
With which he stands up and walks before you through the door to where Cassius and his men are waiting.
You are about to hurry after him when a gentle hand touches your arm. You turn to find yourself looking into the wild eyes of the Sibyl.
“Well done,” she says. “You’ve succeeded against all odds in making sure the monster is assassinated.”
“Yes, well,” you say, trying to shake off her hand, “if you’ll excuse me I’d just like to get in there and make sure they do the job properly, maybe give them a hand if you know what I mean, help them hack him to bits - can’t have too many involved in a job like that.”
The Sibyl smiles. “My, but you’ve grown bloodthirsty since I met you first. I’m not sure Ancient Rome has been very good for you. Fortunately you’ll forget everything you’ve experienced as soon as you return to your own time.”
There is a dreadful scream from behind the closed door.
“Well,” says the Sibyl, “it looks as if Cassius and Cornelius didn’t need your help after all. Caligula is dead and you have played a vital part in bringing that about. I know you would have liked to have done the job yourself, but I’m afraid it’s time for you to get back to where I found you.” She takes out her communicator and whispers, “One to beam back.” Then she looks at you and smiles again. “Sic friatur crustum dulce.”
“What’s that mean?” you call out as the world dissolves around you. 
 
But the Mercury Phone has already vanished from your ear and there’s no answer as you reappear at 160
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150
 
A small man in a Greek tunic steps in front of you as you scurry through the archway. At once you start scrabbling for a weapon, but he gives you an exasperated look. “The butch ones are always the worst, heaven help us!” he exclaims. “Don’t you know the fighting’s over when you come through this arch - one way or another.”
“Just let me past!” you growl, determined to get away from this lethal arena as quickly as possible.
“All in good time,” the little man tells you, not at all put out by your tone. “The Senator’s made you a free person of the city and since he has his authority direct from our brand new Emperor Titus, you can go anywhere you wish. But I suspect you’re a stranger here - am I right?”
Bene credas, you think, trying your hand at a little of the local Latin lingo, you’d better believe it! You’re about as much a stranger here as it’s possible to be. But aloud you only say, “Yes, I am.”
“In that case,” the little man smiles, “you’ll need a map to find your way around. And you’ll also need a few denarii to oil the wheels of commerce.” With which he hands you a large leather pouch that jingles pleasantly.
You take the pouch hesitantly. “Who are you?” you ask, frowning.
“The Senator’s chief slave,” he tells you cheerfully, stepping to one side to let you pass.
You walk along an enclosed tunnel that takes you outside the circus arena, then stop to take stock of your situation. Something obviously went wrong with your trip through time. You were supposed to land in Rome with the Sibyl who would brief you on how to stop Caligula’s parents getting together. You were certainly not supposed to land in the middle of the Roman Games.
You stare thoughtfully up at the cloudless sky. Obviously your most important task now is to find the Sibyl otherwise you’re going to be stuck in Ancient Rome forever. But where in this great city is the Sibyl likely to be?
Quickly you open the purse and unroll the parchment map inside. The heading catches your eye at once: 
POMPEII. 
You blink. Was that trip ever a monumental foul-up! You didn’t even land in Rome where you were supposed to. You landed in another city altogether - Pompey!
Pompey? You frown as a memory tickles the edge of your mind. You reach for your copy of the Brief Guide to Ancient Rome. The entry under ‘Pompey’ confirms your immediate suspicions. Pompey was the Roman city on the Tyrrhenian Coast that was destroyed completely when the volcano Vesuvius erupted on the afternoon of 24th of August, 79 a.d.
But of course this can’t be 79 a.d. since that’s long after Caligula died. The Sibyl said she was taking you back to Rome before he was born.
Except she did make a mess of moving you in space since you aren’t in Rome but in Pompey instead. So maybe she screwed up moving you in time as well.
A sudden thought occurs to you. The Senator’s chief slave mentioned something about a brand-new Emperor Titus. Quickly you look him up in the Brief Guide. Titus became Emperor in July 79 a.d when Vespasian died and only ruled until 81 a.d. If he’s brand-new now, that could mean ...
You grab the elbow of a passer-by. “Excuse me,” you say urgently. “What date is this?”
“The 24th of August,” he tells you pleasantly.
“What year? What year?” you demand, half screaming.
He looks at you suspiciously, then tells you only a month has passed since the new Emperor Titus ascended the throne, which is the way most people worked their dates in Ancient Rome. Fortunately your Mercury Phone translates it into the more modern usage. “The year is 79 a.d.” it crackles in your ear.
You release his elbow, stunned. This is the very day Vesuvius is due to erupt, burying Pompey forever!
Oh wow, out of the frying pan of the Roman Games into the fire of a volcanic eruption! What sort of solo adventure author would do this to you? But it’s happened now and unless you want to spend the rest of this adventure digging your way out of a lava flow at 13, you’d better get out of here fast. But do you get out by leaving the city or by finding the Sibyl? You’ve got your map. The choice is yours, but better make the right one before the whole thing blows up in your face.
 
POMPEII

 
Go to...
16
24
75
143
125
95
150
115
45
6
85
35
65
156
135
53
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151
 
Above the door of this tasteful, shrine-like building, are two words:
Parens Patriae
“The Father of the Nation,” murmurs your Mercury Phone with a catch in its voice.
Beside the door squats an old man with cataract in both eyes. He looks up at the sound of your approach. “Take your hat off if you’re wearing one,” he says.
“What is this place?” you ask him.
“It’s the tomb of the Divine Augustus,” he tells you soberly.
 
Do you really want to waste time visiting some mouldy old grave? You can always return to 25 right now and select another destination. But if you really must see where the Emperor Augustus was buried, turn to 129.
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For a moment it seems you’ve stepped outside of time. The crowd freezes. All sound stops. Caligula’s eyes widen. “I remember you!” he exclaims.
 
Maybe you can make a run for it. Try an Absolutely Anything Roll. If it kills you, go to 13. If it succeeds you can pick another destination from your tourist map at 25. If it fails, you can meet your fate at 134.
Alternatively, of course, you can try to brazen it out at 26.
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These gardens are really delightful, beautifully laid out and immaculately kept, while beyond them you can see an extensive sweep of vineyards. But as you move onto the path, you can hear the approach of marching feet and in a moment a contingent of soldiers comes into view.
Their Centurion steps forward smartly and salutes.
“Beg pardon,” he says politely, “but no-one leaves the villa without an Emperor’s Pass. “
 
If you have one, you can head for Rome at 25. If you haven’t (or even if you have but don’t want to use it yet) you can either return to 83 or go around the side of the villa to explore an odd little annex room at 4.
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“Well, Janus, who’s your little friend?” asks Caligula. “No, don’t tell me - I really don’t want to know. One of your gambling cronies, no doubt, since I only ever seem to meet you giving guided tours of my palace - my palace, do you hear me? - to pay off your stupid debts. Well, you know what happens to anyone you bring here ...”
“No, Caesar, please no! Not that! Please not that! Anything but that!”
“What happens to anyone he brings here?” you ask with sudden interest.
“Please, Caesar, no!”
Caligula smiles at you and his eyes dance with a lunatic light. “What happens is that they face the Quiz of Death, a small amusement I invented one wet afternoon. The rules are simple. I ask you general knowledge questions and if you give the wrong answer I have you executed in the most horrible way I can think of. Fun, eh?”
“Caesar, this young person doesn’t deserve the Quiz of Death!” Janus pleads.
Caligula ignores him. “Your first question is this,” he tells you. “Was the name of Julius Caesar’s adopted son Anthony or Octavian?”
 
What’s general knowledge to Caligula is Roman history to you and me. But if you can’t come up with the right answers, you’re as dead as bell-bottom pyjamas. If you think Caesar’s adopted son was called Anthony, turn to 133 If you think he was Octavian, turn to 106.
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You look up, panting from the exertion of the fight. A small crowd has gathered around you. 
“Here,” says one of the men, “you can’t do that. I mean, you can’t just go around hacking up Roman citizens - this is a law-abiding city.”
But the crowd gives way in panic as you push your way through. With a huge feeling of relief you skip towards the gate and onto the road out of town. 
As you do so, there is a terrifying roar as the peak of Vesuvius splits open and a black pine-shaped cloud erupts from the volcano showering massive red-hot cinders and great globules of molten lava.
“Arrrgh!” you howl as a great globule of molten lava lands directly on your head, burning off most of your face and eating its way through the bone of your skull.
 
After which it becomes quite difficult for you to continue your adventure. Go to 13.
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The crowds here are enormous and a look round tells you why. This is the forum area of the city, a wide triangular space which features not only the administrative buildings, but an endless array of market stalls and shops of all descriptions. It’s the political and commercial heart of Pompeii.
 
And as such you could spend several weeks exploring here, if only you had time. But you don’t, so get back to your map at 150 and select another destination.
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“Right again!” exclaims Caligula. “But can you keep this up? Here’s a really, really difficult one: Where was I born? Was it Herculaneum? Was it Antium? Was it Alexandria? Was it Capri? Or was it Rome? Believe me, if you get this wrong I shall have an extra specially painful death prepared for you!”
 
Are you going to survive this? If you think it was Herculaneum, turn to 137 If you think it was Antium, turn to 127 . If you think it was Alexandria, turn to 119. If you think it was Capri, turn to 109 If you think it was Rome, turn to 86.
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You draw yourself up to your full height.
“No, sir, I am not,” you tell him with great dignity. “I apologise for intruding into your bedroom, but the fact is I am a young person from almost two thousand years in the future who was on holiday in your beautiful country when I was approached by a Sibyl who wished me to change the course of Roman history by stopping the birth of one of your Emperors who would otherwise appear in the future from your present viewpoint, but who was also part of the past from my viewpoint.” You draw a deep breath and continue, “To that end, the Sibyl asked Jupiter - the god, not the planet although you would probably have assumed that already - to transport me back in time to the relevant point in Roman history but he made a botch of it and dumped me in Pompeii in the middle of the games, would you believe, and on exactly the day the volcano was scheduled to erupt, although you wouldn’t know about that since it’s still some time in your future, but I managed to escape and find the Sibyl who renegotiated with Jupiter - the god, not the planet - and even though he seemed a bit cross because I called him stupid, here I am!” You give him the benefit of your most ingratiating smile.
“You’re nuts,” he says and pulls a sword from under the covers.
You stare at him in astonishment wondering what sort of man keeps a sword in his bed.
 
The sort who worries about people creeping up on him while he’s sleeping, I expect., and now he’s hurtling forward to make sure you never do it again.. He has 40 Life Points and that sword does +5 damage, but the good news is he’s still sleepy so you’ll automatically get in the first blow. You may only want to incapacitate him in which case you should know that he will fall down unconscious if you can get his Life Points below 10, allowing you to leave this room by the western door marked XXII or the eastern door marked VIII. He, on the other hand, has no interest in incapacitating you whatsoever and will do his level best to ensure you leave this room feet first for 13.
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In the main baths (according to your Brief Guide) the Romans ended their ablutions by passing through two rooms known as a tepidarium and a frigidarium. As you’d guess from the names, the tepidarium was comfortably warm, while the frigidarium was polar bear territory. But here in the villa, the two rooms are combined. The southern half of the chamber is heated by dry air blowing from ducts in the floor and walls, while the northern portion is mainly taken up by a swimming pool that looks about as inviting as a melting iceberg.
You are about to return the way you came through the door marked CXXXXI when you notice a second door in the northernmost segment of the western wall. Unfortunately, the only way of reaching it is via an icy plunge into that swimming pool.
 
If you want to risk your death of cold in the pool, you can take the plunge at 11. If you want to show a bit of sense, you’ll go back the way you came through the door marked CXXXXI.
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The sign definitely said gelati, but there’s not an ice-cream parlour in sight.
You’re standing by a fence that runs the whole way round a still, deep lake. The summer air is filled with the hoarse sounds of tiny bullfrogs, each one making more noise than you would ever have believed possible.
And across the broad expanse of water is something that’s even taken your mind off the high heat of this Italian summer. Leaning out to peer into the lake is a near-naked giant.
He is broad shouldered, heavily muscled and bearded. Even though he is kneeling by the water’s edge his bowed head towers above the tallest of the tall trees in the copse around him.
Without a doubt this must be the Colossus of the Apennines, the very statue your parents dragged you into this park to see. They’re still wandering about trying to find it and now you’ve practically tripped over it while looking for an ice-cream stand.
“It’s actually a fountain, but I’m afraid they’re having trouble with the plumbing,” says a quiet voice behind you. You turn to find yourself looking into the mild blue eyes of an elderly scholarly-looking gentleman. He shrugs. “But sic friatur crustum dulce, as they used to say round here.”
The phrase sounds oddly familiar. “What’s that mean?” you ask him.
“It’s Latin for That’s the way the cookie crumbles,” he smiles.
You watch him as he walks away.
 
 
Finis
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The End
 
Thank you for playing! If you enjoyed this book, look out for more Herbie Brennan adventure books from Andrews UK.
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