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Rebellion

I open my eyes and find myself sitting up in bed, the soft light of the breaking dawn illuminating the room with a grayish hue. My wife, Stella, breathes quietly and evenly beside me. Her light blonde curls fall in clumps around her head, forming the halo of the angel that she is. Deciding to let her sleep in, I peel the thin blanket off my skin and get out of bed without making a noise. It is cool in the room, but warm where the sunlight dances along my arm and I know the day with be beautiful and pleasant. I walk over to the table where a large water jug sits next to a small basin, my feet silent on the dirt covered floor. I notice that the jug is already filled with water; our ever-faithful servants have already fetched water from the town well. I gently pour the water into the basin and take a drink. As I bend over to wash my face, I catch my own reflection on the rippling surface. I haven’t seen that image in a while and I am startled yet again by the ghastly scar that runs along my cheek. Many friends say it is a fine symbol of my heroic actions during the rebellion of Laelianus. 

“Phineas,” I say to myself, “that is not the real story.”

It must have been about five years ago, that my companion, Ulpius Cornelius Laelianus, decided that he wanted to rebel against the recent decisions of emperor Postumus. Laelianus was then the governor of Germania Superior and a senior military leader of the emperor. He was a powerful and commanding man, but not satisfied with the way Marcus Cassianius Latinius Postumus was handling things. I remember that many people had been unhappy with him for the same reasons, and thus glad to join Laelianus’s rebellion.

Many years before, Postumus had created an empire of his own, much like Rome itself, and declared himself emperor of this Gallic Empire. But another emperor, Gallienus, would soon try to invade. However, when Gallienus took an arrow in the back some time after the beginning of the raids, he was forced to withdraw and discontinue his campaigns against the empire. Postumus was ecstatic, for this act made him the unquestionable ruler of the empire. Laelianus, then a supporter of Postumus, was also delighted at this stroke of luck. I remember that he talked about it for months afterwards, giving me a headache each time he droned on about the greatness of the empire.

“Laelianus,” I said to him sheepishly one afternoon when he had gone on one of his more frustrating descriptions of how prosperous our lives were bound to be in the near future. “Laelianus, you are my dearest friend, but in this case I must tell you that you are wrong. Gallienus is a greedy and evil man and as soon as his wounds heal, he will be back for more. We cannot celebrate just yet.” Laelianus pretended not to hear me, and rambled on with his passionate discussion. He was not ready to worry about Gallienus’s eminent return.

And return he did, but this was not to be our greatest trouble.

Several years later, Gallienus had returned and was posted near the Danube river; the struggle kept going. Suddenly though enemy general Aureolus switched sides, and pronounced himself an ally of Postumus. This thrilled Laelianus greatly.

“Wonderful!” he shouted when the news arrived. “We need all the allies we can get, and then we’ll be able to crush that horrible Gallienus!” I have to admit that I was also quite happy with the way things had turned out. In theory, the general’s support would be a great aid in our efforts against Gallienus. In theory it was all we needed to gain power and run him out of the empire for good. In theory.

 Postumus never really responded to this declaration of alliance, and this was a deadly mistake on his part. A short time afterwards, Gallienus attacked the general and his troops. They of course, sent for help from Postumus who proceeded to do nothing. This lost him the support of many followers, including Laelianus, who was utterly aghast.

“Is he completely insane?” Laelianus was screaming at the unfortunate courier who delivered the news. “Nothing? Abosolutely nothing?” The courier nodded, apologizing for the fifth or sixth time in the past ten minutes. Laelianus turned to me and the courier, taking it as dismissal, fled for his life. Laelianus was livid and he spoke with a zealous voice, “What a madman! The support of general Aureolus was imperative! We needed to maintain their alliance and this idiot Postumus sits around and twiddles his thumbs? He might as well have just handed Gallienus the empire on a silver platter!”

“Now, now, calm yourself,” I said in an even voice so that I might cool his temper enough to reason with him. “We don’t know what Postumus was thinking, he may have a wonderful trick up his sleeve to defeat Gallienus once and for all,” even as I spoke I didn’t believe one word of it. It was plain to see that Postumus had made a fatal error in ignoring the pleas of Aureolus.

“That’s it!” Laelianus hissed, “We must do something! I’m going to start a rebellion! That will teach him!” My heart fell. A rebellion would be enough to get him sentenced to death straight away and I knew that once his mind was set, Laelianus could not be stopped. Many people disagreed with Postumus’s recent decisions and Laelianus would have many supporters, almost too many. Within a few days Laelianus began his rebellion with the support of several troops in the area. Postumus was outraged and predictably acted upon it immediately. I had already decided that no matter what happened to Laelianus, I would be behind him all the way. We received word from supporting troops that Postumus’s men were less than a day away and the troops offered to hide us from them as best they could. Laelianus shook his head.

“That would not be wise. Postumus just wants me and I do not want any unnecessary casualties,” he said quietly, dismissing the messenger. I then announced my decision of loyalty to him and, though he expressed disapproval, I knew he was still glad to have me. “Do one thing for me,” he said as we awaited our doom. I swore to him I would. “When they do capture us, pretend you don’t know me, for that way you may have a chance at survival. I would never be at peace if you died because of your association with me,” he said with plain confidence in me. Though I did not really wish to do this, I had sworn and had to keep my word.

The rest of that night is somewhat of a blur. They captured us, taking us to a dank and dimly lit cell in the nearest prison. They asked me who I was while holding a sharp dagger to my cheek, thus giving me a long, nasty gash. I kept my promise to Laelianus and was set free. I never heard from my friend again, and because it would be dangerous to speak of rebel in a pleasant way, most people never said anything about him. I went back to my home, had a son and daughter, and moved on with life. I told my friends that I had received the scar in a vicious battle against Laelianus and the rebels. This of course was not true, but explained the incident in the safest way possible. Laelianus would have appreciated that.

THE END
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