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Faibhar

Camilla of Ancient Times Conclusion

A few citizens’ sleep was disturbed by the nocturnal screams. They sounded far away, but chilling nonetheless. Passing squalls were paid little heed as the annoyed restless drifted back to sleep. As for the rain, the showers would only make the coming Fall day that much fresher.

Indus tossed and turned all night long. Shortly after dawn, he bade Paulina a fond goodbye and marched out of the main gate at Vada Sabata toward the promontory. Against the eastern sky he saw its silhouette. Over his shoulder as he saluted the sentries lay the Gulf of Liguria, its waters placid in the early hour. The morning sky cleared as the weather from the previous night passed over them. It felt good to walk after the sleep-less night.

“You look pale, dux femina.”

Camilla barely parted her swollen lids. She recognized the voice, and seeing the familiar helmet with its plume and the cloak, she realized it was Indus. It was the first time he had referred to her as a female ruler and female general. Cracked lips and a parched throat prohibited her audible response.

Readily noticeable were the dark diagonal lines crossing the body, the small black ponds at each wrist with the blackened tributaries leading from them coursing over forearms, and the shallow rise and fall of the dark-centered navel. Worst of all sat the pile of flagstone supporting the shaft. Six stones now stacked atop each other. Easily half of the unfinished pilum was richly stained a hue similar to the irregular lines.

Indus caught the flutter of eyelids as he spoke. He signaled a nearby soldier for water and then lifted the tin cup to the female’s lips. His practiced eye also noticed the ridge protruding above the mons and just below the navel. He estimated that this particular torture now had punctured her womb.

Camilla’s teeth would not stop chattering. Cold was one thing, but not the sole reason. In the gray dawn light, she saw the top container once more nearly empty of sand, as the bottom one continued to fill. She had learned to make watching the status of its contents her most important task.

“You have lost, dux femina. You are near death. I know that your mind is half gone, but can you think of a single good reason why your womanhood should be further destroyed before you die?”

In the crazed fog that remained of conscious thought, the words had merit. Sometime during the night she had felt the shaft break through her cervical wall. The pain was hard to imagine. Once more, her reddened eyes looked at what little sand still remained in the top vase. A soldier already lifted another stone from the other pile and dropped it at the upright base.

“By the gods. Looks like Question Time again. And so soon, too!”

“…waaaaait…..wwwait.”

Indus craned his head skyward as he heard the small voice. “You did say to wait, did you not?” Smiling, he shook the vase free of all remaining sand and turned back to the condemned. “Very well. Tell me, so that I can hear…Are you a slave?”

Camilla grimaced as new shards of agony pierced her back. Sighing and lowering her head, she nodded. “…yes.” The effort badly taxed remaining strength.

“Ahhh…So, you ARE a slave. Thought so.” Indus loosened his tightly wrapped cape. “And, Question Number Two…Are you a murderess?”

Hot tears shamed her grimy cheeks. Her whole face seemed to now shake with her chattering teeth. Again, Camilla nodded and answered that she had, indeed, murdered.

“Very well.” Indus bent forward. Grabbing the part of the shaft not soaked by her blood, he twisted it and pulled the javelin free. Some of the stones fell in the process. He shook the shaft to free two broken halves of the thin wheel. They too, dropped to the ground.

Camilla wailed incoherently. Her cries were so loud a flock of birds startled from their feeding places in a nearby forest. Men on the ground jumped. Perverse curiosity mingled with grudging respect drove Indus to stare at the hard maiden. A torrent of rich blood spat out from the mangled organ. Convulsions rocked the cross. Hyper-extended limbs and muscles exerted themselves. Veteran that he was, Indus knew death throes when he saw them, but this female’s were uniquely satisfying.

Her fight continued for what seemed an eternity and then she slumped limply on the cross. 

Indus grabbed a normal javelin from a soldier. Inserting the tip of its blade near the center chest between lower ribs, where he knew her heart to be, he gave a decisive thrust. Thick gore oozed from the wound as he removed the pointed end. Otherwise, the body hung stilled. The hard maiden, it seemed, had breathed her last.

Orders were issued. The body was to be taken down and dismembered, pieces thrown over the side into the quarry–Indus had no taste for such and planned not to stay. The architect in him speculated that the dux femina’s remains might someday end up as an inconspicuous part of a city wall. Head hair was to be saved, Paulina and her friends would get their extensions, and Paulina’s patience would be rewarded.

Patience was a reward in and of itself, Gaius Cispius Indus reflected as he leisurely strolled back to the city. His patience with the hard maiden had also been rewarded. At last, victory was his. A grand cause for celebration. The commander whistled as he strolled, happy that he also possessed Patience.
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