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of Antiquity

The Emperor Caligula—the cruelest Roman of them all. . ..

the Praetorian guard, had the

honor post as sentry at the Pala-
tine, Roman palacc of the Cacsars. Born
of a noble, patrician family, war-worn and
decorated for bravery in battle under the
beloved Emperor Tiberius, Cassius was
proudest of the proud—a fit man to wear
the plumes and helmet and carry the
shield and sword of empire,

CASSIUS CHAEREA, captain of

But now, in the year A. D. 37, the
pride of Cassius was tinged with sorrows,
for Tiberius was dead and another was
about to ascend the throne. Woe be it,
this other was not Germanicus, the ap-
pointed of Tiberius, for Germanicus, alas,
was dead as well. Both fell gallantly be-
fore the Gauls—so ran the public an-
nouncements. But the sorrow of Cassius
was of a more morbid turn, not the right-
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eous, almost joyous weeping of a soldier
tor an honorably slain hero. For rumors
reached Cassius, well founded rumors
irom the lips of those who'd talked with
the lictors recovering the two immortal
bodies, that the death wounds suffered
by Tiberius and Germanicus were wounds
in the back and the arrows inflicting them
were not Gallic but of Roman manufac-
ture.

Caligula! Caligula now in ascendancy
to the laurel crown! As son of Germani-
cus, this individual was naming himself
Emperor of all Rome and there were
none to stop him.

And Cassius was right, for Caligula, of
Tiberius could but know, he would twist
in his tomb!”

And Cassius was right, for Caligula, of
all the heirs of Tiberius, wis the most
hated, the most despised—the most feared.
It was for this reason that the youth now
coming into power had spent the major
portion of his life far from Rome. Re-
pulsive in appearance, indecent in his
talk, not to be trusted with arms that
were the right of every citizen, Caligula
had hitherto resided in practical confine-
ment at Capri, the summer palace of the
Caesars.

“He killed them!" the guard captain
muttered to himself. “Assassins in his
employ murdered the Emperor—mur-
dered his own father! From what I've
heard it is an act typical of his spleen,
so cruel is he, so greedy for the grasp of
power I”

At that moment a trumpet sounded and
in the distance the guard captain saw the
first few units of an approaching proces-
sion. At its head was a prancing white
charger and astride the massive animal
could be made out the stooped, huddled
figure of a man.

CALIGULAI Caligula come to claim
4 the palace of the Caesars as his own!
Cassius Chaerea had never seen the new

emperor but he recognized the twisted
legs, hunched figure, and prematurely
bald pate from description. Snapping
to attention, resolving to serve his new
master with the best that was in him de-
spite his prejudices, the veteran guard
officer saluted smartly. Such an attitude,
he believed, was the duty of a soldier,
such was for the good of Rome.

“Hail Caesar!” Cassius Chaerea cried.

But from Caligula there was no return-
ing hail. Rushing his charger up the
palace steps, he slid his horse’s hooves
to a stop dangerously close to Cassius
Chaerea. Surly, frowning, Caligula or-
dered: “Off with your helmet!”

Obediently the guard captain removed
his plume-festooned headgear and stood
bewildered before the Emperor.

“Bah!” Caligula squealed and, pursing
his lips, spat into Cassius Chaerea’s un-
flinching face. “Hair! Hair on your
head! You have hair on your head and
the Emperor has none! No man shall
have that which the Emperor hasn’t!”

Caligula paused and with squinting,
glaring eyes, watched for what effect his
words would produce. Then he went on:
“The next time I see you, if you still have
hair, it may be that you will shortly no
longer have a head on which to wear it!”

NOR was Cassius Chaerea the only one
affected by the shaved head order.
Such was Caligula’s vanity that each and
every male brought into any contact with
him was forced, on penalty of death, to be
shorn of his locks. The command did not
stop with living persons. Rather, the great
hallways of the Palatine being decorated
with marble statues of the Olympian gods
and likenesses of former Caesars, these
were broken, chipped, and beheaded be-
fore the new Emperor had occupied the
royal mansion a week.
So began Caligula’s reign, his egocen-
tricity taking turns for the worse by the
minute. At a banquet given following his
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coronation there was seated near him a
young bride and groom, a couple of noble
family married that very morning.

Eyeing the beautiful Livia Orestilla and
becoming insanely envious of the posses-
sion her husband was soon to have of her
virgin body, Caligula shouted across the
table: “Stop hugging my wife!”

A dead silence followed the mad com-
mand. Caligula arose from where he was
sitting, crossed around the table, and
grabbed the shrinking bride by her wrist.
“By imperial decree,” he hissed, “your
marriage is annulled! From this moment
on you are married to me!”

So saying, Caligula, the woman over his
shoulder, her husband still sitting dazed
and dumbfounded and fearful of his life
to protest, carried Livia Orestilla off to a
nearby bedchamber. The next morning
he declared himself divorced from her
and banished her into exile. “I do not
want her to return to her husband,” he
laughed to his intimates. “If she did, my
prowess at the marriage bed might suffer
by comparison!”

It was for this same reason that the
Emperor, a month or so later, committed

one of the first acts of barbaric and in-'

human cruclty to later characterize his
reign. Banquets nightly on the most ex-
pensive of foods, weck long orgies in
which all the courtiers of Rome had got-
ten and stayed drunk, were fast exhaust-
ing the imperial exchequer and it was up
to Caligula to impose a new tax to raise
additional funds. He levied on prosti-
tutes, not even excepting his favorite, a
flattering wench named Pyrallis. But she
complained, claiming she couldn’t pay her
rent and the tax as well. Whereupon
Caligula insisted that she pay the tax but
dishonored the Palatine by supplying the
woman with free, royal guarters,

At the time there was visiting Caligula
a suzereign prince named Ptolemy. Al-
lowed the run of the palace, he was like-
wise accorded the -privileges of the glam-

orous Pyrallis. All was good and well
until the ladies of the court began titter-
ing that Pyrallis had expressed a prefer-
ence for the company of the stalwart,
muscular Ptolemy as opposed to shriv-
elled, bandy-legged Caligula.

The gossip reached the ears of the Em-
peror. He was infuriated. Condemning
Ptolemy to the arena, he was forced to
fight a professional gladiator. Much to
Caligula’s chagrin, Ptolemy won, slaying
his adversary. Now the Emperor’s
despair was complete, and brooding,
searching in the dark regions of his mind
for what he thought a fitting, properly
humiliating tortdre, he hit upon emascula-
tion.

Nude and so mutilated, Ptolemy was
paraded before the assembled beauties of
the empire. “What good would hé be to
you now ?” Caligula chortled. Afterwards
he had Ptolemy led to the execution
block, commanding the headsman to
“strike so that he will feel himself dying!”

CASSIUS CHAEREA, captain of the

guard, watched these incidents, woe-
fully shaking his head. Such dissipations,
such cruelties, he knew, were fast con-
tributing to the fall of Rome. Still, there
was little that could be done about it.
The populace of Rome held the Emperor
in a kind of veneration that was tied up
with their deep-seated religion. The Em-
peror’s will was the will of the Olympian
Gods; the Emperor’s actions were priv-
ileged and divine. As far as civic revolt
was concerned, Cassius knew that it
would never come about. The people, as
a mass, would never rise up and- over-
throw their brutal and insane sovereign.
But one man, Cassius reflected . . . one
brave man might . . . might be able to do
something. . . .

In the meantime Caligula carried on
with his inanities and his insanities, He
married Lollina Paulina but shortly di-
vorced and exiled her hecause she was
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just like any other man’s wife—only a
woman. Casting about for something spe-
cial as the fit‘mate for the mighty Calig-
ula, he found the nearest thing to him-
self that might have been produced—his
sister Drusilla.

This incestuous relationship, Caligula
declared, was only legal for the Emperor
—for Caligula! But it appears that the
Gods frowned on the union for it was
fruitless and within a year Drusilla died.

Suspicioning that she had been poi-
soned, Caligula arrested every baker,
butcher, fruiterer, and vintner that
served the palace, together with their en-
tire business staffs and the whole house-
holds of each principal and employee.
These, lined up on the palace grounds,
were inspected personally by the Emper-
or. There was no judge, no trial, no jury.
“Each one of the dogs, from that cross-
eyed fellow there to that cross-eyed fel-
low there,” ordered the fuming Caligula,
his hand sweeping down the line, indicat-
ing some two score quaking, fearful per-
sons, “will be thrown to the lions and torn
to bits! . . . As for the rest—they will be
imprisoned "

And Caligula’s imprisonment meant the
most frightful kind of torture. Cells, the
size of coffins, occupied a dungeon be-
neath the Palatine. Cramped, barely able
to move a muscle, in utter darkness, with
hardly enough air to breathe, and fed
barely enough bread and water to sustain
life, the condemned were left to go out
of their minds and die, perhaps in six
months, perhaps in six years.

The Emperor married again, now to
Junia Claudilla. On his wedding trip, a
sea voyage, he invited his father-in-law,
Silanus. The old man, a sufferer from
sea-sickness, declined the invitation and
thereby wrote his own death warrant.

“He wanted to stay home to wrest the
controls of government away from me
while I was absent,” was Caligula’s ex-
planation of this killing. Disgraced, Junia

Claudilla was exiled and Caesonia, a
woman of the streets, taken to wife in her
stead.

This woman was the enly one who ut-
terly pleased Caligula. She was bawdy,
lewd, and, what was more important, al-
ways eager to flatter him. During the
course of stag entertainments which Cali-
gula frequently gave, Caesonia was in the
habit of dropping in and suddenly ex-
hibitirig herself naked and in lascivious
poses to the Emperor's male guests.
Arousing their desires, she would refuse
to let them touch her. “I am for Cali-
gula alone!” she would cry. “Caligula,”
she would go on, rather forgetting her
past public history, “is the only man
worthy of having the right to me!”

THOUGH such things amused and

puffed up the Emperor in his lighter
moods, black depressions fostered by a
subconscious realization of physical and
intell 1 inferiority i caused
him to resort to direr means of asserting
his ego.

The arena sacrifice of slaves to ravag-
ing, starved lions, ‘tigers, and leopards
were daily amusements. Public execu-
tions of the disobedient, the insolent, and -
those for one paltry reason or another out
of imperial favor, took place frequently.
Actually, and beneath a surface attitude
of self-adulation, Caligula hated himself-
and all the rest of the world as well.

Once at a banquet, attended by visiting
ambassadors, he was laughing. Inquiring
why, the Emperor told the emissaries:
“It amuses me to think that if I should
give the word your heads would be cut
off.”

Another time he remarked to a sena-
tor: “T would that all Rome had but one
throat—it would be so much simpler to
cut!”

In the last year of his reign, with a
view to mass murder, he conceived the
most abominable plot it has ever be-
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hooved the mind of man to create. His
wife, Caesonia, had recently been deliv-
ered of child. Caligula knew it was his,
he said, because the infant when placed in
the same crib with one of its baby cousins,
tried to claw out the other child’s eyes.

In honor of his paternity, Caligula
threw a bridge across the bay of Baiae.
It was a pontoon affair, 3,600 double paces
in length. As soon as it was completed,
Caligula, astride his horse, rode across
and back alone and then invited the pub-
lic to try out the span.

Several thousand started across the
water. As soon as the bridge was filled,
Caligula sprang to a lever device which
opened sea-cocks in the pontoons and the
bridge, with all its frantic, screaming vis-
itors, sank.

“T crossed !” the Emperor cried, laugh-

THE

ing madly. “I—I—I, Caligula—crossed
without harm! Why couldn’t they?”

It was that night, January 14th, A. D.
41, that Cassius Chaerea took action.
Despite the horror enacted before their
eyes, the Roman people were still submis-
sive and the guard captain realized that if
something was to be done, he alone would
have to do it.

Caligula was in his bath, relaxing after
a day of tense and gratifying excitement.
Cassius Chaerea, creeping past special at-
tendants, plunged into the colored tile
pool with the Emperor, his dagger un-
sheathed.

“I live!” the Emperor cried as the steel
struck into his vitals. “I live! Caligula—
Caesar lives!”

But he didn’t. He died, ego and all,
just like any other man.

END



