"Brutus, | don't like the look of your skin. Come here to the light, please."

The fifteen-year-old made no sign that he had heard, simply remained hunched
over a single sheet of Fannian paper with his reed pen, its ink long since dried,
poised in midair.

"Come here, Brutus. At once," said his mother placidly.

He knew her, so down went the pen; though he wasn't mortally afraid of her, he
wasn't about to court her displeasure. One summons might be safely ignored, but
a second summons meant she expected to be obeyed, even by him. Rising, he
walked across to where Servilia stood by the window, its shutters wide because
Rome was sweltering in an unseasonably early heatwave.

Though she was short and Brutus had recently begun to grow into what she
hoped was going to be tallness, his head was not very far above hers; she put up
one hand to clutch his chin, and peered closely at several angry red lumps
welling under the skin around his mouth. Her hand released him, moved to push
the loose dark curls away from his brow: more eruptions!

"How | wish you'd keep your hair cut!" she said, tugging at a lock which
threatened to obscure his sight— and tugging hard enough to make his eyes
water.

"Mama, short hair is unintellectual," he protested.

"Short hair is practical. It stays off your face and doesn't irritate your skin. Oh,
Brutus, what a trial you're becoming!"

"If you wanted a crop-skulled warrior son, Mama, you should have had more
boys with Silanus instead of a couple of girls."

"One son is affordable. Two sons stretch the money further than it wants to go.
Besides, if I'd given Silanus a son, you wouldn't be his heir as well as your
father's." She strode across to the desk where he had been working and stirred
the various scrolls upon it with impatient fingers. "Look at this mess! No wonder
your shoulders are round and you're swaybacked. Get out onto the Campus
Martius with Cassius and the other boys from school, don't waste your time trying
to condense the whole of Thucydides onto one sheet of paper."

"l happen to write the best epitomes in Rome," said her son, his tone lofty.



Servilia eyed him ironically. "Thucydides," she said, "was no profligate with
words, yet it took him many books to tell the story of the conflict between Athens
and Sparta. What advantage is there in destroying his beautiful Greek so that
lazy Romans can crib a bare outline, then congratulate themselves that they
know all about the Peloponnesian War?"

"Literature," Brutus persevered, "is becoming too vast for any man to
encompass without resorting to summaries."

"Your skin is breaking down," said Servilia, returning to what really interested
her.

"That's common enough in boys my age."

"But not in my plans for you."

"And may the Gods help anyone or anything not in your plans for me!" he
shouted, suddenly angry.

"Get dressed, we're going out" was all she answered, and left the room.

When he entered the atrium of Silanus's commodious house, Brutus was
wearing the purple-bordered toga of childhood, for he would not officially become
a man until December and the feast of Juventas arrived. His mother was already
waiting, and watched him critically as he came toward her.

Yes, he definitely was round-shouldered, sway-backed. Such a lovely little boy
he had been! Lovely even last January, when she had commissioned a bust of
him from Antenor, the best portrait sculptor in all Italia. But now puberty was
asserting itself more aggressively, his early beauty was fading, even to her
prejudiced gaze. His eyes were still large and dark and dreamy, interestingly
heavy-lidded, but his nose wasn't growing into the imposing Roman edifice she
had hoped for, remaining stubbornly short and bulb-tipped like her own. And the
skin which had been so exquisitely olive-colored, smooth and flawless, now filled
her with dread—what if he was going to be one of the horribly unlucky ones and
produced such noxious pustules that he scarred? Fifteen was too soon! Fifteen
meant a protracted infestation. Pimples! How disgusting and mundane. Well,
beginning tomorrow she would make enquiries among the physicians and
herbalists—and whether he liked it or not, he was going to the Campus Martius
every day for proper exercise and tutoring in the martial skills he would need
when he turned seventeen and had to enrol in Rome's legions. As a
contubernalis, of course, not as a mere ranker soldier; he would be a cadet on



the personal staff of some consular commander who would ask for him by name.
His birth and status assured it.

The steward let them out into the narrow Palatine street; Servilia turned toward
the Forum and began to walk briskly, her son hurrying to keep up.

"Where are we going?" he asked, still chafing because she had dragged him
away from epitomizing Thucydides.

"To Aurelia's."”

Had his mind not been wrestling with the problem of how to pack a mine of
information into a single sentence—and had the day been more clement—his
heart would have leaped joyously; instead he groaned. "Oh, not up into the slums
today!"

"Yes."

"It's such a long way, and such a dismal address!"

"The address may be dismal, my son, but the lady herself is impeccably
connected. Everyone will be there." She paused, her eyes sliding slyly sideways.
"Everyone, Brutus, everyone."

To which he answered not a word.

Her progress rendered easier by two ushering slaves, Servilia clattered down
the Kingmakers' Steps into the pandemonium of the Forum Romanum, where all
the world adored to gather, listen, watch, wander, rub shoulders with the Mighty.
Neither Senate nor one of the Assemblies was meeting today and the courts
were on a short vacation, but some of the Mighty were out and about
nonetheless, distinguished by the bobbing red-thonged bundles of rods their
lictors carried shoulder-high to proclaim their imperium.

"It's so hilly, Mama! Can't you slow down?" panted Brutus as his mother
marched up the Clivus Orbius on the far side of the Forum; he was sweating
profusely.

"If you exercised more, you wouldn't need to complain," said Servilia,
unimpressed.

Nauseating smells of foetor and decay assailed Brutus's nostrils as the
towering tenements of the Subura pressed in and shut out the light of the sun;
peeling walls oozed slime, the gutters guided dark and syrupy trickles into
gratings, tiny unlit caverns that were shops passed by unnumbered. At least the
dank shade made it cooler, but this was a side of Rome young Brutus could



happily have done without, "everyone" notwithstanding.

Eventually they arrived outside a quite presentable door of seasoned oak, well
carved into panels and owning a brightly polished orichalcum knocker in the form
of a lion's head with gaping jaws. One of Servilia's attendants plied it vigorously,
and the door opened at once. There stood an elderly, rather plump Greek
freedman, bowing deeply as he let them in.

It was a gathering of women, of course; had Brutus only been old enough to
put on his plain white toga virilis, graduate into the ranks of men, he would not
have been allowed to accompany his mother. That thought provoked panic—
Mama must succeed in her petition, he must be able to continue to see his
darling love after December and manhood! But betraying none of this, he
abandoned Servilia's skirts the moment the gushing greetings began and slunk
off into a quiet corner of the squeal-filled room, there to do his best to blend into
the unpretentious decor.

"Brutus, ave," said a light yet husky voice.

He turned his head, looked down, felt his chest cave in. "Ave, Julia."

"Here, sit with me," the daughter of the house commanded, leading him to a
pair of small chairs right in the corner. She settled in one while he lowered
himself awkwardly into the other, herself as graceful and composed as a nesting
swan.

Only eight years old—how could she already be so beautiful? wondered the
dazzled Brutus, who knew her well because his mother was a great friend of her
grandmother's. Fair like ice and snow, chin pointed, cheekbones arched, faintly
pink lips as delicious as a strawberry, a pair of widely opened blue eyes that
gazed with gentle liveliness on all that they beheld; if Brutus had dipped into the
poetry of love, it was because of her whom he had loved for—oh, years! Not truly
understanding that it was love until quite recently, when she had turned her gaze
on him with such a sweet smile that realization had dawned with the shock of a
thunderclap.

He had gone to his mother that very evening, and informed her that he wished
to marry Julia when she grew up.

Servilia had stared, astonished. "My dear Brutus, she's a mere child! You'd
have to wait nine or ten years for her."

"She'll be betrothed long before she's old enough to marry," he had answered,



his anguish plain. "Please, Mama, as soon as her father returns home, petition
for her hand in marriage!"

"You may well change your mind."

"Never, never!"

"Her dowry is minute."

"But her birth is everything you could want in my wife."

"True." The black eyes which could grow so hard rested on his face not
unsympathetically; Servilia appreciated the strength of that argument. So she
had turned it over in her mind for a moment, then nodded. “Very well, Brutus,
when her father is next in Rome, I'll ask. You don't need a rich bride, but it is
essential that her birth match your own, and a Julia would be ideal. Especially
this Julia. Patrician on both sides."

And so they had left it to wait until Julia's father returned from his post as
quaestor in Further Spain. The most junior of the important magistracies,
quaestor. But trust Servilia to know that Julia's father had filled it extremely well.
Odd that she had never met him, considering how small a group the true
aristocrats of Rome were. She was one; he was another. But, feminine rumor
had it, he was something of an outsider among his own kind, too busy for the
social round most of his peers cultivated whenever they were in Rome. It would
have been easier to sue for his daughter's hand on Brutus's behalf did she know
him already, though she had little doubt what his answer would be. Brutus was
highly eligible, even in the eyes of a Julian.

Aurelia's reception room could not compare to a Palatine atrium, but it was
quite large enough comfortably to hold the dozen or so women who had invaded
it. Open shutters looked out onto what was commonly regarded as a lovely
garden, thanks to Gaius Matius in the other ground-floor apartment; his was the
hand had found roses able to bloom in the shade, coaxed grapevines into scaling
the twelve storeys of latticed walls and balconies, trimmed box bushes into
perfect globes, and rigged a cunning gravity feed to the chaste marble pool that
allowed a rearing two-tailed dolphin to spout water from its fearsome mouth.

The walls of the reception room were well kept up and painted in the red style,
the floor of cheap terrazzo had been burnished to an appealing reddish-pink
glow, and the ceiling had been painted to simulate a cloud-fluffed noon sky,



though it could claim no expensive gilding. Not the residence of one of the
Mighty, but adequate for a junior senator, Brutus supposed as he sat watching
Julia, watching the women; Julia caught him, so he looked too.

His mother had seated herself next to Aurelia on a couch, where she managed
to display herself to good advantage despite the fact that her hostess was, even
at the age of fifty-five, still held one of Rome's great beauties. Aurelia's figure
was elegantly slim and it suited her to be in repose, for one didn't notice then that
when she moved it was too briskly for grace. No hint of grey marred her
ice-brown hair, and her skin was smooth, creamy. It was she who had
recommended Brutus's school to Servilia, for she was Servilia's chief confidante.

From that thought Brutus's mind skipped to school, a typical digression for a
mind which did tend to wander. His mother had not wished to send Brutus to
school, afraid her little boy would be exposed to children of inferior rank and
wealth, and worried that his studious nature would be laughed at. Better that
Brutus have his own tutor at home. But then Brutus's stepfather had insisted that
this only son needed the stimulus and competition of a school. "Some healthy
activity and ordinary playmates" was how Silanus had put it, not precisely jealous
of the first place Brutus held in Servilia's heart, more concerned that when Brutus
matured he should at least have learned to associate with various kinds of
people. Naturally the school Aurelia recommended was an exclusive one, but
pedagogues who ran schools had a distressingly independent turn of mind that
led them to accept bright boys from less rarefied backgrounds than a Marcus
Junius Brutus, not to mention two or three bright girls.

With Servilia for mother, it was inevitable that Brutus should hate school,
though Gaius Cassius Longinus, the fellow pupil of whom Servilia approved
most, was from quite as good a family as a Junius Brutus. Brutus, however,
tolerated Cassius only because to do so kept his mother happy. What had he in
common with a loud and turbulent boy like Cassius, enamored of war, strife,
deeds of great daring? Only the fact that he had quickly become teacher's pet
had managed to reconcile Brutus to the awful ordeal of school. And fellows like
Cassius.

Unfortunately the person Brutus most yearned to call friend was his Uncle
Cato; but Servilia refused to hear of his establishing any kind of intimacy with her
despised half brother. Uncle Cato was descended, she never tired of reminding



her son, from a Tusculan peasant and a Celtiberian slave, whereas in Brutus
were united two separate lines of exalted antiquity, one from Lucius Junius
Brutus, the founder of the Republic (who had deposed the last King of Rome,
Tarquinius Superbus), and the other from Gaius Servilius Ahala (who had killed
Maelius when Maelius had attempted to make himself King of Rome some
decades into the new Republic). Therefore a Junius Brutus who was through his
mother also a patrician Servilius could not possibly associate with upstart trash
like Uncle Cato.

"But your mother married Uncle Cato's father and had two children by him,
Aunt Porcia and Uncle Cato!" Brutus had protested on one occasion.

"And thereby disgraced herself forever!" snarled Servilia. "I do not
acknowledge either that union or its progeny—and neither, my lad, will you!"

End of discussion. And the end of all hope that he might be allowed to see
Uncle Cato any more frequently than family decency indicated. What a wonderful
fellow Uncle Cato was! A true Stoic, enamored of Rome's old austere ways,
averse to splash and show, quick to criticize the pretensions to potentatic
grandeur of men like Pompey. Pompey the Great. Another upstart dismally
lacking in the right ancestors. Pompey who had murdered Brutus's father, made
a widow of his mother, enabled a lightweight like sickly Silanus to climb into her
bed and sire two bubble-headed girls Brutus grudgingly called sisters—

“What are you thinking, Brutus?" asked Julia, smiling.

"Oh, nothing much," he answered vaguely.

"That's an evasion. | want the truth!"

“I was thinking what a terrific fellow my Uncle Cato is."

Her wide brow crinkled. "Uncle Cato?"

"You wouldn't know him, because he's not old enough to be in the Senate yet.
In fact, he's almost as close to my age as he is to Mama's."

"Is he the one who wouldn't permit the tribunes of the plebs to pull down an
obstructing column inside the Basilica Porcia?"

"That's my Uncle Cato!" said Brutus proudly.

Julia shrugged. "My father said it was stupid of him. If the column had been
demolished, the tribunes of the plebs would have enjoyed more comfortable
headquarters."

"Uncle Cato was in the right. Cato the Censor put the column there when he



built Rome's first basilica, and there it belongs according to the mos maiorum.
Cato the Censor allowed the tribunes of the plebs to use his building as their
headquarters because he understood their plight—because they are magistrates
elected by the Plebs alone, they don't represent the whole People, and can't use
a temple as their headquarters. But he didn't give them the building, only the use
of a part of it. They were grateful enough then. Now they want to alter what Cato
the Censor paid to build. Uncle Cato won't condone the defacement of his
great-grandfather's landmark and namesake."

Since Julia was by nature a peacemaker and disliked argument, she smiled
again and rested her hand on Brutus's arm, squeezing it affectionately. He was
such a spoiled baby, Brutus, so stuffy and full of self-importance, yet she had
known him for a long time, and—though she didn't quite know why—felt very
sorry for him. Perhaps it was because his mother was such a—a snaky person?

"Well, that happened before my Aunt Julia and my mother died, so | daresay
no one will ever demolish the column now," she said.

"Your father's due home," said Brutus, mind veering to marriage.

"Any day." Julia wriggled happily. "Oh, | do miss him!"

"They say he's stirring up trouble in Italian Gaul on the far side of the river
Padus," said Brutus, unconsciously echoing the subject becoming a lively debate
among the group of women around Aurelia and Servilia.

"Why should he do that?" Aurelia was asking, straight dark brows knitted. The
famous purple eyes were glowering. "Truly, there are times when Rome and
Roman noblemen disgust me! Why is it my son they always single out for
criticism and political gossip?"

"Because he's too tall, too handsome, too successful with the women, and too
arrogant by far," said Cicero's wife, Terentia, as direct as she was sour.
"Besides," added she who was married to a famous wordsmith and orator, “he
has such a wonderful way with both the spoken and the written word."

“Those qualities are innate, none of them merits the slanders of some | could
mention by name!" snapped Aurelia.

"Lucullus, you mean?" asked Pompey's wife, Mucia Tertia.

"No, he at least can't be blamed for it," Terentia said. "l imagine King Tigranes
and Armenia are occupying him to the exclusion of anything in Rome save the
knights who can't make enough out of gathering the taxes in his provinces."



"Bibulus is who you mean, now he's back in Rome," said a majestic figure
seated in the best chair. Alone among a colorful band, she was clad from head to
foot in white, so draped that it concealed whatever feminine charms she might
have owned. Upon her regal head there reared a crown made of seven layered
sausages rolled out of virgin wool; the thin veil draped upon it floated as she
swung to look directly at the two women on the couch. Perpennia, chief of the
Vestal Virgins, snorted with suppressed laughter. "Oh, poor Bibulus! He never
can hide the nakedness of his animosity."

"Which goes back to what | said, Aurelia," from Terentia. “If your tall,
handsome son will make enemies of tiny little fellows like Bibulus, he only has
himself to blame when he's slandered. It is the height of folly to make a fool of a
man in front of his peers by nicknaming him the Flea. Bibulus is an enemy for
life."

"What ridiculous nonsense! It happened ten years ago, when both of them
were mere youths," said Aurelia.

"Come now, you're well aware how sensitive tiny little men are to canards
based on their size," said Terentia. "You're from an old political family, Aurelia.
Politics is all about a man's public image. Your son injured Bibulus's public
image. People still call him the Flea. He'll never forgive or forget."

"Not to mention," said Servilia tartly, "that Bibulus has an avid audience for his
slurs in creatures like Cato."

"What precisely is Bibulus saying?" Aurelia asked, lips set.

“Oh, that instead of returning directly from Spain to Rome, your son has
preferred to foment rebellion among the people in Italian Gaul who don't have the
Roman citizenship," said Terentia.

"That," said Servilia, "is absolute nonsense!"

"And why," asked a man's deep voice, "is it nonsense, lady?"

The room fell still until little Julia erupted out of her corner and flew to leap at
the newcomer. "Tata! Oh, tata!"

Caesar lifted her off the ground, kissed her lips and her cheek, hugged her,
smoothed her frosty hair tenderly. "How is my girl?" he asked, smiling for her
alone.

But "Oh, tata!" was all Julia could find to say, tucking her head into her father's
shoulder.



"Why is it nonsense, lady?" Caesar repeated, swinging the child comfortably
into the crook of his right arm, the smile now that he gazed upon Servilia gone
even from his eyes, which looked into hers in a way acknowledging her sex, yet
dismissing it as unimportant.

"Caesar, this is Servilia, wife of Decimus Junius Silanus," said Aurelia,
apparently not at all offended that her son had so far found no time to greet her.

"Why, Servilia?" he asked again, nodding at the name.

She kept her voice cool and level, measured out her words like a jeweler his
gold. "There's no logic in a rumor like that. Why should you bother to foment
rebellion in Italian Gaul? If you went among those who don't have the citizenship
and promised them that you would work on their behalf to get the franchise for
them, it would be fitting conduct for a Roman nobleman who aspires to the
consulship. You would simply be enlisting clients, which is proper and admirable
for a man climbing the political ladder. | was married to a man who did foment
rebellion in Italian Gaul, so | am in a position to know how desperate an
alternative it is. Lepidus and my husband Brutus deemed it intolerable to live in
Sulla's Rome. Their careers had foundered, whereas yours is just beginning.
Ergo, what could you hope to gain by fomenting rebellion anywhere?"

"Very true," he said, a trace of amusement creeping into the eyes she had
judged a little cold until that spark came.

"Certainly true," she answered. "Your career to date—at least insofar as | know
it—suggests to me that if you did tour Italian Gaul talking to non-citizens, you
were gathering clients."

His head went back, he laughed, looked magnificent—and, she thought, knew
very well that he looked magnificent. This man would do nothing without first
calculating its effect on his audience, though the instinct telling her that was
purely that, an instinct; he gave not a vestige of his calculation away. "It is true
that | gathered clients."

"There you are then," said Servilia, producing a smile of her own at the left
corner of her small and secretive mouth. "No one can reproach you for that,
Caesar." After which she added grandly, and in the most condescending tone,
"Don't worry, I'll make sure the correct version of the incident is circulated.”

But that was going too far. Caesar was not about to be patronized by a
Servilian, patrician branch of the clan or no; his eyes left her with a



contemptuous flick, then rested on Mucia Tertia among the women, who had all
listened enthralled to this exchange. He put little Julia down and went to clasp
both Mucia Tertia's hands warmly.

"How are you, wife of Pompeius?" he asked.

She looked confused, muttered something inaudible. Soon he passed to
Cornelia Sulla, who was Sulla's daughter and his own first cousin. One by one he
worked his way around the group, all of whom he knew save for Servilia. Who
watched his progress with great admiration once she had coped with the shock
of his cutting her. Even Perpennia succumbed to the charm, and as for Terentia
—that redoubtable matron positively simpered! But then remained only his
mother, to whom he came last.

"Mater, you look well."

"l am well. And you," she said in that dryly prosaic deep voice of hers, "look
healed."

A remark which wounded him in some way, thought Servilia, startled. Aha!
There are undercurrents here!

"l am fully healed," he said calmly as he sat down on the couch next to her, but
on the far side of her from Servilia. "Is this party for any reason?" he asked.

"It's our club. We meet once every eight days at someone's house. Today is
my turn."

At which he rose, excusing himself on grounds of travel stains, though Servilia
privately thought she had never seen a more immaculate traveler. But before he
could leave the room Julia came up to him leading Brutus by the hand.

"Tata, this is my friend Marcus Junius Brutus."

The smile and the greeting were expansive; Brutus was clearly impressed (as
no doubt he was meant to be impressed, thought Servilia, still smarting). "Your
son?" asked Caesar over Brutus's shoulder.

"Yes."

"And do you have any by Silanus?" he asked.

"No, just two daughters."

One brow flew up; Caesar grinned. Then he was gone.

And somehow after that the rest of the party was— not quite an ordeal, more
an insipid affair. It broke up well before the dinner hour, with Servilia a deliberate
last to leave.



“I have a certain matter | wish to discuss with Caesar," she said to Aurelia at
the door, with Brutus hanging behind her making sheep's eyes at Julia. "It
wouldn't be seemly for me to come with his clients, so | was wondering if you
would arrange that | see him in private. Fairly soon."

"Certainly," said Aurelia. "I'll send a message."

No probing from Aurelia, nor even evidence of curiosity. That was a woman
strictly minded her own business, thought the mother of Brutus with some
gratitude, and departed.

* * *

Was it good to be home? Over fifteen months away. Not the first time nor the
longest time, but this time had been official, and that made a difference. Because
Governor Antistius Vetus had not taken a legate to Further Spain with him,
Caesar had been the second most important Roman in the province—assizes,
finances, administration. A lonely life, galloping from one end of Further Spain to
the other at his usual headlong pace; no time to form real friendships with other
Romans. Typical perhaps that the one man he had warmed to was not a Roman;
typical too that Antistius Vetus the governor had not warmed to his
second-in-command, though they got on well enough together and shared an
occasional, rather business-filled conversation over dinner whenever they
happened to be in the same city. If there was one difficulty about being a
patrician of the Julii Caesares, it was that all his seniors to date were only too
aware how much greater and more august his ancestry was than theirs. To a
Roman of any kind, illustrious ancestors mattered more than anything else. And
he always reminded his seniors of Sulla. The lineage, the obvious brilliance and
efficiency, the striking physical appearance, the icy eyes ...

So was it good to be home? Caesar stared at the beautiful tidiness of his study,
every surface dusted, every scroll in its bucket or pigeonhole, the pattern of
elaborate leaves and flowers in the marquetry of his desk top on full display, only
a ram's horn inkstand and a clay cup of pens to obscure it.

At least the initial entry into his home had been more bearable than he had
anticipated. When Eutychus had opened the door upon a scene of chattering
women, his first impulse had been to run, but then he realized this was an



excellent beginning; the emptiness of a home without his darling Cinnilla there
would remain internal, need not be spoken. Sooner or later little Julia would bring
it up, but not in those first moments, not until his eyes had grown accustomed to
Cinnilla's absence, and would not fill with tears. He hardly remembered this
apartment without her, who had lived as his sister before she was old enough to
be wife, a part of his childhood as well as his manhood. Dear lady she had been,
who now was ashes in a cold dark tomb.

His mother walked in, composed and aloof as always.

"Who's been spreading rumors about my visit to Italian Gaul?" he asked,
drawing up a chair for her close to his own.

"Bibulus."

"l see." He sat down, sighing. "Well, that was only to be expected, | suppose.
One can't insult a flea like Bibulus the way | insulted him and not become his
enemy for the rest of one's days. How | disliked him!"

"How he continues to dislike you."

“There are twenty quaestors, and | had luck. The lots gave me a post far from
Bibulus. But he's almost exactly two years older than me, which means we'll
always be in office together as we rise up the cursus honorum."

"So you intend to take advantage of Sulla's dispensation for patricians, and
stand for curule office two years earlier than plebeians like Bibulus," said Aurelia,
making it a statement.

"I'd be a fool not to, and a fool | am not, Mater," said her son. "If | run for
election as a praetor in my thirty-seventh year, | will have been in the Senate for
sixteen of those years without counting the flamen Dialis years. That is quite long
enough for any man to wait."

"But still six years off. In the meantime, what?"

He twisted restlessly. "Oh, | can feel the walls of Rome hemming me in
already, though | passed through them only hours ago! Give me a life abroad any
day."

"There are bound to be plenty of court cases. You're a famous advocate, quite
up there with Cicero and Hortensius. You'll be offered some juicy ones."

"But inside Rome, always inside Rome. Spain," said Caesar, leaning forward
eagerly, "was a revelation to me. Antistius Vetus proved a lethargic governor who
was happy to give me as much work as | was willing to take on, despite my lowly



status. So | did all the assizes throughout the province, as well as managed the
governor's funds."

"Now the latter duty," said his mother dryly, "must have been a trial to you.
Money doesn't fascinate you."

"Oddly enough, | found it did when it was Rome's money. | took some lessons
in accounting from the most remarkable fellow—a Gadetanian banker of Punic
origin named Lucius Cornelius Balbus Major. He has a nephew almost as old as
he is, Balbus Minor, who is his partner. They did a lot of work for Pompeius
Magnus when he was in Spain, and now they seem to own most of Gades. What
the elder Balbus doesn't know about banking and other things fiscal doesn't
matter. It goes without saying that the public purse was a shambles. But thanks
to Balbus Major, | tidied it up splendidly. | liked him, Mater." Caesar shrugged,
looked wry. "In fact, he was the only true friend | made out there."

"Friendship," said Aurelia, "goes both ways. You know more individuals than
the rest of noble Rome put together, but you let no Roman of your own class
draw too close to you. That's why the few true friends you make are always
foreigners or Romans of the lower classes."

Caesar grinned. "Rubbish! | get on better with foreigners because | grew up in
your apartment block surrounded by Jews, Syrians, Gauls, Greeks, and the
Gods know what else."

"Blame it on me," she said flatly.

He chose to ignore this. "Marcus Crassus is my friend, and you can't call him
anything but a Roman as noble as | am myself."

She riposted with "Did you make any money at all in Spain?"

"A little here and there, thanks to Balbus. Unfortunately the province was
peaceful for a change, so there were no nice little border wars to fight with the
Lusitani. Had there been, | suspect Antistius Vetus would have fought them
himself anyway. But rest easy, Mater. My piratical nest egg is undisturbed, | have
enough laid by to stand for the senior magistracies."

“Including curule aedile?" she asked, tone foreboding.

"Since I'm a patrician and therefore can't make a reputation as a tribune of the
plebs, | don't have much choice," he said, and took one of the pens from its cup
to place it straight on the desk; he never fiddled, but sometimes it was necessary
to have something other than his mother's eyes to look at. Odd. He had forgotten



how unnerving she could be.

“Even with your piratical nest egg in reserve, Caesar, curule aedile is ruinously
expensive. | know you! You won't be content to give moderately good games.
You'll insist on giving the best games anyone can remember."

"Probably. I'll worry about that when | come to it in three or four years," he said
tranquilly. "In the meantime, | intend to stand at next month's elections for the
post of curator of the Via Appia. No Claudius wants the job."

"Another ruinously expensive enterprise! The Treasury will grant you one
sestertius per hundred miles, and you'll spend a hundred denarii on every mile."

He was tired of the conversation; she was, as she always had been whenever
they exchanged more than a few sentences, beginning to harp on money and his
disregard for it. "You know," he said, picking up the pen and putting it back in the
cup, "nothing ever alters. | had forgotten that. While | was away | had started to
think of you as every man dreams his mother must be. Now here is the reality. A
perpetual sermon on my tendency to extravagance. Give it up, Mater! What
matters to you does not matter to me."

Her lips thinned, but she stayed silent for a few moments; then as she rose to
her feet she said, "Servilia wishes to have a private interview with you as soon as
possible."

"What on earth for?" he asked.

"No doubt she'll tell you when you see her."

"Do you know?"

"l ask no questions of anyone save you, Caesar. That way, | am told no lies."

"You acquit me of lying, then."

"Naturally."

He had begun to get up, but sank back into his chair and plucked another pen
from the cup, frowning. "She's interesting, that one." His head went to one side.
"Her assessment of the Bibulus rumor was astonishingly accurate."”

"If you remember, several years ago | told you she was the most politically
astute woman of my acquaintance. But you weren't impressed enough by what |
said to want to meet her."

"Well, now | have met her. And I'm impressed— though not by her arrogance.
She actually presumed to patronize me."

Something in his voice arrested Aurelia's progress to the door; she swung



round to stare at Caesar intently. "Silanus is not your enemy," she said stiffly.

That provoked a laugh, but it died quickly. "I do sometimes fancy a woman who
is not the wife of an enemy, Mater! And | think | fancy her just a little. Certainly |
must find out what she wants. Who knows? Maybe it's me."

"With Servilia, impossible to tell. She's enigmatic."”

"l was reminded a trifle of Cinnilla."

"Do not be misled by romantic sentiment, Caesar. There is no likeness
whatsoever between Servilia and your late wife." Her eyes misted. "Cinnilla was
the sweetest girl. At thirty-six, Servilia is no girl, and she's far from sweet. In fact,
I'd call her as cold and hard as a slab of marble."

"You don't like her?"

"l like her very well. But for what she is." This time Aurelia reached the door
before turning. "Dinner will be ready shortly. Are you eating here?"

His face softened. "How could | disappoint Julia by going anywhere today?" He
thought of something else, and said, "An odd boy, Brutus. Like oil on the surface,
but | suspect that somewhere inside is a very peculiar sort of iron. Julia seemed
rather proprietary about him. | wouldn't have thought he'd appeal to her."

"l doubt he does. But they're old friends." This time it was her face softened.
"Your daughter is extraordinarily kind. In which respect she takes after her
mother. There's no one else from whom she could have inherited that
characteristic."

As it was impossible for Servilia to walk slowly, she went home at her usual
brisk pace, Brutus still toiling to keep up, but without voicing a complaint; the
worst of the heat had gone out of the sun, and he was, besides, once more
immersed in hapless Thucydides. Julia was temporarily forgotten. So was Uncle
Cato.

Normally Servilia would have spoken to him occasionally, but today he may as
well not have been with her for all the notice she took of him. Her mind was fixed
on Gaius Julius Caesar. She had sat with a thousand worms crawling through
her jaw the moment she saw him, stunned, blasted, unable to move. How was it
that she had never seen him before? The smallness of their circle ought to have
guaranteed that they met. But she had never even set eyes on him! Oh, heard
about him—what Roman noblewoman hadn't? For most, the description of him



sent them running to find any ploy which might introduce him to them, but
Servilia was not a woman of that kind. She had simply dismissed him as another
Memmius or Catilina, someone who slew women with a smile and traded on that
fact. One look at Caesar was enough to tell her he was no Memmius, no Catilina.
Oh, he slew with a smile and traded on that fact—no argument there! But in him
was much more. Remote, aloof, unattainable. Easier now to understand why the
women he indulged with a brief affair pined away afterward, and wept, and
despaired. He gave them what he didn't value, but he never gave them himself.
Owning a quality of detachment, Servilia passed then to analysis of her
reaction to him. Why him, when for thirty-six years no man had really meant
more to her than security, social status? Of course she did have a penchant for
fair men. Brutus had been chosen for her; she met him first on her wedding day.
That he was very dark had been as big a disappointment as the rest of him
turned out to be. Silanus, a fair and strikingly handsome man, had been her own
choice. One which continued to satisfy her on a visual level, though in every
other respect he too had proven a sad disappointment. Not a strong man, from
his health to his intellect to his backbone. No wonder he hadn't managed to sire
any sons on her! Servilia believed wholeheartedly that the sex of her offspring
was entirely up to her, and her first night in Silanus's arms had made her resolve
that Brutus would remain an only son. That way, what was already a very
considerable fortune would be augmented by Silanus's very considerable fortune
too. A pity that it was beyond her power to secure a third and far greater fortune
for Brutus! Caesar forgotten because her son had intruded, Servilia's mind
dwelled with relish upon those fifteen thousand talents of gold her grandfather
Caepio the Consul had succeeded in stealing from a convoy in Narbonese Gaul
some thirty-seven years ago. More gold than the Roman Treasury held had
passed into Servilius Caepio's keeping, though it had long ago ceased to be
actual gold bullion. Instead it had been converted into property of all kinds:
industrial towns in Italian Gaul, vast wheatlands in Sicily and Africa Province,
apartment buildings from one end of the lItalian Peninsula to the other, and
sleeping partnerships in the business ventures senatorial rank forbade. When
Caepio the Consul died it all went to Servilia's father, and when he was killed
during the Italian War it went to her brother, the third to bear the name Quintus
Servilius Caepio during her lifetime. Oh yes, it had all gone to her brother



Caepio! Her Uncle Drusus had made sure he inherited, though Uncle Drusus had
known the truth. And what was the truth? That Servilia's brother Caepio was only
her half brother: in reality he was the first child her mother had borne to that
upstart Cato Salonianus, though at the time she had still been married to
Servilia's father. Who found himself with a cuckoo in the Servilius Caepio nest, a
tall, long-necked, red-haired cuckoo with a nose which proclaimed to all of Rome
whose child he was. Now that Caepio was a man of thirty, his true origins were
known to everyone in Rome who mattered. What a laugh! And what justice! The
Gold of Tolosa had passed in the end to a cuckoo in the Servilius Caepio nest.

Brutus winced, wrenched out of his preoccupation; his mother had ground her
teeth as she strode along, a hideous sound which caused all who heard it to
blanch and flee. But Brutus couldn't flee. All he could hope was that she ground
her teeth for some reason unconnected with him. So too hoped the slaves who
preceded her, rolling terrified eyes at each other as their hearts pattered and the
sweat suddenly poured off them.

None of this did Servilia so much as notice, her short and sturdy legs opening
and closing like the shears of Atropos as she stormed along. Wretched Caepio!
Well, it was too late for Brutus to inherit now. Caepio had married the daughter of
Hortensius the advocate, of one of Rome's oldest and most illustrious plebeian
families, and Hortensia was healthily pregnant with their first child. There would
be many more children; Caepio's fortune was so vast even a dozen sons couldn't
dent it. As for Caepio himself, he was as fit and strong as were all the Cato breed
of that ludicrous and disgraceful second marriage Cato the Censor had
contracted in his late seventies, to the daughter of his slave, Salonius. It had
happened a hundred years ago, and Rome at the time had fallen down laughing,
then proceeded to forgive the disgusting old lecher and admit his slave-offspring
into the ranks of the Famous Families. Of course Caepio might die in an
accident, as his blood father, Cato Salonianus, had done. Came the sound of
Servilia's teeth again: faint hope! Caepio had survived several wars unscathed,
though he was a brave man. No, it was bye-bye to the Gold of Tolosa. Brutus
would never inherit the things it had purchased. And that just wasn't fair! At least
Brutus was a genuine Servilius Caepio on his mother's side! Oh, if only Brutus
could inherit that third fortune, he would be richer than Pompeius Magnus and



Marcus Crassus combined!

Some few feet short of the Silanus front door both slaves bolted for it, pounded
on it, vanished the moment they scrambled inside. So that by the time Servilia
and her son were admitted, the atrium was deserted; the household knew
Servilia had ground her teeth. She therefore received no warning as to who
waited for her in her sitting room, just erupted through its entrance still
fulminating about Brutus's ill luck in the matter of the Gold of Tolosa. Her
outraged eyes fell upon none other than her half brother, Marcus Porcius Cato.
Brutus's much-beloved Uncle Cato.

He had adopted a new conceit, taken to wearing no tunic under his toga
because in the early days of the Republic no one had worn a tunic under his
toga. And, had Servilia's eyes been less filled with loathing of him, she might
have admitted that this startling and extraordinary fashion (which he could prevail
on no one to emulate) suited him. At twenty-five years of age he was at the peak
of his health and fitness, had lived hard and sparingly as an ordinary ranker
soldier during the war against Spartacus, and ate nothing rich, drank nothing
save water. Though his short and waving hair was a red-tinged chestnut and his
eyes were large and a light grey, his skin was smooth and tanned, so he
contrived to look wonderful in exposing all of the right side of his trunk from
shoulder to hip. A lean and hard and nicely hairless man, he had well-developed
pectoral muscles, a flat belly, and a right arm which produced sinewy bulges in
the proper places. The head on top of a very long neck was beautifully shaped,
and the mouth was distractingly lovely. In fact, had it not been for his amazing
nose, he might have rivaled Caesar or Memmius or Catilina for spectacular good
looks. But the nose reduced everything else to sheer insignificance, so
enormous, thin, sharp and beaked was it. A nose with a life of its own, so people
said, awed into worship.

"l was just about to go," Cato announced in a loud, harsh, unmusical voice.

"A pity you hadn't," said Servilia through her teeth (which she did not grind,
though she wanted to).

"Where's Marcus Junius? They said you took him with you."

"Brutus! Call him Brutus, like everyone else!"

"l do not approve of the change this past decade has brought to our names,"
he said, growing louder. "A man may have one or two or even three nicknames,



but tradition demands that he be referred to by his first and family names alone,
not by a nickname."

“Well, | for one am profoundly glad of the change, Cato! As for Brutus, he isn't
available to you."

"You think I'll give up," he went on, his tone now achieving its habitual
hectoring mode, "but | never will, Servilia. While there is life in me, I'll never give
up on anything. Your son is my blood nephew, and there is no man in his world.
Whether you like it or not, | intend to fulfill my duty to him."

"His stepfather is the paterfamilias, not you."

Cato laughed, a shrill whinny. "Decimus Junius is a poor puking ninny, no more
fit than a dying duck to have supervision of your boy!"

Few chinks in his enormously thick hide though Cato had, Servilia knew where
every one of them was. Aemilia Lepida, for example. How Cato had loved her
when he was eighteen! As silly as a Greek over a young boy. But all Aemilia
Lepida had been doing was using Cato to make Metellus Scipio come crawling.

Servilia said, apropos of nothing, "I saw Aemilia Lepida at Aurelia's today. How
well she looks! A real little wife and mother. She says she's more in love with
Metellus Scipio than ever."

The barb visibly lodged; Cato went white. "She used me as bait to get him
back," he said bitterly. "A typical woman—sly, deceitful, unprincipled."

"Is that how you think of your own wife?" asked Servilia with a broad smile,
eyes dancing.

"Atilia is my wife. If Aemilia Lepida had honored her promise and married me,
she would soon have found out that | tolerate no woman's tricks. Atilia does as
she's told and lives an exemplary life. | will permit nothing less than perfect
behavior."

"Poor Atilia! Would you order her killed if you smelled wine on her breath? The
Twelve Tables allow you to do so, and you're an ardent supporter of antique
laws."

‘Il am an ardent supporter of the old ways, the customs and traditions of
Rome's mos maiorum,"” he blared, the nose squeezing its nostrils until they
looked like blisters on either side of it. “My son, my daughter, she and | eat food
she has personally seen prepared, live in rooms she has personally seen tended,
and wear clothing she has personally spun, woven and sewn."



"Is that why you're so bare? What a drudge she must be!"

"Atilia lives an exemplary life," he repeated. "I do not condone farming the
children out to servants and nannies, so she has the full responsibility for a
three-year-old girl and a one-year-old boy. Atilia is fully occupied."

"As | said, she's a drudge. You can afford enough servants, Cato, and she
knows that. Instead, you pinch your purse and make her a servant. She won't
thank you." The thick white eyelids lifted, Servilia's ironic black gaze traveled
from his toes to his head. "One day, Cato, you might come home early and
discover that she's seeking a little extramarital solace. Who could blame her?
You'd look so pretty wearing horns on your head!"

But that shaft went wide; Cato simply looked smug. "Oh, no chance of that," he
said confidently. "Even in these inflated times | may not exceed my
great-grandfather's top price for a slave, but | assure you that | choose people
who fear me. | am scrupulously just—no servant worth his salt suffers under my
care!—but every servant belongs to me, and knows it."

"An idyllic domestic arrangement," said Servilia, smiling. "I must remember to
tell Aemilia Lepida what she's missing." She turned her shoulder, looking bored.
"Go away, Cato, do! You'll get Brutus over my dead body. We may not share the
same father—I thank the Gods for that mercy!—but we do share the same kind
of steel. And I, Cato, am far more intelligent than you." She managed to produce
a sound reminiscent of a cat's purr. "In fact, | am more intelligent by far than
either of my half brothers."

This third barb pierced him to the marrow. Cato stiffened, his beautiful hands
clenched into fists. "l can tolerate your malice when it's aimed at me, Servilia, but
not when your target is Caepio!" he roared. "That is an undeserved slur! Caepio
is your full brother, not my full brother! Oh, | wish he was my full brother! | love
him more than anyone else in the world! But | will not permit that slur, especially
coming from you!"

“Look in your mirror, Cato. All of Rome knows the truth."

"Our mother was part Rutilian—Caepio inherited his coloring from that side of
her family!"

"Rubbish! The Rutilians are sandy-fair, on the short side, and quite lacking the
nose of a Cato Salonianus." Servilia snorted contemptuously. "Like to like, Cato.
From the time of your birth, Caepio gave himself to you. You're peas from the



same pod, and you've stayed as thick as pea soup all your lives. Won't be
parted, never argue— Caepio is your full brother, not mine!"

Cato got up. "You're a wicked woman, Servilia."

She yawned ostentatiously. "You just lost the battle, Cato. Goodbye, and good
riddance.”

He flung his final word behind him as he left the room: "l will win in the end! |
always win!"

"Over my dead body you'll win! But you'll be dead before me."

After which she had to deal with another of the men in her life: her husband,
Decimus Junius Silanus, whom she had to admit Cato had summed up neatly as
a puking ninny. Whatever was the matter with his gut, he did have a tendency to
vomit, and he was inarguably a shy, resigned, rather characterless man. All of
his goods, she thought to herself as she watched him pick his way through
dinner, are on his countertop. He's just a pretty face, there's nothing behind. Yet
that is so obviously not true of another pretty face, the one belonging to Gaius
Julius Caesar. Caesar... | am fascinated with him, by him. For a moment there |
thought | was fascinating him too, but then | let my tongue run away with me, and
offended him. Why did | forget he's a Julian? Even a patrician Servilian like me
doesn't presume to arrange the life or the affairs of a Julian....

The two girls she had borne Silanus were at dinner, tormenting Brutus as usual
(they deemed Brutus a weed). Junia was a little younger than Caesar's Julia,
seven, and Junilla was almost six. Both were medium brown in coloring, and
extremely attractive; no fear they would displease their husbands! Very good
looks and fat dowries were an irresistible combination. They were, however,
already formally betrothed to the heirs of two great houses. Only Brutus was
uncommitted, though he had made his own choice very clear. Little Julia. How
odd he was, to have fallen in love with a child! Though she did not usually admit
it to herself, this evening she was in a mood for truth, and acknowledged that
Brutus was sometimes a puzzle to her. Why for instance did he persist in
fancying himself an intellectual? If he didn't pull himself out of that particular
slough, his public career would not prosper; unless like Caesar they also had
tremendous reputations as brave soldiers, or like Cicero had tremendous
reputations in the law courts, intellectuals were despised. Brutus wasn't vigorous
and swift and outgoing like either Caesar or Cicero. A good thing perhaps that he



would become Caesar's son-in-law. Some of that magical energy and charm
would rub off, had to rub off. Caesar ...

Who sent her a message the following day that he would be pleased to see her
privately in his rooms on the lower Vicus Patricii, two floors up in the apartment
building between the Fabricius dye works and the Suburan Baths. At the fourth
hour of day on the morrow, one Lucius Decumius would be waiting in the
ground-floor passage to conduct her upstairs.

Though Antistius Vetus's term as governor of Further Spain had been
extended, Caesar had not been honor-bound to remain there with him; Caesar
had not bothered to secure a personal appointment, just taken his chances of a
province in the lots. In one way it might have been enjoyable to linger in Further
Spain, but the post of quaestor was too junior to serve as the basis for a great
Forum reputation. Caesar was well aware that the next few years of his life must
be spent as much as possible in Rome: Rome must constantly see his face,
Rome must constantly hear his voice.

Because he had won the Civic Crown for outstanding valor at the age of
twenty, he had been admitted to the Senate ten years before the customary age
of thirty, and was allowed to speak inside that chamber from the very beginning
instead of existing under the law of silence until he was elected a magistrate of
higher rank than quaestor. Not that he had abused this extraordinary privilege;
Caesar was too shrewd to make himself a bore by adding himself to a list of
speakers already far too long. He didn't have to use oratory as a means of
attracting attention, as he carried a visible reminder of his near-unique position
on his person. Sulla's law stipulated that whenever he appeared on public
business, he must wear the Civic Crown of oak leaves upon his head. And
everyone at sight of him was obliged to rise and applaud him, even the most
venerable consulars and censors. It set him apart and above, two states of being
he liked very much. Others might cultivate as many influential intimates as they
could; Caesar preferred to walk alone. Oh, a man had to have hordes of clients,
be known as a patron of tremendous distinction. But rising to the top—he was
determined he would!—by bonding himself to a clique was not a part of Caesar's
plans. Cliques controlled their members.

There were the boni, for example: the "good men." Of all the many factions in



the Senate, they had the most clout. They could often dominate the elections,
staff the major courts, cry loudest in the Assemblies. Yet the boni stood for
nothing! The most one could say about them was that the only thing they had in
common with each other was a rooted dislike of change. Whereas Caesar
approved of change. There were so many things screaming out for alteration,
amendment, abolition! Indeed, if service in Further Spain had shown Caesar
anything, it was that change had to come. Gubernatorial corruption and rapacity
would kill the empire unless they were curbed; and that was only one change
among the many he wanted to see. Wanted to implement. Every aspect of Rome
desperately needed attention, regulation. Yet the boni traditionally and adamantly
opposed change of the most minor kind. Not Caesar's sort of people. Nor was
Caesar popular with them; their exquisitely sensitive noses had sniffed out the
radical in Caesar a long time ago.

In fact, there was only one sure road to where Caesar was going: the road of
military command. Yet before he could legally general one of Rome's armies he
would have to rise at least as high as praetor, and to secure election as one of
these eight men who supervised the courts and system of justice required that
the next six years be spent inside the city. Canvassing, electioneering, struggling
to cope with the chaotic political scene. Keeping his person at the forefront of his
world, gathering influence, power, clients, knight supporters from the commercial
sphere, followers of all sorts. As himself and solely for himself, not as one of the
boni or any other group which insisted its members think alike—or preferably not
bother to think at all.

Though Caesar's ambition extended beyond leading his own faction; he
wanted to become an institution called the First Man in Rome. Primus inter
pares, the first among his equals, all things to all men, owning the most
auctoritas, the most dignitas; the First Man in Rome was clout personified.
Whatever he said was listened to, and no one could pull him down because he
was neither King nor Dictator; he held his position by sheer personal power, was
what he was through no office, no army at his back. Old Gaius Marius had done
it the hard way, by conquering the Germans, for he had owned no ancestors to
tell men he deserved to be the First Man in Rome. Sulla had the ancestors, but
did not earn the title because he made himself Dictator. Simply, he was Sulla—
great aristocrat, autocrat, winner of the awesome Grass Crown, undefeated



general. A military legend hatched in the political arena, that was the First Man in
Rome.

Therefore the man who would be the First Man in Rome could not belong to a
faction; he had to create a faction, stand forth in the Forum Romanum as no
one's minion, yet a most fearsome ally. In this Rome of today, being a patrician
made it easier, and Caesar was a patrician. His remote ancestors had been
members of the Senate when it had consisted of a mere hundred men who
advised the King of Rome. Before Rome so much as existed, his ancestors had
been kings themselves, of Alba Longa on the Alban Mount. And before that, his
thirty-nine times great-grandmother was the Goddess Venus herself; she had
borne Aeneas, King of Dardania, who had sailed to Latin Italia and set up a new
kingdom in what would one day be the home domain of Rome. To come from
such stellar stock predisposed people to look to a man as leader of their faction;
Romans liked men with ancestors, and the more august the ancestors were, the
better a man's chances to create his own faction.

Thus it was that Caesar understood what he had to do between now and the
consulship, nine years away. He had to predispose men to look upon him as
worthy to become the First Man in Rome. Which didn't mean conciliating his
peers; it meant dominating those who were not his peers. His peers would fear
him and hate him, as they did all who aspired to be called the First Man in Rome.
His peers would fight his ambition tooth and nail, stop at nothing to bring him
down before he was too powerful ever to bring down. That was why they loathed
Pompey the Great, who fancied himself the present First Man in Rome. Well, he
wouldn't last. The title belonged to Caesar, and nothing, animate or inanimate,
would stop his taking it. He knew that because he knew himself.

At dawn on the day after he arrived home, it was gratifying to discover that a
tidy little band of clients had presented themselves to pay him their compliments;
his reception room was full of them, and Eutychus the steward was beaming all
over his fat face at sight of them. So too was old Lucius Decumius beaming,
chirpy and angular as a cricket, hopping eagerly from foot to foot when Caesar
emerged from his private rooms.

A kiss on the mouth for Lucius Decumius, much to the awe of many who
witnessed their meeting.



"l missed you more than anyone except Julia, dad," said Caesar, enfolding
Lucius Decumius in a huge hug.

"Rome are not the same without you either, Pavo!" was the reply, and using
the old nickname of Peacock he had given Caesar when Caesar had been a
toddler.

"You never seem to get any older, dad."

That was true. No one really knew what age Lucius Decumius actually owned,
though it had to be closer to seventy than sixty. He would probably live forever.
Of the Fourth Class only and the urban tribe Suburana, he would never be
important enough to have a vote which counted in any Assembly, yet Lucius
Decumius was a man of great influence and power in certain circles. He was the
custodian of the crossroads college which had its headquarters in Aurelia' s
insula, and every man who lived in the neighborhood, no matter how high his
Class, was obliged to pay his respects at least from time to time inside what was
as much a tavern as a religious meeting place. As custodian of his college,
Lucius Decumius wielded authority; he had also managed to accumulate
considerable wealth due to many nefarious activities, and was not averse to
lending it at very reasonable rates of interest to those who might one day be able
to serve Lucius Decumius's ends— or the ends of his patron, Caesar. Caesar
whom he loved more than either of his two stout sons, Caesar who had shared
some of his questionable adventures when a boy, Caesar, Caesar...

"Got your rooms down the road all ready for you," said the old man, grinning
broadly. "New bed—uvery nice."

The rather icy pale-blue eyes lit up; Caesar returned the grin together with a
wink. "I'll sample it before | pass my personal verdict on that, dad. Which reminds
me— would you take a message to the wife of Decimus Junius Silanus?"

Lucius Decumius frowned. "Servilia?"

"l see the lady is famous."

"Couldn't not be. She's a hard woman on her slaves."

"How do you know that? | imagine her slaves frequent a crossroads college on
the Palatine."

"Word gets round, word gets round! She's not above ordering crucifixion when
she thinks they needs a lesson. Has it done in the garden under all eyes. Mind
you, she do have 'em flogged first, so they don't last long once they're tied up on



a cross."

"That's thoughtful of her," said Caesar, and proceeded to relay the message for
Servilia. He did not make the mistake of thinking that Lucius Decumius was
trying to warn him against getting involved with her, nor had the presumption to
criticize his taste; Lucius Decumius was simply doing his duty and passing on
relevant information.

Food mattered little to Caesar—no gourmet, and certainly not of the Epicurean
persuasion—so as he passed from client to client he chewed absently on a
bread roll crisp and fresh from Aurelia's baker down the road, and drank a beaker
of water. Aware of Caesar's open-handedness, his steward had already gone the
rounds with platters of the same rolls, watered wine for those who preferred it to
plain water, little bowls of oil or honey for dipping. How splendid to see Caesar's
clientele increasing!

Some had come for no other reason than to show him they were his to
command, but others had come for a specific purpose: a reference for a job they
wanted, a position for a properly schooled son in some Treasury or Archives slot,
or what did Caesar think of this offer for a daughter, or that offer for a piece of
land? A few were there to ask for money, and they too were obliged with ready
cheerfulness, as if Caesar's purse was as deep as Marcus Crassus's when in
actual fact it was extremely shallow.

Most of the clients departed once the courtesies had been exchanged and
some conversation had passed. Those who remained needed a few lines of
writing from him, and waited while he sat at his desk dispensing papers. With the
result that more than four of the lengthening spring hours had passed before the
last of the visitors left, and the rest of the day belonged to Caesar. They had not
gone far, of course; when he came out of his apartment an hour later, having
dealt with his more pressing correspondence, they attached themselves to him to
escort him wherever his business might lead him. A man with clients had to show
them off publicly!

Unfortunately no one of significance was present in the Forum Romanum when
Caesar and his retinue arrived at the bottom of the Argiletum and walked
between the Basilica Aemilia and the steps of the Curia Hostilia. And there it lay,
the absolute center of the entire Roman world: the lower Forum Romanum, a
space liberally sprinkled with objects of reverence or antiquity or utility. Some



fifteen months since he had seen it. Not that it had changed. It never did.

The Well of the Comitia yawned in front of him, a deceptively small circular tier
of broad steps leading down below ground level, the structure in which both
Plebeian and Popular Assemblies met. When jam-packed it could hold about
three thousand men. In its back wall, facing the side of the Curia Hostilia steps,
was the rostra, from which the politicians addressed the crowd clustered in the
Well below. And there was the venerably ancient Curia Hostilia itself, home of
the Senate through all the centuries since King Tullus Hostilius had built it, too
tiny for Sulla's larger enrollment, looking shabby despite the wonderful mural on
its side. The Pool of Curtius, the sacred trees, Scipio Africanus atop his tall
column, the beaks of captured ships mounted on more columns, statues galore
on imposing plinths glaring furiously like old Appius Claudius the Blind or looking
smugly serene like wily and brilliant old Scaurus Princeps Senatus. The
flagstones of the Sacra Via were more worn than the travertine paving around it
(Sulla had replaced the paving, but the mos maiorum forbade any improvement
in the road). On the far side of the open space cluttered by two or three tribunals
stood the two dowdy basilicae Opimia and Sempronia, with the glorious temple
of Castor and Pollux to their left. How meetings and courts and Assemblies
managed to occur between so many groups of impedimenta was a mystery, but
they did—always had, always would.

To the north there reared the bulk of the Capitol, one hump higher than its twin,
an absolute confusion of temples with gaudily painted pillars, pediments, gilded
statues atop orange-tiled roofs. Jupiter Optimus Maximus's new home (the old
one had burned down some years earlier) was still a-building, Caesar noted with
a frown; Catulus was definitely a tardy custodian of the process, never in enough
of a hurry. But Sulla's enormous Tabularium was now well and truly finished,
filling in the whole front-central side of the mount with arcaded storeys and
galleries designed to house all of Rome's archives, laws, accounts. And at the
bottom of the Capitol were other public premises—the temple of Concord, and
next to it the little old Senaculum, in which foreign delegations were received by
the Senate.

In the far corner beyond the Senaculum, dividing the Vicus lugarius from the
Clivus Capitolinus, lay Caesar's destination. This was the temple of Saturn, very
old and large and severely Doric except for the garish colors bedaubing its



wooden walls and pillars, home of an ancient statue of the God that had to be
kept filled with oil and swaddled with cloth to prevent its disintegration. Also—
and more germane to Caesar's purpose—it was the home of the Treasury of
Rome.

The temple itself was mounted atop a podium twenty steps high, a stone
infrastructure within which lay a labyrinth of corridors and rooms. Part of it was a
repository for laws once they had been engraved on stone or bronze, as Rome's
largely unwritten constitution demanded that all laws be deposited there; but time
and the plethora of tablets now dictated that a new law be whisked in one
entrance and out another for storage elsewhere.

By far the bulk of the space belonged to the Treasury. Here in strong rooms
behind great internal iron doors lay Rome's tangible wealth as bullion—ingots of
gold and silver amounting to many thousands of talents. Here in dingy offices lit
by flickering oil lamps and grilles high in the outside walls there worked the
nucleus of the civil servants who kept Rome's public account books, from those
senior enough to qualify as tribuni aerarii to humble ledger-enterers and even
humbler public slaves who swept the dusty floors but usually contrived to ignore
the cobwebs festooning the walls.

Growth of Rome's provinces and profits had long rendered Saturn too small for
its fiscal purpose, but Romans were loath to give up anything once designated as
a place for some governmental enterprise, so Saturn floundered on as the
Treasury. Subhoards of coined money and bullion had been relegated to other
vaults beneath other temples, the accounts belonging to years other than the
current one had been banished to Sulla's Tabularium, and as a consequence
Treasury officials and underlings had proliferated. Another Roman anathema,
civil servants, but the Treasury was, after all, the Treasury; the public moneys
had to be properly planted, cultivated and harvested, even if that did mean
abhorrently big numbers of public employees.

While his entourage hung back to watch bright-eyed and proud, Caesar strolled
up to the great carved door in the side wall of Saturn's podium. He was clad in
spotless white toga with the broad purple stripe of the senator on the right
shoulder of his tunic, and he wore a chaplet of oak leaves around his head
because this was a public occasion and he had to wear his Civic Crown on all
public occasions. Whereas another man might have gestured to an attendant to



ply the knocker, Caesar did that himself, then waited until the door opened
cautiously and a head appeared around it.

"Gaius Julius Caesar, quaestor of the province of Further Spain under the
governorship of Gaius Antistius Vetus, wishes to present the accounts of his
province, as law and custom demand," said Caesar in a level voice.

He was admitted, and the door closed behind him; all the clients remained
outside in the fresh air.

"l believe you only got in yesterday, is that right?" asked Marcus Vibius,
Treasury chief, when Caesar was conducted into his gloomy office.

"Yes."

"There isn't any hurry about these things, you know."

"As far as I'm concerned there is. My duty as quaestor is not ended until | have
presented my accounts."

Vibius blinked. "Then by all means present them!"

Out from the sinus of Caesar's toga came seven scrolls, each one sealed
twice, once with Caesar's ring and once with Antistius Vetus's ring. When Vibius
went to break the seals on the first scroll, Caesar stopped him.

"What is it, Gaius Julius?"

"There are no witnesses present.”

Vibius blinked again. "Oh well, we don't usually worry too much about trifles
like that," he said easily, and picked up the scroll with a wry smile.

Caesar's hand came out, wrapped itself around Vibius's wrist. "l suggest you
commence to worry about trifles like that," said Caesar pleasantly. "These are
the official accounts of my quaestorship in Further Spain, and | require witnesses
throughout my presentation. If the time isn't convenient to produce witnesses,
then give me a time which is convenient, and | will come back."

The atmosphere inside the room changed, became frostier. "Of course, Gaius
Julius."

But the first four witnesses were not to Caesar's taste, and it was only after
some twelve had been inspected that four were found who did suit Caesar's
taste. The interview then proceeded with a speed and cleverness which had
Marcus Vibius gasping, for he was not used to quaestors with a grasp of
accounting, nor to a memory so good it enabled its owner to reel off whole
screeds of data without consultation of written material. And by the time that



Caesar was done, Vibius was sweating.

"l can honestly say that | have rarely, if ever, seen a quaestor present his
accounts so well," Vibius admitted, and wiped his brow. "All is in order, Gaius
Julius. In fact, Further Spain ought to give you a vote of thanks for sorting out so
many messes." This was said with a conciliatory smile; Vibius was beginning to
understand that this haughty fellow intended to be consul, so it behooved him to
flatter.

"If all is in order, | will have an official paper from you to say so. Witnessed."

"l was about to do it."

"Excellent!" said Caesar heartily.

"And when will the moneys arrive?" asked Vibius as he ushered his
uncomfortable visitor out.

Caesar shrugged. “That is not in my province to control. | imagine the governor
will wait to bring all the moneys with him at the end of his term."

A tinge of bitterness crept into Vibius's face. "And isn't that typical?" he
exclaimed rhetorically. "What ought to be Rome's this year will remain Antistius
Vetus's for long enough for him to have turned it over as an investment in his
name, and profited from it."

"That is quite legal, and not my business to criticize," said Caesar gently,
screwing up his eyes as he emerged into bright Forum sunshine.

"Ave, Gaius Julius!" snapped Vibius, and shut the door.

During the hour that this interview had consumed, the lower Forum had filled
up a little, people scurrying about to complete their tasks before midafternoon
and dinnertime arrived. And among the fresh faces, noted Caesar with an inward
sigh, was that belonging to Marcus Calpurnius Bibulus, whom he had once lifted
effortlessly and put on top of a lofty cupboard in front of six of his peers. Then
apostrophized as a flea. Not without reason! They had taken but one look at
each other and detested each other; it did happen that way from time to time.
Bibulus had offered him the kind of insult which called for physical retaliation,
secure because his diminutive size prevented Caesar's hitting him. He had
implied that Caesar obtained a magnificent fleet from old King Nicomedes of
Bithynia by prostituting himself to the King. In other circumstances Caesar might
not have let his temper slip, but it had happened almost immediately after the
general Lucullus had implied the same thing. Twice was once too many; up went



Bibulus onto the cupboard, with some pungent words accompanying him. And
that had been the start of almost a year living in the same quarters as Bibulus
while Rome in the person of Lucullus showed the city of Mitylene in Lesbos that it
could not defy its suzerain. The lines had been divided. Bibulus was an enemy.

He hadn't changed in the ten years which had elapsed since then, thought
Caesar as the new group approached, Bibulus in its forefront. The other branch
of the Famous Family Calpurnius, cognominated Piso, was filled with some of
Rome's tallest fellows; yet the branch cognominated Bibulus (it meant
spongelike, in the sense of soaking up wine) was physically opposite. No
member of the Roman nobility would have had any difficulty in deciding which
Famous Family branch Bibulus belonged to. He wasn't merely small, he was tiny,
and possessed of a face so fair it was bleak—jutting cheekbones, colorless hair,
invisible brows, a pair of silver-grey eyes. Not unattractive, but daunting.

Clients excluded, Bibulus was not alone; he was walking side by side with an
extraordinary man who wore no tunic under his toga. Young Cato, from the
coloring and the nose. Well, that friendship made sense. Bibulus was married to
a Domitia who was the first cousin of Cato's brother-in-law, Lucius Domitius
Ahenobarbus. Odd how all the obnoxious ones stuck together, even in marriage.
And as Bibulus was a member of the boni, no doubt that meant Cato was too.

"In search of a little shade, Bibulus?" asked Caesar sweetly as they met, his
eyes traveling from his old enemy to his very tall companion, who thanks to the
position of the sun and the group did actually cast his shadow across Bibulus.

"Cato will put all of us in the shade before he's done” was the reply, uttered
coldly.

"The nose will be a help in that respect,” said Caesar.

Cato patted his most prominent feature affectionately, not at all put out, but not
amused either; wit escaped him. "No one will ever mistake my statues for anyone
else's," he said.

"That is true." Caesar looked at Bibulus. "Planning to run for any office this
year?" he asked.

"Not I!"

"And you, Marcus Cato?"

"Tribune of the soldiers," said Cato tersely.

"You'll do well. | hear that you won a large collection of decorations as a soldier



in Poplicola's army against Spartacus."

"That's right, he did!" snapped Bibulus. "Not everyone in Poplicola's army was
a coward!"

Caesar's fair brows lifted. "l didn't say that."

"You didn't have to. You chose Crassus to campaign with."

"l had no choice in the matter, any more than Marcus Cato will have a choice
when he's elected a tribune of the soldiers. As military magistrates, we go where
Romulus sends us."

Whereupon the conversation foundered and would have ceased except for the
arrival of another pair far more congenial to Caesar at least: Appius Claudius
Pulcher and Marcus Tullius Cicero.

"Barely here, | see, Cato!" said Cicero merrily.

Bibulus had had enough, and took himself and Cato off.

"Remarkable," said Caesar, watching the diminishing Cato. "Why no tunic?"

"He says it's part of the mos maiorum, and he's trying to persuade all of us to
go back to the old ways," said Appius Claudius, a typical member of his family,
being a dark and medium-sized man of considerable good looks. He patted
Cicero's midriff and grinned. "All right for fellows like himself and Caesar, but |
can't think exposure of your hide would impress a jury," he said to Cicero.

"Pure affectation," said Cicero. "He'll grow out of it." The dark, immensely
intelligent eyes rested on Caesar and danced. "Mind you, | remember when your
sartorial affectations upset a few of the boni, Caesar. Those purple borders on
your long sleeves?"

Caesar laughed. "l was bored, and it seemed like something bound to irritate
Catulus at the time."

"It did, it did! As leader of the boni, Catulus fancies himself the custodian of
Rome's customs and traditions."

"Speaking of Catulus, when does he plan to finish Jupiter Optimus Maximus? |
can't see any progress at all."

"Oh, it was dedicated a year ago," said Cicero. "As to when it can be used—
who knows? Sulla did leave the poor fellow in severe financial difficulties over the
job, you know that. Most of the money he has to find out of his own purse."

"He can afford it, he sat comfortably in Rome making money out of Cinna and
Carbo while Sulla was in exile. Giving Catulus the job of rebuilding Jupiter



Optimus Maximus was Sulla's revenge."
"Ah, yes! Sulla's revenges are still famous, though he's been dead ten years."
"He was the First Man in Rome," said Caesar.
"And now we have Pompeius Magnus claiming the title," said Appius Claudius,
his contempt showing.

What Caesar might have said in answer to this was not said, for Cicero spoke.
"I'm glad you're back in Rome, Caesar. Hortensius is getting a bit long in the
tooth, hasn't been quite the same since | beat him in the Verres case, so | can do

with some decent competition in the courts."

"Long in the tooth at forty-seven?" asked Caesar.

"He lives high," said Appius Claudius.

"So do they all in that circle."

"l wouldn't call Lucullus a high liver at the moment.”

"That's right, you're not long back from service with him in the East," said
Caesar, preparing to depart by inclining his head toward his retinue.

"And glad to be out of it," said Appius Claudius with feeling. He snorted a
chuckle. "However, | sent Lucullus a replacement!”

"A replacement?”

"My little brother, Publius Clodius."

"Oh, that will please him!" said Caesar, laughing too.

And so Caesar left the Forum somewhat more comfortable with the thought
that the next few years would be spent here in Rome. It wouldn't be easy, and
that pleased him. Catulus, Bibulus and the rest of the boni would make sure he
suffered. But there were friends too; Appius Claudius wasn't tied to a faction, and
as a patrician he would favor a fellow patrician.

But what about Cicero? Since his brilliance and innovation had sent Gaius
Verres into permanent exile, everyone knew Cicero, who labored under the
extreme disadvantage of having no ancestors worth speaking of. A homo novus,
a New Man. The first of his respectable rural family to sit in the Senate. He came
from the same district as Marius had, and was related to him; but some flaw in
his nature had blinded him to the fact that outside of the Senate, most of Rome
still worshiped the memory of Gaius Marius. So Cicero refused to trade on that
relationship, shunned all mention of his origins in Arpinum, and spent his days



trying to pretend that he was a Roman of the Romans. He even had the wax
masks of many ancestors in his atrium, but they belonged to the family of his
wife, Terentia; like Gaius Marius, he had married into the highest nobility and
counted on Terentia's connections to ease him into the consulship.

The best way to describe him was as a social climber, something his relative
Gaius Marius had never been. Marius had married the older sister of Caesar's
father, Caesar's beloved Aunt Julia, and for the same reasons Cicero had
married his ugly Terentia. Yet to Marius the consulship had been a way to secure
a great military command, nothing else. Whereas Cicero saw the consulship
itself as the height of his ambitions. Marius had wanted to be the First Man in
Rome. Cicero just wanted to belong by right to the highest nobility in the land.
Oh, he would succeed! In the law courts he had no peer, which meant he had
built up a formidable group of grateful villains who wielded colossal influence in
the Senate. Not to mention that he was Rome's greatest orator, which meant he
was sought after by other men of colossal influence to speak on their behalf.

No snob, Caesar was happy to accept Cicero for his own merits, and hoped to
woo him into that Caesar faction. The trouble was that Cicero was an incurable
vacillator; that immense mind saw so many potential hazards that in the end he
was likely to let timidity make his decisions for him. And to a man like Caesar,
who had never let fear conquer his instincts, timidity was the worst of all masters.
Having Cicero on his side would make political life easier for Caesar. But would
Cicero see the advantages allegiance would bring him? That was on the lap of
the Gods.

Cicero was besides a poor man, and Caesar didn't have the money to buy him.
His only source of income aside from his family lands in Arpinum was his wife;
Terentia was extremely wealthy. Unfortunately she also controlled her own
funds, and refused to indulge Cicero's taste for artworks and country villas. Oh,
for money! It removed so many difficulties, especially for a man who wanted to
be the First Man in Rome. Look at Pompey the Great, master of untold wealth.
He bought adherents. Whereas Caesar for all his illustrious ancestry did not have
the money to buy adherents or votes. In that respect, he and Cicero were two of
a kind. Money. If anything could defeat him, thought Caesar, it was lack of
money.



On the following morning Caesar dismissed his clients after the dawn ritual and
walked alone down the Vicus Patricii to the suite of rooms he rented in a tall
insula located between the Fabricius dye works and the Suburan Baths. This had
become his bolt-hole after he returned from the war against Spartacus, when the
living presence of mother and wife and daughter within his own home had
sometimes rendered it so overpoweringly feminine that it proved intolerable.
Everyone in Rome was used to noise, even those who dwelled in spacious
houses upon the Palatine and Carinae—slaves shouted, sang, laughed and
squabbled as they went about their work, and babies howled, small children
screamed, womenfolk chattered incessantly when they weren't intruding to nag
or complain. Such a normal situation that it scarcely impinged upon most men at
the head of a household. But in that respect Caesar chafed, for in him resided a
genuine liking for solitude as well as little patience for what he regarded as trivia.
Being a true Roman, he had not attempted to reorganize his domestic
environment by forbidding noise and feminine intrusions, but rather avoided them
by giving himself a bolt-hole.

He liked beautiful objects, so the three rooms he rented on the second floor of
this insula belied their location. His only real friend, Marcus Licinius Crassus, was
an incurable acquisitor of estates and properties, and for once Crassus had
succumbed to a generous impulse, sold Caesar very cheaply sufficient mosaic
flooring to cover the two rooms Caesar himself used. When he had bought the
house of Marcus Livius Drusus, Crassus had rather despised the floor's antiquity;
but Caesar's taste was unerring, he knew nothing so good had been produced in
fifty years. Similarly, Crassus had been pleased to use Caesar's apartment as
practice for the squads of unskilled slaves he (very profitably) trained in prized
and costly trades like plastering walls, picking out moldings and pilasters with gilt,
and painting frescoes.

Thus when Caesar entered this apartment he heaved a sigh of sheer
satisfaction as he gazed around the perfections of study-cum-reception-room
and bedroom. Good, good! Lucius Decumius had followed his instructions to the
letter and arranged several new items of furniture exactly where Caesar had
wanted. They had been found in Further Spain and shipped to Rome ahead of
time: a glossy console table carved out of reddish marble with lion's feet legs, a
gilded couch covered in Tyrian purple tapestry, two splendid chairs. There, he



noted with amusement, was the new bed Lucius Decumius had mentioned, a
commodious structure in ebony and gilt with a Tyrian purple spread. Who could
guess, looking at Lucius Decumius, that his taste was quite up there with
Caesar's?

The owner of this establishment didn't bother checking the third room, which
was really a section of the balcony rimming the interior light well. Either end of it
had been walled off for privacy from the neighbors, and the light well itself was
heavily shuttered, allowing air but forbidding prying eyes any sight of its interior.
Herein the service arrangements were located, from a man-sized bronze bath to
a cistern storing water to a chamber pot. There were no cooking facilities and
Caesar did not employ a servant who lived in the apartment. Cleaning was in the
care of Aurelia's servants, whom Eutychus sent down regularly to empty the bath
water and keep the cistern filled, the chamber pot sweet, the linen washed, the
floors swept, and every other surface dusted.

Lucius Decumius was already there, perched on the couch, his legs swinging
clear of the exquisitely colored merman on the floor, his eyes upon a scroll he
held between his hands.

"Making sure the College accounts are in order for the urban praetor's audit?"
asked Caesar, closing the door.

"Something like that," Lucius Decumius answered, letting the scroll fly shut with
a snap.

Caesar crossed to consult the cylinder of a water clock. "According to this little
beast, it's time to go downstairs, dad. Perhaps she won't be punctual, especially
if Silanus has no love of chronometers, but somehow the lady didn't strike me as
a person who ignores the passage of time."

"You won't want me here, Pavo, so I'll just shove her in the door and go home,"
said Lucius Decumius, exiting promptly.

Caesar seated himself at his desk to write a letter to Queen Oradaltis in
Bithynia, but though he wrote as expeditiously as he did everything else, he had
not done more than put paper in front of him when the door opened and Servilia
entered. His assessment was right: she was not a lady who ignored time.

Rising, he went round the desk to greet her, intrigued when she extended her
hand the way a man would. He shook it with exactly the courteous pressure such
small bones demanded, but as he would have shaken a man's hand. There was



a chair ready at his desk, though before she arrived he had not been sure
whether to conduct this interview across a desk or more cozily ensconced in
closer proximity. His mother had been right: Servilia was not easy to read. So he
ushered her to the chair opposite, then returned to his own. Hands clasped
loosely on the desk in front of him, he looked at her solemnly.

Well preserved if she was nearing thirty-seven years of age, he decided, and
elegantly dressed in a vermilion robe whose color skated perilously close to the
flame of a prostitute's toga and yet contrived to appear unimpeachably
respectable. Yes, she was clever! Thick and so black its highlights shone more
blue than red, her hair was pulled back from a center parting to meet a separate
wing covering the upper tip of each ear, the whole then knotted into a bun on the
nape of her neck. Unusual, but again respectable. A small, somewhat pursed
mouth, good clear white skin, heavily lidded black eyes fringed with long and
curling black lashes, brows he suspected she plucked heavily, and—most
interesting of all—a slight sagging in the muscles of her right cheek that he had
also noticed in the son, Brutus.

Time to break the silence, since it appeared she was not about to do so. "How
may | help you, domina?” he asked formally.

“Decimus Silanus is our paterfamilias, Gaius Julius, but there are certain things
pertaining to the affairs of my late first husband, Marcus Junius Brutus, that |
prefer to deal with myself. My present husband is not a well man, so | try to spare
him extra burdens. It is important that you do not misunderstand my actions,
which may seem on the surface to usurp duties more normally in the sphere of
the paterfamilias,” she said with even greater formality.

The expression of aloof interest his face had displayed since he sat down did
not change; Caesar merely leaned back a little in his chair. "l will not
misunderstand,” he said.

Impossible to say she relaxed at that, for she had not seemed from the
moment of her entry to be anything other than relaxed. Yet a more assured tinge
crept into her wariness; it looked at him out of her eyes. "You met my son,
Marcus Junius Brutus, the day before yesterday," she said.

"A nice boy."

"l think so, yes."

"Still technically a child."



"For some few months yet. This matter concerns him, and he insists it will not
wait." A faint smile touched the left corner of her mouth, which seemed from
watching her speak to be more mobile than the right corner. "Youth is
impetuous."

"He didn't seem impetuous to me," said Caesar.

"Nor is he in most things."

"So | am to gather that your errand is on behalf of something young Marcus
Junius Brutus wants?"

"That is correct."

"Well," said Caesar, exhaling deeply, "having established the proper protocol,
perhaps you'll tell me what he wants."

"He wishes to espouse your daughter, Julia."

Masterly self-control! applauded Servilia, unable to detect any reaction in eyes,
face, body.

"She's only eight," said Caesar.

“And he not yet officially a man. However, he wishes it."

"He may change his mind."

"So | told him. But he assures me he will not, and he ended in convincing me of
his sincerity."

"I'm not sure | want to betroth Julia yet."

"Whyever not? My own daughters are both contracted already, and they are
younger than Julia."

"Julia's dowry is very small."

"No news to me, Gaius Julius. However, my son's fortune is large. He doesn't
need a wealthy bride. His own father left him extremely well provided for, and he
is Silanus's heir too."

"You may yet have a son to Silanus."

"Possibly."

"But not probably, en?"

"Silanus throws daughters."

Caesar leaned forward again, still appearing detached. "Tell me why | should
agree to the match, Servilia."

Her brows rose. “I should have thought that was self-evident! How could Julia
look higher for a husband? On my side Brutus is a patrician Servilius, on his



father's side he goes back to Lucius Junius Brutus, the founder of the Republic.
All of which you know. His fortune is splendid, his political career will certainly
carry him to the consulship, and he may well end in being censor now that the
censorship is restored. There is a blood relationship through the Rutilii as well as
through both the Servilii Caepiones and the Livii Drusi. There is also amicitia
through Brutus's grandfather's devotion to your uncle by marriage, Gaius Marius.
| am aware that you are closely related to Sulla's family, but neither my own
family nor my husband had any quarrel with Sulla. Your own dichotomy between
Marius and Sulla is more pronounced than any Brutus can lay claim to."

"Oh, you argue like an advocate!" said Caesar appreciatively, and finally
smiled.

"l will take that as a compliment.”

"You should."

Caesar got up and walked round the desk, held out his hand to help her rise.

"Am | to have no answer, Gaius Julius?"

"You will have an answer, but not today."

"When, then?" she asked, walking to the door.

A faint but alluring perfume came stealing from her as she preceded Caesar,
who was about to tell her he would give her his answer after the elections when
he suddenly noticed something that fascinated him into wanting to see her again
sooner than that. Though she was irreproachably covered up as her class and
status demanded, the back of her robe had sagged to expose the skin over neck
and spine to the middle of her shoulder blades, and there like a finely feathered
track a central growth of black fuzz traveled down from her head to disappear
into the depths of her clothing. It looked silky rather than coarse and lay flat
against her white skin, but it was not lying as it was intended to lie because
whoever had dried her back after her bath hadn't cared enough to smooth it
carefully into a crest along the well-padded knobs of her spine. How it cried out
for that small attention!

"Come back tomorrow, if that is convenient," said Caesar, reaching past her to
open the door.

No attendant waited on the minute stair landing, so he walked her down two
flights to the vestibule. But when he would have taken her outside, she stopped
him.



"Thank you, Gaius Julius, this far will do," she said.

"You're sure? It's not the best neighborhood."

"l have an escort. Until tomorrow, then."

Back up the stairs to the last lingering tendrils of that subtle perfume and a
feeling that somehow the room was emptier than it had ever been. Servilia... She
was deep and every layer was differently hard, iron and marble and basalt and
adamas. Not at all nice. Not feminine, either, despite those large and shapely
breasts. It might prove disastrous to turn one's back on her, for in his fancy she
had two faces like Janus, one to see where she was going and one to see who
followed behind. A total monster. Little wonder everyone said Silanus looked
sicker and sicker. No paterfamilias would intercede for Brutus; she hadn't needed
to explain that to him. Clearly Servilia managed her own affairs, including her
son, no matter what the law said. So was betrothal to Julia her idea, or did it
indeed stem from Brutus? Aurelia might know. He would go home and ask her.

And home he went, still thinking about Servilia, what it would be like to regulate
and discipline that thin line of black fuzz down her back.

"Mater," he said, erupting into her office, "I need an urgent consultation, so stop
what you're doing and come into my study!"

Down went Aurelia's pen; she stared at Caesar in amazement. "It's rent day,"
she said.

"l don't care if it's quarter day."

He was gone before he had quite finished that short sentence, leaving Aurelia
to abandon her accounts in a state of shock. Not like Caesar! What had gotten
into him?

“Well?" she asked, stalking into his tablinum to find him standing with his hands
behind his back and rocking from heels to toes and back again. His toga lay in a
massive heap on the floor, so she bent to pick it up, then tossed it out the door
into the dining room before shutting herself in.

For a moment he acted as if she hadn't yet arrived, then started, glanced at her
in mingled amusement and— exhilaration? before moving to seat her in the chair
she always used.

"My dear Caesar, can't you stay still, even if you can't sit down? You look like
an alley cat with the wind in its tail."

That struck him as exquisitely funny; he roared with laughter. "l probably feel



like an alley cat with the wind in its tail!"

Rent day disappeared; Aurelia realized from what interview with whom Caesar
must just have emerged. "Oho! Servilia!"

"Servilia," he echoed, and sat down, suddenly recovering from that fizzing state
of exaltation.

"In love, are we?" asked the mother clinically.

He considered that, shook his head. "l doubt it. In lust, perhaps, though I'm not
even sure of that. | dislike her, | think."

"A promising beginning. You're bored."

"True. Certainly bored with all these women who gaze adoringly and lie down
to let me wipe my feet on them."

"She won't do that for you, Caesar."

"I know, | know."

"What did she want to see you for? To start an affair?"

"Oh, we haven't progressed anywhere as far along as that, Mater. In fact, |
have no idea whether my lust is reciprocated. It may well not be, because it only
really began when she turned her back on me to go."

"l grow more curious by the moment. What did she want?"

"Guess," he said, grinning.

"Don't play games with me!"

"You won't guess?"

"I'l do more than refuse to guess, Caesar, if you don't stop acting like a
ten-year-old. | shall leave."

"No, no, stay there, Mater, I'll behave. It just feels so good to be faced with a
challenge, a little bit of terra incognita."

"Yes, | do understand that," she said, and smiled. "Tell me."

"She came on young Brutus's behalf. To ask that | consent to a betrothal
between young Brutus and Julia."

That obviously came as a surprise; Aurelia blinked several times. "How
extraordinary!"

“The thing is, Mater, whose idea is it? Hers or Brutus's?"

Aurelia put her head on one side and thought. Finally she nodded and said,
"Brutus's, | would think. When one's dearly loved granddaughter is a mere child,
one doesn't expect things like that to happen, but upon reflection there have



been signs. He does tend to look at her like a particularly dense sheep,"

"You're full of the most remarkable animal metaphors today, Mater! From alley
cats to sheep."

"Stop being facetious, even if you are in lust for the boy's mother. Julia's future
is too important.”

He sobered instantly. "Yes, of course. Considered in the crudest light, it is a
wonderful offer, even for a Julia."

"| agree, especially at this time, before your own political career is anywhere
near its zenith. Betrothal to a Junius Brutus whose mother is a Servilius Caepio
would gather you immense support among the boni, Caesar. All the Junii, both
the patrician and the plebeian Servilii, Hortensius, some of the Domitii, quite a
few of the Caecilii Metelli—even Catulus would have to pause."

"Tempting," said Caesar.

"Very tempting if the boy is serious."

"His mother assures me he is."

"l believe he is too. Nor does he strike me as the kind to blow hot and cold. A
very sober and cautious boy, Brutus."

"Would Julia like it?" asked Caesar, frowning.

Aurelia's brows rose. "That's an odd question coming from you. You're her
father, her marital fate is entirely in your hands, and you've never given me any
reason to suppose you would consider letting her marry for love. She's too
important, she's your only child. Besides, Julia will do as she's told. I've brought
her up to understand that things like marriage are not hers to dictate."

"But | would like her to like the idea."

"You are not usually a prey to sentiment, Caesar. Is it that you don't care much
for the boy yourself?" she asked shrewdly.

He sighed. "Partly, perhaps. Oh, | didn't dislike him the way | dislike his mother.
But he seemed a dull dog."

"Animal metaphors!"

That made him laugh, but briefly. "She's such a sweet little thing, and so lively.
Her mother and | were so happy that I'd like to see her happy in her marriage."

"Dull dogs make good husbands," said Aurelia.

"You're in favor of the match."

‘Il am. If we let it go, another half as good may not come Julia's way. His sisters



have snared young Lepidus and Vatia Isauricus's eldest son, so there are two
very eligible matches gone already. Would you rather give her to a Claudius
Pulcher or a Caecilius Metellus? Or Pompeius Magnus's son?"

He shuddered, flinched. "You're absolutely right, Mater. Better a dull dog than
ravening wolf or mangy cur! | was rather hoping for one of Crassus's sons."

Aurelia snorted. "Crassus is a good friend to you, Caesar, but you know
perfectly well he'll not let either of his boys marry a girl with no dowry to speak
of."

"Right again, Mater." He slapped his hands on his knees, a sign that he had
made up his mind. "Marcus Junius Brutus let it be, then! Who knows? He might
turn out as irresistibly handsome as Paris once he's over the pimple stage."

"l do wish you didn't have a tendency to levity, Caesar!" said his mother, rising
to go back to her books. "It will hamper your career in the Forum, just as it does
Cicero's from time to time. The poor boy will never be handsome. Or dashing."

"In which case," said Caesar with complete seriousness, "he is lucky. They
never trust fellows who are too handsome."

"If women could vote," said Aurelia slyly, "that would soon change. Every
Memmius would be King of Rome."

"Not to mention every Caesar, eh? Thank you, Mater, but | prefer things the
way they are."

Servilia did not mention her interview with Caesar when she returned home,
either to Brutus or Silanus. Nor did she mention that on the morrow she was
going to see him again. In most households the news would have leaked through
the servants, but not in Servilia's domain. The two Greeks whom she employed
as escorts whenever she ventured out were old retainers, and knew her better
than to gossip, even among their compatriots. The tale of the nursemaid she had
seen flogged and crucified for dropping baby Brutus had followed her from
Brutus's house to Silanus's, and no one made the mistake of deeming Silanus
strong enough to cope with his wife's temperament or temper. No other
crucifixion had happened since, but of floggings there were sufficient to ensure
instant obedience and permanently still tongues. Nor was it a household wherein
slaves were manumitted, could don the Cap of Liberty and call themselves
freedmen or freedwomen. Once you were sold into Servilia's keeping, you stayed
a slave forever.



Thus when the two Greeks accompanied her to the bottom end of the Vicus
Patricii the following morning, they made no attempt to see what lay inside the
building, nor dreamed of creeping up the stairs a little later to listen at doors, peer
through keyholes. Not that they suspected a liaison with some man; Servilia was
too well known to be above reproach in that respect. She was a snob, and it was
generally held by her entire world from peers to servants that she would deem
Jupiter Optimus Maximus beneath her.

Perhaps she would have, had the Great God accosted her, but a liaison with
Gaius Julius Caesar certainly occupied her mind most attractively as she trod up
the stairs alone, finding it significant that this morning the peculiar and rather
noisome little man of yesterday was not in evidence. The conviction that
something other than a betrothal would come of her interview with Caesar had
not occurred until, as he had ushered her to the door, she sensed a change in
him quite palpable enough to trigger hope—nay, anticipation. Of course she
knew what all of Rome knew, that he was fastidious to a fault about the condition
of his women, that they had to be scrupulously clean. So she had bathed with
extreme care and limited her perfume to a trace incapable of disguising natural
odors underneath; luckily she didn't sweat beyond a modicum, and never wore a
robe more than once between launderings. Yesterday she had worn vermilion:
today she chose a rich deep amber, put amber pendants in her ears and amber
beads around her neck. | am tricked out for a seduction, she thought, and
knocked upon the door,

He answered it himself, saw her to the chair, sat behind his desk just as he had
yesterday. But he didn't look at her as he had yesterday; today the eyes were not
detached, not cold. They held something she had never seen in a man's eyes
before, a spark of intimacy and ownership that did not set her back up or make
her dismiss him as lewd or crude. Why did she think that spark honored her,
distinguished her from all her fellow women?

"What have you decided, Gaius Julius?" she asked.

"To accept young Brutus's offer."

That pleased her; she smiled broadly for the first time in his acquaintance with
her, and revealed that the right corner of her mouth was definitely less strong
than the left. "Excellent!" she said, and sighed through a smaller, shyer smile.

"Your son means a great deal to you."



"He means everything to me," she said simply.

There was a sheet of paper on his desk; he glanced down at it. "I've drawn up
a proper legal agreement to the betrothal of your son and my daughter," he said,
"but if you prefer, we can keep the matter more informal for a while, at least until
Brutus is further into his manhood. He may change his mind."

"He won't, and | won't," answered Servilia. "Let us conclude the business here
and now."

"If you wish, but | should warn you that once an agreement is signed, both
parties and their guardians at law are fully liable at law for breach-of-promise
suits and compensation equal to the amount of the dowry."

"What is Julia's dowry?" Servilia asked.

"I've put it down at one hundred talents."

That provoked a gasp. "You don't have a hundred talents to dower her,
Caesar!"

"At the moment, no. But Julia won't reach marriageable age until after I'm
consul, for I have no intention of allowing her to marry before her eighteenth
birthday. By the time that day arrives, | will have the hundred talents for her
dowry."

"l believe you will," said Servilia slowly. "However, it means that should my son
change his mind, he'll be a hundred talents poorer."

“Not so sure of his constancy now?" asked Caesar, grinning.

"Quite as sure," she said. "Let us conclude the business."

"Are you empowered to sign on Brutus's behalf, Servilia? It did not escape me
that yesterday you called Silanus the boy's paterfamilias."

She wet her lips. "I am Brutus's legal guardian, Caesar, not Silanus. Yesterday
| was concerned that you should think no worse of me for approaching you
myself rather than sending my husband. We live in Silanus's house, of which he
is indeed the paterfamilias. But Uncle Mamercus was the executor of my late
husband's will, and of my own very large dowry. Before | married Silanus, Uncle
Mamercus and | tidied up my affairs, which included my late husband's estates.
Silanus was happy to agree that | should retain control of what is mine, and act
as Brutus's guardian. The arrangement has worked well, and Silanus doesn't
interfere."

"Never?" asked Caesar, eyes twinkling.



"Well, only once," Servilia admitted. "He insisted | should send Brutus to school
rather than keep him at home to be tutored privately. | saw the force of his
argument, and agreed to try it. Much to my surprise, school turned out to be good
for Brutus. He has a natural tendency toward what he calls intellectualism, and
his own pedagogue inside his own house would have reinforced it."

"Yes, one's own pedagogue does tend to do that," said Caesar gravely. "He's
still at school, of course."

"Until the end of the year. Next year he'll go to the Forum and a grammaticus.
Under the care of Uncle Mamercus."

“A splendid choice and a splendid future. Mamercus is a relation of mine too.
Might | hope that you allow me to participate in Brutus's rhetorical education?
After all, | am destined to be his father-in-law," said Caesar, getting up.

"That would delight me," said Servilia, conscious of a vast and unsettling
disappointment. Nothing was going to happen! Her instincts had been terribly,
dreadfully, horribly wrong!

He went round behind her chair, she thought to assist her departure, but
somehow her legs refused to work; she had to continue to sit like a statue and
feel ghastly.

"Do you know," came his voice—or a voice, so different and throaty was it—
"that you have the most delicious little ridge of hair as far down your backbone as
| can see? But no one tends it properly, it's rumpled and lies every which way.
That is a shame, | thought so yesterday."

He touched the nape of her neck just below the great coil of her hair, and she
thought at first it was his fingertips, sleek and languorous. But his head was
immediately behind hers, and both his hands came round to cup her breasts. His
breath cooled her neck like a breeze on wet skin, and it was then she understood
what he was doing. Licking that growth of superfluous hair she hated so much,
that her mother had despised and derided until the day she died. Licking it first
on one side and then the other, always toward the ridge of her spine, working
slowly down, down. And all Servilia could do was to sit a prey to sensations she
had not imagined existed, burned and drenched in a storm of feeling.

Married though she had been for eighteen years to two very different men, in
all her life she had never known anything like this fiery and piercing explosion of
the senses reaching outward from the focus of his tongue, diving inward to



invade breasts and belly and core. At some stage she did manage to get up, not
to help him untie the girdle below her breasts nor to ease the layers of her
clothing off her shoulders and eventually to the floor—those he did for himself—
but to stand while he followed the line of hair with his tongue until it dwindled to
invisibility where the crease of her buttocks began. And if he produced a knife
and plunged it to the hilt in my heart, she thought, | could not move an inch to
stop him, would not even want to stop him. Nothing mattered save the ongoing
gratification of a side of herself she had never dreamed she owned.

His own clothing, both toga and tunic, remained in place until he reached the
end of his tongue's voyage, when she felt him step back from her, but could not
turn to face him because if she let go the back of the chair she would fall.

"Oh, that's better," she heard him say. "That's how it must be, always. Perfect."

He came back to her and turned her round, pulling her arms to circle his waist,
and she felt his skin at last, put up her face for the kiss he had not yet given her.
But instead he lifted her up and carried her to the bedroom, set her down
effortlessly on the sheets he had already turned down in readiness. Her eyes
were closed, she could only sense him looming over her, but they opened when
he put his nose to her navel and inhaled deeply.

"Sweet," he said, and moved down to mons veneris. "Plump, sweet and juicy,"
he said, laughing.

How could he laugh? But laugh he did; then as her eyes widened at the sight of
his erection, he gathered her against him and kissed her mouth at last. Not like
Brutus, who had stuck his tongue in so far and so wetly it had revolted her. Not
like Silanus, whose kisses were reverent to the point of chasteness. This was
perfect, something to revel in, join in, linger at. One hand stroked her back from
buttocks to shoulders; the fingers of the other gently explored between the lips of
her vulva and set her to shivering and shuddering. Oh, the luxury of it! The
absolute glory of not caring what kind of impression she was making, whether
she was being too forward or too backward, what he was thinking of her! Servilia
didn't care, didn't care, didn't care. This was for herself. So she rolled on top of
him and put both her hands around his erection to guide it home, then sat on it
and ground her hips until she screamed her ecstasy aloud, as transfixed and
pinioned as a woodland creature on a huntsman's spear. Then she fell forward
and lay against his chest as limp and finished as that woodland creature killed.



Not that he was finished with her. The lovemaking continued for what seemed
hours, though she had no idea when he attained his own orgasm or whether
there were several or just the one, for he made no sound and remained erect
until suddenly he ceased.

"It really is very big," she said, lifting his penis and letting it drop against his
belly.

"It really is very sticky," he said, uncoiled lithely and disappeared from the
room.

When he returned her sight had come back sufficiently to perceive that he was
hairless like the statue of a god, and put together with the care of a Praxiteles
Apollo.

"You are so beautiful," she said, staring.

"Think it if you must, but don't say it" was his answer.

"How can you like me when you have no hair yourself?"

"Because you're sweet and plump and juicy, and that line of black down
ravishes me." He sat upon the edge of the bed and gave her a smile that made
her heart beat faster. "Besides which, you enjoyed yourself. That's at least half
the fun of it as far as I'm concerned."

"Is it time to go?" she asked, sensitive to the fact that he made no move to lie
down again.

"Yes, it's time to go." He laughed. "l wonder if technically this counts as incest?
Our children are engaged to be married."

But she lacked his sense of the ridiculous, and frowned. "Of course not!"

"A joke, Servilia, a joke," he said gently, and got up. "l hope what you wore
doesn't crease. Everything is still on the floor in the other room."

While she dressed, he began filling his bath from the cistern by dipping a
leather bucket into it and tossing the water out from the bucket into the bath
tirelessly. Nor did he stop when she came to watch.

"When can we meet again?" she asked.

"Not too often, otherwise it will pall, and I'd rather it didn't," he said, still ladling
water.

Though she was not aware of it, this was one of his tests; if the recipient of his
lovemaking proceeded with tears or many protestations to show him how much
she cared, his interest waned.



"l agree with you," she said.

The bucket stopped in mid-progress; Caesar gazed at her, arrested. "Do you
really?"

"Absolutely," she said, making sure her amber earrings were properly hooked
into place. “Do you have any other women?"

"Not at the moment, but it can change any day." This was the second test,
more rigorous than the first.

"Yes, you do have a reputation to maintain, | can see that."

"Can you really?"

"Of course." Though her sense of humor was vestigial, she smiled a little and
said, "l understand what they all say about you now, you see. I'll be stiff and sore
for days."

"Then let's meet again the day after the Popular Assembly elections. I'm
standing for curator of the Via Appia."

"And my brother Caepio for quaestor. Silanus of course will stand for praetor in
the Centuries before that."

"And your other brother, Cato, will no doubt be elected a tribune of the
soldiers."”

Her face squeezed in, mouth hard, eyes like stone. "Cato is not my brother,
he's my half brother," she said.

“They say that of Caepio too. Same mare, same stallion."

She drew a breath, looked at Caesar levelly. "I am aware of what they say, and
| believe it to be true. But Caepio bears my own family's name, and since he
does, | acknowledge him."

"That's very sensible of you," said Caesar, and returned to emptying his
bucket.

Whereupon Servilia, assured that she looked passable if not as unruffled as
she had some hours before, took her departure.

Caesar entered the bath, his face thoughtful. That was an unusual woman. A
plague upon seductive feathers of black down! Such a silly thing to bring about
his downfall. Down fall. A good pun, if inadvertent. He wasn't sure he liked her
any better now they were lovers, yet he knew he was not about to give her her
congé. For one thing, she was a rarity in other ways than in character. Women of
his own class who could behave between the sheets without inhibition were as



scarce as cowards in a Crassus army. Even his darling Cinnilla had preserved
modesty and decorum. Well, that was the way they were brought up, poor things.
And, since he had fallen into the habit of being honest with himself, he had to
admit that he would make no move to have Julia brought up in any other way.
Oh, there were trollops among his own class, women who were as famous for
their sexual tricks as any whore from the late great Colubra to the ageing
Praecia. But when Caesar wanted an uninhibited sexual frolic, he preferred to
seek it among the honest and open, earthy and decent women of the Subura.
Until today and Servilia. Who would ever have guessed it? She wouldn't gossip
about her fling, either. He rolled over in the bath and reached for his pumice
stone; no use working with a strigilis in cold water, a man needed to sweat in
order to scrape.

"And how much," he asked the drab little bit of pumice, "do | tell my mother
about this? Odd! She's so detached | usually find no difficulty in talking to her
about women. But | think | shall don the solid-purple toga of a censor when |
mention Servilia."

The elections were held on time that year, the Centuriate to return consuls and
praetors first, then the full gamut of patricians and plebeians in the Popular
Assembly to return the more minor magistrates, and finally the tribes in the
Plebeian Assembly, which restricted its activities to the election of plebeian
aediles and tribunes of the plebs.

Though it was Quinctilis by the calendar and therefore ought to have been high
summer, the seasons were dragging behind because Metellus Pius Pontifex
Maximus had not been prone to insert those extra twenty days each second
February for many years. Perhaps not so surprising then that Gnaeus Pompeius
Magnus—Pompey the Great—was moved to visit Rome to behold the due
process of electoral law in the Plebeian Assembly, since the weather was
springish and halcyon.

Despite his claim that he was the First Man in Rome, Pompey detested the
city, and preferred to live upon his absolutely vast estates in northern Picenum.
There he was a virtual king; in Rome he was uncomfortably aware that most of
the Senate detested him even more than he did Rome. Among the knights who
ran Rome's business world he was extremely popular and had a large following,



but that fact couldn't soothe his sensitive and vulnerable image of himself when
certain senatorial members of the boni and other aristocratic cliques made it
clear that they thought him no more than a presumptuous upstart, a non-Roman
interloper.

His ancestry was mediocre, but by no means nonexistent, for his grandfather
had been a member of the Senate and married into an impeccably Roman
family, the Lucilii, and his father had been the famous Pompey Strabo, consul,
victorious general of the Italian War, protector of the conservative elements in the
Senate when Rome had been threatened by Marius and Cinna. But Marius and
Cinna had won, and Pompey Strabo died of disease in camp outside the city.
Blaming Pompey Strabo for the epidemic of enteric fever which had ravaged
besieged Rome, the inhabitants of the Quirinal and Viminal had dragged his
naked body through the streets tied behind an ass. To the young Pompey, an
outrage he had never forgiven.

His chance had come when Sulla returned from exile and invaded the lItalian
Peninsula; only twenty-two years old, Pompey had enlisted three legions of his
dead father's veterans and marched them to join Sulla in Campania. Well aware
that Pompey had blackmailed him into a joint command, the crafty Sulla had
used him for some of his more dubious enterprises as he maneuvered toward
the dictatorship, then held it. Even after Sulla retired and died, he looked after
this ambitious, cocksure sprig by introducing a law which allowed a man not in
the Senate to be given command of Rome's armies. For Pompey had taken
against the Senate, and refused to belong to it. There had followed the six years
of Pompey's war against the rebel Quintus Sertorius in Spain, six years during
which Pompey was obliged to reassess his military ability; he had gone to Spain
utterly confident that he would beat Sertorius in no time flat, only to find himself
pitted against one of the best generals in the history of Rome. In the end he
simply wore Sertorius down. So the Pompey who returned to Italia was a much
changed person: cunning, unscrupulous, bent on showing the Senate (which had
kept him shockingly short of money and reinforcements in Spain) that he, who
did not belong to it, could grind its face in the dust.

Pompey had proceeded to do so, with the connivance of two other men—
Marcus Crassus, victor against Spartacus, and none other than Caesar. With the
twenty-nine-year-old Caesar pulling their strings, Pompey and Crassus used the



existence of their two armies to force the Senate into allowing them to stand for
the consulship. No man had ever been elected to this most senior of all
magistracies before he had been at the very least a member of the Senate, but
Pompey became senior consul, Crassus his colleague. Thus this extraordinary,
underaged man from Picenum attained his objective in the most unconstitutional
way, though it had been Caesar, six years his junior, who showed him how to do
it.

To compound the Senate's misery, the joint consulship of Pompey the Great
and Marcus Crassus had been a triumph, a year of feasts, circuses, merriment
and prosperity. And when it was over, both men declined to take provinces;
instead, they retired into private life. The only significant law they had passed
restored full powers to the tribunes of the plebs, whom Sulla had legislated into
virtual impotence.

Now Pompey was in town to see next year's tribunes of the plebs elected, and
that intrigued Caesar, who encountered him and his multitudes of clients at the
corner of the Sacra Via and the Clivus Orbius, just entering the lower Forum.

"l didn't expect to see you in Rome," said Caesar as they joined forces. He
surveyed Pompey from head to foot openly, and grinned. "You're looking well,
and very fit besides," he said. "Keeping your figure into middle age, | see."

"Middle age?" asked Pompey indignantly. "Just because I've already been
consul doesn't mean I'm in my dotage! | won't turn thirty-eight until the end of
September!"

"Whereas |," said Caesar smugly, "have very recently turned thirty-two—at
which age, Pompeius Magnus, you were not consul either."

"Oh, you're pulling my leg," said Pompey, calming down. "You're like Cicero,
you'll joke your way onto the pyre."

"That witty | wish | was. But you haven't answered my serious question,
Magnus. What are you doing in Rome for no better reason than to see the
tribunes of the plebs elected? | wouldn't have thought you'd need to employ
tribunes of the plebs these days."

“A man always needs a tribune of the plebs or two, Caesar."

"Does he now? What are you up to, Magnus?"

The vivid blue eyes opened wide, and the glance Pompey gave Caesar was
guileless. "I'm not up to anything."



"Oh! Look!" cried Caesar, pointing at the sky. "Did you see it, Magnus?"

"See what?" asked Pompey, scanning the clouds.

"That bright pink pig flying like an eagle."

"You don't believe me."

"Correct, | don't believe you. Why not make a clean breast of it? I'm not your
enemy, as you well know. In fact, I've been of enormous help to you in the past,
and there's no reason why | oughtn't help your career along in the future. I'm not
a bad orator, you have to admit that."

"Well..." began Pompey, then fell silent.

"Well what?"

Pompey stopped, glanced behind at the crowd of clients who followed in their
wake, shook his head, and detoured slightly to lean against one of the pretty
marble columns which propped up the arcade outside the Basilica Aemilia's main
chamber. Understanding that this was Pompey's way of avoiding eavesdroppers,
Caesar ranged himself alongside the Great Man to listen while the horde of
clients remained, eyes glistening and dying of curiosity, too far away to hear a
word.

“What if one of them can read our lips?" asked Caesar.

"You're joking again!"

“Not really. But we could always turn our backs on them and pretend we're
pissing into Aemilia's front passage."

That was too much; Pompey cried with laughter. However, when he sobered,
noted Caesar, he did turn sufficiently away from their audience to present his
profile to it, and moved his lips as furtively as a Forum vendor of pornography.

"As a matter of fact," muttered Pompey, "I do have one good fellow among the
candidates this year."

"Aulus Gabinius?"

"How did you guess that?"

"He hails from Picenum, and he was one of your personal staff in Spain.
Besides, he's a good friend of mine. We were junior military tribunes together at
the siege of Mitylene." Caesar pulled a wry face. "Gabinius didn't like Bibulus
either, and the years haven't made him any fonder of the boni."

"Gabinius is the best of good fellows," said Pompey.

"And remarkably capable.”



"That too."

"What's he going to legislate for you? Strip Lucullus's command off him and
hand it to you on a golden salver?"

"No, no!" snapped Pompey. "It's too soon for that! First | need a short
campaign to warm my muscles up."

"The pirates," said Caesar instantly.

"Right this time! The pirates it is."

Caesar bent his right knee to tuck its leg against his column and looked as if
nothing more was going on than a nice chat about old times. "l applaud you,
Magnus. That's not only very clever, it's also very necessary."

"You're not impressed with Metellus Little Goat in Crete?"

"The man's a pigheaded fool, and venal into the bargain. He wasn't
brother-in-law to Verres for nothing—in more ways than one. With three good
legions, he barely managed to win a land battle against twenty-four thousand
motley and untrained Cretans who were led by sailors rather than soldiers."

"Terrible," said Pompey, shaking his head gloomily. "l ask you, Caesar, what's
the point in fighting land battles when the pirates operate at sea? All very well to
say that it's their land bases you need to eradicate, but unless you catch them at
sea you can't destroy their livelihood— their ships. Modern naval warfare isn't
like Troy, you can't burn their ships drawn up on the shore. While most of them
are holding you off, the rest form skeleton crews and row the fleet elsewhere."

"Yes," said Caesar, nodding, "that's where everyone has made his mistake so
far, from both Antonii to Vatia Isauricus. Burning villages and sacking towns. The
task needs a man with a true talent for organization."

"Exactly!" cried Pompey. "And | am that man, | promise you! If my self-inflicted
inertia of the last couple of years has been good for nothing else, it has given me
time to think. In Spain | just lowered my horns and charged blindly into the fray.
What | ought to have done was work out how to win the war before | set one foot
out of Mutina. | should have investigated everything beforehand, not merely how
to blaze a new route across the Alps. Then | would have known how many
legions | needed, how many horse troopers, how much money in my war chest—
and | would have learned to understand my enemy. Quintus Sertorius was a
brilliant tactician. But, Caesar, you don't win wars on tactics. Strategy is the thing,
strategy!"



"So you've been doing your homework on the pirates, Magnus?"

"Indeed | have. Exhaustively. Every single aspect, from the largest to the
smallest. Maps, spies, ships, money, men. | know how to do the job," said
Pompey, displaying a different kind of confidence than he used to own. Spain
had been Kid Butcher's last campaign. In future he would be no butcher of any
sort.

Thus Caesar watched the ten tribunes of the plebs elected with great interest.
Aulus Gabinius was a certainty, and indeed came in at the top of the poll, which
meant he would be president of the new College of Tribunes of the Plebs which
would enter office on the tenth day of this coming December.

Because the tribunes of the plebs enacted most new laws and were
traditionally the only legislators who liked to see change, every powerful faction
in the Senate needed to "own" at least one tribune of the plebs. Including the
boni, who used their men to block all new legislation; the most powerful weapon
a tribune of the plebs had was the veto, which he could exercise against his
fellows, against all other magistrates, and even against the Senate. That meant
the tribunes of the plebs who belonged to the boni would not enact new laws,
they would veto them. And of course the boni succeeded in having three men
elected— Globulus, Trebellius and Otho. None was a brilliant man, but then a
boni tribune of the plebs didn't need to be brilliant; he simply needed to be able
to articulate the word "Veto!"

Pompey had two excellent men in the new College to pursue his ends. Aulus
Gabinius might be relatively ancestorless and a poor man, but he would go far;
Caesar had known that as far back as the siege of Mitylene. Naturally Pompey's
other man was also from Picenum: a Gaius Cornelius who was not a patrician
any more than he was a member of the venerable gens Cornelia. Perhaps he
was not as tied to Pompey as Gabinius was, but he certainly would not veto any
plebiscite Gabinius might propose to the Plebs.

Interesting though all of this was for Caesar, the one man elected who worried
him the most was tied neither to the boni nor to Pompey the Great. He was
Gaius Papirius Carbo, a radical sort of man with his own axe to grind. For some
time he had been heard to say in the Forum that he intended to prosecute
Caesar's uncle, Marcus Aurelius Cotta, for the illegal retention of booty taken
from Heracleia during Marcus Cotta's campaign in Bithynia against Rome's old



enemy, King Mithridates. Marcus Cotta had returned in triumph toward the end of
that famous joint consulship of Pompey and Crassus, and no one had
questioned his integrity then. Now this Carbo was busy muddying old waters,
and as a tribune of the fully restored Plebs he would be empowered to try
Marcus Cotta in a specially convened Plebeian Assembly court. Because Caesar
loved and admired his Uncle Marcus, Carbo's election was a big worry.

The last ballot tile counted, the ten victorious men stood on the rostra
acknowledging the cheers; Caesar turned away and plodded home. He was
tired: too little sleep, too much Servilia. They had not met again until the day after
the elections in the Popular Assembly some six days earlier, and, as predicted,
both had something to celebrate. Caesar was curator of the Via Appia ("What on
earth possessed you to take that job on?" Appius Claudius Pulcher had
demanded, astonished. "It's my ancestor's road, but that big a fool | am not!
You'll be poor in a year"), and Servilia's so-called full brother Caepio had been
elected one of twenty quaestors. The lots had given him duty inside Rome as
urban quaestor, which meant he didn't have to serve in a province.

So they had met in a mood of satisfaction as well as mutual anticipation, and
had found their day in bed together so immensely pleasurable that neither of
them was willing to postpone another. They met every day for a feast of lips,
tongues, skin, and every day found something new to do, something fresh to
explore. Until today, when more elections rendered a meeting impossible. Nor
would they find time again until perhaps the Kalends of September, for Silanus
was taking Servilia, Brutus and the girls to the seaside resort of Cumae, where
he had a villa. Silanus too had been successful in this year's elections; he was to
be urban praetor next year. That very important magistracy would raise Servilia's
public profile too; among other things, she was hoping that her house would be
chosen for the women-only rites of Bona Dea, when Rome's most illustrious
matrons put the Good Goddess to sleep for the winter.

And it was time too that he told Julia that he had arranged her marriage. The
formal ceremony of betrothal would not take place until after Brutus donned his
toga virilis in December, but the legalities were done, Julia's fate was sealed.
Why he had put the task off when such was never his custom niggled at the back
of his mind; he had asked Aurelia to break the news, but Aurelia, a stickler for
domestic protocol, had refused. He was the paterfamilias; he must do it. Women!



Why did there have to be so many women in his life, and why did he think the
future held even more of them? Not to mention more trouble because of them?

Julia had been playing with Matia, the daughter of his dear friend Gaius Matius,
who occupied the other ground-floor apartment in Aurelia's insula. However, she
came home sufficiently ahead of the dinner hour for him to find no further excuse
for not telling her, dancing across the light-well garden like a young nymph,
draperies floating around her immature figure in a mist of lavender blue. Aurelia
always dressed her in soft pale blues or greens, and she was right to do so. How
beautiful she will be, he thought, watching her; perhaps not the equal of Aurelia
for Grecian purity of bones, but she had that magical Julia quality which Aurelia,
so pragmatic and sensible and Cottan, did not. They always said of the Julias
that they made their men happy, and he could believe that every time he saw his
daughter. The adage was not infallible; his younger aunt (who had been Sulla's
first wife) had committed suicide after a long affair with the wine flagon, and his
cousin Julia Antonia was on her second ghastly husband amid increasing bouts
of depression and hysterics. Yet Rome continued to say it, and he was not about
to contradict it; every nobleman with sufficient wealth not to need a rich bride
thought first of a Julia.

When she saw her father leaning on the sill of the dining room window her face
lit up; she came flying across to him and managed to make her scramble up and
over the wall into his arms a graceful exercise.

"How's my girl?" he asked, carrying her across to one of the three dining
couches, and putting her down beside him.

"I've had a lovely day, tata. Did all the right people get in as tribunes of the
plebs?"

The outer corners of his eyes pleated into fans of creases as he smiled; though
his skin was naturally very pale, many years of an outdoor life in forums and
courts and fields of military endeavor had browned its exposed surfaces, except
in the depths of those creases at his eyes, where it remained very white. This
contrast fascinated Julia, who liked him best when he wasn't in the midst of a
smile or a squint, and displayed his fans of white stripes like warpaint on a
barbarian. So she got up on her knees and kissed first one fan and then the
other, while he leaned his head toward her lips and melted inside as he never
had for any other female, even Cinnilla.



"You know very well," he answered her, the ritual over, “that all the right people
never get in as tribunes of the plebs. The new College is the usual mixture of
good, bad, indifferent, ominous and intriguing. But | do think they'll be more
active than this year's lot, so the Forum will be busy around the New Year."

She was well versed in political matters, of course, since both father and
grandmother were from great political families, but living in the Subura meant her
playmates (even Matia next door) were not of the same kind, had scant interest
in the machinations and permutations of Senate, Assemblies, courts. For that
reason Aurelia had sent her to Marcus Antonius Gnipho's school when she
turned six; Gnipho had been Caesar's private tutor, but when Caesar donned the
laena and apex of the flamen Dialis on arrival of his official manhood, Gnipho
had returned to conducting a school with a noble clientele. Julia had proven a
very bright and willing pupil, with the same love of literature her father owned,
though in mathematics and geography her ability was less marked. Nor did she
have Caesar's astonishing memory. A good thing, all who loved her had
concluded wisely; quick and clever girls were excellent, but intellectual and
brilliant girls were a handicap, not least to themselves.

"Why are we in here, tata?" she asked, a little puzzled.

"l have some news for you that I'd like to tell you in a quiet place," said Caesar,
not lost for how to do it now that he had made up his mind to do it.

"Good news?"

"l don't quite know, Julia. | hope so, but | don't live inside your skin, only you do
that. Perhaps it won't be such good news, but | think after you get used to it you
won't find it intolerable."

Because she was quick and clever, even if she wasn't a born scholar, she
understood immediately. "You've arranged a husband for me," she said.

"l have. Does that please you?"

"Very much, tata. Junia is betrothed, and lords it over all of us who aren't. Who
is it?"

"Junia's brother, Marcus Junius Brutus."

He was looking into her eyes, so he caught the swift flash of a creature stricken
before she turned her head away and gazed straight ahead. Her throat worked,
she swallowed.

"Doesn't that please you?" he asked, heart sinking.



"It's a surprise, that's all," said Aurelia's granddaughter, who had been reared
from her cradle to accept every lot Fate cast her way, from husbands to the very
real hazards of childbearing. Her head came round, the wide blue eyes were
smiling now. "I'm very pleased. Brutus is nice."

"You're sure?"

"Oh, tata, of course I'm sure!" she said, so sincerely that her voice shook.
"Truly, tata, it's good news. Brutus will love me and take care of me, | know that."

The weight of his heart eased, he sighed, smiled, took her little hand and
kissed it lightly before enfolding her in a hug. It never occurred to him to ask her
if she could learn to love Brutus, for love was not an emotion Caesar enjoyed,
even the love he had known for Cinnilla and for this exquisite sprite. To feel it left
him vulnerable, and he hated that.

Then she skipped off the couch and was gone; he could hear her calling in the
distance as she sped to Aurelia's office.

"Avia, avia, | am to marry my friend Brutus! Isn't that splendid? Isn't that good
news?"

Then came the long-drawn-out moan that heralded a bout of tears. Caesar
listened to his daughter weep as if her heart was broken, and knew not whether
joy or sorrow provoked it. He came out into the reception room as Aurelia
ushered the child toward her sleeping cubicle, face buried in Aurelia's side.

His mother's face was unperturbed. "I do wish," she said in his direction, “that
female creatures laughed when they're happy! Instead, a good half of them cry.
Including Julia."

2

Fortune certainly continued to favor Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus, reflected
Caesar early in December, smiling to himself. The Great Man had indicated a
wish to eradicate the pirate menace, and Fortune obediently connived to gratify
him when the Sicilian grain harvest arrived in Ostia, Rome's port facility at the
mouth of the Tiber River. Here the deep-drafted freighters unloaded their
precious cargo into barges for the final leg of the grain journey up the Tiber to the
silo facilities of the Port of Rome itself. Here was absolute security, home at last.

Several hundred ships converged on Ostia to discover no barges waiting; the



quaestor for Ostia had mistimed things so badly that he had allowed the barges
an extra trip upstream to Tuder and Ocriculum, where the Tiber Valley harvest
was demanding transportation downstream to Rome. So while captains and
grain tycoons fulminated and the hapless quaestor ran in ever-decreasing
circles, an irate Senate directed the sole consul, Quintus Marcius Rex, to rectify
matters forthwith.

It had been a miserable year for Marcius Rex, whose consular colleague had
died soon after entering office. The Senate had immediately appointed a suffect
consul to take his place, but he too died, and too quickly even to insert his
posterior into his curule chair. A hurried consultation of the Sacred Books
indicated that no further measures ought to be taken, which left Marcius Rex to
govern alone. This had utterly ruined his plan to proceed during his consulship to
his province, Cilicia, bestowed on him when hordes of lobbying knight
businessmen had succeeded in having it taken off Lucullus.

Now, just when Marcius Rex was hoping to leave for Cilicia at last, came the
grain shambles in Ostia. Red with temper, he detached two praetors from their
law courts in Rome and sent them posthaste to Ostia to sort things out. Each
preceded by six lictors in red tunics bearing the axes in their fasces, Lucius
Bellienus and Marcus Sextilius bore down on Ostia from the direction of Rome.
And at precisely the same moment, a pirate fleet numbering over one hundred
sleek war galleys bore down on Ostia from the Tuscan Sea.

The two praetors arrived to find half the town burning, and pirates busily forcing
the crews of laden grain ships to row their vessels back onto the sea lanes. The
audacity of this raid—whoever could have dreamed that pirates would invade a
place scant miles from mighty Rome?—nhad taken everyone by surprise. No
troops were closer than Capua, Ostia's militia was too concerned with putting out
fires on shore to think of marshaling resistance, and no one had even had the
sense to send an urgent message for help to Rome.

Neither praetor was a man of decision, so both stood stunned and
disorientated amid the turmoil on the docks. There a group of pirates discovered
them, took them and their lictors prisoner, loaded them on board a galley, and
sailed merrily off in the wake of the disappearing grain fleet. The capture of two
praetors—one no less than the uncle of the great patrician nobleman Catilina—
together with their lictors and fasces would mean at least two hundred talents in



ransom!

The effect of the raid inside Rome was as predictable as it was inevitable: grain
prices soared immediately; crowds of furious merchants, millers, bakers and
consumers descended upon the lower Forum to demonstrate against
governmental incompetence; and the Senate went into a huddle with the Curia
doors shut so that no one outside would hear how dismal the debate within was
bound to be. And dismal it was. No one even wanted to open it.

When Quintus Marcius Rex had called several times to no avail for speakers,
there finally rose—it seemed with enormous reluctance—the tribune of the
plebs-elect Aulus Gabinius, who looked, thought Caesar, even more the Gaul in
that dim, filtered light. That was the trouble with all the men from Picenum—the
Gaul in them showed more than the Roman. Including Pompey. It wasn't so
much the red or gold hair many of them sported, nor the blue or green eyes;
plenty of impeccably Roman Romans were very fair. Including Caesar. The fault
lay in Picentine bone structure. Full round faces, dented chins, short noses
(Pompey's was even snubbed), thinnish lips. Gaul, not Roman. It put them at a
disadvantage, proclaimed to the whole of their world that they might protest all
they liked that they were descended from Sabine migrants, but the truth was that
they were descended from Gauls who had settled in Picenum over three hundred
years ago.

The reaction among the majority of the senators who sat on their folding stools
was palpable when Gabinius the Gaul rose to his feet: distaste, disapproval,
dismay. Under normal circumstances his turn to speak would have been very far
down the hierarchy. At this time of year he was outranked by fourteen incumbent
magistrates, fourteen magistrates-elect, and some twenty consulars—if, of
course, everyone was present. Everyone was not. Everyone never was.
Nonetheless, to have a tribunician magistrate open the debate was almost
unprecedented.

"It hasn't been a good year, has it?" Aulus Gabinius asked the House after
completing the formalities of addressing those above and below him in the
pecking order. "During the past six years we have attempted to wage war against
the pirates of Crete alone, though the pirates who have just sacked Ostia and
captured the grain fleet—not to mention kidnapped two praetors and their
insignia of office—don't hail from anywhere half as far away as Crete, do they?



No, they patrol the middle of Our Sea from bases in Sicily, Liguria, Sardinia and
Corsica. Led no doubt by Megadates and Pharnaces, who for some years have
enjoyed a really delightful little pact with various governors of Sicily like the exiled
Gaius Verres, whereby they can go wherever they please in Sicilian waters and
harbors. | imagine they rounded up their allies and shadowed this grain fleet all
the way from Lilypaeum. Perhaps their original intention was to raid it at sea.
Then some enterprising person in their pay at Ostia sent them word that there
were no barges at Ostia, nor likely to be for eight or nine days. Well, why settle
for capturing a part only of the grain fleet by attempting to raid it at sea? Better to
do the job while it lay intact and fully laden in Ostia harbor! | mean, the whole
world knows Rome keeps no legions in her home territory of Latium! What was to
stop them at Ostia? What did stop them at Ostia? The answer is very short and
simple—nothing!"

This last word was bellowed; everyone jumped, but no one replied. Gabinius
gazed about and wished Pompey was present to hear him. A pity, a great pity.
Still, Pompey would love the letter Gabinius intended to send him this night!

"Something has got to be done," Gabinius went on, "and by that | do not mean
the usual debacle so exquisitely personified by the campaign our chief Little Goat
is still waging in Crete. First he barely manages to defeat some Cretan rabble in
a land battle, then he lays siege to Cydonia, which eventually capitulates—but he
lets the great pirate admiral Panares go free! So a couple more towns fall, then
he lays siege to Cnossus, within whose walls the great pirate admiral Lasthenes
is skulking. When the fall of Cnossus looks inevitable, Lasthenes destroys what
treasures he can't carry away with him, and escapes. An efficient siege
operation, eh? But which disaster causes our chief Little Goat more sorrow? The
flight of Lasthenes or the loss of the treasure trove? Why, the loss of the treasure
trove, of course! Lasthenes is only a pirate, and pirates don't ransom each other.
Pirates expect to be crucified like the slaves they once were!"

Gabinius the Gaul from Picenum paused, grinning savagely in the way a Gaul
could. He drew a deep breath, then said, "Something has got to be done!" And
sat down.

No one spoke. No one moved.

Quintus Marcius Rex sighed. "Has no one anything to say?" His eyes roamed
from one tier to another on both sides of the House, and rested nowhere until



they encountered a derisive look on Caesar's face. Now why did Caesar stare
like that?

“Gaius Julius Caesar, you were once captured by pirates, and you managed to
get the better of them. Have you nothing to say?" asked Marcius Rex.

Caesar rose from his seat on the second tier. "Just one thing, Quintus Marcius.
Something has got to be done." And sat down.

The sole consul of the year lifted both hands in the air as a gesture of defeat,
and dismissed the meeting.

"When do you intend to strike?" asked Caesar of Gabinius as they left the
Curia Hostilia together.

"Not quite yet," said Gabinius cheerfully. "1 have a few other things to do first,
so does Gaius Cornelius. | know it's customary to start one's year as a tribune of
the plebs with the biggest things first, but | consider those bad tactics. Let our
esteemed consuls-elect Gaius Piso and Manius Acilius Glabrio warm their arses
on their curule chairs first. | want to let them think Cornelius and | have
exhausted our repertoire before | so much as attempt to reopen today's subject.”

"January or February, then."

"Certainly not before January," said Gabinius.

"So Magnus is fully prepared to take on the pirates."

“‘Down to the last bolt, nail and skin of water. | can tell you, Caesar, that Rome
will never have seen anything like it."

"Then roll on, January." Caesar paused, turned his head to look at Gabinius
quizzically. “Magnus will never succeed in getting Gaius Piso on his side, he's
too glued to Catulus and the boni, but Glabrio is more promising. He's never
forgotten what Sulla did to him."

"When Sulla forced him to divorce Aemilia Scaura?"

"Precisely. He's the junior consul next year, but it's handy to have at least one
consul in thrall.”

Gabinius chuckled. "Pompeius has something in mind for our dear Glabrio."

"Good. If you can divide the consuls of the year, Gabinius, you can go a lot
further, a lot faster."

Caesar and Servilia resumed their liaison after she returned from Cumae at the
end of October, no less absorbed in it and in each other. Though Aurelia tried to



fish from time to time, Caesar confined his information about the progress of the
affair to a minimum, and gave his mother no real indication how serious a
business it was, nor how intense. He still disliked Servilia, but that couldn't affect
their relationship because liking wasn't necessary. Or perhaps, he thought, liking
would have taken something vital away from it.

“Do you like me?" he asked Servilia the day before the new tribunes of the
plebs assumed office.

She fed him one breast at a time, and delayed her answer until both nipples
had popped up and she could feel the heat start to move downward through her
belly.

"l like no one," she said then, climbing on top of him. "I love or | hate."

"Is that comfortable?"

Because she lacked a sense of humor, she did not mistake his question for a
reference to their present juxtaposition, but went straight to its real meaning. “Far
more comfortable than liking, I'd say. I've noticed that when people like each
other, they become incapable of acting as they ought. They delay telling each
other home truths, for example, it seems out of fear that home truths will wound.
Love and hate permit home truths."

"Would you care to hear a home truth?" he asked, smiling as he kept
absolutely still; that drove her to distraction when her blood was afire and she
needed him to move inside her.

"Why don't you just shut up and get on with it, Caesar?"

"Because | want to tell you a home truth."

"All right, then, tell it!" she snapped, kneading her own breasts when he would
not. "Oh, how you love to torment!"

"You like being on top a great deal more than being underneath, or sideways,
or any other way," he said.

"That's true, | do. Now are you happy? Can we get on with it?"

"Not yet. Why do you like being on top best?"

"Because I'm on top, of course," she said blankly.

"Aha!" he said, and rolled her over. "Now I'm on top."

"l wish you weren't."

"l am happy to gratify you, Servilia, but not when it means | also gratify your
sense of power."



"What other outlet do | have to gratify my sense of power?" she asked,
wriggling. "You're too big and too heavy this way!"

"You're quite right about comfort," he said, pinning her down. "Not liking
someone means one is not tempted to relent."

"Cruel," she said, eyes glazing.

"Love and hate are cruel. Only liking is kind."

But Servilia, who did not like anyone, had her own method of revenge; she
raked her carefully tended nails from his left buttock to his left shoulder, and drew
five parallel lines with his blood.

Though she wished she hadn't, for he took both her wrists and ground their
bones, then made her lie beneath him for what seemed an eternity ramming
himself home deeper and deeper, harder and harder; when she cried and
screamed at the end, she scarcely knew whether agony or ecstasy provoked her,
and for some time was sure her love had turned to hate.

The worst of that encounter did not occur until after Caesar went home. Those
five crimson tracks were very sore, and his tunic when he peeled it away showed
that he was still bleeding. The cuts and scratches he had sustained in the field
from time to time told him that he would have to ask for someone to wash and
dress the damage or run the risk of festering. If Burgundus had been in Rome it
would have been easy, but these days Burgundus lived in the Caesar villa at
Bovillae with Cardixa and their eight sons, caring for the horses and sheep
Caesar bred. Lucius Decumius wouldn't do; he was not clean enough. And
Eutychus would blab the story to his boyfriend, his boyfriend' s boyfriends and
half the members of the crossroads college. His mother, then. It would have to
be his mother.

Who looked and said, "Ye immortal Gods!"

"I wish | was one, then it wouldn't hurt."

Off she went to bring two bowls, one half-full of water and the other half-full of
fortified but sour wine, together with wads of clean Egyptian linen.

“Better linen than wool, wool leaves fluff behind in the depths of the wounds,"
she said, beginning with the strong wine. Her touch wasn't tender, but it was
thorough enough to make his eyes water; he lay on his belly, as much of him
covered as her sense of decency dictated, and endured her ministrations without
a sound. Anything capable of festering after Aurelia got through with it, he



consoled himself, would kill a man from gangrene.

"Servilia?" she asked some time later, finally satisfied that she had got enough
wine into the tracks to cow any festering thing lurking there, and beginning afresh
with water.

"Servilia."

"What sort of relationship is this?" she demanded.

"Not," he said, and shook with laughter, "a comfortable one."

"So much | see. She might end in murdering you."

"l trust | preserve sufficient vigilance to prevent that."

"Bored you're not."

"Definitely not bored, Mater."

"l do not think," she finally pronounced as she patted the water dry, "that this
relationship is a healthy one. It might be wise to end it, Caesar. Her son is
betrothed to your daughter, which means the two of you will have to preserve the
proprieties for many years to come. Please, Caesar, end it."

"Il end it when I'm ready, not before."

"No, don't get up yet!" Aurelia said sharply. "Let it dry properly first, then put on
a clean tunic." She left him and began to hunt through his chest of clothes until
she found one which satisfied her sniffing nose. "It's plain to see Cardixa isn't
here, the laundry girl isn't doing her job as she ought. | shall have something to
say about that tomorrow morning." Back to the bed she came, and tossed the
tunic down beside him. "No good will come of this relationship, it isn't healthy,"
she said.

To which he answered nothing. By the time he had swung his legs off the bed
and plunged his arms into the tunic, his mother was gone. And that, he told
himself, was a mercy.

On the tenth day of December the new tribunes of the plebs entered office, but
it was not Aulus Gabinius who dominated the rostra. That privilege belonged to
Lucius Roscius Otho of the boni, who told a cheering crowd of senior knights that
it was high time they had their old rows at the theater restored for their exclusive
use. Until Sulla's dictatorship they had enjoyed sole possession of the fourteen
rows just behind the two front rows of seats still reserved for senators. But Sulla,
who loathed knights of all kinds, had taken this perquisite away from them



together with sixteen hundred knight lives, estates and cash fortunes. Otho's
measure was so popular it was carried at once, no surprise to Caesar, watching
from the Senate steps. The boni were brilliant at currying favor with the knights; it
was one of the pillars of their continuing success.

The next meeting of the Plebeian Assembly interested Caesar far more than
Otho's equestrian honeycomb: Aulus Gabinius and Gaius Cornelius, Pompey's
men, took over. The first order of business was to reduce the consuls of the
coming year from two to one, and the way Gabinius did it was deliciously clever.
He asked the Plebs to give the junior consul, Glabrio, governance of a new
province in the East to be called Bithynia-Pontus, then followed this up by asking
the Plebs to send Glabrio out to govern it the day after he was sworn into office.
That would leave Gaius Piso on his own to deal with Rome and ltalia. Hatred of
Lucullus predisposed the knights who dominated the Plebs to favor the bill
because it stripped Lucullus of power—and of his four remaining legions. Still
commissioned to fight the two kings Mithridates and Tigranes, he now had
nothing save an empty title.

Caesar's own feelings about it were ambivalent. Personally he detested
Lucullus, who was such a stickler for the correct way to do things that he
deliberately elected incompetence in others if the alternative was to ignore
proper protocols. Yet the fact remained that he had refused to allow the knights
of Rome complete freedom to fleece the local peoples of his provinces. Which of
course was why the knights hated him so passionately. And why they were in
favor of any law which disadvantaged Lucullus. A pity, thought Caesar, sighing
inwardly. That part of himself longing for better conditions for the local peoples of
Rome's provinces wanted Lucullus to survive, whereas the monumental injury
Lucullus had offered his dignitas by implying that he had prostituted himself to
King Nicomedes demanded that Lucullus fall.

Gaius Cornelius was not quite as tied to Pompey as Gabinius was; he was one
of those occasional tribunes of the plebs who genuinely believed in righting some
of Rome's most glaring wrongs, and that Caesar liked. Therefore Caesar found
himself silently willing Cornelius not to give up after his first little reform was
defeated. What he had asked the Plebs to do was to forbid foreign communities
to borrow money from Roman usurers. His reasons were sensible and patriotic.
Though the moneylenders were not Roman officials, they employed Roman



officials to collect when debts became delinquent. With the result that many
foreigners thought the State itself was in the moneylending business. Rome's
prestige suffered. But of course desperate or gullible foreign communities were a
valuable source of knight income; little wonder Cornelius failed, thought Caesar
sadly.

His second measure almost failed, and showed Caesar that this Picentine
fellow was capable of compromise, not usual in the breed. Cornelius's intention
was to stop the Senate's owning the power to issue decrees exempting an
individual from some law. Naturally only the very rich or the very aristocratic were
able to procure an exemption, usually granted when the senatorial mouthpiece
had a meeting specially convened, then made sure it was filled with his
creatures. Always jealous of its prerogatives, the Senate opposed Cornelius so
violently that he saw he would lose. So he amended his bill to leave the power to
exempt with the Senate—but only on condition that a quorum of two hundred
senators was present to issue a decree. It passed.

By now Caesar's interest in Gaius Cornelius was growing at a great rate. The
praetors earned his attention next. Since Sulla's dictatorship their duties had
been confined to the law, both civil and criminal. And the law said that when a
praetor entered office he had to publish his edicta, the rules and regulations
whereby he personally would administer justice. The trouble was that the law
didn't say a praetor had to abide by his edicta, and the moment a friend needed
a favor or there was some money to be made, the edicta were ignored. Cornelius
simply asked the Plebs to stop up the gap, compel praetors to adhere to their
edicta as published. This time the Plebs saw the sense of the measure as clearly
as Caesar did, and voted it into law.

Unfortunately all Caesar could do was watch. No patrician might participate in
the affairs of the Plebs. So he couldn't stand in the Well of the Comitia, or vote in
the Plebeian Assembly, or speak in it, or form a part of a trial process in it. Or run
for election as a tribune of the plebs. Thus Caesar stood with his fellow patricians
on the Curia Hostilia steps, as close to the Plebs in session as he was permitted
to go.

Cornelius's activities presented an intriguing aspect of Pompey, whom Caesar
had never thought the slightest bit interested in righting wrongs. But perhaps
after all he was, given Gaius Cornelius's dogged persistence in matters which



couldn't affect Pompey's plans either way. More likely, however, Caesar
concluded, that Pompey was merely indulging Cornelius in order to throw sand in
the eyes of men like Catulus and Hortensius, leaders of the boni. For the boni
were adamantly opposed to special military commands, and Pompey was once
again after a special command.

The Great Man's hand was more evident—at least to Caesar—in Cornelius's
next proposal. Gaius Piso, doomed to govern alone now that Glabrio was going
to the East, was a choleric, mediocre and vindictive man who belonged
completely to Catulus and the boni. He would rant against any special military
command for Pompey until the Senate House rafters shook, with Catulus,
Hortensius, Bibulus and the rest of the pack baying behind. Owning little
attractive apart from his name, Calpurnius Piso, and his eminently respectable
ancestry, Piso had needed to bribe heavily to secure election. Now Cornelius put
forward a new bribery law; Piso and the boni felt a cold wind blowing on their
necks, particularly when the Plebs made its approval plain enough to indicate
that it would pass the bill. Of course a boni tribune of the plebs could interpose
his veto, but Otho, Trebellius and Globulus were not sure enough of their
influence to veto. Instead the boni shifted themselves mightily to manipulate the
Plebs—and Cornelius—into agreeing that Gaius Piso himself should draft the
new bribery law. Which, thought Caesar with a sigh, would produce a law
endangering no one, least of all Gaius Piso. Poor Cornelius had been
outmaneuvered.

When Aulus Gabinius took over, he said not one word about the pirates or a
special command for Pompey the Great. He preferred to concentrate on minor
matters, for he was far subtler and more intelligent than Cornelius. Less altruistic,
certainly. The little plebiscite he succeeded in passing that forbade foreign
envoys in Rome to borrow money in Rome was obviously a less sweeping
version of Cornelius's measure to forbid the lending of money to foreign
communities. But what was Gabinius after when he legislated to compel the
Senate to deal with nothing save foreign delegations during the month of
February? When Caesar understood, he laughed silently. Clever Pompey! How
much the Great Man had changed since he entered the Senate as consul
carrying Varro's manual of behavior in his hand so he wouldn't make
embarrassing mistakes! For this particular lex Gabinia informed Caesar that



Pompey planned to be consul a second time, and was ensuring his dominance
when that second year arrived. No one would poll more votes, so he would be
senior consul. That meant he would have the fasces—and the authority— in
January. February was the junior consul's turn, and March saw the fasces back
with the senior consul. April went to the junior consul. But if February saw the
Senate confined to foreign affairs, then the junior consul would have no chance
to make his presence felt until April. Brilliant!

In the midst of all this pleasurable turbulence, a different tribune of the plebs
inserted himself into Caesar's life far less enjoyably. This man was Gaius
Papirius Carbo, who presented a bill to the Plebeian Assembly asking that it
arraign Caesar's middle uncle, Marcus Aurelius Cotta, on charges of stealing the
spoils from the Bithynian city of Heracleia. Unfortunately Marcus Cotta's
colleague in the consulship that year had been none other than Lucullus, and
they were well known to be friends. Knight hatred of Lucullus inevitably
prejudiced the Plebs against any close friend or ally, so the Plebs allowed Carbo
to have his way. Caesar's beloved uncle would stand trial for extortion, but not in
the excellent standing court Sulla had established. Marcus Cotta's jury would be
several thousand men who all hungered to tear Lucullus and his cronies down.

"There was nothing to steal!" Marcus Cotta said to Caesar. "Mithridates had
used Heracleia as his base for months, then the place withstood siege for
several months more—when | entered it, Caesar, it was as bare as a newborn
rat! Which everybody knew! What do you think three hundred thousand soldiers
and sailors belonging to Mithridates left? They looted Heracleia far more
thoroughly than Gaius Verres looted Sicily!"

"You don't need to protest your innocence to me, Uncle," said Caesar, looking
grim. "l can't even defend you because it's trial by the Plebs and I'm a patrician."”

"That goes without saying. However, Cicero will do it."

"He won't, Uncle. Didn't you hear?"

"Hear what?"

"He's overwhelmed by grief. First his cousin Lucius died, then his father died
only the other day. Not to mention that Terentia has some sort of rheumatic
trouble which Rome at this season makes worse, and she rules that particular
roost! Cicero has fled to Arpinum."



“Then it will have to be Hortensius, my brother Lucius, and Marcus Crassus,"
said Cotta.

"Not as effective, but it will suffice, Uncle."

"l doubt it, | really do. The Plebs are after my blood."

"Well, anyone who is a known friend of poor Lucullus's is a target for the
knights."

Marcus Cotta looked ironically at his nephew. “Poor Lucullus?" he asked. "He's
no friend of yours!"

"True," said Caesar. "However, Uncle Marcus, | can't help but approve of his
financial arrangements in the East. Sulla showed him the way, but Lucullus went
even further. Instead of allowing the knight publicani to bleed Rome's eastern
provinces dry, Lucullus has made sure Rome's taxes and tributes are not only
fair, but also popular with the local communities. The old way, with the publicani
permitted to squeeze mercilessly, might mean bigger profits for the knights, but it
also means a great deal of animosity for Rome. | loathe the man, yes. Lucullus
not only insulted me unpardonably, he denied me the military credit | was entitled
to as well. Yet as an administrator he's superb, and I'm sorry for him."

"A pity the pair of you didn't get on, Caesar. In many ways you're as like as
twins."

Startled, Caesar stared at his mother's half brother. Most of the time he never
saw much of a family resemblance between Aurelia and any of her three half
brothers, but that dry remark of Marcus Cotta's was Aurelia! She was there too in
Marcus Cotta's large, purplish-grey eyes. Time to go, when Uncle Marcus turned
into Mater. Besides, he had an assignation with Servilia to keep.

But that too turned out to be an unhappy business.

If Servilia arrived first, she was always undressed and in the bed waiting for
him. But not today. Today she sat on a chair in his study, and wore every layer of
clothing.

"l have something to discuss," she said.

“Trouble?" he asked, sitting down opposite her.

"Of the most basic and, thinking about it, inevitable kind. | am pregnant.”

No identifiable emotion entered his cool gaze; Caesar said, "l see," then looked
at her searchingly. "This is a difficulty?"

"In many ways." She wet her lips, an indication of nervousness unusual in her.



"How do you feel about it?"

He shrugged. "You're married, Servilia. That makes it your problem, doesn't it?"

"Yes. What if it's a boy? You have no son."

"Are you sure it's mine?" he countered quickly.

"Of that," she said emphatically, "there can be no doubt. | haven't slept in the
same bed as Silanus for over two years."

"In which case, the problem is still yours. | would have to take a chance on its
being a boy, because | couldn't acknowledge it as mine unless you divorced
Silanus and married me before its birth. Once it's born in wedlock to Silanus, it's
his."

"Would you be prepared to take that chance?" she asked.

He didn't hesitate. "No. My luck says it's a girl."

"l don't know either. | didn't think of this happening, so | didn't concentrate on
making a boy or a girl. It will indeed take its chances as to its sex."

If his own demeanor was detached, so, he admitted with some admiration, was
hers. A lady well in control.

"Then the best thing you can do, Servilia, is to hustle Silanus into your bed as
soon as you possibly can. Yesterday, | hope?"

Her head moved slowly from side to side, an absolute negative. "l am afraid,"
she said, "that is out of the question. Silanus is not a well man. We ceased to
sleep together not through any fault of mine, | do assure you. Silanus is
incapable of sustaining an erection, and the fact distresses him."

To this news Caesar reacted: the breath hissed between his teeth. "So our
secret will soon be no secret," he said.

To give her credit, she felt no anger at Caesar's attitude, nor condemned him
as selfish, uninterested in her plight. In many ways they were alike, which
perhaps was why Caesar could not grow emotionally attached to her: two people
whose heads would always rule their hearts—and their passions.

"Not necessarily," she said, and produced a smile. "l shall see Silanus today
when he comes home from the Forum. It may be that | will be able to prevail
upon him to keep the secret."

"Yes, that would be better, especially with the betrothal of our children. | don't
mind taking the blame for my own actions, but | can't feel comfortable with the
idea of hurting either Julia or Brutus by having the result of our affair common



gossip." He leaned forward to take her hand, kissed it, and smiled into her eyes.
"It isn't a common affair, is it?"

"No," said Servilia. "Anything but common." She wet her lips again. "I'm not
very far along, so we could continue until May or June. If you want to."

"Oh yes," said Caesar, "l want to, Servilia."

"After that, I'm afraid, we won't be able to meet for seven or eight months."

"l shall miss it. And you."

This time it was she who reached for a hand, though she did not kiss his, just
held it and smiled at him. "You could do me a favor during those seven or eight
months, Caesar."

"Such as?"

"Seduce Cato's wife, Atilia."

He burst out laughing. "Keep me busy with a woman who stands no chance of
supplanting you, eh? Very clever!"

"It's true, | am clever. Oblige me, please! Seduce Atilia!"

Frowning, Caesar turned the idea over in his mind. "Cato isn't a worthy target,
Servilia. What is he, twenty-six years old? | agree that in the future he might
prove a thorn in my side, but I'd rather wait until he is."

"For me, Caesar, for me! Please! Please!"

"Do you hate him so much?"

"Enough to want to see him broken into tiny pieces," she said through her
teeth. "Cato doesn't deserve a political career."

"Seducing Atilia won't prevent his having one, as you well know. However, if it
means so much to you— all right."”

"Oh, wonderful! Thank you!" She huffed happily, then thought of something
else. "Why have you never seduced Bibulus's wife, Domitia? Him you certainly
owe the pleasure of wearing horns, he is already a dangerous enemy. Besides,
his Domitia is my half sister Porcia's husband's cousin. It would hurt Cato too."

"A bit of the bird of prey in me, | suppose. The anticipation of seducing Domitia
is so great | keep postponing the actual deed.”

"Cato," she said, "is far more important to me."

Bird of prey, nothing, she thought to herself on the way back to the Palatine.
Though he may see himself as an eagle, Servilia thought, his conduct over
Bibulus's wife is plain feline.



Pregnancy and children were a part of life, and, with the exception of Brutus,
just a something which had to be endured with a minimum of inconvenience.
Brutus had been hers alone; she had fed him herself, changed his diapers
herself, bathed him herself, played with him and amused him herself. But her
attitude to her two daughters had been far different. Once she dropped them, she
handed them to nursemaids and more or less forgot about them until they grew
sufficiently to need a more sternly Roman supervision. This she applied without
much interest, and no love. When each of them turned six, she sent them to
Marcus Antonius Gnipho's school because Aurelia had recommended it as
suitable for girls, and she had not had cause to regret this decision.

Now, seven years later, she was going to have a love child, the fruit of a
passion which ruled her life. What she felt for Gaius Julius Caesar was not alien
to her nature, that being an intense and powerful one well suited to a great love;
no, its chief disadvantage stemmed from him and his nature, which she read
correctly as unwilling to be dominated by emotions arising out of personal
relationships of any kind. This early and instinctive divination had saved her
making the mistakes women commonly made, from putting his feelings to the
test, to expecting fidelity and overt demonstrations of interest in anything beyond
what happened between them in that discreet Suburan apartment.

Thus she had not gone that afternoon to tell him her news in any anticipation
that it would provoke joy or add a proprietary feeling of ownership in him, and
she had been right to discipline herself out of hope. He was neither pleased nor
displeased; as he had said, this was her business, had nothing to do with him.
Had she anywhere, buried deep down, cherished a hope that he would want to
claim this child? She didn't think so, didn't walk home conscious of
disappointment or depression. As he had no wife of his own, only one union
would have needed the legality of divorce—hers to Silanus. But look at how
Rome had condemned Sulla for summarily divorcing Aelia. Not that Sulla had
cared once the young wife of Scaurus was freed by widowhood. Not that Caesar
would have cared. Except that Caesar had a sense of honor Sulla had not; oh, it
wasn’t a particularly honorable sense of honor, it was too bound up in what he
thought of himself and wanted from himself to be that. Caesar had set a standard
of conduct for himself which embraced every aspect of his life. He didn't bribe his
juries, he didn't extort in his province, he was not a hypocrite. All no more and no



less than evidence that he would do everything the hard way; he would not resort
to techniques designed to render political progress easier. His self-confidence
was indestructible; he never doubted for one moment his ability to get where he
intended to go. But claim this child as his own by asking her to divorce Silanus so
he could marry her before the child was born? No, that he wouldn't even
contemplate doing. She knew exactly why. For no other reason than that it would
demonstrate to his Forum peers that he was under the thumb of an inferior—a
woman.

She wanted desperately to marry him, of course, though not to acknowledge
the paternity of this coming child. She wanted to marry him because she loved
him with mind as much as body, because in him she recognized one of the great
Romans, a fitting husband who would never disappoint her expectations of his
political and military performance any more than his ancestry and dignitas could
do aught than enhance her own. He was a Publius Cornelius Scipio Africanus, a
Gaius Servilius Ahala, a Quintus Fabius Maximus Cunctator, a Lucius Aemilius
Paullus. Of the true patrician aristocracy—a quintessential Roman—possessed
of immense intellect, energy, decision and strength. An ideal husband for a
Servilia Caepionis. An ideal stepfather for her beloved Brutus.

The dinner hour was not far away when she arrived home, and Decimus Junius
Silanus, the steward informed her, was in his study. What was the matter with
him? she wondered as she entered the room to find him writing a letter. At forty
years of age he looked closer to fifty, lines of physical suffering engraved down
either side of his nose, his prematurely grey hair toning into grey skin. Though he
was striving to acquit himself well as urban praetor, the demands of that duty
were sapping an already fragile vitality. His ailment was mysterious enough to
have defeated the diagnostic skills of every physician Rome owned, though the
consensus of medical opinion was that its progress was too slow to suggest an
underlying malignancy; no one had found a palpable tumor, nor was his liver
enlarged. The year after next he would be eligible to stand for the consulship, but
Servilia for one now believed he had not the stamina to mount a successful
campaign.

"How are you today?" she asked, sitting in the chair in front of his desk.

He had looked up and smiled at her when she entered, and now laid down his
pen with some pleasure. His love for her had grown no less with the



accumulation of almost ten years of marriage, but his inability to be a husband to
her in all respects ate at him more corrosively than his disease. Aware of his
innate defects of character, he had thought when the disease clamped down
after the birth of Junilla that she would turn on him with reproaches and
criticisms; but she never had, even after the pain and burning in his gut during
the night hours forced him to move to a separate sleeping cubicle. When every
attempt at love-making had ended in the ghastly embarrassment of impotence, it
had seemed kinder and less mortifying to remove himself physically; though he
would have been content to cuddle and kiss, Servilia in the act of love was not
cozy and not prone to dalliance.

So he answered her question honestly by saying, “No better and no worse than
usual."

"Husband, | want to talk to you," she said.

"Of course, Servilia."

"I am pregnant, and you have good cause to know that the child is not yours."

His color faded from grey to white, he swayed. Servilia leaped to her feet and
went to the console table where two carafes and some silver goblets resided,
poured un-watered wine into one and stood supporting him while he sipped at it,
retching slightly.

"Oh, Servilia!" he exclaimed after the stimulant had done its work and she had
returned to her chair.

"If it is any consolation," she said, "this fact has nothing to do with your own
illness and disabilities. \Were you as virile as Priapus, | would still have gone to
this man."

The tears gathered in his eyes, poured faster and faster down his cheeks.

"Use your handkerchief, Silanus!" snapped Servilia.

Out it came, mopped away. "Who is he?" he managed to ask.

“In good time. First | need to know what you intend to do about my situation.
The father will not marry me. To do so would diminish his dignitas, and that
matters more to him than | ever could. | do not blame him, you understand."

"How can you be so rational?" he asked in wonder.

"l can see little point in being anything else! Would you rather | had rushed in
squalling and screaming, and made what is still our business everyone's
business?"



"l suppose not," he said tiredly, and sighed. The handkerchief was tucked
away. "No, of course not. Except that it might have proved you are human. If
anything about you worries me, Servilia, it is your lack of humanity, your inability
to understand frailty. You bore on like an auger applied to the framework of your
life with the skill and drive of a professional craftsman."

"That is a very muddled metaphor," said Servilia.

"Well, it was what | always sensed in you—and perhaps what | envied in you,
for | do not have it myself. | admire it enormously. But it isn't comfortable, and it
prevents pity."

"Don't waste your pity on me, Silanus. You haven't answered my question yet.
What do you intend to do about my situation?"

He got up, supporting himself by holding on to the back of his chair until he was
sure his legs would hold him up. Then he paced up and down the room for a
moment before looking at her. So calm, so composed, so unaffected by disaster!

"Since you don't intend to marry the man, | think the best thing | can do is move
back into our bedroom for enough time to make the child's origin look like my
doing," he said, going back to his chair.

Oh, why couldn't she at least accord him the gratification of seeing her relax, or
look relieved, or happy? No, not Servilia! She simply looked exactly the same,
even within her eyes.

"That," she said, "is sensible, Silanus. It is what | would have done in your
situation, but one never knows how a man will see what touches his pride."

“It touches my pride, Servilia, but | would rather my pride remained intact, at
least in the eyes of our world. No one knows?"

"He knows, but he won't air the truth."

“Are you very far along?"

“No. If you and | resume sleeping together, | doubt anyone will be able to
guess from the date of the child's birth that it is anyone's but yours."

"Well, you must have been discreet, for I've heard not one rumor, and there are
always plenty of people to let slip rumors like that to the cuckolded husband."

"There will be no rumors."

"Who is he?" Silanus asked again.

"Gaius Julius Caesar, of course. | would not have surrendered my reputation to
anyone less."



"No, of course you wouldn't have. His birth is as great as rumor says his
procreative equipment is," said Silanus bitterly. "Are you in love with him?"

"Oh, yes."

‘I can understand why, for all that | dislike the man. Women do tend to make
fools of themselves over him."

"l," said Servilia flatly, "have not made a fool of myself."

"That's true. And do you intend to go on seeing him?"

"Yes. | will never not see him."

"One day it will come out, Servilia."

“Probably, but it suits neither of us to have our affair made public, so we will try
to prevent that."

"For which | should be grateful, | suppose. With any luck, I'll be dead before it
does."

"l do not wish you dead, husband."

Silanus laughed, but its note was not amused. "For which | ought to be grateful!
| wouldn't put it past you to speed my quittance if you thought it might serve your
purposes.”

"It does not serve my purposes."

"l understand that." His breath caught. "Ye gods, Servilia, your children are
formally contracted to be married! How can you hope to keep the affair secret?"

"| fail to see why Brutus and Julia endanger us, Silanus. We do not meet
anywhere in their vicinity."

"Or anyone else's vicinity, obviously. As well that the servants are afraid of
you."

"Indeed."

He put his head between his hands. "l would like to be alone now, Servilia."

She rose immediately. "Dinner will be ready shortly."

"Not for me today."

"You should eat," she said on the way to the door. "It has not escaped me that
your pain lessens for some hours after you eat, especially when you eat well."

"Not today! Now go, Servilia, go!"

Servilia went, well satisfied with this interview, and in better charity with Silanus
than she had expected to be.



The Plebeian Assembly convicted Marcus Aurelius Cotta of peculation, fined
him more than his fortune was worth, and forbade him fire and water within four
hundred miles of Rome.

"Which denies Athens to me," he said to his younger brother, Lucius, and to
Caesar, “but the thought of Massilia is revolting. So | think I'll go to Smyrna, and
join Uncle Publius Rutilius."

"Better company than Verres," said Lucius Cotta, aghast at the verdict.

“I hear that the Plebs is going to vote Carbo consular insignia as a token of its
esteem," said Caesar, lip curling.

"Including lictors and fasces?” asked Marcus Cotta, gasping.

"l admit we can do with a second consul now that Glabrio's gone off to govern
his new combined province, Uncle Marcus, but though the Plebs may be able to
dispense purple-bordered togas and curule chairs, it's news to me that it can
bestow imperium!" snapped Caesar, still shaking with anger. “This is all thanks to
the Asian publicani!”

"Leave it be, Caesar," said Marcus Cotta. "Times change, it is as simple as
that. You might call this the last backlash of Sulla's punishment of the Ordo
Equester. Lucky for me that we all recognized what might happen, and
transferred my lands and money to Lucius here."

"The proceeds will follow you to Smyrna," said Lucius Cotta. “Though it was the
knights brought you down, there were elements in the Senate contributed their
mite as well. | acquit Catulus and Gaius Piso and the rest of the rump, but
Publius Sulla, his minion Autronius and all that lot were assiduous in helping
Carbo prosecute. So was Catilina. | shan't forget."

"Nor shall I," said Caesar. He tried to smile. "l love you dearly, Uncle Marcus,
you know that. But not even for you will | put horns on Publius Sulla's head by
seducing Pompeius's hag of a sister."

That provoked a laugh, and the fresh comfort of each man's reflecting that
perhaps Publius Sulla was already reaping a little retribution by being obliged to
live with Pompey's sister, neither young nor attractive, and far too fond of the
wine flagon.

Aulus Gabinius finally struck toward the end of February. Only he knew how
difficult it had been to sit on his hands and delude Rome into thinking he, the



president of the College of Tribunes of the Plebs, was a lightweight after all.
Though he existed under the odium of being a man from Picenum (and
Pompey's creature), Gabinius was not precisely a New Man. His father and his
uncle had sat in the Senate before him, and there was plenty of respectable
Roman blood in the Gabinii besides. His ambition was to throw off Pompey's
yoke and be his own man, though a strong streak of common sense told him that
he would never be powerful enough to lead his own faction. Rather, Pompey the
Great wasn't great enough. Gabinius hankered to ally himself with a more
Roman man, for there were many things about Picenum and the Picentines
exasperated him, particularly their attitude toward Rome. Pompey mattered more
than Rome did, and Gabinius found that hard to take. Oh, it was natural enough!
In Picenum Pompey was a king, and in Rome he wielded immense clout. Most
men from a particular place were proud to follow a fellow countryman who had
established his ascendancy over people generally considered better.

That Aulus Gabinius, fair of face and form, was dissatisfied with the idea of
owning Pompey as master could be laid at no one else's door than Gaius Julius
Caesar's. Much of an age, they had met at the siege of Mitylene and liked each
other at once. Truly fascinated, Gabinius had watched young Caesar
demonstrate a kind of ability and strength that told him he was privileged to be
the friend of a man who would one day matter immensely. Other men had the
looks, the height, the physique, the charm, even the ancestors; but Caesar had
much more. To own an intellect like his yet be the bravest of the brave was
distinction enough, for formidably intelligent men usually saw too many risks in
valor. It was as if Caesar could shut anything out that threatened the enterprise
of the moment. Whatever the enterprise was, he found exactly the right way to
utilize only those qualities in himself able to conclude it with maximum effect. And
he had a power Pompey would never have, something which poured out of him
and bent everything to the shape he wanted. He counted no cost, he had
absolutely no fear.

And though in the years since Mitylene they had not seen much of each other,
Caesar continued to haunt Gabinius. Who made up his mind that when the day
came that Caesar led his own faction, Aulus Gabinius would be one of his
staunchest adherents. Though how he was going to wriggle out of his cliental
obligations to Pompey, Gabinius didn't know. Pompey was his patron, therefore



Gabinius had to work for him as a proper client should. All of which meant that he
struck with more intention of impressing the relatively junior and obscure Caesar
than Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus, the First Man in Rome. His patron.

He didn't bother going to the Senate first; since the full restoration of the
powers of the tribunes of the plebs, that was not mandatory. Better to strike the
Senate without warning by informing the Plebs first, and on a day no one could
suspect might produce earthshaking changes.

Some five hundred men only were dotted around the Well of the Comitia when
Gabinius ascended the rostra to speak; these were the professional Plebs, that
nucleus which never missed a meeting and could recite whole memorable
speeches by heart, not to mention detail plebiscites of note going back a
generation at least.

The Senate House steps were not well populated either; just Caesar, several of
Pompey's senatorial clients including Lucius Afranius and Marcus Petreius, and
Marcus Tullius Cicero.

"If we had ever needed reminding how serious the pirate problem is to Rome,
then the sack of Ostia and the capture of our first consignment of Sicilian grain a
mere three months ago ought to have administered a gigantic stimulus!"
Gabinius told the Plebs—and the watchers on the Curia Hostilia steps.

"And what have we done to clear Our Sea of this noxious infestation?" he
thundered. “What have we done to safeguard the grain supply, to ensure that the
citizens of Rome do not suffer famines, or have to pay more than they can afford
for bread, their greatest staple? What have we done to protect our merchants
and their vessels? What have we done to prevent our daughters' being
kidnapped, our praetors' being abducted?

"Very little, members of the Plebs. Very, very little!"

Cicero moved closer to Caesar, touched his arm. "l am intrigued," he said, "but
not mystified. Do you know where he's going, Caesar?"

"Oh, yes."

On went Gabinius, enjoying himself highly.

"The very little we have done since Antonius the Orator attempted his pirate
purge over forty years ago started in the aftermath of our Dictator's reign, when
his loyal ally and colleague Publius Servilius Vatia went out to govern Cilicia
under orders to flush out the pirates. He had a full proconsular imperium, and the



authority to raise fleets from every city and state affected by pirates, including
Cyprus and Rhodes. He began in Lycia, and dealt with Zenicetes. It took him
three years to defeat one pirate! And that pirate was based in Lycia, not among
the rocks and crags of Pamphylia and Cilicia, where the worst pirates are. The
remainder of his time in the governor's palace at Tarsus was devoted to a
beautiful small war against a tribe of inland Pamphylian soil-scratching peasants,
the Isauri. When he defeated them, took their two pathetic little towns captive,
our precious Senate told him to tack an extra name onto Publius Servilius Vatia
—Ilsauricus, if you please! Well, Vatia isn't very inspiring, is it? Knock-knees for a
cognomen! Can you blame the poor fellow for wanting to go from being Publius
of the plebeian family Servilius who has Knock-knees, to Publius Servilius
Knock-knees the Conqueror of the Isauri? You must admit that Isauricus adds a
trifle more luster to an otherwise dismal name!"

To illustrate his point, Gabinius pulled his toga up to show his shapely legs
from midthigh downward, and minced back and forth across the rostra with
knees together and feet splayed wide apart; his audience responded by laughing
and cheering.

"The next chapter in this saga," Gabinius went on, “happened in and around
the island of Crete. For no better reason than that his father the Orator—a far
better and abler man who still hadn't managed to do the job!—had been
commissioned by the Senate and People of Rome to eliminate piracy in Our Sea,
the son Marcus Antonius collared the same commission some seven years ago,
though this time the Senate alone issued it, thanks to our Dictator's new rules. In
the first year of his campaign Antonius pissed undiluted wine into every sea at
the western end of Our Sea and claimed a victory or two, but never did produce
tangible evidence like spoils or ship's beaks. Then, filling his sails with burps and
farts, Antonius caroused his way to Greece. Here for two years he sallied forth
against the pirate admirals of Crete, with what disastrous consequences we all
know. Lasthenes and Panares just walloped him! And in the end, a broken Man
of Chalk—for that too is what Creticus means!—he took his own life rather than
face the Senate of Rome, his commissioner.

"After which came another man with a brilliant nickname—that Quintus
Caecilius Metellus who is the grandson of Macedonicus and the son of Billy Goat
—NMetellus Little Goat. It would seem, however, that Metellus Little Goat aspires



to be another Creticus! But will Creticus turn out to mean the Conqueror of the
Cretans, or a Man of Chalk? What do you think, fellow plebeians?"

"Man of Chalk! Man of Chalk!" came the answer.

Gabinius finished up conversationally. "And that, dear friends, brings us up to
the present moment. It brings us to the debacle at Ostia, the stalemate in Crete,
the inviolability of every pirate bolt-hole from Gades in Spain to Gaza in
Palestina! Nothing has been done! Nothing!"

His toga being a little rumpled from demonstrating how a knock-kneed man
walked, Gabinius paused to adjust it.

"What do you suggest we do, Gabinius?" called Cicero from the Senate steps.

"Why hello there, Marcus Cicero!" said Gabinius cheerfully. "And Caesar too!
Rome's best pair of orators listening to the humble pratings of a man from
Picenum. | am honored, especially since you stand just about alone up there. No
Catulus, no Gaius Piso, no Hortensius, no Metellus Pius Pontifex Maximus?"

"Get on with it, man," said Cicero, in high good humor.

"Thank you, | will. What do we do, you ask? The answer is simple, members of
the Plebs. We find ourselves a man. One man only. A man who has already
been consul, so that there can be no doubt about his constitutional position. A
man whose military career has not been fought from the front benches of the
Senate like some | could name. We find that man. And by we, fellow plebeians, |
mean we of this assemblage. Not the Senate! The Senate has tried all the way
from knock-knees to chalky substances without success, so | say the Senate
must abrogate its power in this matter, which affects all of us. | repeat, we find
ourselves a man, a man who is a consular of established military ability. We then
give this man a commission to clear Our Sea of piracy from the Pillars of
Hercules to the mouths of Nilus, and to clear the Euxine Sea as well. We give
him three years to do this, and within three years he must have done this—for if
he has not, members of the Plebs, then we will prosecute him and exile him from
Rome forever!"

Some of the boni had come running from whatever business engaged them,
summoned by clients they put in the Forum to monitor even the least suspicious
Assembly meeting. Word was spreading that Aulus Gabinius was speaking about
a pirate command, and the boni—not to mention many other factions—knew that
meant Gabinius was going to ask the Plebs to give it to Pompey. Which could not



be allowed to happen. Pompey must never receive another special command,
never! It allowed him to think he was better and greater than his equals.

With the freedom to look around that Gabinius had not, Caesar noted Bibulus
descend to the bottom of the Well, with Cato, Ahenobarbus and young Brutus
behind him. An interesting quartet. Servilia wouldn't be pleased if she heard her
son was associating with Cato. A fact Brutus obviously understood; he looked
hunted and furtive. Perhaps because of that he didn't seem to listen to what
Gabinius was saying, though Bibulus, Cato and Ahenobarbus had anger written
large in their faces.

Gabinius ploughed on. “This man must have absolute autonomy. He must exist
under no restrictions whatsoever from Senate or People once he begins. That of
course means that we endow him with an unlimited imperium— but not just at
sea! His power must extend inward for fifty miles on all coasts, and within that
strip of land his powers must override the imperium of every provincial governor
affected. He must be given at least fifteen legates of pro-praetorian status and
have the freedom to choose and deploy them himself, without hindrance from
anyone. If necessary he must be granted the whole contents of the Treasury,
and be given the power to levy whatever he needs from money to ships to local
militia in every place his imperium encompasses. He must have as many ships,
fleets, flotillas as he demands, and as many of Rome's soldiers."

At which point Gabinius noticed the newcomers, and gave a huge, stagy start
of surprise. He looked down into Bibulus's eyes, then grinned delightedly. Neither
Catulus nor Hortensius had arrived, but Bibulus, one of the heirs apparent, was
enough.

“If we give this special command against the pirates to one man, members of
the Plebs," cried Gabinius, "then we may at last see the end of piracy! But if we
allow certain elements in the Senate to cow us or prevent us, then we and no
other body of Roman men will be directly responsible for whatever disasters
follow on our failure to act. Let us get rid of piracy for once and for all! It's time we
dispensed with half-measures, compromises, sucking up to the self-importance
of families and individuals who insist that the right to protect Rome is theirs
alone! It's time to finish with doing nothing! It's time to do the job properly!"

"Aren't you going to say it, Gabinius?" Bibulus shouted from the bottom of the
Well.



Gabinius looked innocent. "Say what, Bibulus?"

"The name, the name, the name!"

"l have no name, Bibulus, just a solution."

"Rubbish!" came the harsh and blaring voice of Cato. "That is absolute rubbish,
Gabinius! You have a name, all right! The name of your boss, your Picentine
upstart boss whose chief delight is destroying every tradition and custom Rome
owns! You're not up there saying all of this out of patriotism, you're up there
serving the interests of your boss, Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus!"

"A name! Cato said a name!" cried Gabinius, looking overjoyed. "Marcus
Porcius Cato said a name!" Gabinius leaned forward, bent his knees, got his
head as close to Cato below as he could, and said quite softly, "Weren't you
elected a tribune of the soldiers for this year, Cato? Didn't the lots give you
service with Marcus Rubrius in Macedonia? And hasn't Marcus Rubrius departed
for his province already? Don't you think you should be making a nuisance of
yourself with Rubrius in Macedonia, rather than being a nuisance in Rome? But
thank you for giving us a name! Until you suggested Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus,
| had no idea which man would be best."

Whereupon he dismissed the meeting before any of the boni tribunes of the
plebs could arrive.

Bibulus turned away with a curt jerk of his head to the other three, lips set,
eyes glacial. When he reached the surface of the lower Forum he put his hand
out, clutched Brutus's forearm.

"You can run a message for me, young man," he said, "then go home. Find
Quintus Lutatius Catulus, Quintus Hortensius and Gaius Piso the consul. Tell
them to meet me at my house now."

Not very many moments later the three leading members of the boni sat in
Bibulus's study. Cato was still there, but Ahenobarbus had gone; Bibulus
deemed him too much of an intellectual liability in a council containing Gaius
Piso, who was quite dense enough without reinforcements.

"It's been too quiet, and Pompeius Magnus has been too quiet," said Quintus
Lutatius Catulus, a slight and sandy-colored man whose Caesar ancestry
showed less in him than his mother's Domitius Ahenobarbus.

Catulus's father, Catulus Caesar, had been a greater man opposing a greater
enemy, Gaius Marius, and he had perished in his own way during the hideous



slaughter Marius had inflicted on Rome at the beginning of his infamous seventh
consulship. The son had been caught in an invidious position after he chose to
remain in Rome throughout the years of Sulla's exile, for he had never truly
expected Sulla to overcome Cinna and Carbo. So after Sulla became Dictator,
Catulus had trodden very warily until he managed to convince the Dictator of his
loyalty. It was Sulla had appointed him consul with Lepidus, who rebelled—one
more unhappy chance. Though he, Catulus, had defeated Lepidus, it was
Pompey who got the job fighting Sertorius in Spain, a far more important
enterprise. Somehow that kind of thing had become the pattern of Catulus's life:
never quite enough in the forefront to excel the way his formidable father had.

Embittered and now well into his fifties, he listened to the story Bibulus told
without having the faintest idea how to combat what Gabinius was proposing to
do beyond the traditional technique of uniting the Senate in opposition to any
special commands.

Much younger, and fueled by a greater reservoir of hatred for the pretty fellows
who would stand above all others, Bibulus knew too many senators would be
inclined to favor the appointment of Pompey if the task was as vital as
eradication of the pirates. "It won't work," he said to Catulus flatly.

"It has to work!" Catulus cried, striking his hands together. "We cannot allow
that Picentine oaf Pompeius and all his minions to run Rome as a dependency of
Picenum! What is Picenum except an outlying Italian state full of so-called
Romans who are actually descended from Gauls? Look at Pompeius Magnus—
he's a Gaul! Look at Gabinius—he's a Gaul! Yet we genuine Romans are
expected to abase ourselves before Pompeius Magnus? Elevate him yet again to
a position more prestigious than genuine Romans can condone? Magnus! How
could a patrician Roman like Sulla have permitted Pompeius to assume a name
meaning great?"

"l agree!" snapped Gaius Piso fiercely. "It's intolerable !"

Hortensius sighed. "Sulla needed him, and Sulla would have prostituted himself
to Mithridates or Tigranes if that had been the only way back from exile to rule in
Rome," he said, shrugging his shoulders.

"There's no point in railing at Sulla," said Bibulus. "We have to keep our heads,
or we'll lose this battle. Gabinius has circumstances on his side. The fact
remains, Quintus Catulus, that the Senate hasn't dealt with the pirates, and |



don't think the good Metellus in Crete will succeed either. The sack of Ostia was
all the excuse Gabinius needed to propose this solution."”

"Are you saying," asked Cato, "that we won't manage to keep Pompeius out of
the command Gabinius is suggesting?"

"Yes, | am."

"Pompeius can't win against the pirates," said Gaius Piso, smiling sourly.

"Exactly," said Bibulus. "It may be that we'll have to watch the Plebs issue that
special command, then sit back and bring Pompeius down for good after he
fails."

"No," said Hortensius. "There is a way of keeping Pompeius out of the job. Put
up another name to the Plebs that it will prefer to Pompeius's."

A small silence fell, broken by the sharp sound of Bibulus's hand cracking
down on his desk. "Marcus Licinius Crassus!" he cried. "Brilliant, Hortensius,
brilliant! He's quite as good as Pompeius, and he has massive support among
the knights of the Plebs. All they really care about is losing money, and the
pirates lose them millions upon millions every year. No one in Rome will ever
forget how Crassus handled his campaign against Spartacus. The man's a
genius at organization, as unstoppable as an avalanche, and as ruthless as old
King Mithridates."

"l don't like him or anything he stands for, but he does have the blood," from
Gaius Piso, pleased. "Nor are his chances any less than Pompeius's."

"Very well then, we ask Crassus to volunteer for the special command against
the pirates," said Hortensius with satisfaction. "Who will put it to him?"

"l will," said Catulus. He looked at Piso sternly. "In the meantime, senior
consul, | suggest that your officers summon the Senate into session at dawn
tomorrow. Gabinius didn't convoke another meeting of the Plebs, so we'll bring
the matter up in the House and secure a consultum directing the Plebs to appoint
Crassus."

But someone else got in first, as Catulus was to discover when he tracked
Crassus down at his home some hours later.

Caesar had left the Senate steps in a hurry, and went straight from the Forum
to Crassus's offices in an insula behind the Macellum Cuppedenis, the spice and
flower markets which the State had been compelled to auction off into private



ownership years before; it had been the only way to fund Sulla's campaigns in
the East against Mithridates. A young man at the time, Crassus had not owned
the money to buy it; during Sulla's proscriptions it fell at another auction, and by
then Crassus was in a position to buy heavily. Thus he now owned a great deal
of very choice property behind the eastern fringe of the Forum, including a dozen
warehouses wherein merchants stored their precious peppercorns, nard,
incenses, cinnamon, balms, perfumes and aromatics.

He was a big man, Crassus, taller than he looked because of his width, and
there was no fat on him. Neck, shoulders and trunk were thickset, and that
combined with a certain placidity in his face had caused all who knew him to see
his resemblance to an ox—an ox which gored. He had married the widow of both
his elder brothers, a Sabine lady of fine family by name of Axia who had become
known as Tertulla because she had married three brothers; he had two
promising sons, though the elder, Publius, was actually Tertulla's son by his
brother Publius. Young Publius was ten years from the Senate, while the son of
Crassus's loins, Marcus, was some years younger than that. No one could fault
Crassus as a family man; his uxoriousness and devotion were famous. But his
family was not his abiding passion. Marcus Licinius Crassus had only one
passion—money. Some called him the richest man in Rome, though Caesar,
treading up the grimy narrow stairs to his lair on the fifth floor of the insula, knew
better. The Servilius Caepio fortune was almost infinitely larger, and so too the
fortune of the man he went to see Crassus about, Pompey the Great.

That he had chosen to walk up five flights of stairs rather than occupy more
commodious premises lower down was typical of Crassus, who understood his
rents exquisitely well. The higher the floor, the lower the rent. Why fritter away a
few thousands of sesterces by himself using profitable lower floors which could
be rented out? Besides, stairs were good exercise. Nor did Crassus bother with
appearances; he sat at a desk in one corner of a room in permanent turmoil with
all his senior staff beneath his eyes, and cared not a whit if they jostled his elbow
or talked at the tops of their voices.

"Time for a little fresh air!" shouted Caesar, jerking his head in the direction of
the doorway behind him.

Crassus got up immediately to follow Caesar down and out into a different kind
of turmoil, that of the Macellum Cuppedenis.



They were good friends, Caesar and Crassus, had been since Caesar had
served with Crassus during the war against Spartacus. Many wondered at this
peculiar association, for the differences between them blinded observers to the
far greater similarities. Under those two very contrasting facades existed the
same kind of steel, which they understood even if their world did not.

Neither man did what most men would have done, namely to go over to a
famous snack bar and buy spiced minced pork encased in a deliciously light and
flaky pastry made by covering flour dough with cold lard, folding it and rolling it,
then more lard, and repeating the process many times. Caesar as usual wasn't
hungry, and Crassus deemed eating anywhere outside his own home a waste of
money. Instead, they found a wall to lean on between a busy school of boys and
girls taking their lessons in the open air and a booth devoted to peppercorns.

"All right, we're well protected against eavesdroppers," said Crassus,
scratching his scalp; it had quite suddenly made itself visible after his year as
Pompey's junior consul when most of his hair fell out—a fact Crassus blamed on
the worry of having to earn an extra thousand talents to replace what he had
spent on making sure he ended up the consul with the best reputation among the
people. That his baldness was more likely due to his age did not occur to him; he
would turn fifty this year. Irrelevant. Marcus Crassus blamed everything on
worries about money.

"| predict," said Caesar, eyes on an adorable little dark girl in the impromptu
classroom, "that you will receive a visit this evening from none other than our
dear Quintus Lutatius Catulus."

"Oh?" asked Crassus, his gaze fixed on the extortionate price chalked on a
wooden card propped up against a glazed ceramic jar of peppercorns from
Taprobane. "What's in the wind, Caesar?"

"You should have abandoned your ledgers and come to today's meeting of the
Plebeian Assembly," said Caesar.

"Interesting, was it?"

"Fascinating, though not unexpected—by me, at any rate. | had a little
conversation with Magnus last year, so | was prepared. | doubt anyone else was
save for Afranius and Petreius, who kept me company on the Curia Hostilia
steps. | daresay they thought someone might smell which way the wind was
blowing if they stood in the Well of the Comitia. Cicero kept me company too, but



out of curiosity. He has a wonderful nose for sensing which meetings might be
worth attending."

No fool politically either, Crassus withdrew his gaze from the costly
peppercorns and stared at Caesar. "Oho! What's our friend Magnus up to?"

"Gabinius proposed to the Plebs that it should legislate to give an unlimited
imperium and absolutely unlimited everything else to one man. Naturally he didn't
name the man. The object of this unlimited everything is to put an end to the
pirates," said Caesar, smiling when the little girl sSlammed her wax tablet down on
the head of the little boy next to her.

"An ideal job for Magnus," said Crassus.

"Of course. | understand, incidentally, that he's been doing his homework for
over two years. However, it won't be a popular commission with the Senate, will
it?"

"Not among Catulus and his boys."

"Nor among most members of the Senate, | predict. They'll never forgive
Magnus for forcing them to legitimize his desire to be consul.”

"Nor will I," said Crassus grimly. He drew a breath. "So you think Catulus will
ask me to run for the job in opposition to Pompeius, eh?"

"Bound to."

"Tempting," said Crassus, his attention attracted to the school because the little
boy was bawling and the pedagogue was trying to avert a free-for-all among his
pupils.

"Don't be tempted, Marcus," said Caesar gently.

"Why not?"

"It wouldn't work, Marcus. Believe me, it wouldn't work. If Magnus is as
prepared as | think Magnus is, then let him have the job. Your businesses suffer
the effects of piracy as much as any businesses do. If you're clever, you'll stay in
Rome and reap the rewards of pirate-free waterways. You know Magnus. He'll
do the job, and he'll do it properly. But everyone else will wait and see. You can
use the however many months this general skepticism will give you to prepare
for the good times to come," said Caesar.

That was, as Caesar well knew, the most compelling argument he could have
put forward.

Crassus nodded and straightened. "You've convinced me," he said, and



glanced up at the sun. "Time to put in a bit more work on those ledgers before |
go home to receive Catulus."

The two men picked their way unconcernedly through the chaos which had
descended upon the school, with Caesar giving the small cause of it all a
companionable grin as he passed her. "Bye-bye, Servilia!" he said to her.

Crassus, about to go the other way, looked startled. "Do you know her?" he
asked. "Is she a Servilia?"

"No, | don't know her," called Caesar, already fifteen feet away. "But she does
remind me vividly of Julia's prospective mother-in-law!"

Thus it was that when Piso the consul convoked the Senate at dawn the next
morning, the leading lights of that body had found no rival general to put up
against Pompey; Catulus's interview with Crassus had foundered.

News of what was in the wind had spread from one back tier clear across to
the other, of course, and opposition from all sides had hardened, much to the
delight of the boni. The demise of Sulla was just too recent for most men to
forget how he had held the Senate to ransom, despite his favors; and Pompey
had been his pet, his executioner. Pompey had killed too many senators of
Cinnan and Carboan persuasion, then killed Brutus too, and had forced the
Senate to allow him to be elected consul without ever having been a senator.
That last crime was the most unforgivable of all. The censors Lentulus Clodianus
and Poplicola were still influential in Pompey's favor, but his most powerful
employees, Philippus and Cethegus, were gone, the one into retirement as a
voluptuary, the other through the offices of death.

Not surprising then that when they entered the Curia Hostilia this morning in
their solid-purple censors' togas, Lentulus Clodianus and Poplicola resolved after
looking at so many set faces that they would not speak up for Pompey the Great
today. Nor would Curio, another Pompeian employee. As for Afranius and old
Petreius, their rhetorical skills were so limited that they were under orders not to
try. Crassus was absent.

"Isn't Pompeius coming to Rome?" asked Caesar of Gabinius when he realized
Pompey himself was not there.

"On his way," said Gabinius, "but he won't appear until his name is mentioned
in the Plebs. You know how he hates the Senate."



Once the auguries had been taken and Metellus Pius Pontifex Maximus had
conducted the prayers, Piso (who held the fasces for February because Glabrio
had vanished east) began the meeting.

"l realize," he said from his curule chair on the elevated platform at the far end
of the chamber, "that today's meeting is not, under the recent legislation of Aulus
Gabinius, tribune of the plebs, germane to February's business. In one way! But
in another, as it concerns a foreign command, it definitely is. All of which is
beside the point. Nothing in that lex Gabinia can prevent this body's meeting to
discuss urgent affairs of any kind during the month of February!"

He rose to his feet, a typical Calpurnius Piso, being tall, very dark, and
possessed of bushy eyebrows. “This same tribune of the plebs, Aulus Gabinius
from Picenum"—he gestured with one hand at the back of Gabinius 's head,
below him and on the far left end of the tribunician bench—"yesterday, without
first notifying this body, convoked the Assembly of the Plebs and told its
members—or those few who were present, anyway—how to get rid of piracy.
Without consulting us, without consulting anyone! Toss unlimited imperium,
money and forces into one single man's lap, he said! Not mentioning any names,
but which one of us can doubt that only one name was inside his Picentine
head? This Aulus Gabinius and his fellow Picentine tribune of the plebs, Gaius
Cornelius of no distinguished family despite his nomen, have already given us
who have inherited Rome as our responsibility more trouble than enough since
they entered office. |, for example, have been forced to draft counter-legislation
for bribery at the curule elections. |, for example, have been cunningly deprived
of my colleague in this year's consulship. |, for example, have been accused of
numberless crimes to do with electoral bribery.

"All of you present here today are aware of the seriousness of this proposed
new lex Gabinia, and aware too how greatly it infringes every aspect of the mos
maiorum. But it is not my duty to open this debate, only to guide it. So as it is too
early in the year for any magistrates-elect to be present, | will proceed first to this
year's praetors, and ask for a spokesman."

As the debating order had already been worked out, no praetor offered his
services, nor did any aedile, curule or plebeian; Gaius Piso passed to the ranks
of the consulars in the front rows on either side of the House. That meant the
most powerful piece of oratorical artillery would fire first: Quintus Hortensius.



"Honored consul, censors, magistrates, consulars and senators," he began, "it
is time once and for all to put paid to these so-called special military
commissions! We all know why the Dictator Sulla incorporated that clause in his
amended constitution—to purchase the services of one man who did not belong
to this august and venerable body—a knight from Picenum who had the
presumption to recruit and general troops in Sulla's employ while still in his early
twenties, and who, having tasted the sweetness of blatant unconstitutionality,
continued to espouse it— though espouse the Senate he would not! When
Lepidus revolted he held Italian Gaul, and actually had the temerity to order the
execution of a member of one of Rome's oldest and finest families—Marcus
Junius Brutus. Whose treason, if treason it really was, this body defined by
including Brutus in its decree outlawing Lepidus. A decree which did not give
Pompeius the right to have Brutus's head lopped off by a minion in the
marketplace at Regium Lepidum! Nor to cremate the head and body, then
casually send the ashes to Rome with a short, semiliterate note of explanation!

"After which, Pompeius kept his precious Picentine legions in Mutina until he
forced the Senate to commission him—no senator, no magistrate!—with a
proconsular imperium to go to Spain, govern the nearer province in the Senate's
name and make war on the renegade Quintus Sertorius. When all the time,
Conscript Fathers, in the further province we had an eminent man of proper
family and background, the good Quintus Caecilius Metellus Pius Pontifex
Maximus, already in the field against Sertorius— a man who, | add, did more to
defeat Sertorius than this extraordinary and unsenatorial Pompeius ever did!
Though it was Pompeius who took the glory, Pompeius who collected the
laurels!"

Quite a good-looking man of imposing presence, Hortensius turned slowly in a
circle and seemed to look into every pair of eyes, a trick he had used to good
effect in law courts for twenty and more years. "Then what does this Picentine
nobody Pompeius do when he returns to our beloved country? Against every
provision of the constitution, he brings his army across the Rubico and into Italia,
where he sits it down and proceeds to blackmail us into allowing him to stand for
consul! We had no choice. Pompeius became consul. And even today, Conscript
Fathers, | refuse with every fiber of my being to accord him that abominable
name of Magnus he awarded himself! For he is not great! He is a boil, a



carbuncle, a putrid festering sore in Rome's maltreated hide!

"How dare Pompeius assume he can blackmail this body yet again? How dare
he put his fellating minion Gabinius up to this? Unlimited imperium and unlimited
forces and unlimited money, if you please! When all the time the Senate has an
able commander in Crete doing an excellent job! An excellent job, | repeat! An
excellent job! Excellent, excellent!" Hortensius's Asianic style of oratory was now
in full flight, and the House had settled down (particularly as it was in agreement
with every word he said) to listen to one of its all-time great speakers. “| tell you,
fellow members of this House, that | will never, never, never consent to this
command, no matter whose name might be put up to fill it! Only in our time has
Rome ever needed to resort to unlimited imperium, unlimited commands! They
are unconstitutional and unconscionable and unacceptable! We will clear Our
Sea of pirates, but we will do it the Roman way, not the Picentine way!"

At which point Bibulus began to cheer and drum his feet, and the whole House
joined him. Hortensius sat down, flushed with a sweet victory.

Aulus Gabinius had listened impassively, and at the end shrugged his
shoulders, lifted his hands. “The Roman way," he said loudly when the cheering
died down, "has degenerated to such a point of ineffectuality that it might better
be called the Pisidian way! If Picenum is what the job needs, then Picenum it has
to be. For what is Picenum, if it is not Rome? You draw geographical boundaries,
Quintus Hortensius, which do not exist!"

"Shut up, shut up, shut up!" screamed Piso, leaping to his feet and down off the
curule dais to face the tribunician bench beneath it. "You dare to prate of Rome,
you Gaul from a nest of Gauls? You dare to lump Gaul with Rome? Beware then,
Gabinius the Gaul, that you do not suffer the same fate as Romulus, and never
return from your hunting expedition!"

"A threat!" shouted Gabinius, leaping to his feet. "You hear him, Conscript
Fathers? He threatens to kill me, for that is what happened to Romulus! Killed by
men who weren't his bootlace, lurking in the Goat Swamps of the Campus
Martius!"

Pandemonium broke out, but Piso and Catulus quelled it between them,
unwilling to see the House dissolve before they had had their say. Gabinius had
returned to his perch on the end of the bench where the tribunes of the plebs sat,
and watched bright-eyed as the consul and the consular went their rounds,



soothing, clucking, persuading men to put their behinds back on their stools.

And then, when quiet had more or less returned and Piso was about to ask
Catulus his opinion, Gaius Julius Caesar rose to his feet. As he wore his corona
civica and therefore ranked with any consular in the speaking order, Piso, who
disliked him, threw him a dirty look which invited him to sit down again. Caesar
remained standing, Piso glaring.

"Let him speak, Piso!" cried Gabinius. "He's entitled!"

Though he didn't exercise his oratorical privilege in the House very often,
Caesar was acknowledged as Cicero's only real rival; Hortensius's Asianic style
had fallen out of favor since the advent of Cicero's plainer but more powerful
Athenian style, and Caesar too preferred to be Attic. If there was one thing every
member of the Senate had in common, it was a connoisseur's appreciation for
oratory. Expecting Catulus, they all opted for Caesar.

"As neither Lucius Bellienus nor Marcus Sextilius has yet been returned to our
bosom, | believe | am the only member of this House present here today who
has actually been captured by pirates," he said in that high, absolutely clear
voice he assumed for public speech. "It makes me, you might say, an expert on
the subject, if expertise can be conveyed by firsthand experience. | did not find it
an edifying experience, and my aversion began in the moment | saw those two
trim war galleys bearing down on my poor, plodding merchant vessel. For,
Conscript Fathers, | was informed by my captain that to attempt armed
resistance was as certain to produce death as it was bound to be futile. And I,
Gaius Julius Caesar, had to yield my person to a vulgar fellow named Polygonus,
who had been preying upon merchantmen in Lydian, Carian and Lycian waters
for over twenty years.

“I learned a lot during the forty days | remained the prisoner of Polygonus,"
Caesar went on in more conversational tones. "l learned that there is an agreed
sliding scale of ransom for all prisoners too valuable to be sent to the slave
markets or chained up to wait on these pirates back home in their lairs. For a
mere Roman citizen, slavery it is. A mere Roman citizen isn't worth two thousand
sesterces, which is the bottom price he could fetch in the slave markets. For a
Roman centurion or a Roman about halfway up the hierarchy of the publicani,
the ransom is half a talent. For a top Roman knight or publicanus, the price is
one talent. For a Roman nobleman of high family who is not a member of the



Senate, the price is two talents. For a Roman senator of pedarius status, the
ransom is ten talents. For a Roman senator of junior magisterial status—
quaestor or aedile or tribune of the plebs—the ransom is twenty talents. For a
Roman senator who has held a praetorship or consulship, the ransom is fifty
talents. When captured complete with lictors and fasces, as in the case of our
two latest praetor victims, the price goes up to one hundred talents each, as we
have learned only days ago. Censors and consuls of note fetch a hundred
talents. Though | am not sure what value pirates put on consuls like our dear
Gaius Piso here—perhaps one talent? | wouldn't pay more for him myself, | do
assure you. But then, | am not a pirate, though | sometimes wonder about Gaius
Piso in that respect!

"One is expected during one's imprisonment," Caesar continued in that same
casual manner, "to blanch in fear and fall down with great regularity to beg for
one's life. Not something these Julian knees of mine are accustomed to doing—
nor did. | spent my time spying out the land, assessing possible resistance to
attack, discovering what was guarded and whereabouts. And | also spent my
time assuring everyone that when my ransom was found— it was fifty talents—I
would return, capture the place, send the women and children to the slave
markets, and crucify the men. They thought that a wonderful joke. | would never,
never find them, they told me. But | did find them, Conscript Fathers, and | did
capture the place, and | did send the women and children to the slave markets,
and | did crucify all the men. | could have brought back the beaks of four pirate
ships to adorn the rostra, but since | used the Rhodians for my expedition, the
beaks stand now on a column in Rhodus next door to the new temple of
Aphrodite that | caused to be built by my share of the spoils.

“Now Polygonus was only one of hundreds of pirates at that end of Our Sea,
and not even a major pirate, if they are to be graded. Mind you, Polygonus had
been having such a lucrative time of it working on his own with a mere four
galleys that he saw no point in joining forces with other pirates to form a little
navy under a competent admiral like Lasthenes or Panares—or Pharnaces or
Megadates, to move a little closer to home. Polygonus was happy to pay five
hundred denarii to a spy in Miletus or Priene in return for information as to which
ships were worth boarding. And how assiduous his spies were! No fat pickings
escaped their attention. Among his hoard were many items of jewelry made in



Egypt, which indicates that he raided vessels between Pelusium and Paphos too.
So his network of spies must have been enormous. Paid only for information
which found him good prey, of course, not routinely paid. Keep men short and
their noses keen, and in the end it's cheaper as well as more effective.

"Noxious and of great nuisance value though they are, however, pirates like
Polygonus are a minor affair compared to the pirate fleets under their pirate
admirals. They don't need to wait for lone ships to come along, or ships in
unarmed convoys. They can attack grain fleets escorted by heavily armed
galleys. And then they proceed to sell back to Roman middlemen what was
Rome's in the first place, already bought and paid for. Little wonder Roman
bellies are empty, half of that vacuum from lack of grain, half because what grain
there is sells at three and four times what it should, even from the aedile's dole
list."

Caesar paused, but no one interrupted, even Piso, face red at the insult tossed
his way as if no moment. "l do not need to labor one point," he said evenly,
"because | can see no merit in laboring it. Namely, that there have been
provincial governors appointed by this body who have actively connived with
pirates to allow them port facilities, food, even vintage wines on stretches of
coast that otherwise would have been closed to pirate tenancy. It all came out
during the trial of Gaius Verres, and those of you sitting here today who either
engaged in this practice or let others engage in it know well who you are. And if
the fate of my poor uncle Marcus Aurelius Cotta is anything to go by, be warned
that the passage of time is no guarantee that crimes, real or imagined, will not
one day be put to your accounts.

"Nor am | about to labor another point so obvious that it is very old, very tired,
very threadbare. Namely, that so far Rome—and by Rome | mean both the
Senate and the People!—has not even touched the problem of piracy, let alone
begun to scotch it. There is absolutely no way one man in one piddling little spot,
be that spot Crete or the Baleares or Lycia, can hope to terminate the activities of
pirates. Strike at one place, and all that happens is that the pirates pick up their
gear and sail off somewhere else. Has Metellus in Crete actually succeeded in
cutting off a pirate head? Lasthenes and Panares are but two of the heads this
monster Hydra owns, and theirs are still on their shoulders, still sailing the seas
around Crete.



"What it needs," cried Caesar, his voice swelling, "is not just the will to
succeed, not just the wish to succeed, not just the ambition to succeed! What it
needs is an all-out effort in every place at one and the same moment, an
operation masterminded by one hand, one mind, one will. And hand and mind
and will must belong to a man whose prowess at organization is so well known,
so well tested, that we, the Senate as well as the People of Rome, can give the
task to him with confidence that for once our money and our manpower and our
materiel will not be wasted!"

He drew in a breath. "Aulus Gabinius suggested a man. A man who is a
consular and whose career says that he can do the job as it must be done. But |
will go one better than Aulus Gabinius, and name that man! | propose that this
body give command against the pirates with unlimited imperium in all respects to
Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus!"

"Three cheers for Caesar!" Gabinius shouted, leaping onto the tribunician
bench with both arms above his head. "l say it too! Give the command in the war
against piracy to our greatest general, Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus!"

All outraged attention swung from Caesar to Gabinius, with Piso in the lead; off
the curule dais he jumped, grabbed wildly at Gabinius, hauled him down. But
Piso's body temporarily gave Gabinius the cover he needed, so he ducked under
one flailing fist, tucked his toga around his thighs for the second time in two days,
and bolted for the doors with half the Senate in pursuit.

Caesar picked his way between upended stools to where Cicero sat pensively
with his chin propped up on one palm; he turned the stool next to Cicero the right
way up, and sat down too.

"Masterly," said Cicero.

“Nice of Gabinius to divert their wrath from my head to his," said Caesar,
sighing and stretching his legs out.

"It's harder to lynch you. There's a barrier built into their minds because you're
a patrician Julian. As for Gabinius, he's—how did Hortensius put it?—a fellating
minion. Add as understood, Picentine and Pompeian. Therefore he may be
lynched with impunity. Besides, he was closer to Piso than you, and he didn't win
that," Cicero ended, pointing to the chaplet of oak leaves Caesar wore. "l think
there will be many times when half of Rome may want to lynch you, Caesar, but
it would be an interesting group succeeded. Definitely not led by the likes of



Piso."

Sounds of shouting and violence outside rose in volume; the next thing Piso
flew back into the chamber with various members of the professional Plebs
behind him. Catulus in his wake dodged around the back of one of the open
doors, and Hortensius around the other. Piso fell under a tackle and was
dragged outside again, head bleeding.

"l say, it looks as if they're in earnest," Cicero observed with clinical interest.
"Piso might be lynched."

"l hope he is," said Caesar, not moving.

Cicero giggled. "Well, if you won't stir to help, | fail to see why | should."

"Oh, Gabinius will talk them out of it, that will make him look wonderful.
Besides, it's quieter up here."

"Which is why | transferred my carcass up here."

"| take it," said Caesar, "that you're in favor of Magnus's getting this gigantic
command?"

"Definitely. He's a good man, even if he isn't one of the boni. There's no one
else has a hope. Of doing it, | mean."

"There is, you know. But they wouldn't give the job to me anyway, and | really
do think Magnus can do it."

"Conceit!" cried Cicero, astonished.

"There is a difference between truth and conceit."

"But do you know it?"

"Of course."

They fell silent for a while, then as the noise began to die away both men rose,
descended to the floor of the chamber, and sallied out into the portico.

There it became clear that victory had gone to the Pompeians; Piso sat
bleeding on a step being tended by Catulus, but of Quintus Hortensius there was
no sign.

"You!" cried Catulus bitterly as Caesar ranged alongside him. “What a traitor to
your class you are, Caesar! Just as | told you all those years ago when you came
begging to serve in my army against Lepidus! You haven't changed. You'll never
change, never! Always on the side of these ill-born demagogues who are
determined to destroy the supremacy of the Senate!"

"At your age, Catulus, | would have thought you'd come to see that it's you



ultraconservative sticks with your mouths puckered up like a cat's anus will do
that," said Caesar dispassionately. "l believe in Rome, and in the Senate. But
you do it no good by opposing changes that your own incompetence have made
necessary."

“I will defend Rome and the Senate against the likes of Pompeius until the day
| die!"

"Which, looking at you, may not be so far off."

Cicero, who had gone to hear what Gabinius on the rostra was saying,
returned to the bottom of the steps. "Another meeting of the Plebs the day after
tomorrow!" he called, waving farewell.

"There's another one who will destroy us," said Catulus, lip curling
contemptuously. "An upstart New Man with the gift of the gab and a head too big
to fit through these doors!"

When the Plebeian Assembly met, Pompey was standing on the rostra next to
Gabinius, who now proposed his lex Gabinia de piratis persequendis with a
name attached to the man: Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus. Everybody's choice, so
much was clear from all the cheering. Though he was a mediocre speaker,
Pompey had something in its way more valuable, which was a fresh and open,
honest and engaging look about him, from the wide blue eyes to the wide frank
smile. And that quality, reflected Caesar, watching and listening from the Senate
steps, | do not have. Though | do not think | covet it. His style, not mine. Mine
works equally well with the people.

Today's opposition to the lex Gabinia de piratis persequendis was going to be
more formal, though possibly no less violent; the three conservative tribunes of
the plebs were very much in evidence on the rostra, Trebellius standing a little in
front of Roscius Otho and Globulus to proclaim that he was their leader.

But before Gabinius went into the details of his bill, he called upon Pompey to
speak, and none of the senatorial rump from Trebellius to Catulus to Piso tried to
stop him; the whole crowd was on his side. It was very well done of its kind.
Pompey began by protesting that he had been under arms in Rome's service
since his boyhood, and he was profoundly weary of being called upon to serve
Rome yet again with yet another of these special commands. He went on to
enumerate his campaigns (more campaigns than he had years, he sighed



wistfully), then explained that the jealousy and hatred increased each time he did
it again, saved Rome. And oh, he didn't want yet more jealousy, yet more hatred!
Let him be what he most wanted to be—a family man, a country squire, a private
gentleman. Find someone else, he beseeched Gabinius and the crowd, both
hands outstretched.

Naturally no one took this seriously, though everyone did approve heartily of
Pompey's modesty and self-deprecation. Lucius Trebellius asked leave of
Gabinius, the College president, to speak, and was refused. When he tried
anyway, the crowd drowned his words with boos, jeers, catcalls. So as Gabinius
proceeded, he produced the one weapon Gabinius could not ignore.

“l interpose my veto against the lex Gabinia de piratis persequendis!" cried
Lucius Trebellius in ringing tones.

Silence fell.

"Withdraw your veto, Trebellius," said Gabinius.

"l will not. | veto your boss's law!"

"Don't force me to take measures, Trebellius."

"What measures can you take short of throwing me from the Tarpeian Rock,
Gabinius? And that cannot change my veto. | will be dead, but your law will not
be passed," said Trebellius.

This was the true test of strength, for the days had gone when meetings could
degenerate into violence with impunity for the man convoking the meeting, when
an irate Plebs could physically intimidate tribunes into withdrawing their vetoes
while the man in charge of the Plebs remained an innocent bystander. Gabinius
knew that if a riot broke out during this proper meeting of the Plebs, he would be
held accountable at law. Therefore he solved his problem in a constitutional way
none could impeach.

"l can ask this Assembly to legislate you out of your office, Trebellius,"
answered Gabinius. "Withdraw your veto!"

"l refuse to withdraw my veto, Aulus Gabinius."

There were thirty-five tribes of Roman citizen men. All the voting procedures in
the Assemblies were arrived at through the tribes, which meant that at the end of
several thousand men's voting, only thirty-five actual votes were recorded. In
elections all the tribes voted simultaneously, but when passing laws the tribes
voted one after the other, and what Gabinius was seeking was a law to depose



Lucius Trebellius. Therefore Gabinius called the thirty-five tribes to vote
consecutively, and one after the other they voted to depose Trebellius. Eighteen
was the majority, so eighteen votes were all Gabinius needed. In solemn quiet
and perfect order, the ballot proceeded inexorably: Suburana, Sergia, Palatina,
Quirina, Horatia, Aniensis, Menenia, Oufentina, Maecia, Pomptina, Stellatina,
Clustumina, Tromentina, Voltinia, Papiria, Fabia . . . The seventeenth tribe to
vote was Cornelia, and the vote was the same. Deposition.

"Well, Lucius Trebellius?" asked Gabinius, turning to his colleague with a big
smile. "Seventeen tribes in succession have voted against you. Do | call upon the
men of Camilla to make it eighteen and a majority, or will you withdraw your
veto?"

Trebellius licked his lips, looked desperately at Catulus, Hortensius, Piso, then
at the remote and aloof Pontifex Maximus, Metellus Pius, who ought to have
honored his membership in the boni, but since his return from Spain four years
ago was a changed man—a quiet man— a resigned man. Despite all of which, it
was to Metellus Pius that Trebellius addressed his appeal.

"Pontifex Maximus, what ought | to do?" he cried.

"The Plebs have shown their wishes in the matter, Lucius Trebellius," said
Metellus Pius in a clear, carrying voice which did not stammer once. “Withdraw
your veto. The Plebs have instructed you to withdraw your veto."

"l withdraw my veto," Trebellius said, turned on his heel and retreated to the
back of the rostra platform.

But having outlined his bill, Gabinius now seemed in no hurry to pass it. He
asked Catulus to speak, then Hortensius.

"Clever little fellow, isn't he?" asked Cicero, a trifle put out that no one was
asking him to speak. "Listen to Hortensius! In the Senate the day before
yesterday, he said he'd die before any more special commands with unlimited
imperium would pass! Today he's still against special commands with unlimited
imperium, but if Rome insists on creating this animal, then Pompeius and no one
else should have its leash put into his hand. That certainly tells us which way the
Forum wind is blowing, doesn't it?"

It certainly did. Pompey concluded the meeting by shedding a few tears and
announcing that if Rome insisted, then he supposed he would have to shoulder
this new burden, lethal though the exhaustion it produced would be. After which



Gabinius dismissed the meeting, the vote as yet untaken. However, the tribune
of the plebs Roscius Otho had the last word. Angry, frustrated, longing to kill the
whole Plebs, he stepped to the front of the rostra and thrust his clenched right fist
upward, then very slowly extended its medicus finger to its full length, and
waggled it.

"Shove it up your arse, Plebs!" laughed Cicero, appreciating this futile gesture
enormously.

"So you're happy to allow the Plebs a day to consider, eh?" he asked Gabinius
when the College came down from the rostra.

"I'll do everything exactly as it ought to be done."

"How many bills?"

"One general, then one awarding the command to Gnaeus Pompeius, and a
third detailing the terms of his command."

Cicero tucked his arm through Gabinius's and began to walk. "l loved that little
bit at the end of Catulus's speech, didn't you? You know, when Catulus asked
the Plebs what would happen if Magnus was killed, with whom would the Plebs
replace him?"

Gabinius doubled up with laughter. "And they all cried with one voice, 'You,
Catulus! You and no one but you!""

"Poor Catulus! The veteran of an hour-long rout fought in the shade of the
Quirinal."

"He got the point," said Gabinius.

"He got shafted," said Cicero. "That's the trouble with being a rump. You
contain the posterior fundamental orifice."

* * *

In the end Pompey got more than Gabinius had originally asked for: his
imperium was maius on sea and for fifty miles inland from every coast, which
meant his authority overrode the authority of every provincial governor and those
with special commands like Metellus Little Goat in Crete and Lucullus in his war
against the two kings. No one could gainsay him without revocation of the act in
the Plebeian Assembly. He was to have five hundred ships at Rome's expense
and as many more as he wanted in levies from coastal cities and states; he was



to have one hundred and twenty thousand Roman troops and as many more as
he considered necessary in levies from the provinces; he was to have five
thousand horse troopers; he was to have twenty-four legates with propraetorian
status, all of his own choice, and two quaestors; he was to have one hundred
and forty-four million sesterces from the Treasury at once, and more when he
wanted more. In short, the Plebs awarded him a command the like of which had
never been seen.

But, to do him justice, Pompey wasted no time puffing out his chest and
rubbing his victory in to people like Catulus and Piso; he was too eager to begin
what he had planned down to the last detail. And, if he needed further evidence
of the people's faith in his ability to do away with piracy on the high seas once
and for all, he could look with pride to the fact that on the day the leges Gabiniae
were passed, the price of grain in Rome dropped.

Though some wondered at it, he did not choose his two old lieutenants from
Spain among his legates—that is, Afranius and Petreius. Instead, he attempted
to soothe the fears of the boni by picking irreproachable men like Sisenna and
Varro, two of the Manlii Torquati, Lentulus Marcellinus and the younger of his
wife Mucia Tertia's two half brothers, Metellus Nepos. It was to his tame censors
Poplicola and Lentulus Clodianus, however, that he gave the most important
commands, Poplicola of the Tuscan Sea and Lentulus Clodianus of the Adriatic
Sea. ltaly reposed between them, safe and secure.

He divided the Middle Sea into thirteen regions, each of which he allocated a
commander and a second-in-command, fleets, troops, money. And this time
there would be no insubordination, no assuming initiative by any of his legates.

"There can be no Arausio," he said sternly in his command tent, his legates
assembled before the great enterprise began. "If one of you so much as farts in a
direction | have not myself in person instructed as the right direction for farting, |
will cut out your balls and send you to the eunuch markets in Alexandria," he
said, and meant it. “My imperium is maius, and that means | can do whatever |
like. Every last one of you will have written orders so detailed and complete that
you don't have to decide for yourselves what's for dinner the day after tomorrow.
You do as you're told. If any man among you isn't prepared to do as he's told,
then speak up now. Otherwise it's singing soprano at the court of King Ptolemy,
is that understood?"



"He may not be elegant in his phraseology or his metaphors," said Varro to his
fellow literatus, Sisenna, “but he does have a wonderful way of convincing
people that he means what he says."

"l keep visualizing an almighty aristocrat like Lentulus Marcellinus trilling out his
tonsils for the delectation of King Ptolemy the Flautist in Alexandria," said
Sisenna dreamily.

Which set both of them to laughing.

Though the campaign was not a laughing matter. It proceeded with stunning
speed and absolute efficiency in exactly the way Pompey had planned, and not
one of his legates dared do aught else than as his written orders dictated. If
Pompey's campaign in Africa for Sulla had astonished everyone with its speed
and efficiency, this campaign cast that one into permanent shade.
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He began at the western end of the Middle Sea, and he used his fleets, his
troops, and—above all—his legates to apply a naval and military broom to the
waters. Sweeping, sweeping, ever sweeping a confused and helpless heap of
pirates ahead of the broom; every time a pirate detachment broke for cover on
the African or the Gallic or the Spanish or the Ligurian coast, it found no refuge at
all, for a legate was waiting for it. Governor-designate of both the Gauls, the
consul Piso issued orders that neither province was to provide Pompey with aid
of any kind, which meant that Pompey's legate in the area, Pomponius, had to
struggle to achieve results. But Piso too bit the dust when Gabinius threatened to
legislate him out of his provinces if he didn't desist. His debts mounting with
frightening rapidity, Piso needed the Gauls to recoup his losses, so he desisted.

Pompey himself followed the broom from west to east, timing his visit to Rome
in the middle to coincide with Gabinius's actions against Piso, and looked more
gorgeous than ever when he publicly prevailed upon Gabinius not to be such a
cad.

"Oh, what a poseur!" exclaimed Caesar to his mother, but not in any spirit of
criticism.

Aurelia, however, was not interested in Forum doings. "l must talk to you,
Caesar," she said, ensconced in her chair in his tablinum.



Amusement fled; Caesar stifled a sigh. "What about?"

"Servilia."

"There's nothing to say, Mater."

"Did you make a remark to Crassus about Servilia?" was his mother's reply.

Caesar frowned. "To Crassus? No, of course not."

“Then why did Tertulla come to see me on a fishing expedition? She did,
yesterday." Aurelia grunted a laugh. "Not one of Rome's more expert
fisherwomen, Tertulla! Comes of her Sabine background, | suppose. The hills are
not fishing territory for any save the real experts with a willow rod."

"I swear | didn't, Mater."

“Well, Crassus has an inkling, and passed his inkling on to his wife. | take it
that you still prefer to keep the union a secret? With a view to resuming it once
this child is born?"

"That is my intention."

"Then | suggest you throw a little dust in Crassus's eyes, Caesar. | don't mind
the man, nor do | mind his Sabine wife, but rumors have to start somewhere, and
this is a start."

The frown kept gathering. "Oh, bother rumors! I'm not particularly concerned
about my own part in this, Mater, but | bear poor Silanus no grudges, and it
would be far better if our children remained in ignorance of the situation.
Paternity of the child isn't likely to be called into doubt, as both Silanus and | are
very fair, and Servilia very dark. However the child turns out, it will look as likely
to be his as mine, if it does not resemble its mother."

“True. And | agree with you. Though | do wish, Caesar, that you had chosen
some other object than Servilia!"

"l have, now that she's too big to be available."”

"Cato's wife, you mean?"

He groaned. "Cato's wife. A desperate bore."

"She'd have to be to survive in that household."

Both his hands came to rest on the desk in front of him; he looked suddenly
businesslike. "Very well, Mater, do you have any suggestions?"

"l think you ought to marry again."

"l don't want to marry again."

"l know that! But it is the best way to throw a little dust in everyone's eyes. If a



rumor looks likely to spread, create a new rumor which eclipses it."

"All right, I'll marry again."

"Have you any particular woman you'd like to marry?"

"Not a one, Mater. | am as clay in your hands."

That pleased her immensely; she huffed contentedly. "Good!"

"Name her."

"Pompeia Sulla."

"Ye gods, no!" he cried, appalled. "Any woman but her!"

"Nonsense. Pompeia Sulla is ideal."

"Pompeia Sulla's head is so empty you could use it as a dice box," said Caesar
between his teeth. "Not to mention that she's expensive, idle, and monumentally
silly."

"An ideal wife," Aurelia contended. "Your dalliances won't worry her, she's too
stupid to add one and one together, and she has a fortune of her own adequate
enough for all her needs. She is besides your own first cousin once removed,
being the daughter of Cornelia Sulla and the granddaughter of Sulla, and the
Pompeii Rufi are a more respectable branch of that Picentine family than
Magnus's branch. Nor is she in the first flush of youth— | would not give you an
inexperienced bride."

"Nor would | take one," said Caesar grimly. "Has she any children?"

"No, though her marriage to Gaius Servilius Vatia lasted for three years. | don't
think, mind you, that Gaius Vatia was a particularly well man. His father—Vatia
Isauricus's elder brother, in case you need reminding—died too young to enter
the Senate, and about all the political good Rome got from the son was to give
him a suffect consulship. That he died before he could assume office was typical
of his career. But it does mean Pompeia Sulla is a widow, and therefore more
respectable than a divorced woman."

He was coming around to the idea, she could see that, and sat now without
flogging her argument to the death; the notion was planted, and he could tend it
for himself. "How old is she now?" he asked slowly.

"Twenty-two, | believe."

"And Mamercus and Cornelia Sulla would approve? Not to mention Quintus
Pompeius Rufus, her half brother, and Quintus Pompeius Rufus, her full
brother?"



"Mamercus and Cornelia Sulla asked me if you'd be interested in marrying her,
that's how the thought occurred to me," said Aurelia. "As for her brothers, the full
one is too young to be consulted seriously, and the half one is only afraid that
Mamercus will ship her home to him instead of allowing Cornelia Sulla to shelter
her."

Caesar laughed, a wry sound. "l see the family is ganging up on me!" He
sobered. "However, Mater, | can't see a young fowl as exotic as Pompeia Sulla
consenting to live in a ground-floor apartment right in the middle of the Subura.
She might prove a sore trial for you. Cinnilla was as much your child as your
daughter-in-law, she would never have disputed your right to rule this particular
roost had she lived to be a hundred. Whereas a daughter of Cornelia Sulla might
have grander visions."

"Do not worry about me, Caesar," said Aurelia, getting to her feet well satisfied;
he was going to do it. "Pompeia Sulla will do as she's told, and suffer both me
and this apartment.”

Thus did Gaius Julius Caesar acquire his second wife, who was the
granddaughter of Sulla. The wedding was a quiet one, attended only by the
immediate family, and it took place in Mamercus's domus on the Palatine amid
scenes of great rejoicing, particularly on the part of the bride's half brother, freed
from the prospective horror of having to house her.

Pompeia was very beautiful, all of Rome said it, and Caesar (no ardent
bridegroom) decided Rome was right. Her hair was dark red and her eyes bright
green, some sort of breeding compromise between the red-gold of Sulla's family
and the carrot-red of the Pompeii Rufi, Caesar supposed; her face was a classic
oval and her bones well structured, her figure good, her height considerable. But
no light of intelligence shone out of those grass-colored orbs, and the planes of
her face were smooth to the point of highly polished marble. Vacant. House to
let, thought Caesar as he carried her amid a reveling band of celebrants all the
way from the Palatine to his mother's apartment in the Subura, and making it
look far lighter work than it was. Nothing compelled him to carry her, he had to do
that only to lift her across the threshold of her new home, but Caesar was ever a
creature out to prove he was better than the rest of his world, and that extended
to feats of strength his slenderness belied.

Certainly it impressed Pompeia, who giggled and cooed and threw handfuls of



rose petals in front of Caesar's feet. But the nuptial coupling was less a feat of
strength than the nuptial walk had been; Pompeia belonged to that school of
women who believed all they had to do was lie on their backs, spread their legs,
and let it happen. Oh, there was some pleasure in lovely breasts and a delightful
dark-red thatch of pubic hair—quite a novelty!— but she wasn't juicy. She wasn't
even grateful, and that, thought Caesar, put even poor Atilia ahead of her,
though Atilia was a drab flat-chested creature quite quenched by five years of
marriage to the ghastly young Cato.

"Would you like," he asked Pompeia, lifting himself up on an elbow to look at
her, "a stick of celery?"

She blinked her preposterously long, dark lashes. “A stick of celery?" she
asked vaguely.

"To crunch on while | work," he said. "It would give you something to do, and I'd
hear you doing it."

Pompeia giggled because some infatuated youth had once told her it was the
most delicious sound, tinkling water over gemstones in the bed of a little brook.
"Oh, you are silly!" she said.

Back he flopped, but not on top of her. "You are absolutely right," he said. "l am
indeed silly."

And to his mother, in the morning: "Do not expect to see much of me here,
Mater."

"Oh dear," said Aurelia placidly. "Like that, is it?"

"I'd rather masturbate!" he said savagely, and left before he could get a
tongue-lashing for vulgarity.

Being curator of the Via Appia, he was learning, made far greater demands on
his purse than he had expected, despite his mother's warning. The great road
connecting Rome with Brundisium cried out for some loving care, as it was never
adequately maintained. Though it had to endure the tramp of numberless armies
and the wheels of countless baggage trains, it was so old it had become rather
taken for granted; beyond Capua especially it suffered.

The Treasury quaestors that year were surprisingly sympathetic, though they
included young Caepio, whose relationship to Cato and the boni had
predisposed Caesar to think he would have to battle ceaselessly for funds.



Funds were forthcoming; just never enough. So when the cost of bridge making
and resurfacing outran his public funds, Caesar contributed his own. Nothing
unusual about that; Rome always expected private donations too.

The work, of course, appealed to him enormously, so he supervised it himself
and did all the engineering. After he married Pompeia he hardly visited Rome.
Naturally he followed Pompey's progress in that fabulous campaign against the
pirates, and had to admit that he could scarcely have bettered it himself. This
went as far as applauding Pompey's clemency as the war wound itself up along
the Cilician coast, and Pompey dealt with his thousands of captives by resettling
them in deserted towns far from the sea. He had, in fact, done everything the
right way, from ensuring that his friend and amanuensis Varro was decorated
with a Naval Crown to supervising the sharing out of the spoils in such a way that
no legate was able to snaffle more than he was entitled to, and the Treasury
plumped out considerably. He had taken the soaring citadel of Coracesium the
best way, by bribery from within, and when that place fell, no pirate left alive
could delude himself that Rome did not now own what had become Mare
Nostrum, Our Sea. The campaign had extended into the Euxine, and here too
Pompey carried all before him. Megadates and his lizardlike twin, Pharnaces,
had been executed; the grain supply to Rome was organized and out of future
danger.

Only in the matter of Crete had he failed at all, and that was due to Metellus
Little Goat, who adamantly refused to honor Pompey's superior imperium,
snubbed his legate Lucius Octavius when he arrived to smooth things over, and
was generally held to have been the cause of Lucius Cornelius Sisenna's fatal
stroke. Though Pompey could have dispossessed him, that would have meant
going to war against him, as Metellus made plain. So in the end Pompey did the
sensible thing, left Crete to Metellus and thereby tacitly agreed to share a tiny
part of the glory with the inflexible grandson of Metellus Macedonicus. For this
campaign against the pirates was, as Pompey had said to Caesar, simply a
warm-up, a way to stretch his muscles for a greater task.

Thus Pompey made no move to return to Rome; he lingered in the province of
Asia during the winter, and engaged himself in settling it down, reconciling it to a
new wave of tax-farmers his own censors had made possible. Of course Pompey
had no need to return to Rome, preferred to be elsewhere; he had another trusty



tribune of the plebs to replace the retiring Aulus Gabinius—in fact he had two.
One, Gaius Memmius, was the son of his sister and her first husband, that Gaius
Memmius who had perished in Spain during service with Pompey against
Sertorius. The other, Gaius Manilius, was the more able of the pair, and assigned
the most difficult task: to obtain for Pompey the command against King
Mithridates and King Tigranes.

It was, thought Caesar, feeling it prudent to be in Rome during that December
and January, an easier task than Gabinius had faced—simply because Pompey
had so decisively trounced his senatorial opposition by routing the pirates in the
space of one short summer; at a fraction of the cost his campaign might have
incurred; and too quickly to need land grants for troops, bonuses for contributing
cities and states, compensation for borrowed fleets. At the end of that year,
Rome was prepared to give Pompey anything he wanted.

In contrast, Lucius Licinius Lucullus had endured an atrocious year in the field,
suffering defeats, mutinies, disasters. All of which placed him and his agents in
Rome in no position to counter Manilius's contention that Bithynia, Pontus and
Cilicia should be given to Pompey immediately, and that Lucullus should be
stripped of his command completely, ordered back to Rome in disgrace. Glabrio
would lose his control of Bithynia and Pontus, but that could not impede
Pompey's appointment, as Glabrio had greedily rushed off to govern his province
early in his consulship, and done Piso no service thereby. Nor had Quintus
Marcius Rex, the governor of Cilicia, accomplished anything of note. The East
was targeted for Pompey the Great.

Not that Catulus and Hortensius didn't try. They fought an oratorical battle in
Senate and Comitia, still opposing these extraordinary and all-embracing
commands.

Manilius was proposing that Pompey be given imperium maius again, which
would put him above any governor, and also proposing to include a clause which
would allow Pompey to make peace and war without needing to ask or consult
either Senate or People. This year, however, Caesar did not speak alone in
support of Pompey. Now praetor in the Extortion Court, Cicero thundered forth in
House and Comitia; so did the censors Poplicola and Lentulus Clodianus, and
Gaius Scribonius Curio, and—a real triumph!—the consulars Gaius Cassius
Longinus and no less than Publius Servilius Vatia Isauricus himself! How could



Senate or People resist? Pompey got his command, and was able to shed a tear
or two when he got the news as he toured his dispositions in Cilicia. Oh, the
weight of these remorseless special commissions! Oh, how he wanted to go
home to a life of peace and tranquillity! Oh, the exhaustion!

3

Servilia gave birth to her third daughter at the beginning of September, a
fair-haired mite whose eyes promised to stay blue. Because Junia and Junilla
were so much older and therefore used to their names by now, this Junia would
be called Tertia, which meant Third and had a nice sound. The pregnancy had
dragged terribly after Caesar had elected not to see her halfway through May,
not helped because she was heaviest when the weather was hottest, and
Silanus did not deem it wise to leave Rome for the seaside because of her
condition at her age. He had continued to be kind and considerate. No one
watching them could have suspected all was not well between them. Only
Servilia recognized a new look in his eyes, part wounded and part sad, but as
compassion was not a part of her nature, she dismissed it as a simple fact of life
and did not soften toward him.

Knowing that the gossip grapevine would convey the news of his daughter's
arrival to Caesar, Servilia made no attempt to get in touch with him. A hard
business anyway, and now compounded by Caesar's new wife. What a shock
that had been! Out of the blue, a fireball roaring down from a clear sky to flatten
her, kill her, reduce her to a cinder. Jealousy ate at her night and day, for she
knew the young lady, of course. No intelligence, no depth—but so beautiful with
her off-red hair and vivid green eyes! A granddaughter of Sulla's too. Rich. All the
proper connections and a foot in each senatorial camp. How clever of Caesar to
gratify his senses as well as enhance his political status! For having no way to
ascertain her beloved's frame of mind, Servilia assumed automatically that this
was a love match. Well, rot him! How could she live without him? How could she
live knowing some other woman meant more to him than she did? How could
she live?

Brutus saw Julia regularly, of course. At sixteen and now officially a man,
Brutus was revolted by his mother's pregnancy. He, a man, had a mother who



was still—was still... Ye gods, the embarrassment, the humiliation!

But Julia saw things differently, and told him so. "How nice for her and
Silanus," the nine-year-old had said, smiling tenderly. "You mustn't be angry with
her, Brutus, truly. What happens if after we've been married for twenty or so
years, we should have an extra child? Would you understand your oldest son's
anger?"

His skin was worse than it had been a year ago, always in a state of eruption,
yellow sores and red sores, sores which itched or burned, needed to be
scratched or squeezed or torn at. Self-hate had fueled his hatred of his mother's
condition, and was hard to put by now at this reasonable and charitable question.
He scowled, growled, but then said reluctantly, "l would understand his anger,
yes, because | feel it. But | do see what you mean."

"Then that's a beginning, it will do," said the little sage. "Servilia isn't quite a girl
anymore, avia explained that to me, and said that she would need lots of help
and sympathy."

"I'll try," said Brutus, "for you, Julia." And took himself home to try.

All of which paled into insignificance when Servilia's chance came not two
weeks after she had borne Tertia. Her brother Caepio called to see her with
interesting news.

One of the urban quaestors, he had been earmarked earlier in the year to
assist Pompey in his campaign against the pirates, a task he had not thought
would necessitate his leaving Rome.

"But I've been sent for, Servilia!" he cried, happiness shining in eyes and smile.
"Gnaeus Pompeius wants quite a lot of money and accounts brought to him in
Pergamum, and | am to make the journey. Isn't that wonderful? | can go overland
through Macedonia and visit my brother Cato. | miss him dreadfully!"

"How nice for you," said Servilia listlessly, not in the least interested in Caepio's
passion for Cato, as it had been a part of all their lives for twenty-seven years.

"Pompeius doesn't expect me before December, so if | get going immediately |
can have quite a long time with Cato before | have to move on," Caepio
continued, still in that mood of happy anticipation. “The weather will hold until |
leave Macedonia, and | can continue on by road." He shivered. "l hate the sea!"

"Safe from pirates these days, | hear."

"Thank you, | prefer terra firma."



Caepio then proceeded to acquaint himself with baby Tertia, gooing and
clucking as much out of genuine affection as out of duty, and comparing his
sister's child to his own, also a girl.

"Lovely little thing," he said, preparing to depart. “Most distinguished bones. |
wonder where she gets those from?"

Oh, thought Servilia. And here was | deluding myself that | am the only one to
see a likeness to Caesar! Still, Porcius Cato though his blood was, Caepio had
no malice in him, so his remark had been an innocent one.

Her mind clicked from that thought into an habitual sequel, Caepio's manifest
unworthiness to inherit the fruits of the Gold of Tolosa, followed by a burning
resentment that her own son, Brutus, could not inherit. Caepio, the cuckoo in her
family nest. Cato's full brother, not her full brother.

It had been months since Servilia had been able to concentrate on anything
beyond Caesar's perfidy in marrying that young and delectable nincompoop, but
those reflections on the fate of the Gold of Tolosa now flowed into a completely
different channel unclouded by Caesar-induced emotions. For she glanced out of
her open window and saw Sinon prancing blithely down the colonnade on the far
side of the peristyle garden. Servilia loved this slave, though not in any fleshly
sense. He had belonged to her husband, but not long after their marriage she
had asked Silanus sweetly if he would transfer Sinon's ownership to her. The
deed accomplished, she had summoned Sinon and informed him of the change
in his status, expecting horror, hoping for something else. She had got that
something else, and loved Sinon ever since. For he had greeted her news with
joy.

"It takes one to know one," he had remarked impudently.

“If it does, Sinon, bear this in mind: | am your superior, | have the power."

"l understand," he answered, smirking. "That's good, you know. As long as
Decimus Junius remained my master, there was always the temptation to take
things too far, and that might well have resulted in my downfall. With you as my
mistress, | will never forget to watch my step. Very good, very good! But do
remember, domina, that | am yours to command.”

And command him she had from time to time. Cato, she knew from childhood,
was afraid of absolutely nothing except large and hairy spiders, which reduced
him to gibbering panic. So Sinon was often allowed to prowl out of Rome in



search of large and hairy spiders, and was paid extremely well to introduce them
into Cato's house, from his bed to his couch to his desk drawers. Not once had
he been detected at the business, either. Cato's full sister, Porcia, who was
married to Lucius Domitius Ahenobarbus, had an abiding horror of fat beetles.
Sinon caught fat beetles and introduced them into that household. Then
sometimes Servilia would instruct him to dump thousands of worms or fleas or
flies or crickets or roaches into either residence, and send anonymous notes
containing worm curses or flea curses or whatever curse was relevant. Until
Caesar had entered her life, such activities had kept her amused. But since
Caesar had entered her life, those diversions had not been necessary, and
Sinon's time had become all his own. He toiled not, save in the procurement of
insect pests, as the mantle of the lady Servilia wrapped him round.

"Sinon!" she called.

He stopped, turned, came skipping up the colonnade and round the corner to
her sitting room. Quite a pretty fellow, he had a certain grace and insouciance
which made him likable to those who did not know him well; Silanus, for instance,
still thought highly of him, and so did Brutus. Slight in build, he was a brown
person—brown skin, light brown eyes, light brown hair. Pointed ears, pointed
chin, pointed fingers. No wonder many of the servants made the sign to ward off
the Evil Eye when Sinon appeared. There was a satyr quality to him.

"Domina?" he asked, stepping over the sill.

"Close the door, Sinon, then close the shutters."

"Oh, goody, work!" he said, obeying.

"Sit down."

He sat, gazing at her with a mixture of cheek and expectation. Spiders?
Roaches? Perhaps she would graduate to snakes?

"How would you like your freedom, Sinon, with a fat purse of gold to go with it?"
she asked.

That he did not expect. For a moment the satyr vanished to reveal another
quasi-human less appealing underneath, some creature out of a children's
nightmare. Then it too disappeared, he merely looked alert and interested.

"l would like that very much, domina."

“‘Have you any idea what | would ask you to do that could earn such a reward?"

"Murder at the very least," he answered without hesitation.



"Quite so," said Servilia. "Are you tempted?"

He shrugged. "Who would not be, in my position?"

"It takes courage to do murder."

"l am aware of that. But | have courage."

"You're a Greek, and Greeks have no sense of honor. By that | mean they do
not stay bought."

"l would stay bought, domina, if all | had to do was murder and then could
disappear with my fat purse of gold."

Servilia was reclining on a couch, and did not alter her position in the slightest
through all of this. But having got his answer, she straightened; her eyes grew
absolutely cold and still. "I do not trust you because | trust nobody," she said, "yet
this is not a murder to be done in Rome, or even in Italia. It will have to be done
somewhere between Thessalonica and the Hellespont, an ideal spot from which
to disappear. But there are ways | can keep hold of you, Sinon, do not forget
that. One is to pay you some of your reward now, and send the rest to a
destination in Asia Province."

"Ah, domina, but how do | know you will keep your side of the bargain?" Sinon
asked softly.

Servilia's nostrils flared, an unconscious hauteur. "l am a patrician Servilius
Caepio," she said.

"| appreciate that."

"It is the only guarantee you need that | will keep my side of the bargain."

"What do | have to do?"

“First of all, you have to procure a poison of the best kind. By that | mean a
poison which will not fail, and a poison which will not be suspected."

"l can do that."

"My brother Quintus Servilius Caepio leaves for the East in a day or so," said
Servilia, level-voiced. "l will ask him if you may accompany him, as | have
business for you to do in Asia Province. He will agree to take you, of course.
There is no reason why he should not. He will be carrying scrip and accounts for
Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus in Pergamum, and he will have no ready money to
tempt you. For it is imperative, Sinon, that you do what | require you to do and
then go without disturbing one single tiny thing. His brother Cato is a tribune of
the soldiers in Macedonia, and his brother Cato is a far different fellow.



Suspicious and hard, ruthless when offended. No doubt his brother Cato will go
east to arrange my brother Caepio's obsequies, it is in character for him to do so.
And when he arrives, Sinon, there must be no suspicion that anything more than
illness has put paid to the life of my brother Quintus Servilius Caepio."

"l understand," said Sinon, not moving a muscle.

"Do you?"

"Fully, domina."”

"You may have tomorrow to find your tool. Is that possible?"

"That is possible."

"Good. Then you may run round the corner now to my brother Quintus Servilius
Caepio's house, and ask him to visit me today on a matter of some urgency,"
said Servilia.

Sinon left. Servilia lay back on her couch, closed her eyes and smiled.

She was still like that when Caepio returned not long after; their houses were in
close proximity.

"What is it, Servilia?" he asked, concerned. "Your servant seemed most
anxious."

"Dear me, | hope he didn't frighten you!" said Servilia sharply.

"No, no, | assure you."

"You didn't take a dislike to him?"

Caepio blinked. "Why should I?"

"l have no idea," said Servilia, patting the end of her couch. "Sit down, brother.
| have a favor to ask you, and something to make sure you have done."

"The favor?"

"Sinon is my most trusted servant, and | have some business in Pergamum for
him to do. | should have thought of it when you were here earlier, but | didn't, so |
do apologize for having to drag you back. Would you mind if Sinon traveled in
your party?"

"Of course not!" cried Caepio sincerely.

"Oh, splendid," purred Servilia.

"And what was | supposed to do?"

"Make your will," said Servilia.

He laughed. "Is that all? What sensible Roman doesn't have a will lodged
with the Vestals the moment he becomes a man?"



"But is yours current? You have a wife and a baby daughter, but no heir in your
own house."

Caepio sighed. “Next time, Servilia, next time. Hortensia was disappointed to
produce a girl first, but she's a dear little thing, and Hortensia had no trouble in
labor. There'll be sons."

"So you've left it all to Cato," said Servilia, making it a statement.

The face so like Cato's registered horror. "To Cato?" he asked, voice
squeaking. "l can't leave the Servilius Caepio fortune to a Porcius Cato, much
and all as | love him! No, no, Servilia! It's left to Brutus because Brutus won't
mind being adopted as a Servilius Caepio, won't mind taking the name. But
Cato?" He laughed. “Can you see our baby brother Cato consenting to bear any
other name than his own?"

"No, | can't," said Servilia, and laughed a little too. Then her eyes filled, her lips
quivered. "What a morbid conversation! Still, it was one | had to have with you.
One never knows."

"Cato is my executor, however," said Caepio, preparing to leave this same
room for the second time within an hour. "He'll make sure Hortensia and baby
Servilia Caepionis inherit as much as the lex Voconia lets me leave them, and
he'll make sure Brutus is properly endowed."

"What a ridiculous subiject this is!" said Servilia, rising to see him to the door,
and surprising him with a kiss. “Thank you for letting Sinon go with you, and
thank you even more for allaying my fears. Futile fears, | know. You'll be back!"

She closed the door behind him and stood for a moment so weak that she
swayed. Right, she had been right! Brutus was his heir because Cato would
never consent to being adopted into a patrician clan like Servilius Caepio! Oh,
what a wonderful day this was! Even Caesar's defection wasn't hurting the way it
had a few hours before.

Having Marcus Porcius Cato on one's staff, even if his duties were technically
confined to the consuls' legions, was an ordeal the governor of Macedonia could
never have imagined until it happened. If the young man had been a personal
appointment, home he would have gone no matter if his sponsor had been



Jupiter Optimus Maximus; but as the People had appointed him through the
medium of the Popular Assembly, there was nothing Governor Marcus Rubrius
could do save suffer the continuing presence of Cato.

But how could one deal with a young man who poked and pried, questioned
incessantly, wanted to know why this was going there, why that was worth more
on the books than in the marketplace, why so-and-so was claiming tax
exemptions? Cato never stopped asking why. If he was reminded tactfully that
his inquisitions were not relevant to the consuls' legions, Cato would simply
answer that everything in Macedonia belonged to Rome, and Roma as
personified by Romulus had elected him one of her magistrates. Ergo, everything
in Macedonia was legally and morally and ethically his business.

Governor Marcus Rubrius was not alone. His legates and his military tribunes
(elected or unelected), his scribes, wardens, bailiffs, publicani, mistresses and
slaves all detested Marcus Porcius Cato. Who was a fiend for work, couldn't
even be gotten rid of by being sent to some outpost of the province, because
he'd come back in two or three days at most, his task well done.

A great deal of his conversation—if a loud harangue could be called a
conversation—revolved around his great-grandfather, Cato the Censor, whose
frugality and old-fashioned ways Cato esteemed immensely. And since Cato was
Cato, he actually emulated the Censor in every way save one: he walked
everywhere instead of riding, he ate abstemiously and drank nothing but water,
his habit of living was no better than that of a ranker soldier, and he kept only
one slave to attend to his needs.

So what was that one transgression of his great-grandfather’s tenets? Cato the
Censor had abhorred Greece, Greeks and things Greek, whereas young Cato
admired them, and made no secret of his admiration. This let him in for
considerable chaffing from those who had to bear his presence in Grecian
Macedonia, all of them dying to pierce his incredibly thick skin. But none of the
chaffing so much as made a dent in Cato's integument; when someone twitted
him about betraying his great-grandfather’s precepts by espousing Greek
modes of thought, that person found himself ignored as unimportant. Alas, what
Cato did consider important was what drove his superiors, peers and inferiors
maddest: living soft, he called it, and was as likely to criticize evidence of living
soft in the governor as in a centurion. Since he dwelled in a two-roomed mud



brick house on the outskirts of Thessalonica and shared it with his dear friend
Titus Munatius Rufus, a fellow tribune of the soldiers, no one could say Cato
himself lived soft.

He had arrived in Thessalonica during March, and by the end of May the
governor came to the conclusion that if he didn't get rid of Cato somehow,
murder would be done. The complaints kept piling up on the gubernatorial desk
from tax-farming publicani, grain merchants, accountants, centurions,
legionaries, legates, and various women Cato had accused of unchastity.

"He even had the gall to tell me that he had kept himself chaste until he
married!" gasped one lady to Rubrius; she was an intimate friend. "Marcus, he
stood me up in the agora in front of a thousand smirking Greeks and lambasted
me about the behavior appropriate to a Roman woman living in a province! Get
rid of him, or | swear I'll pay someone to assassinate him!"

Luckily for Cato, it was somewhat later on the same day that he happened to
pass a remark to Marcus Rubrius about the presence in Pergamum of one
Athenodorus Cordylion.

"How | would love to hear him!" barked Cato. "Normally he's located in Antioch
and Alexandria; this present tour is unusual."

"Well," said Rubrius, tongue tripping rapidly in the wake of a brilliant idea, "why
don't you take a couple of months off and go to Pergamum to hear him?"

"l couldn't do that!" said Cato, shocked. "My duty is here."

“Every tribune of the soldiers is entitled to leave, my dear Marcus Cato, and
none is more deserving of leave than you. Go, do! | insist upon it. And take
Munatius Rufus with you."

So Cato went, accompanied by Munatius Rufus. Thessalonica's Roman
contingent went almost mad with joy, for Munatius Rufus so hero-worshiped Cato
that he imitated him assiduously. But exactly two months after departing he was
back in Thessalonica, the only Roman whom Rubrius had ever known to take a
casual suggestion of how long to be away so literally. And with him in his train
came none other than Athenodorus Cordylion, Stoic philosopher of some
renown, ready to play Panaetius to Cato's Scipio Aemilianus. Being a Stoic, he
didn't expect or want the kind of luxuries Scipio Aemilianus had poured upon
Panaetius—which was just as well. The only change he made in Cato's way of
living was that he, Munatius Rufus and Cato rented a three-roomed mud brick



house instead of a two-roomed one, and that there were three slaves in it instead
of two. What had prompted this eminent philosopher to join Cato? Simply that in
Cato he had seen someone who would one day matter enormously, and to join
the Cato household would ensure his own name was remembered. If it hadn't
been for Scipio Aemilianus, who would ever remember the name of Panaetius?

The Roman element in Thessalonica had groaned mightily when Cato returned
from Pergamum; Rubrius demonstrated that he was not prepared to suffer Cato
by declaring that he had urgent business in Athens, and departing in a hurry. No
consolation for those he left behind! But then Quintus Servilius Caepio arrived en
route to Pergamum in Pompey's service, and Cato forgot about tax-farmers and
living soft, so happy was he to see this beloved brother.

The bond between them had been created shortly after Cato's birth, at which
time Caepio was only three years old. Ailing, their mother (she was to die within
two months) gave baby Cato into toddler Caepio's willing hands. Nothing save
duty had parted them since, though even in duty they had usually managed to
stay together. Perhaps the bond would naturally have weakened as they grew,
had it not been that their Uncle Drusus was stabbed to death in the house they
had all shared; when it happened Caepio was six and Cato barely three. That
ghastly ordeal forged the bond in fires of horror and tragedy so intense it endured
afterward even stronger. Their childhood had been lonely, war torn, unloving,
humorless. No close relatives were left, their guardians aloof, and the two oldest
of the six children involved, Servilia and Servililla, loathed the two youngest, Cato
and his sister Porcia. Not that the battle between oldest and youngest was
weighted in favor of the two Servilias! Cato might have been the littlest, but he
was also the loudest and the most fearless of all six.

Whenever the child Cato was asked, “Whom do you love?," his answer was the
same: "l love my brother." And if he was pressed to qualify this statement by
declaring whom else he loved, his answer was always the same: "l love my
brother."

In truth he never had loved anybody else except for that awful experience with
Uncle Mamercus's daughter, Aemilia Lepida; and if loving Aemilia Lepida had
taught Cato nothing else, it taught him to detest and mistrust women—an attitude
helped along by a childhood spent with Servilia.

Whereas what he felt for Caepio was totally ineradicable, completely



reciprocated, heartfelt, a matter of sinew and blood. Though he never would
admit, even to himself, that Caepio was more than half a brother. There are none
so blind as those who will not see, and none blinder than Cato when he wanted
to be blind.

They journeyed everywhere, saw everything, Cato for once the expert. And if
the humble little freedman Sinon who traveled in Caepio's train on Servilia's
business had ever been tempted to treat her warning about Cato lightly, one look
at Cato made him understand entirely why she had thought Cato worth
mentioning as a danger to Sinon's real business. Not that Sinon was drawn to
Cato's attention; a member of the Roman nobility did not bother with
introductions to inferiors. Sinon looked from behind a crowd of servants and
underlings, and made sure he did absolutely nothing to provoke Cato into
noticing him.

But all good things must come to an end, so at the beginning of December the
brothers parted and Caepio rode on down the Via Egnatia, followed by his
retinue. Cato wept unashamedly. So did Caepio, all the harder because Cato
walked down the road in their wake for many miles, waving, weeping, calling out
to Caepio to take care, take care, take care....

Perhaps he had had a feeling of imminent danger to Caepio; certainly when
Caepio's note came a month later, its contents did not surprise him as they ought
to have done.

My dearest brother, | have fallen ill in Aenus, and | fear for my life. Whatever is
the matter, and none of the local physicians seem to know, | worsen every day.

Please, dear Cato, | beg you to come to Aenus and be with me at my end. It is
so lonely, and no one here can comfort me as your presence would. | can ask to
hold no hand dearer than yours while | give up my last breath. Come, | beg of
you, and come soon. | will try to hang on.

My will is all in order with the Vestals, and as we had discussed, young Brutus
will be my heir. You are the executor, and | have left you, as you stipulated, no
more than the sum of ten talents. Come soon.

When informed that Cato needed emergency leave immediately, Governor
Marcus Rubrius put no obstacles in his path. The only advice he offered was to



go by road, as late-autumn storms were lashing the Thracian coast, and there
had already been several shipwrecks reported. But Cato refused to listen; by
road his journey could not take less than ten days no matter how hard he
galloped, whereas the screaming winds from the northwest would fill the sails of
a ship and speed it along so swiftly he could hope to reach Aenus in three to five
days. And, having found a ship's captain rash enough to agree to take him (for a
very good fee) from Thessalonica to Aenus, the feverish and frantic Cato
embarked. Athenodorus Cordylion and Munatius Rufus came too, each man
accompanied by only one slave.

The voyage was a nightmare of huge waves, breaking masts, tattered sails.
However, the captain had carried extra masts and sails with him; the little ship
ploughed and wallowed on, afloat and, it seemed to Athenodorus Cordylion and
Munatius Rufus, powered in some inscrutable way out of the mind and will of
Cato. Who, when harbor was reached at Aenus on the fourth day, didn't even
wait for the ship to tie up. He leaped the few feet from ship to dock and began
running madly through the driving rain. Only once did he pause, to discover from
an astonished and shelterless peddler whereabouts lay the house of the
ethnarch, for there he knew Caepio would be.

He burst into the house and into the room where his brother lay, an hour too
late to hold that hand while Caepio knew he was holding it. Quintus Servilius
Caepio was dead.

Water pooling around him on the floor, Cato stood by the bed looking down at
the core and solace of his entire life, a still and dreadful figure bleached of color,
vigor, force. The eyes had been closed and weighted down with coins, a curved
silver edge protruded between the slightly parted lips; someone else had given
Caepio the price of his ferry ride across the river Styx, thinking Cato would not
come.

Cato opened his mouth and produced a sound which terrified everyone who
heard it, neither wail nor howl nor screech, but an eldritch fusion of all three,
animal, feral, hideous. All those present in the room recoiled instinctively, shook
as Cato threw himself onto the bed, onto dead Caepio, covered the dreaming
face with kisses, the lifeless body with caresses, while the tears poured until
nose and mouth ran rivers as well, and those dreadful noises erupted out of him
time and time again. And the paroxysm of grief went on without let, Cato



mourning the passing of the one person in his world who meant everything, had
been comfort in an awful childhood, anchor and rock to boy and man. Caepio it
had been who drew his three-year-old eyes away from Uncle Drusus bleeding
and screaming on the floor, turned those eyes into the warmth of his body and
took the burden of all those ghastly hours upon his six-year-old shoulders;
Caepio it had been who listened patiently while his dunce of a baby brother
learned every fact the hardest way, by repeating it endlessly; Caepio it had been
who reasoned and coaxed and cajoled during the unbearable aftermath of
Aemilia Lepida's desertion, persuaded him to live again; Caepio it had been who
took him on his first campaign, taught him to be a brave and fearless soldier,
beamed when he had received armillae and phalerae for valor on a field more
usually famous for cowardice, for they had belonged to the army of Clodianus
and Poplicola defeated thrice by Spartacus; Caepio it had always, always been.

Now Caepio was no more. Caepio had died alone and friendless, with no one
to hold his hand. The guilt and remorse sent Cato quite mad in that room where
Caepio lay dead. When people tried to take him away, he fought. When people
tried to talk him away, he just howled out. For almost two days he refused to
move from where he lay covering Caepio, and the worst of it was that no one—
no onel—even began to understand the terror of this loss, the loneliness his life
would now forever be. Caepio was gone, and with Caepio went love, sanity,
security.

But finally Athenodorus Cordylion managed to pierce the madness with words
concerning a Stoic's attitudes, the behavior fitting to one who, like Cato,
professed Stoicism. Cato got up and went to arrange his brother's funeral, still
clad in rough tunic and smelly sagum, unshaven, face smeared and crusted with
the dried remains of so many rivers of grief. The ten talents Caepio had left him
in his will would be spent on this funeral, and when no matter how he tried to
spend all of it with the local undertakers and spice merchants, all he could
procure amounted to one talent, he spent another talent on a golden box studded
with jewels to receive Caepio's ashes, and the other eight on a statue of Caepio
to be erected in the agora of Aenus.

"But you won't get the color of his skin or his hair or his eyes right," said Cato in
that same hard harsh voice, even harsher from the noises his throat had
produced, "and | do not want this statue to look like a living man. | want everyone



who sees it to know that he is dead. You will craft it in Thasian marble of solid
grey and you will polish it until my brother glitters under the light of the moon. He
is a shade, and | want his statue to look like a shade."

The funeral was the most impressive this small Greek colony just to the east of
the mouth of the Hebrus had ever seen, with every woman drawn into service as
a professional mourner, and every stick of aromatic spice Aenus contained
burned upon Caepio's pyre. When the obsequies were over, Cato gathered up
the ashes himself and placed them in the exquisite little box, which never left his
person from that day until he arrived in Rome a year later and, as was his duty,
gave the box to Caepio's widow.

He wrote to Uncle Mamercus in Rome with instructions to act on as much of
Caepio's will as was necessary before he himself returned, and was quite
surprised to find he didn't need to write to Rubrius in Thessalonica. The ethnarch
had most correctly notified Rubrius of Caepio's death the day it happened, and
Rubrius had seen his chance. So with his letter of condolences to Cato there
arrived all Cato's and Munatius Rufus's possessions. It's nearly the end of your
year of service, chaps, said the governor's scribe's perfect handwriting, and |
wouldn't ask either of you to come back here when the weather's closed in and
the Bessi have gone home to the Danubius for the winter! Take a long vacation
in the East, get over it the right way, the best way.

"l will do that," said Cato, the box between his hands. "We will journey east, not
west."

But he had changed, as both Athenodorus Cordylion and Titus Munatius Rufus
saw, both with sadness. Cato had always been a working lighthouse, a strong
and steady beam turning, turning. Now the light had gone out. The face was the
same, the trim and muscular body no more bowed or cramped than of yore. But
now the hectoring voice had a tonelessness absolutely new, nor did Cato
become excited, or enthused, or indignant, or angry. Worst of all, the passion
had vanished.

Only Cato knew how strong he had needed to be to go on living. Only Cato
knew what Cato had resolved: that never again would he lay himself open to this
torture, this devastation. To love was to lose forever. Therefore to love was
anathema. Cato would never love again. Never.

And while his shabby little band of three free men and three attendant slaves



plodded on foot down the Via Egnatia toward the Hellespont, a freedman named
Sinon leaned upon the rail of a neat little ship bearing him down the Aegaean
before a brisk but steady winter wind, his destination Athens. There he would
take passage for Pergamum, where he would find the rest of his bag of gold. Of
that last fact he had no doubt. She was too crafty not to pay up, the great
patrician lady Servilia. For a moment Sinon toyed with the idea of blackmail, then
he laughed, shrugged, tossed an expiatory drachma into the briskly foaming
wake as an offering to Poseidon. Carry me safely, Father of the Deep! | am not
only free, | am rich. The lioness in Rome is quiet. | will not wake her to seek more
money. Instead, | will increase what is legally mine already.

The lioness in Rome learned of her brother's death from Uncle Mamercus, who
came round to see her the moment he received Cato's letter. She shed tears, but
not too many; Uncle Mamercus knew how she felt, no one better. The
instructions to the branch of her bankers in Pergamum had gone not long after
Caepio, a risk she had decided to take before the deed happened. Wise Servilia.
No curious accountant or banker would wonder why after the death of Caepio his
sister sent a large sum of money to a freedman named Sinon who would pick it
up in Pergamum.

And, said Brutus to Julia later that day, "I am to change my name, isn't that
amazing?"

"Have you been adopted in someone's will?" she asked, quite aware of the
usual manner in which a man's name would change.

"My Uncle Caepio died in Aenus, and | am his heir." The sad brown eyes
blinked away a few tears. "He was a nice man, | liked him. Mostly | suppose
because Uncle Cato adored him. Poor Uncle Cato was there an hour too late.
Now Uncle Cato says he's not coming home for a long time. | shall miss him."

"You already do," said Julia, smiling and squeezing his hand.

He smiled at her and squeezed back. No need to worry about Brutus's conduct
toward his betrothed; it was as circumspect as any watchful grandmother could
want. Aurelia had given up any kind of chaperonage very soon after the
engagement contract was signed. Brutus was a credit to his mother and
stepfather.

Not long turned ten (her birthday was in January), Julia was profoundly glad



that Brutus was a credit to his mother and stepfather. When Caesar had told her
of her marital fate she had been appalled, for though she pitied Brutus, she knew
that no amount of time or exposure to him would turn pity into affection of the
kind that held marriages together. The best she could say of him was that he was
nice. The worst she could say of him was that he was boring. Though her age
precluded any romantic dreams, like most little girls of her background she was
very much attuned to what her adult life would be, and therefore very much
aware of marriage. It had proven hard to go to Gnipho's school and tell her
classmates of her betrothal, for all that she had used to think it would give her
great satisfaction to put herself on a par with Junia and Junilla, as yet the only
betrothed girls there. But Junia's Vatia Isauricus was a delightful fellow, and
Junilla's Lepidus dashingly handsome. Whereas what could one say about
Brutus? Neither of his half sisters could abide him— at least not to hear them talk
at school. Like Julia, they deemed him a pompous bore. Now here she was to
marry him! Oh, her friends would tease her unmercifully! And pity her.

"Poor Julia!" said Junia, laughing merrily.

However, there was no point in resenting her fate. She had to marry Brutus,
and that was that.

“Did you hear the news, tata?” she asked her father when he came home
briefly after the dinner hour had ended.

It was awful now that Pompeia lived here. He never came home to sleep, rarely
ate with them, passed through. Therefore to have news which might detain him
long enough for a word or two was wonderful; Julia seized her chance.

"News?" he asked absently.

"Guess who came to see me today?" she asked gleefully.

Her father's eyes twinkled. "Brutus?"

"Guess again!"

"Jupiter Optimus Maximus?"

"Silly! He doesn't come as a person, only as an idea."

"Who, then?" he asked, beginning to shift about restlessly. Pompeia was
home; he could hear her in the tablinum, which she had made her own because
Caesar never worked there anymore.

"Oh, tata, please please stay a little while longer!"

The big blue eyes were strained with anxiety; Caesar's heart and conscience



smote him. Poor little girl, she suffered from Pompeia more than anyone else
because she didn't see much of tata.

Sighing, he picked her up and carried her to a chair, sat himself down and put
her on his knee. "You're growing quite tall!" he said, surprised.

"l hope so0." She began to kiss his white fans.

"Who came to see you today?" he asked, keeping very still.

"Quintus Servilius Caepio."

His head jerked, turned. "Who?"

"Quintus Servilius Caepio."

"But he's quaestoring Gnaeus Pompeius!"

"No, he isn't."

“Julia, the only member of that family left alive is not here in Rome!" said
Caesar.

"l am afraid," said Julia softly, "that the man you mean is no longer alive. He
died in Aenus in January. But there is a new Quintus Servilius Caepio, because
the will names him and he must soon be formally adopted."

Caesar gasped. "Brutus?"

"Yes, Brutus. He says he'll now be known as Quintus Servilius Caepio Brutus
rather than Caepio Junianus. The Brutus is more important than the Junius."

"Jupiter!"

"Tata, you're quite shocked. Why?"

His hand went to his head, he gave his cheek a mock slap. "Well, you wouldn't
know." Then he laughed. "Julia, you will marry the richest man in Rome! If Brutus
is Caepio's heir, then the third fortune he adds to his inheritance pales the other
two into insignificance. You'll be wealthier than a queen."

"Brutus didn't say anything like that.”

"He probably doesn't really know. Not a curious young man, your betrothed,"
said Caesar.

"l think he likes money."

"Doesn't everyone?" asked Caesar rather bitterly. He got to his feet and put
Julia in the chair. "I'll be back shortly," he said, dashed through the door into the
dining room, and then, so Julia presumed, into his study.

The next thing Pompeia came flying out looking indignant, and stared at Julia
in outrage.



"What is it?" asked Julia of her stepmother, with whom she actually got on
quite well. Pompeia was good practice for dealing with Brutus, though she
acquitted Brutus of Pompeia's stupidity.

"He just threw me out!" said Pompeia.

"Only for a moment, I'm sure."

It was indeed only for a moment. Caesar sat down and wrote a note to Servilia,
whom he hadn't seen since May of the preceding year. Of course he had meant
to get around to seeing her again before now (it was March), but time got away,
he was frying several other fish. How amazing. Young Brutus had fallen heir to
the Gold of Tolosa!

Definitely it was time to be nice to his mother. This was one betrothal could not
be broken for any reason.

PART I

from MARCH of 73 B.C.
until QUINCTILIS of 65 B.C.

[CW 158.jpg]

The trouble with Publius Clodius was not lack of birth, intellect, ability or
money; it was lack of direction, both in the sense of where he wanted to go and
in the sense of firm guidance from his elders. Instinct told him he was born to be
different, but that was not a novel thought in one springing from the patrician
Claudii. If any Roman clan could be said to be stuffed with individualists, it was
that of the patrician Claudii. Odd, considering that of all the patrician Famous
Families, the Claudian was the youngest, having appeared at about the same
time as King Tarquinius Superbus was deposed by Lucius Junius Brutus, and the
era of the Republic began. Of course the Claudii were Sabines, and Sabines
were fierce, proud, independent, untamable, warlike; they had to be, for they
hailed from the Apennines to the north and east of Roman Latium, a cruelly
mountainous area whose pockets of kindness were few and far between.



Clodius's father had been that Appius Claudius Pulcher who never managed to
recoup his family fortune after his nephew, the censor Philippus, had thrown him
out of the Senate and confiscated all his property as punishment for his stubborn
loyalty to the exiled Sulla. His mother, the awesomely noble Caecilia Metella
Balearica, had died giving birth to him, the sixth child in six years— three boys
and three girls. The vicissitudes of war and always managing to be in the wrong
place at the wrong time had meant that Appius Claudius Senior was never home,
and that in turn had meant that Clodius's oldest brother, Appius Claudius Junior,
was usually the only voice of authority available. Though all five of his charges
were turbulent, self-willed and full of a desire to wreak havoc, baby Publius was
the worst of them. Had he sampled some nonexistent firm discipline, perhaps
Publius would have been less subject to the whims which dominated his
childhood, but as all five of his elder siblings spoiled him atrociously, he did
precisely as he liked, and very early in his life was convinced that of any
Claudian who ever lived, he was the most different.

At about the moment that his father died in Macedonia, he told big brother
Appius that he would in future spell his name the popular way, Clodius, and
would not use the family cognomen of Pulcher. Pulcher meant beautiful, and it
was true that most of the Claudii Pulchri were handsome or beautiful; the original
owner of the nickname, however, had received it because he owned a singularly
unbeautiful character. "What a beauty!" people had said of him, and Pulcher
stuck.

Naturally Publius Clodius had been allowed to popularize the spelling of his
name; the precedent had been set with his three sisters, the eldest of whom was
known as Claudia, the middle as Clodia, and the youngest as Clodilla. Big
brother Appius so doted on his charges that he could never resist granting any of
them whatever they wanted. For example, if the adolescent Publius Clodius liked
to sleep with Clodia and Clodilla because he had nightmares, why not? Poor little
things, no mother and no father! Big brother Appius mourned for them. A fact
which littlest brother Publius Clodius was well aware of, and used ruthlessly.

At about the time that young Publius Clodius had put on his toga virilis and
officially become a man, big brother Appius had brilliantly retrieved the tottering
family fortune by marrying the spinster lady Servilia Gnaea; she had looked after
six other noble orphans, those belonging to the Servilius Caepio, Livius Drusus



and Porcius Cato menage. Her dowry was as immense as her lack of beauty.
But they had care of orphans in common and she turned out to suit sentimental
big brother Appius, who promptly fell in love with his thirty-two-year-old bride (he
was twenty-one), settled down to a life of uxorious content, and bred children at
the rate of one a year, thus living up to Claudian tradition.

Big brother Appius had also managed to provide extremely well for his three
dowerless sisters: Claudia went to Quintus Marcius Rex, soon to be consul;
Clodia went to their first cousin Quintus Caecilius Metellus Celer (who was also
the half brother of Pompey's wife, Mucia Tertia); and Clodilla went to the great
Lucullus, fully thrice her age. Three enormously wealthy and prestigious men,
two of whom were old enough to have already cemented familial power, and
Celer not needing to do so because he was the senior grandson of Metellus
Balearicus as well as the grandson of the distinguished Crassus Orator. All of
which had worked out particularly well for young Publius Clodius, as Rex had not
managed to sire a son on Claudia, even after some years of marriage; Publius
Clodius therefore confidently expected to be Rex's heir.

At the age of sixteen Publius Clodius went for his tirocinium fori, his
apprenticeship as legal advocate and aspiring politician in the Forum Romanum,
then spent a year on the parade grounds of Capua playing at soldiers, and
returned to Forum life aged eighteen. Feeling his oats and aware that the girls
thought him swoonable, Clodius looked around for a feminine conquest who
fitted in with his ideas of his own specialness, which were growing by leaps and
bounds. Thus he conceived a passion for Fabia—who was a Vestal Virgin. To
set one's sights on a Vestal was frowned upon, and that was just the sort of
amorous adventure Clodius wanted. In every Vestal's chastity resided Rome's
luck; most men recoiled in horror from the very thought of seducing a Vestal. But
not Publius Clodius.

No one in Rome asked or expected the Vestal Virgins to lead sequestered
lives. They were permitted to go out to dinner parties provided the Pontifex
Maximus and the Chief Vestal gave approval of the venue and the company, and
they attended all the priestly banquets as the equals of priests and augurs. They
were permitted to have masculine visitors in the public parts of the Domus
Publica, the State-owned house they shared with the Pontifex Maximus, though it
was required to be a chaperoned business. Nor were the Vestals impoverished.



It was a great thing for a family to have a Vestal in its ranks, so girls not needed
to cement alliances by marriage were often given up to the State as Vestals.
Most came with excellent dowries; those unprovided for were dowered by the
State.

Also aged eighteen, Fabia was beautiful, sweet-natured, merry and just a little
stupid. The perfect target for Publius Clodius, who adored to make mischief of
the kind which made people stiffen with outraged disapproval. To woo a Vestal
would be such a lark! Not that Clodius intended to go as far as actually
deflowering Fabia, for that would lead to legal repercussions involving his own
much-beloved hide. All he really wanted was to see Fabia pine away from love
and want of him.

The trouble began when he discovered that he had a rival for Fabia's
affections: Lucius Sergius Catilina, tall, dark, handsome, dashing, charming—
and dangerous. Clodius's own charms were considerable, but not in Catilina's
league; he lacked the imposing height and physique, for one, nor did he radiate
an ominous power. Ah yes, Catilina was a formidable rival. About his person
hung many rumors never proven, glamorous and evil rumors. Everyone knew he
had made his fortune during Sulla's proscriptions by proscribing not only his
brother-in-law (executed) but also his brother (exiled). It was said he had
murdered his wife of that moment, though if he had, no one tried to make him
answer for the crime. And, worst of all, it was said he had murdered his own son
when his present wife, the beauteous and wealthy Orestilla, had refused to marry
a man who already had a son. That Catilina's son had died and that Catilina had
married Orestilla everyone knew. Yet had he murdered the poor boy? No one
could say for certain. Lack of confirmation did not prevent much speculation,
however.

There were probably similar motives behind Catilina's siege of Fabia and
Clodius's attempted siege. Both men liked making mischief, tweaking Rome's
prudish nose, provoking a furor. But between the thirty-four-year-old man of the
world Catilina and the eighteen-year-old inexpert Clodius lay the success of the
one and the failure of the other. Not that Catilina had laid siege to Fabia's hymen;
that reverenced scrap of tissue remained intact, and Fabia therefore technically
chaste. Yet the poor girl had fallen desperately in love with Catilina, and yielded
everything else. After all, what was the harm in a few kisses, the baring of her



breasts for a few more kisses, even the application of a finger or tongue to the
deliciously sensitive parts of her pudenda? With Catilina whispering in her ear, it
had seemed innocent enough, and the resulting ecstasy something she was to
treasure for the rest of her term as a Vestal—and even further than that.

The Chief Vestal was Perpennia, unfortunately not a strict ruler. Nor was the
Pontifex Maximus resident in Rome; he of course was Metellus Pius, waging war
against Sertorius in Spain. Fonteia was next in seniority, after her the
twenty-eight-year-old Licinia, then Fabia at eighteen, followed by Arruntia and
Popillia, both aged seventeen. Perpennia and Fonteia were almost the same
age, around thirty-two, and looking forward to retirement within the next five
years. Therefore the most important thing on the minds of the two senior Vestals
was their retirement, the decline in value of the sestertius, and the consequent
worry as to whether what had been plump fortunes would run to comfort in old
age; neither woman contemplated marriage after her term as a Vestal had
finished, though marriage was not forbidden to an ex-Vestal, only thought to be
unlucky.

And this was where Licinia came in. Third in age among the six, she was the
most comfortably off, and though she was more closely related to Licinius
Murena than to Marcus Licinius Crassus, the great plutocrat was nonetheless a
cousin and a friend. Licinia called him in as senior consultant in financial matters,
and the three senior Vestals spent many a cozy hour huddled together with him
discussing business, investments, unhandy fathers when it came to profitably
safe dowries.

While all the time right under their noses Catilina was dallying with Fabia, and
Clodius was trying. At first Fabia did not understand what the youth was about,
for compared to Catilina's smooth expertise, Clodius's advances were clumsily
callow. Then when Clodius pounced on her murmuring endearments through
little kisses all over her face, she made the mistake of laughing at his absurdity,
and sent him away with the sound of her chuckles booming in his ears. That was
not the right way to handle Publius Clodius, who was used to getting what he
wanted, and had never in his entire life been laughed at. So huge was the insult
to his image of himself that he determined on immediate revenge.

He chose a very Roman method of revenge: litigation. But not the relatively
harmless kind of litigation Cato, for instance, had elected after Aemilia Lepida



had jilted him when he was eighteen. Cato had threatened breach of promise.
Publius Clodius laid charges of unchastity, and in a community which on the
whole abhorred the death penalty for crimes, even against the State, this was the
one crime which still carried an automatic death penalty.

He didn't content himself with revenge upon Fabia. Charges of unchastity were
laid against Fabia (with Catilina), Licinia (with Marcus Crassus), and Arruntia and
Popillia (both with Catilina). Two courts were set up, one to try the Vestals, with
Clodius himself prosecuting the Vestals, and one to try the accused lovers, with
Clodius's friend Plotius (he too had popularized his name, from Plautius to
Plotius) prosecuting Catilina and Marcus Crassus.

All those charged were acquitted, but the trials caused a great stir, and the
ever-present Roman sense of humor was highly tickled when Crassus got off by
declaring simply that he had not been after Licinia's virtue, but rather her snug
little property in the suburbs. Believable? The jury certainly thought so.

Clodius worked very hard to convict the women, but he faced a particularly
able and learned defense counsel in Marcus Pupius Piso, who was assisted by a
stunning retinue of junior advocates. Clodius's youth and lack of hard evidence
defeated him, particularly after a large panel of Rome's most exalted matrons
testified that all three accused Vestals were virgo intacta. To compound Clodius's
woes, both judge and jury had taken against him; his cockiness and feral
aggression, unusual in such a young man, set everyone's back up. Young
prosecutors were expected to be brilliant, but a trifle humble, and "humble" was
not a word in Clodius's vocabulary.

"Give up prosecuting" was Cicero's advice—kindly meant—after it was all over.
Cicero of course had attended as part of Pupius Piso's defense team, for Fabia
was his wife's half sister. "Your malice and your prejudices are too naked. They
lack the detachment necessary for a successful career as a prosecutor."

That remark did not endear Cicero to Clodius, but Cicero was a very small fish.
Clodius itched to make Catilina pay, both for beating him to Fabia and for
wriggling out of a death penalty.

To make matters worse, after the trials people who might have been expected
to help him shunned Clodius instead. He also had to endure a rare
tongue-lashing from big brother Appius, very put out and embarrassed.

"It's seen as sheer spite, little Publius," big brother Appius said, "and | can't



change people's minds. You have to understand that nowadays people recoil in
horror at the mere thought of a convicted Vestal's fate—buried alive with a jug of
water and a loaf of bread? And the fate of the lovers—tied to a forked stake and
flogged to death? Awful, just awful! To have secured the conviction of any one of
them would have taken a mountain of evidence that couldn't be refuted, whereas
you couldn't even produce a small hillock of evidence! All four of those Vestals
are connected to powerful families whom you have just antagonized mortally. |
can't help you, Publius, but | can help myself by leaving Rome for a few years.
I'm going east to Lucullus. | suggest you do the same."

But Clodius was not about to have anyone decide the future course of his life,
even big brother Appius. So he sneered, turned his shoulder. And sentenced
himself thereby to four years of skulking around a city which snubbed him
unmercifully, while big brother Appius in the East accomplished deeds which
showed all of Rome that he was a true Claudian when it came to making
mischief. But as his mischief contributed greatly to the discomfiture of King
Tigranes, Rome admired it—and him—enormously.

Unable to convince anyone that he was capable of prosecuting some villain,
and spurned by villains in need of defense counsel, Publius Clodius had a
hideous time of it. In others the snubbing might have led to a self-examination
bearing positive fruit when it came to reforming character, but in Clodius it merely
contributed to his weaknesses. It deprived him of Forum experience and
banished him to the company of a small group of young noblemen commonly
dismissed as ne'er-do-wells. For four years Clodius did nothing save drink in low
taverns, seduce girls from all walks of life, play at dice, and share his
dissatisfactions with others who also bore grudges against noble Rome.

In the end it was boredom drove him to do something constructive, for Clodius
didn't really have the temperament to be content with a daily round owning no
purpose. Thinking himself different, he knew he had to excel at something. If he
didn't, he would die as he was living, forgotten, despised. That just wasn't good
enough. Wasn't grand enough. For Publius Clodius the only acceptable fate was
to end up being called the First Man in Rome. How he was going to achieve this
he didn't know. Except that one day he woke up, head aching from too much
wine, purse empty from too much losing at dice, and decided that the degree of
his boredom was too great to bear a moment longer. What he needed was



action. Therefore he would go where there was action. He would go to the East
and join the personal staff of his brother-in-law Lucius Licinius Lucullus. Oh, not
to earn himself a reputation as a brave and brilliant soldier! Military endeavors
did not appeal to Clodius in the least. But attached to Lucullus's staff, who knew
what opportunities might not present themselves? Big brother Appius hadn't
earned the admiration of Rome by soldiering, but by stirring up so much trouble
for Tigranes in Antioch that the King of Kings had rued his decision to put Appius
Claudius Pulcher in his place by making him kick his heels for months waiting for
an audience.

Off went Publius Clodius to the East not long before big brother Appius was
due to return; it was the beginning of the year immediately after the joint
consulship of Pompey and Crassus. The same year Caesar left for his
quaestorship in Further Spain.

Carefully choosing a route which would not bring him face-to-face with big
brother Appius, Clodius arrived at the Hellespont to find that Lucullus was
engaged in pacifying the newly conquered kingdom of King Mithridates, Pontus.
Having crossed the narrow strait into Asia, he set off cross-country in pursuit of
brother-in-law Lucullus. Whom Clodius thought he knew: an urbane and
punctilious aristocrat with a genuine talent for entertaining, immense wealth no
doubt now increasing rapidly, and a fabled love of good food, good wine, good
company. Just the kind of superior Clodius fancied! Campaigning in Lucullus's
personal train was bound to be a luxurious affair.

He found Lucullus in Amisus, a magnificent city on the shores of the Euxine
Sea in the heart of Pontus. Amisus had withstood siege and been badly mauled
in the process; now Lucullus was busy repairing the damage and reconciling the
inhabitants to the rule of Rome rather than the rule of Mithridates.

When Publius Clodius turned up on his doorstep, Lucullus took the pouch of
official letters (all of which Clodius had prised open and read with glee) from him,
then proceeded to forget he existed. An absent directive to make himself useful
to the legate Sornatius was as much time as Lucullus could spare for his
youngest brother-in-law before returning to what occupied his thoughts most: his
coming invasion of Armenia, the kingdom of Tigranes.

Furious at this offhand dismissal, Clodius hied himself off—but not to make



himself useful to anyone, least of all a nobody like Sornatius. Thus while Lucullus
got his little army into marching mode, Clodius explored the byways and alleys of
Amisus. His Greek of course was fluent, so there was no impediment in the way
of his making friends with anyone he met as he drifted around, and he met many
intrigued by such an unusual, egalitarian and oddly un-Roman fellow as he
purported to be.

He also gathered much information about a side of Lucullus he didn't know at
all—about his army, and about his campaigns to date.

King Mithridates had fled two years before to the court of his son-in-law
Tigranes when he was unable to contend with the Roman remorselessness in
war, and feeling the pinch of those quarter-million seasoned troops he had lost in
the Caucasus on a pointless punitive expedition against the Albanian savages
who had raided Colchis. It had taken Mithridates twenty months to persuade
Tigranes to see him, longer still to persuade Tigranes to help him recover his lost
lands of Pontus, Cappadocia, Armenia Parva and Galatia.

Naturally Lucullus had his spies, and knew perfectly well that the two kings
were reconciled. But rather than wait for them to invade Pontus, Lucullus had
decided to go on the offensive and invade Armenia proper, strike at Tigranes and
prevent his aiding Mithridates. His original intention had been to leave no sort of
garrison in Pontus, trusting to Rome and Roman influence to keep Pontus quiet.
For he had just lost his governorship of Asia Province, and now learned from the
letters brought by Publius Clodius that the enmity he had stirred in the breasts of
the Ordo Equester back in Rome was growing by leaps and bounds. When the
letters not only told him that the new governor of Asia Province was a Dolabella,
but also that Dolabella was to "supervise" Bithynia too, Lucullus understood
much. Obviously the knights of Rome and their tame senators preferred
incompetence to success in war. Publius Clodius, concluded Lucullus dourly,
was no harbinger of good luck!

The nine commissioners sent from Rome before his power there waned were
scattered all over Pontus and Cappadocia, including the man Lucullus loved best
in all the world now that Sulla was dead—his younger brother, Varro Lucullus.
But commissioners owned no troops, and it seemed from the tone of the letters
Publius Clodius carried that they would not last long in the job. Therefore,
decided Lucullus, he had no choice other than to leave two of his four legions



behind in Pontus to garrison it in case Mithridates tried to win back his kingdom
unassisted by Tigranes. The legate he esteemed most was repairing the ravages
wreaked upon the isle of Delos, and while he knew Sornatius was a good man,
Lucullus wasn't sure enough of his military capabilities to leave him without
someone else at his side. The other senior legate, Marcus Fabius Hadrianus,
would have to stay in Pontus too.

Having made up his mind that two of his four legions must remain in Pontus,
Lucullus also knew which two legions they would have to be—not a welcome
prospect. The legions belonging to the province of Cilicia would stay in Pontus.
Leaving him to march south with the two legions of Fimbriani. Wonderful troops!
He absolutely loathed them. They had been in the East for sixteen years now,
and were sentenced never to return to Rome or Italy because their record of
mutiny and murder was such that the Senate refused to allow them to go home.
Perpetually on the boil, they were dangerous men, but Lucullus, who had used
them off and on for many years, dealt with them by flogging them pitilessly during
campaigns and indulging their every sensual whim during winter rests. Thus they
soldiered for him willingly enough, even grudgingly admired him. Yet they
preferred still to nominate themselves as the troops of their first commander,
Fimbria, hence the Fimbriani. Lucullus was happy to have it so. Did he want
them known as the Liciniani or the Luculliani? Definitely not.

Clodius had fallen so in love with Amisus that he decided he would elect to
remain behind in Pontus with the legates Sornatius and Fabius Hadrianus;
campaigning had lost its lure for Clodius the moment he heard Lucullus planned
a thousand-mile march.

But it was not to be. His orders were to accompany Lucullus in his personal
train. Oh well, thought Clodius, at least he would live in relative luxury! Then he
discovered Lucullus's idea of campaigning comfort. Namely, that there was none.
The sybaritic Epicurean Clodius had known in Rome and Amisus had utterly
vanished; Lucullus on the march at the head of the Fimbriani was no better off
than any ranker soldier, and if he was no better off, nor was any member of his
personal staff. They walked, they didn't ide—the Fimbriani walked, they didn't
ride. They ate porridge and hard bread—the Fimbriani ate porridge and hard
bread. They slept on the ground with a sagum for cover and earth heaped into a



pillow—the Fimbriani slept on the ground with a sagum for cover and earth
heaped into a pillow. They bathed in icicle-fringed streams or else chose to stink
—the Fimbriani bathed in icicle-fringed streams or else chose to stink. What was
good enough for the Fimbriani was good enough for Lucullus.

But not good enough for Publius Clodius, who not many days out from Amisus
took advantage of his relationship with Lucullus and complained bitterly.

The General's pale-grey eyes looked him up and down without expression, as
cold as the thawing landscape the army traversed. "If you want comfort, Clodius,
go home," he said.

"l don't want to go home, | just want comfort!" said Clodius.

"One or the other. With me, never both," said his brother-in-law, and turned his
back contemptuously.

That was the last conversation Clodius had with him. Nor did the dour little
band of junior legates and military tribunes who surrounded the General
encourage the kind of companionship Clodius now learned he could hardly do
without. Friendship, wine, dice, women, and mischief; they were the things
Clodius craved as the days turned into what seemed like years and the
countryside continued as bleak and inhospitable as Lucullus.

They paused briefly in Eusebeia Mazaca, where Ariobarzanes Philoromaios,
the King, donated what he could to the baggage train and wished Lucullus a
doleful well. Then it was on into a landscape convulsed by chasms and gorges of
every color at the warm end of the rainbow, a tumbled mass of tufa towers and
boulders perched precariously on fragile stone necks. Skirting these gorges more
than doubled the length of the march, but Lucullus plodded on, insisting that his
army cover a minimum of thirty miles a day. That meant they marched from
sunup to sundown, pitched camp in semidarkness and pulled camp in
semidarkness. And every night a proper camp, dug and fortified against—whom?
WHOM? Clodius wanted to shout to the pallid sky floating higher above them
than any sky had a right to do. Followed by a WHY? roaring louder than the
thunder of endless spring storms.

They came down at last to the Euphrates at Tomisa crossing to find its eerie
milky-blue waters a seething mass of melted snows. Clodius heaved a sigh of
relief. No choice now! The General would have to rest while he waited for the
river to go down. But did he? No. The moment the army halted, the Euphrates



began to calm and slow, turn itself into a tractable, navigable waterway. Lucullus
and the Fimbriani boated it into Sophene, and the moment the last man was
across, back it went to foaming torrent.

"My luck," said Lucullus, pleased. "It is an omen."

The route now passed through slightly kinder country, in that the mountains
were somewhat lower, good grass and wild asparagus covered the slopes, and
trees grew in small groves where pockets of moisture gave their roots succor.
But what did that mean to Lucullus? An order that in easy terrain like this and
with asparagus to chomp on, the army could move faster! Clodius had always
considered himself as fit and agile as any other Roman, used to walking
everywhere. Yet here was Lucullus, almost fifty years of age, walking the
twenty-two-year-old Publius Clodius into the ground.

They crossed the Tigris, a minor matter after the Euphrates, for it was neither
as broad nor as swift. And then, having marched over a thousand miles in two
months, the army of Lucullus came in sight of Tigranocerta.

It had not existed thirty years ago. King Tigranes had built it to cater to his
dreams of glory and a far vaster realm: a splendid city of stone with high walls,
citadels, towers, squares and courts, hanging gardens, exquisite glazed tiles of
aquamarine and acid-yellow and brazen red, immense statues of winged bulls,
lions, curly-bearded kings under tall tiaras. The site had been chosen with a view
to everything from ease of defense to internal sources of water and a nearby
tributary of the Tigris which carried away the contents of the vast sewers
Tigranes had constructed in the manner of Pergamum. Whole nations had fallen
to fund its construction; wealth proclaimed itself even in the far distance as the
Fimbriani came over a ridge and saw it, Tigranocerta. Vast, high, beautiful.
Because he craved a Hellenized realm, the King of Kings had started out to build
in the Greek fashion, but all those years of Parthian-influenced childhood and
young manhood were too strong; when Doric and lonic perfection palled, he
added the gaudy glazed tiles, the winged bulls, the monolithic sovereigns. Then,
still dissatisfied with all those low Greek buildings, he added the hanging
gardens, the square stone towers, the pylons and the power of his Parthian
upbringing.

Not in twenty-five years had anyone dared to bring King Tigranes bad news; no
one wanted his head or his hands chopped off, which was the King's reaction to



the bearer of bad news. Someone, however, had to inform him that a Roman
army was approaching rapidly out of the mountains to the west. Understandably,
the military establishment (run by a son of Tigranes named Prince
Mithrabarzanes) elected to send a very junior officer with this shockingly bad
news. The King of Kings flew into a panic—but not before he had the messenger
hanged. Then he fled, so hastily that he left Queen Cleopatra behind together
with his other wives, his concubines, his children, his treasures, and a garrison
under Mithrabarzanes. Out went the summonses from the shores of the
Hyrcanian Sea to the shores of the Middle Sea, anywhere and everywhere
Tigranes ruled: send him troops, send him cataphracts, send him desert
Bedouins if no other soldiers could be found! For it had never occurred to
Tigranes that Rome, so beleaguered, might invade Armenia to knock on the
gates of his brand-new capital city.

While his father skulked in the mountains between Tigranocerta and Lake
Thospitis, Mithrabarzanes led the available troops to meet the Roman invaders,
assisted by some nearby tribes of Bedouins. Lucullus trounced them and sat
down before Tigranocerta to besiege it, though his army was far too small to
span the length of its walls; he concentrated upon the gates and vigilant patrols.
As he was also extremely efficient, very little traffic passed from inside to outside
of the city walls, and none the other way. Not, he was sure, that Tigranocerta
could not withstand a long siege; what he was counting on was the unwillingness
of Tigranocerta to withstand a long siege. The first step was to defeat the King of
Kings on a battlefield. That would lead to the second step, the surrender of
Tigranocerta, a place filled with people who had no love for— though great terror
of—Tigranes. He had populated this new capital city far from northern Armenia
and the old capital of Artaxata with Greeks imported against their will from Syria,
Cappadocia, eastern Cilicia; it was a vital part of the program of Hellenization
that Tigranes was determined to inflict upon his racially Median peoples. To be
Greek in culture and language was to be civilized. To be Median in culture and
illiterate in Greek was inferior, primitive. His answer was to kidnap Greeks.

Though the two great kings were reconciled, Mithridates was too cagey to be
with Tigranes—instead, he lay with an army of a mere ten thousand men to the
north and west of where Tigranes had fled; his opinion of Tigranes as a military
man was not high. With him was his best general, his cousin Taxiles, and when



they heard that Lucullus was besieging Tigranocerta and that Tigranes was
gathering an immense force to relieve it, Mithridates sent his cousin Taxiles to
see the King of Kings.

"Do not attack the Romans!" was the Mithridatic message.

Tigranes was inclined to heed this advice, even after he had assembled one
hundred and twenty thousand infantry from places as far apart as Syria and the
Caucasus, and twenty-five thousand of the awesome cavalry known as
cataphracts, horses and riders clad from head to foot in chain mail. He lay some
fifty miles from his capital in a cozy valley, but he needed to move. Most of his
supplies were in Tigranocertan granaries and storehouses, so he knew he must
establish fortified contact with the city if his vast forces were to eat. And that, he
reasoned, should not be too difficult if indeed, as his spies had reported to him,
the Roman army did not have the strength to embrace the entire perimeter of so
great a place as Tigranocerta.

He had not, however, believed the reports which said the Roman army was
minute. Until he himself rode to the top of a high hill behind his capital and
actually saw for himself what gnat was impudent enough to sting him.

"Too large to be an embassage, but too small to be an army" was how he put
it, and issued orders to attack.

But vast eastern armies were not entities a Marius or a Sulla would have
desired for one moment, even had those two Roman generals ever had such
military largesse offered to them. Forces must be small, flexible, maneuverable—
easily supplied, easily controlled, easily deployed. Lucullus had two legions of
superb if disreputable soldiers who knew his tactics as well as he did, plus a very
neat contingent of twenty-seven hundred horsemen from Galatia who had been
with him for years.

The siege had not been without Roman losses, chiefly because of a mysterious
Zoroastrian fire King Tigranes possessed. It was called naphtha by the Greeks,
and it came from a Persian fastness somewhere on the southwest of the
Hyrcanian Sea. Small light lumps of it lobbed onto the siege towers and shelter
sheds roared through the air ablaze and splattered as they landed, flaring up so
hot and so incandescent that nothing could extinguish them or the fires which
spread from them. They burned and maimed— but worse than that, they terrified.
No one had ever experienced anything like them before.



Thus when Tigranes moved his mighty force to attack the gnat, he failed to
understand what a difference mood could make to the gnat. Every Roman in that
tiny army was fed up—fed up with a monotonous diet, Zoroastrian fire, no
women, cataphracts lumbering on their huge Nesaean horses to badger foraging
parties, Armenia in general and Tigranocerta in particular. From Lucullus to the
Fimbriani to the Galatian cavalry, all of them hungered for a battle. And cheered
themselves hoarse when the scouts reported that King Tigranes was in the offing
at last.

Promising Mars Invictus a special sacrifice, Lucullus girded his loins for the fray
at dawn on the sixth day of Roman October. Siege lines abandoned, the General
occupied a hill which intervened between the advancing Armenian giant and the
city, and made his dispositions. Though he couldn't know that Mithridates had
sent Taxiles to warn the King of Kings not to engage the Romans, Lucullus did
know exactly how to tempt Tigranes into an engagement: huddle his little force
together and appear to be terrified by the size of the Armenian giant. Since all
the eastern kings were convinced an army's strength was in numbers, Tigranes
would attack.

Tigranes did attack. What developed was a debacle. No one on the Armenian
side, including Taxiles, seemed to comprehend the value of high ground. Nor, so
much was clear to Lucullus as the seething host flowed up his hill, had anyone in
the Armenian chain of command thought to develop tactics or a strategy. The
monster was unleashed; no more was necessary.

Taking his time, Lucullus dealt out frightful punishment from the top of his hill,
worried only that the mountains of dead would end in hemming him in, foil a
complete victory. But when he put his Galatian cavalry to clearing lines through
the Armenian fallen, the Fimbriani spread outward and downward like scythes
through a field of wheat. The Armenian front disintegrated, pushing thousands of
Syrian and Caucasian foot soldiers into the ranks of the mailed cataphracts until
horses and riders fell, or they themselves were crushed. More of the Armenian
host died that way than the berserk Fimbriani had the numbers to kill.

Said Lucullus in his report to the Senate in Rome: "Over one hundred thousand
Armenian dead, and five Roman dead."

King Tigranes fled a second time, so certain he would be captured that he gave
his tiara and diadem to one of his sons to keep, exhorting the princeling to gallop



faster because he was younger and lighter. But the youth entrusted tiara and
diadem to an obscure-looking slave, with the result that the Armenian symbols of
sovereignty came into the possession of Lucullus two days later.

The Greeks forced to live in Tigranocerta opened the gates of the city, so
overjoyed that they carried Lucullus shoulder-high. Privation was a thing of the
past; the Fimbriani dived with equal glee into soft arms and soft beds, ate and
drank, wenched and pillaged. The booty was staggering. Eight thousand talents
of gold and silver, thirty million medimni of wheat, untold treasures and art works.

And the General became human! Fascinated, Publius Clodius saw the Lucullus
he had known in Rome emerge out of the hard-bitten, coldly ruthless man of
months past. Manuscripts were piled up for his delectation alongside exquisite
children he retained for his own pleasure, never happier than when he could
sexually initiate girls just flowering into puberty. Median girls, not Greek! The
spoils were divided at a ceremony in the marketplace with Lucullan fairness:
each of the fifteen thousand men received at least thirty thousand sesterces in
money, though of course it would not be paid over until the loot had been
converted into cold, hard Roman cash. The wheat fetched twelve thousand
talents; canny Lucullus sold the bulk of it to King Phraates of the Parthians.

Publius Clodius was not about to forgive Lucullus for those months of
footslogging and living hard, even when his own share of the booty came in at a
hundred thousand sesterces. Somewhere between Eusebeia Mazaca and the
crossing at Tomisa he added his brother-in-law's name to the list he kept of those
who would pay for offending him. Catilina. Cicero the small fish. Fabia. And now
Lucullus. Having seen the gold and silver piled in the vaults—indeed, having
assisted in counting it—Clodius concentrated at first upon working out how
Lucullus had managed to cheat everyone when the spoils were divided. A mere
thirty thousand for each legionary, each cavalryman? Ridiculous! Until his
abacus told him that eight thousand talents divided by fifteen thousand men
yielded only thirteen thousand sesterces each—so where had the other
seventeen thousand come from? Sale of the wheat, said the General laconically
when Clodius applied to him for elucidation.

This wasted exercise in arithmetic did give Clodius an idea, however. If he had
assumed Lucullus was cheating his men, what would they think if someone
sowed a seed or two of discontent?



Until Tigranocerta had been occupied, Clodius had been given no chance to
cultivate the acquaintance of anyone outside the small and untalkative group of
legates and tribunes around the General. Lucullus was a stickler for protocol,
disapproved of fraternization between ranker soldiers and his staff. But now, with
winter setting in and this new Lucullus prepared to give all who served him the
time of their lives, supervision ceased. Oh, there were jobs to do: Lucullus
ordered every actor and dancer rounded up, for example, and forced them to
perform for his army. A circus holiday far from home for men who would never
see home again. Entertainments were plentiful. So was wine.

The leader of the Fimbriani was a primus pilus centurion who headed the
senior of the two Fimbriani legions. His name was Marcus Silius, and like the rest
he had marched, an ordinary legionary not yet old enough to shave, east across
Macedonia with Flaccus and Fimbria seventeen years before. When Fimbria won
the struggle for supremacy, Marcus Silius had applauded the murder of Flaccus
at Byzantium. He had crossed into Asia, fought against King Mithridates, been
handed over to Sulla when Fimbria fell from power and suicided, and fought for
Sulla, for Murena, and then for Lucullus. With the others he had gone to besiege
Mitylene, by which time his rank was pilus prior, very high in the tortuous
gradations of centurions. Year had succeeded year; fight had succeeded fight.
They had all been mere striplings when they left Italy, for Italy by then was
exhausted of seasoned troops; now in Tigranocerta they had been under the
eagles for half of the years they had lived, and petition after petition for an
honorable discharge had been denied them. Marcus Silius, their leader, was a
bitter man of thirty-four who just wanted to go home.

It hadn't been necessary for Clodius to ascertain this information now; even
legates as sour as Sextilius did speak from time to time, and usually about Silius
or the primus pilus centurion of the other Fimbriani legion, Lucius Cornificius,
who was not of the rising family with that name.

Nor was it hard to find Silius's lair inside Tigranocerta; he and Cornificius had
commandeered a minor palace which had belonged to a Tigranic son, and
moved in together with some very delectable women and enough slaves to serve
a cohort.

Publius Clodius, patrician member of an august clan, went visiting, and like the
Greeks before Troy, he bore gifts. Oh, not the size of wooden horses! Clodius



brought a little bag of mushrooms Lucullus (who liked to experiment with such
substances) had given him, and a flagon of superlative wine so large it took three
servants to manhandle it.

His reception was wary. Both the centurions knew well enough who he was;
what relationship he bore to Lucullus; how he had done on the march, in the
camp before the city, during the battle. None of which impressed them any more
than the person of Clodius did, for he was of no more than average size and far
too mediocre of physique to stand out in any crowd. What they did admire was
his gall: he barged in as if he owned the place, ensconced himself chattily on a
big tapestry cushion between the couches where each man lay wrapped around
his woman of the moment, produced his bag of mushrooms and proceeded to tell
them what was going to happen when they partook of this unusual fare.

"Amazing stuff!" said Clodius, mobile brows flying up and down in a comical
manner. "Do have some, but chew it very slowly and don't expect anything to
happen for quite a long time."

Silius made no attempt to avail himself of this invitation; nor, he was quick to
note, did Clodius set an example by chewing one of the shrunken little caps,
slowly or otherwise.

"What do you want?" he asked curtly.

"To talk," said Clodius, and smiled for the first time.

That was always a shock for those who had never seen the smiling Publius
Clodius; it transformed what was otherwise a rather tense and anxious face into
something suddenly so likable, so appealing, that smiles tended to break out all
around. As smiles did in the moment Clodius triggered his, from Silius,
Cornificius, both the women.

But a Fimbrianus was not to be caught so easily. Clodius was the Enemy, a far
more serious enemy than any Armenian or Syrian or Caucasian. So after his
smile died, Silius maintained his independence of mind, remained skeptical of
Clodius's motives.

All of which Clodius half expected, had planned for. It had come to his notice
during those four humiliating years he had slunk around Rome that anyone
highborn was going to be viewed with extreme suspicion by those beneath him,
and that on the whole those beneath him could find absolutely no reasonable
reason why someone highborn would want to slum it. Rudderless, ostracized by



his peers, and desperate for something to do, Clodius set out to remove mistrust
among his inferiors. The thrill of victory when he succeeded was warming, but he
had also found a genuine pleasure in low company; he liked being better
educated and more intelligent than anyone else in the room, it gave him an
advantage he would never have among his peers. He felt a giant. And he
transmitted a message to his inferiors that here was a highborn chap who really
did care, who really was attracted to simpler people, simpler circumstances. He
learned to wriggle in and make himself at home. He basked in a new kind of
adulation.

His technique consisted in talk. No big words, no inadvertent allusions to
obscure Greek dramatists or poets, not one indication that his company or his
drink or his surroundings did not please him tremendously. And while he talked,
he plied his audience with wine and pretended to consume huge amounts of it
himself—yet made sure that at the end he was the soberest man in the room.
Not that he looked it; he was adept at collapsing under the table, falling off his
stool, bolting outside to vomit. The first time he worked on his chosen quarry they
preserved a measure of skepticism, but he'd be back to try again, then be back a
third and a fourth time, until eventually even the wariest man present had to
admit that Publius Clodius was a truly wonderful fellow, someone ordinary who
had been unfortunate enough to be born into the wrong sphere. After trust was
established, he discovered he could manipulate everyone to his heart's content
provided that he never betrayed his inner thoughts and feelings. The lowly he
courted, he soon decided, were urban hayseeds, uncouth, ignorant, unread—
desperately eager to be esteemed by their betters, longing for approval. And just
waiting to be shaped.

Marcus Silius and Lucius Cornificius were no different from any tavernload of
Roman urban lowly, even if they had left Italy at seventeen. Hard they were,
cruel they were, ruthless they were. But to Publius Clodius the two centurions
seemed as malleable as clay in the hands of a master sculptor. Easy game.
Easy ...

Once Silius and Cornificius admitted to themselves that they liked him, that he
amused them, then Clodius began to defer to them, to ask their opinions on this
and that—always choosing things they knew, could feel authoritative about. And
after that he let them see that he admired them—their toughness, their stamina



in their job, which was soldiering, and therefore of paramount importance to
Rome. Finally he became their equal as well as their friend, one of the boys, a
light in the darkness; he was one of Them, but as one of Us he was in a position
to bring every plight he saw to the attention of Them in Senate and Comitia, on
Palatine and Carinae. Oh, he was young, still a bit of a boy! But boys grew up,
and when he turned thirty Publius Clodius would enter the hallowed portals of the
Senate; he would ascend the cursus honorum as smoothly as water flowing over
polished marble. After all, he was a Claudian, a member of a clan which had
never skipped the consulship through all the many generations of the Republic.
One of Them. Yet one of Us.

It was not until his fifth visit that Clodius got around to the subject of booty and
Lucullus's division of the spoils.

"Miserable skinflint!" said Clodius, slurring his words.

"Eh?" asked Silius, pricking up his ears.

"My esteemed brother-in-law Lucullus. Palming off troops like your chaps with
a pittance. Thirty thousand sesterces each when there were eight thousand
talents in Tigranocerta!"

“Did he palm us off?" asked Cornificius, astonished. "He has always said he
preferred to divide the spoils on the field instead of after his triumph because the
Treasury couldn't cheat us!"

"That's what he intends you to think," said Clodius, his cup of wine slopping
drunkenly. "Can you do sums?"

"Sums?"

"You know, add and subtract and multiply and divide."

"Oh. A bit," said Silius, not wanting to seem untutored.

"Well, one of the advantages of having your own pedagogue when you're
young is that you have to do sum after sum after sum after sum. Flogged raw if
you don't!" Clodius giggled. "So | sat down and did a few sums, like multiplying
talents into good old Roman sesterces, then dividing by fifteen thousand. And |
can tell you, Marcus Silius, that the men in your two legions should have got ten
times thirty thousand sesterces each! That supercilious, haughty mentula of a
brother-in-law of mine went out into that marketplace looking generous and
proceeded to shove his fist right up every Fimbrianus arse!" Clodius smacked his
right fist into his left palm. "Hear that? Well, that's soft compared to Lucullus's fist



up your arses!"

They believed him not only because they wanted to believe him, but also
because he spoke with such absolute authority, then proceeded to reel off one
set of figures after another as quickly as he could blink, a litany of Lucullus's
peculations since he had come east six years before to take command of the
Fimbriani yet again. How could anyone who knew so much be wrong? And what
was in it for him to lie? Silius and Cornificius believed him.

After that it was easy. While the Fimbriani roistered their way through winter in
Tigranocerta, Publius Clodius whispered in the ears of their centurions, and their
centurions whispered in the ears of the rankers, and the rankers whispered in the
ears of the Galatian troopers. Some of the men had left women behind in
Amisus, and when the two Cilician legions under Sornatius and Fabius
Hadrianus marched from Amisus to Zela, the women trailed behind as soldiers'
women always do. Hardly anyone could write, and yet the word spread all the
way from Tigranocerta to Pontus that Lucullus had consistently cheated the army
of its proper share in the booty. Nor did anyone bother to check Clodius's
arithmetic. It was preferable to believe they had been cheated when the reward
for thinking so was ten times what Lucullus said they were to get. Besides which,
Clodius was so brilliant! He was incapable of making an arithmetical or statistical
mistake! What Clodius said was sure to be right! Clever Clodius. He had learned
the secret of demagoguery: tell people what they want most to hear, never tell
them what they don't want to hear.

In the meantime Lucullus had not been idle, despite voyages into rare
manuscripts and underaged girls. He had made quick trips to Syria, and sent all
the displaced Greeks back to their homes. The southern empire of Tigranes was
disintegrating, and Lucullus intended to be sure that Rome inherited. For there
was a third eastern king who represented a threat to Rome, King Phraates of the
Parthians. Sulla had concluded a treaty with his father giving everything west of
the Euphrates to Rome, and everything east of the Euphrates to the Kingdom of
the Parthians.

When Lucullus sold the thirty million medimni of wheat he found in
Tigranocerta to the Parthians, he had done so to prevent its filling Armenian
bellies. But as barge after barge sped down the Tigris toward Mesopotamia and



the Kingdom of the Parthians, King Phraates sent him a message asking for a
fresh treaty with Rome along the same lines: everything west of the Euphrates to
be Rome's, everything east to belong to King Phraates. Then Lucullus learned
that Phraates was also treating with the refugee Tigranes, who was promising to
hand back those seventy valleys in Media Atropatene in return for Parthian aid
against Rome. They were devious, these eastern kings, and never to be trusted;
they owned eastern values, and eastern values shifted about like sand.

At which point visions of wealth beyond any Roman dream suddenly popped
into Lucullus's mind. Imagine what would be found in Seleuceia-on-Tigris, in
Ctesiphon, in Babylonia, in Susa! If two Roman legions and fewer than three
thousand Galatian cavalrymen could virtually eliminate an Armenian grand army,
four Roman legions and the Galatian horse could conquer all the way down
Mesopotamia to the Mare Erythraeum! What could the Parthians offer by way of
resistance that Tigranes had not? From cataphracts to Zoroastrian fire, the army
of Lucullus had dealt with everything. All he needed to do was fetch the two
Cilician legions from Pontus.

Lucullus made up his mind within moments. In the spring he would invade
Mesopotamia and crush the Kingdom of the Parthians. What a shock that would
be for the knights of the Ordo Equester and their senatorial partisans! Lucius
Licinius Lucullus would show them. And show the entire world.

Off went a summons to Sornatius in Zela: bring the Cilician legions to
Tigranocerta immediately. We march for Babylonia and Elymais. We will be
immortal. We will drag the whole of the East into the province of Rome and
eliminate the last of her enemies.

Naturally Publius Clodius heard all about these plans when he visited the wing
of the main palace wherein Lucullus had set up his residence. In fact, Lucullus
was feeling more kindly disposed toward his young brother-in-law these days, for
Clodius had kept out of his way and hadn't tried to make mischief among the
junior military tribunes, a habit he had fallen into on the march from Pontus the
year before.

"I'l make Rome richer than she's ever been," said Lucullus happily, his long
face softer these days. "Marcus Crassus prates on about the wealth to be had for
the taking in Egypt, but the Kingdom of the Parthians makes Egypt look
impoverished. From the Indus to the Euphrates, King Phraates exacts tribute.



But after I'm done with Phraates, all that tribute will flow into our dear Rome.
We'll have to build a new Treasury to hold it!"

Clodius hastened to see Silius and Cornificius.

"What do you think of his idea?" asked Clodius prettily.

The two centurions thought very little of it, as they made clear through Silius.

"You don't know the plains," he said to Clodius, "but we do. We've been
everywhere. A summer campaign working down the Tigris all the way to
Elymais? In that kind of heat and humidity? Parthians grow up in heat and
humidity. Whereas we'll die."

Clodius's mind had been on plunder, not climate, but he thought of climate
now. A march into sunstroke and sweat cramps under Lucullus? Worse than
anything he had endured so far!

"All right," he said briskly, "then we had better make sure the campaign never
happens."

"The Cilician legions!" said Silius instantly. "Without them we can't march into
country as flat as a board. Lucullus knows that. Four legions to form a perfect
defensive square."

"He's sent off to Sornatius already," said Clodius, frowning.

"His messenger will travel like the wind, but Sornatius won't muster for a march
in under a month," said Cornificius confidently. "He's on his own in Zela, Fabius
Hadrianus went off to Pergamum.”

"How do you know that?" asked Clodius, curious.

"We got our sources," said Silius grinning. "What we have to do is send
someone of our own to Zela."

"To do what?"

"To tell the Cilicians to stay where they are. Once they hear where the army's
going, they'll down tools and refuse to budge. If Lucullus was there he'd manage
to shift them, but Sornatius don't have the clout or the gumption to deal with
mutiny."

Clodius pretended to look horrified. "Mutiny?" he squeaked.

"Not really proper mutiny," soothed Silius. "Those chaps will be happy to fight
for Rome—provided they does it in Pontus. So how can it be classified as a
proper mutiny?"

"True," said Clodius, appearing relieved. "Whom can you send to Zela?" he



asked.

"My own batman," said Cornificius, rising to his feet. "No time to waste, I'll get
him started now."

Which left Clodius and Silius alone.

"You've been a terrific help to us," said Silius gratefully. "We're real glad to
know you, Publius Clodius."

"Not as glad as | am to know you, Marcus Silius."

"Knew another young patrician real well once," said Silius, reflectively turning
his golden goblet between his hands.

“Did you?" asked Clodius, genuinely interested; one never knew where such
conversations led, what might emerge to become grist in a Clodian mill. "Who?
When?"

"Mitylene, a good eleven or twelve years ago." Silius spat on the marble floor.
"Another Lucullus campaign! Never seem to get rid of him. We was herded
together into one cohort, the chaps Lucullus decided were too dangerous to be
reliable—we still thought a lot about Fimbria in those days. So Lucullus decided
to throw us to the arrows, and put this pretty baby in command. Twenty, | think
he was. Gaius Julius Caesar."

"Caesar?" Clodius sat up alertly. "I know him— well, | know of him, anyway.
Lucullus hates him."

"Did then too. That's why he was thrown to the arrows along with us. But it
didn't work out that way. Talk about cool! He was like ice. And fight? Jupiter, he
could fight! Never stopped thinking, that was what made him so good. Saved my
life in that battle, not to mention everyone else's. But mine was personal. Still
don't know how he managed to do it. | thought | was ashes on the fire, Publius
Clodius, ashes on the fire."

"He won a Civic Crown," said Clodius. "That's how | remember him so well.
There aren't too many advocates appear in a court wearing a crown of oak
leaves on their heads. Sulla's nephew."

"And Gaius Marius's nephew," said Silius. "Told us that at the start of the
battle."

"That's right, one of his aunts married Marius and the other one married Sulla."
Clodius looked pleased. "Well, he's some sort of cousin of mine, Marcus Silius,
so that accounts for it."



"Accounts for what?"

"His bravery and the fact you liked him!"

"Did like him too. Was sorry when he went back to Rome with Thermus and the
Asian soldiers."

"And the poor old Fimbriani had to stay behind as always," said Clodius softly.
"Well, be of good cheer! I'm writing to everyone | know in Rome to get that
senatorial decree lifted!"

"You," said Silius, his eyes filling with tears, "are the Soldiers' Friend, Publius
Clodius. We won't forget."

Clodius looked thrilled. "The Soldiers' Friend? Is that what you call me?"

"That's what we call you."

"l won't forget either, Marcus Silius."

Halfway through March a frostbitten and exhausted messenger arrived from
Pontus to inform Lucullus that the Cilician legions had refused to move from
Zela. Sornatius and Fabius Hadrianus had done everything they could think of,
but the Cilicians would not budge, even after Governor Dolabella sent a stern
warning. Nor was that the only unsettling news from Zela. Somehow, wrote
Sornatius, the troops of the two Cilician legions had been led to believe that
Lucullus had cheated them of their fair share in all booty divided since Lucullus
had returned to the East six years earlier. It was undoubtedly the prospect of the
heat along the Tigris had caused the mutiny, but the myth that Lucullus was a
cheat and a liar had not helped.

The window at which Lucullus sat looked out across the city in the direction of
Mesopotamia; Lucullus stared blindly toward the distant horizon of low mountains
and tried to cope with the dissolution of what had become a possible, tangible
dream. The fools, the idiots! He, a Licinius Lucullus, to exact petty sums from
men under his command? He, a Licinius Lucullus, to descend to the level of
those grasping get-rich-quick publicani in Rome? Who had done that? Who had
spread a rumor like that? And why hadn't they been able to see for themselves
that it was untrue? A few simple calculations, that was all it would have taken.

His dream of conquering the Kingdom of the Parthians was over. To take fewer
than four legions into absolutely flat country would be suicide, and Lucullus was
not suicidal. Sighing, he rose to his feet, went to find Sextilius and Fannius, the



most senior legates with him in Tigranocerta.

"What will you do, then?" asked Sextilius, stunned.

"Il do what lies in my power with the forces | have," said Lucullus, the stiffness
growing in every moment. "I'll go north after Tigranes and Mithridates. I'll force
them to retreat ahead of me, pen them into Artaxata, and break them into little
pieces."

"It's too early in the year to go so far north," said Lucius Fannius, looking
worried. "We won't be able to leave until—oh, Sextilis by the calendar. Then all
we'll have is four months. They say there's no land under five thousand feet, and
the growing season lasts a bare summer. Nor will we be able to take much with
us in supplies—I believe the terrain is solid mountain. But you will go west of
Lake Thospitis, of course."”

"No, | will go east of Lake Thospitis," Lucullus answered, now fully encased in
his icy campaigning shell. "If four months is all we have, we can't afford to detour
two hundred miles just because the going is a trifle easier."

His legates looked upset, but neither argued. Long accustomed to that look on
Lucullus's face, they didn't think any argument would sway him. "In the meantime
what will you do?" asked Fannius.

"Leave the Fimbriani here to wallow," said Lucullus with contempt. "They'll be
pleased enough at that news!"

Thus it was that early in the month of Sextilis the army of Lucullus finally left
Tigranocerta, but not to march south into the heat. This new direction (as Clodius
learned from Silius and Cornificius) did not precisely please the Fimbriani, who
would have preferred to loiter in Tigranocerta pretending to be on garrison duty.
But at least the weather would be bearable, and there wasn't a mountain in all of
Asia could daunt a Fimbrianus! They had climbed them all, said Silius
complacently. Besides which, four months meant a nice short campaign. They'd
be back in snug Tigranocerta by winter.

Lucullus himself led the march in stony silence, for he had discovered on a visit
to Antioch that he was removed from his governorship of Cilicia; the province
was to be given to Quintus Marcius Rex, senior consul of the year, and Rex was
anxious to leave for the East during his consulship. With, Lucullus was outraged
to hear, three brand-new legions accompanying him! Yet he, Lucullus, couldn't



prise a legion out of Rome when his very life had depended on it!

"All right for me," said Publius Clodius smugly. "Rex is my brother-in-law too,
don't forget. I'm just like a cat—land on my feet every time! If you don't want me,
Lucullus, I'll take myself off to join Rex in Tarsus."

"Don't hurry!" snarled Lucullus. "What | failed to tell you is that Rex can't start
for the East as early as he planned. The junior consul died, then the suffect
consul died; Rex is glued to Rome until his consulship is over."

"Oh!" said Clodius, and took himself off.

Once the march began it had become impossible for Clodius to seek out Silius
or Cornificius without being noticed; during this initial stage he lay low among the
military tribunes, said and did nothing. He had a feeling that as time went on
opportunity would arrive, for his bones said Lucullus had lost his luck. Nor was
he alone in thinking this; the tribunes and even the legates were also beginning
to mutter about Lucullus's bad luck.

His guides had advised that he march up the Canirites, the branch of the Tigris
which ran close to Tigranocerta and rose in the massif southeast of Lake
Thospitis. But his guides were all Arabs from the lowlands; search as he would,
Lucullus had found no one in the region of Tigranocerta who hailed from that
massif southeast of Lake Thospitis. Which should have told him something about
the country he was venturing into, but didn't because his spirit was so bruised by
the failure of the Cilician legions that he wasn't capable of detachment. He did,
however, retain enough coolness of mind to send some of his Galatian horsemen
ahead. They returned within a market interval to inform him that the Canirites had
a short course which ended in a sheer wall of alp no army could possibly cross,
even on foot.

"We did see one nomad shepherd," said the leader of the patrol, "and he
suggested we march for the Lycus, the next big Tigris tributary south. Its course
is long, and winds between the same mountain wall. He thinks its source is
kinder, that we should be able to cross to some of the lower land around Lake
Thospitis. And from there, he says, the going will be easier."

Lucullus frowned direfully at the delay, and sent his Arabs packing. When he
asked to see the shepherd with a view to making him the guide, his Galatians
informed him sadly that the rascal had slipped away with his sheep and could not
be found.



"Very well, we march for the Lycus," said the General.

"We've lost eighteen days," said Sextilius timidly.

"l am aware of that."

And so, having found the Lycus, the Fimbriani and the cavalry began to follow
it into ever-increasing heights, an ever-decreasing valley. None of them had
been with Pompey when he blazed a new route across the western Alps, but if
one had been, he could have told the rest that Pompey's path was infant's work
compared to this. And the army was climbing, struggling between great boulders
thrown out by the river, now a roaring torrent impossible to ford, growing
narrower, deeper, wilder.

They rounded a corner and emerged onto a fairly grassy shoulder which sat
like a park, not quite a bowl but at least offering some grazing for the horses,
growing thin and hungry. But it couldn't cheer them, for its far end— it was
apparently the watershed—was appalling. Nor would Lucullus permit them to
tarry longer than three days; they had been over a month on their way, and were
actually very little further north than Tigranocerta.

The mountain on their right as they started out into this frightful wilderness was
a sixteen-thousand-foot giant, and they were ten thousand feet up its side,
gasping at the weight of their packs, wondering why their heads ached, why they
could never seem to fill their chests with precious air. A new little stream was
their only way out, and the walls rose on either side of it so sheer even snow
could not find a foothold. Sometimes it took a whole day to negotiate less than a
mile, scrambling up and over rocks, clinging to the edge of the boiling cataract
they followed, trying desperately not to fall in to be bashed and mashed to pulp.

No one saw the beauty; the going was too dreadful. And it never seemed to
grow less dreadful as the days dragged on and the cataract never calmed, just
widened and deepened. At night it was perishing, though full summer was here,
and during the day they never felt the sun, so enormous were the mountain walls
which hemmed them in. Nothing could be worse, nothing.

Until they saw the bloodstained snow, just when the gorge they had been
traversing started to widen a trifle, and the horses managed to nibble at a little
grass. Less vertical now, if almost as tall, the mountains held sheets and rivers of
snow in their crevices. Snow which looked exactly as snow did on a battlefield
after the slaughter was over, brownish pink with blood.



Clodius bolted for Cornificius, whose legion preceded the senior legion under
Silius.

"What does it mean?" cried Clodius, terrified.

"It means we're going to certain death," said Cornificius.

"Have you never seen it before?"

"How could we have seen it before, when it's here as an omen for the lot of
us?"

"We must turn back!" shivered Clodius.

"Too late for that," said Cornificius.

So they struggled on, a little more easily now because the river had managed
to carve two verges for itself, and the altitude was decreasing. But Lucullus
announced they were too far east, so the army, still staring at the bloodstained
snow all around them on the heights, turned to climb once more. Nowhere had
they found evidence of life, though everyone had been ordered to capture any
nomad who might appear. How could anyone live looking at bloodstained snow?

Twice they climbed up to ten and eleven thousand feet, twice they stumbled
downward, but the second pass was more welcome, for the bloodstained snow
disappeared, became ordinary beautiful white snow, and on top of the second
pass they looked across the distance to see Lake Thospitis dreaming exquisitely
blue in the sun.

Weak at the knees, the army descended to what seemed the Elysian Fields,
though the altitude still lay at five thousand feet and of harvest there was none,
for no one lived to plough soil which remained frozen until summer, and froze
again with the first breath of autumn wind. Of trees there were none, but grass
grew; the horses fattened if the men didn't, and at least there was wild asparagus
again.

Lucullus pressed on, understanding that in two months he had not managed to
get more than sixty miles north of Tigranocerta. Still, the worst was over; he
could move faster now. Skirting the lake, he found a small village of nomads who
had planted grain, and he took every ear of it to augment his shrinking supplies.
Some few miles further on he found more grain, took that too, along with every
sheep his army discovered. By this time the air didn't feel as thin—not because it
wasn't as thin, but because everyone had grown used to the altitude.

The river which ran out of more snowcapped peaks to the north into the lake



was a good one, fairly wide and placid, and it headed in the direction Lucullus
wanted to go. The villagers, who spoke a distorted Median, had told him through
his captive Median interpreter that there was only one more ridge of mountains
left between him and the valley of the Araxes River, where Artaxata lay. Bad
mountains? he asked. Not as bad as those from which this strange army had
issued, was the reply.

Then as the Fimbriani left the river valley to climb into fairly rolling uplands,
much happier at this terrain, a troop of cataphracts bore down on them. Since the
Fimbriani felt like a good fight, they rolled the massive mailed men and horses
into confusion without the help of the Galatians. After that it was the turn of the
Galatians, who dealt capably with a second troop of cataphracts. And watched
and waited for more.

More did not come. Within a day's march they understood why. The land was
quite flat, but as far as the eye could see in every direction it consisted of a new
obstacle, something so weird and horrific they wondered what gods they had
offended, to curse them with such a nightmare. And the bloodstains were back—
not in snow this time, but smeared across the landscape.

What they looked at were rocks. Razor-edged rocks ten to fifty feet high,
tumbled remorselessly without interruption on top of each other and against each
other, leaning every way, no reason or logic or pattern to their distribution.

Silius and Cornificius sought an interview with the General.

"We can't cross those rocks," said Silius flatly.

"This army can cross anything, it's already proved that," Lucullus answered,
very displeased at their protest.

"There's no path," said Silius.

"Then we will make one," said Lucullus.

"Not through those rocks we won't," said Cornificius. "I know, because | had
some of the men try. Whatever those rocks are made of is harder than our
dolabrae."

"Then we will simply climb over them," said Lucullus.

He would not bend. The third month was drawing to a finish; he had to reach
Artaxata. So his little army entered the lava field fractured by an inland sea in
some remote past age. And shivered in fear because "those rocks" were daubed
with blood-red lichen. It was painfully slow work, ants toiling across a plain of



broken pots. Only men were not ants; "those rocks" cut, bruised, punished
cruelly. Nor was there any way around them, for in every direction more snowy
mountains reared on the horizon, sometimes nearer, sometimes farther away,
always hemming them into this terrible travail.

Clodius had decided somewhere just to the north of Lake Thospitis that he
didn't care what Lucullus said or did, he was going to travel with Silius. And when
(learning from Sextilius that Clodius had deserted to fraternize with a centurion)
the General ordered him back to the front of the march, Clodius refused.

"Tell my brother-in-law," he said to the tribune dispatched to fetch him home,
"that | am happy where | am. If he wants me up front, then he'll have to clap me
in irons."

A reply which Lucullus deemed it wiser to ignore. In truth the staff was
delighted to be rid of the whining, trouble-making Clodius. As yet no suspicion
existed of Clodius's part in the mutiny of the Cilician legions, and as the Fimbriani
had confined their protest about "those rocks" to an official one delivered by their
head centurions, no suspicion existed of a Fimbriani mutiny.

Perhaps there never would have been a Fimbriani mutiny had it not been for
Mount Ararat. For fifty miles the army suffered the fragmented lava field, then
emerged from it onto grass again. Bliss! Except that from east to west across
their path loomed a mountain the like of which no one had ever seen. Eighteen
thousand feet of solid snow, the most beautiful and terrible mountain in the world,
with another cone, smaller yet no less horrifying, on its eastern flank.

The Fimbriani lay down their shields and spears and looked. And wepit.

This time it was Clodius who led the deputation to the General, and Clodius
was not about to be cowed.

"We absolutely refuse to march another step," he said, Silius and Cornificius
nodding behind him.

It was when Lucullus saw Bogitarus step into the tent that he knew himself
beaten, for Bogitarus was the leader of his Galatian horsemen, a man whose
loyalty he could not question.

"Are you of the same mind, Bogitarus?" Lucullus asked.

"l am, Lucius Licinius. My horses can't cross a mountain like that, not after the
rocks. Their feet are bruised to the hocks, they've cast shoes faster than my
smiths can cope with, and I'm running out of steel. Not to mention that we've had



no charcoal since we left Tigranocerta, so | have no charcoal left either. We
would follow you into Hades, Lucius Licinius, but we will not follow you onto that
mountain," said Bogitarus.

"Thank you, Bogitarus," said Lucullus. "Go. You Fimbriani can go too. | want to
speak to Publius Clodius."

"Does that mean we turn back?" asked Silius suspiciously.

"Not back, Marcus Silius, unless you want more rocks. We'll turn west to the
Arsanias, and find grain."

Bogitarus had already gone; now the two Fimbriani centurions followed him,
leaving Lucullus alone with Clodius.

"How much have you had to do with all this?" asked Lucullus.

Bright-eyed and gleeful, Clodius eyed the General up and down
contemptuously. How worn he looked! Not hard to believe now that he was fifty.
And the gaze had lost something, a cold fixity which had carried him through
everything. What Clodius saw was a crust of weariness, and behind it a
knowledge of defeat.

“What have | had to do with all this?" he asked, and laughed. "My dear
Lucullus, I am its perpetrator! Do you really think any of those fellows have such
foresight? Or the gall? All this is my doing, and nobody else's."

"The Cilician legions," said Lucullus slowly.

"Them too. My doing." Clodius bounced up and down on his toes. "You won't
want me after this, so I'll go. By the time | get to Tarsus, my brother-in-law Rex
ought to be there."

"You're going nowhere except back to mess with your Fimbriani minions," said
Lucullus, and smiled dourly. "I am your commander, and | hold a proconsular
imperium to fight Mithridates and Tigranes. | do not give you leave to go, and
without it you cannot go. You will remain with me until the sight of you makes me
vomit.""

Not the answer Clodius wanted, or had expected. He threw Lucullus a furious
glare, and stormed out.

The winds and snow began even as Lucullus turned west, for the campaigning
season was over. He had used up his time of grace getting as far as Ararat, not
more than two hundred miles from Tigranocerta as a bird would have flown.



When he touched the course of the Arsanias, the biggest of the northern
tributaries of the Euphrates, he found the grain already harvested and the sparse
populace fled to hide in their troglodyte houses dug out of tufa rock, together with
every morsel of any kind of food. Defeated by his own troops Lucullus may have
been, but adversity was something he had come to know well, and he was not
about to stop here where Mithridates and Tigranes could find him all too easily
when spring arrived.

He headed for Tigranocerta, where there were supplies and friends, but if the
Fimbriani had expected to winter there, they were soon disillusioned. The city
was quiet and seemed contented under the man he had left there to govern,
Lucius Fannius. Having picked up grain and other foodstuffs, Lucullus marched
south to besiege the city of Nisibis, situated on the river Mygdonius, and in drier,
flatter country.

Nisibis fell on a black and rainy night in November, yielding much plunder as
well as a wealth of good living. Ecstatic, the Fimbriani settled down with Clodius
as their mascot, their good-luck charm, to spend a delightful winter beneath the
snow line. And when Lucius Fannius materialized not a month later to inform his
commander that Tigranocerta was once more in the hands of King Tigranes, the
Fimbriani carried an ivy-decked Clodius shoulder-high around the Nisibis
marketplace, attributing their good fortune to him; here they were safe, spared a
siege at Tigranocerta.

In April, with winter nearing its end and the prospect of a new campaign
against Tigranes some comfort, Lucullus learned that he had been stripped of
everything save an empty title, commander in the war against the two kings. The
knights had used the Plebeian Assembly to take away his last provinces,
Bithynia and Pontus, and then deprived him of all four of his legions. The
Fimbriani were to go home at last, and Manius Acilius Glabrio, the new governor
of Bithynia-Pontus, was to have the Cilician troops. The commander in the war
against the two kings had no army with which to continue his fight. All he had
was his imperium.

Whereupon Lucullus resolved to keep the news of their fully honorable
discharge from the Fimbriani. What they didn't know couldn't bother them. But of
course the Fimbriani knew they were free to go home; Clodius had intercepted
the official letters and discovered their contents before they reached Lucullus.



Hard on the heels of the letter from Rome came letters from Pontus informing
him that King Mithridates had invaded. Glabrio wouldn't inherit the Cilician
legions after all; they had been annihilated at Zela.

When orders went out to march for Pontus, Clodius came to see Lucullus. "The
army refuses to move out of Nisibis," he announced.

"The army will march for Pontus, Publius Clodius, to rescue those of its
compatriots left alive," said Lucullus.

"Ah, but it isn't your army to command anymore!" crowed the jubilant Clodius.
"The Fimbriani have finished their service under the eagles, they're free to go
home as soon as you produce their discharge papers. Which you'll do right here
in Nisibis. That way, you can't cheat them when the spoils of Nisibis are divided."

At which moment Lucullus understood everything. His breath hissed, he bared
his teeth and advanced on Clodius with murder in his eyes. Clodius dodged
behind a table, and made sure he was closer to the door than Lucullus.

"Don't you lay a finger on me!" he shouted. "Touch me and they'll lynch you!"

Lucullus stopped. "Do they love you so much?" he asked, hardly able to
believe that even ignoramuses like Silius and the rest of the Fimbriani centurions
could be so gullible.

"They love me to death. | am the Soldiers' Friend."

"You're a trollop, Clodius, you'd sell yourself to the lowest scum on the face of
this globe if that meant you'd be loved," said Lucullus, his contempt naked.

Why exactly it occurred to him at that moment, and in the midst of so much
anger, Clodius never afterward understood. But it popped into his head, and he
said it gleefully, spitefully: "I'm a trollop? Not as big a trollop as your wife,
Lucullus! My darling little sister Clodilla, whom I love as much as | hate you! But
she is a trollop, Lucullus. | think that's why | love her so desperately. Thought you
had her first, didn't you, all of fifteen years old when she married you? Lucullus
the pederast, despoiler of the little girls and little boys! Thought you got to
Clodilla first, eh? Well, you didn't!" screamed Clodius, so carried away that foam
gathered at the corners of his mouth.

Lucullus was grey. "What do you mean?" he whispered.

"l mean that | had her first, high and mighty Lucius Licinius Lucullus! | had her
first, and long before you! | had Clodia first too. We used to sleep together, but
we did more than just sleep! We played a lot, Lucullus, and the play grew greater



as | grew greater! | had them both, | had them hundreds of times, | paddled my
fingers inside them and then | paddled something else inside them! | sucked on
them, | nibbled at them, I did things you can't imagine with them! And guess
what?" he asked, laughing. "Clodilla deems you a poor substitute for her little
brother!"

There was a chair beside the table separating Clodius from Clodilla's husband;
Lucullus seemed suddenly to lose all the life in him and fell against it, into it. He
gagged audibly.

"l dismiss you from my service, Soldiers' Friend, because the time has come to
vomit. | curse you! Go to Rex in Cilicia!"

After a tearful parting from Silius and Cornificius, Clodius went. Of course the
Fimbriani centurions loaded their Friend down with gifts, some of them very
precious, all useful. He jogged off on the back of an exquisite small horse, his
retinue of servants equally well mounted, and with several dozen mules bearing
the booty. Thinking himself headed in a direction minus danger, he declined
Silius's offer of an escort.

All went well until he crossed the Euphrates at Zeugma, his destination Cilicia
Pedia and then Tarsus. But between him and Cilicia Pedia's flat and fertile river
plains lay the Amanus Mountains, a piddling coastal range after the massifs
Clodius had recently struggled across; he regarded them with contempt. Until a
band of Arab brigands waylaid him down a dry gulch and filched all his gifts, his
bags of money, his exquisite small horses. Clodius finished his journey alone and
on the back of a mule, though the Arabs (who thought him terrifically funny) had
given him enough coins to complete his journey to Tarsus.

Where he found his brother-in-law Rex had not yet arrived! Clodius usurped a
suite in the governor's palace and sat down to review his hate list: Catilina,
Cicero, Fabia, Lucullus—and now Arabs. The Arabs would pay too.

It was the end of Quinctilis before Quintus Marcius Rex and his three new
legions arrived in Tarsus. He had traveled with Glabrio to the Hellespont, then
elected to march down through Anatolia rather than sail a coast notorious for
pirates. In Lycaonia, he was able to tell an avid Clodius, he had received a plea
of help from none other than Lucullus, who had managed to get the Fimbriani
moving after the Soldiers' Friend departed, and set off for Pontus. At Talaura,



well on his way, Lucullus was attacked by a son-in-law of Tigranes named
Mithradates, and learned that the two kings were rapidly bearing down on him.

“And would you believe he had the temerity to send to me for help?" asked
Rex.

"He's your brother-in-law too," said Clodius mischievously.

"He's persona non grata in Rome, so naturally | refused. He had also sent to
Glabrio for help, | believe, but | imagine he was refused in that quarter as well.
The last | heard, he was in retreat and intending to return to Nisibis."

"He never got there," said Clodius, better informed about the end of Lucullus's
march than about events in Talaura. “When he reached the crossing at
Samosata, the Fimbriani baulked. The last we've heard in Tarsus is that he's now
marching for Cappadocia, and from there he intends to go to Pergamum."

Of course Clodius had discovered from reading Lucullus's mail that Pompey
the Great was the recipient of an unlimited imperium to clear the pirates from the
Middle Sea, so he left the subject of Lucullus and proceeded to the subject of
Pompey.

"And what do you have to do to help the obnoxious Pompeius Magnus sweep
up his pirates?" he asked.

Quintus Marcius Rex sniffed. "Nothing, it appears. Cilician waters are under the
command of our mutual brother-in-law Celer's brother, your cousin Nepos, barely
old enough to be in the Senate. | am to govern my province and keep out of the
way."

"Hoity-toity!" gasped Clodius, seeing more mischief.

"Absolutely," said Rex stiffly.

"l haven't seen Nepos in Tarsus."

"You will. In time. The fleets are ready for him. Cilicia is the ultimate destination
of Pompeius's campaign, it seems."

"Then | think," said Clodius, "that we ought to do a little good work in Cilician
waters before Nepos gets here, don't you?"

"How?" asked Claudia's husband, who knew Clodius, but still lived in ignorance
of Clodius's ability to wreak havoc. What flaws he saw in Clodius, Rex dismissed
as youthful folly.

“I could take out a neat little fleet and go to war on the pirates in your name,"
said Clodius.



"Well..."

"Oh, go on!"

"l can't see any harm in it," said Rex, wavering.

"Let me, please!"

"All right then. But don't annoy anyone except pirates!”

"l won't, | promise | won't," said Clodius, who was seeing in his mind's eye
enough pirate booty to replace what he had lost to those wretched Arab brigands
in the Amanus.

Within a market interval of eight days, Clodius the admiral set sail at the head
of a flotilla rather than a fleet, some ten well-manned and properly decked
biremes which neither Rex nor Clodius thought Metellus Nepos would miss when
he turned up in Tarsus.

What Clodius didn't take into account was the fact that Pompey's broom had
been sweeping so energetically that the waters off Cyprus and Cilicia Tracheia
(which was the rugged western end of that province, wherein so many pirates
had their land bases) swarmed with refugee pirate fleets of far larger size than
ten biremes. He hadn't been at sea for five days when one such fleet hove in
sight, surrounded his flotilla, and captured it. Together with Publius Clodius, a
very short-lived admiral.

And off he was hied to a base in Cyprus that was not very far from Paphos, its
capital and the seat of its regent, that Ptolemy known as the Cyprian. Of course
Clodius had heard the story of Caesar and his pirates, and at the time had
thought it brilliant. Well, if Caesar could do that sort of thing, so too could Publius
Clodius! He began by informing his captors in a lordly voice that his ransom was
to be set at ten talents rather than the two talents custom and pirate scales said
was the right ransom for a young nobleman like Clodius. And the pirates, who
knew more of the Caesar story than Clodius did, solemnly agreed to ask for a
ransom of ten talents.

"Who is to ransom me?" asked Clodius grandly.

"In these waters, Ptolemy the Cyprian" was the answer.

He tried to play Caesar's role around the pirate base, but he lacked Caesar's
physical impressiveness; his loud boasts and threats somehow came out
ludicrously, and while he knew Caesar's captors had also laughed, he was quite
acute enough to divine that this lot absolutely refused to believe him even after



the revenge Caesar had taken. So he abandoned that tack, and began instead to
do what none did better: he went to work to win the humble folk to his side,
create trouble at home. And no doubt he would have succeeded—had the pirate
chieftains, all ten of them, not heard what was going on. Their response was to
throw him into a cell and leave him with no audience beyond the rats which tried
to steal his bread and water.

He had been captured early in Sextilis, and wound up in that cell not sixteen
days later. And in that cell he lived with his ratty companions for three months.
When finally he was released it was because the Pompeian broom was so
imminent that the settlement had no alternative than to disband. And he also
discovered that Ptolemy the Cyprian, on hearing what ransom Clodius thought
himself worth, had laughed merrily and sent a mere two talents— which was all,
said Ptolemy the Cyprian, Publius Clodius was really worth. And all he was
prepared to pay.

Under ordinary circumstances the pirates would have killed Clodius, but
Pompey and Metellus Nepos were too near to risk a death sentence: word had
got out that capture did not mean an automatic crucifixion, that Pompey preferred
to be clement. So Publius Clodius was simply abandoned when the fleet and its
horde of hangers-on departed. Several days later one of Metellus Nepos's fleets
swept past; Publius Clodius was rescued, returned to Tarsus and Quintus
Marcius Rex.

The first thing he did once he'd had a bath and a good meal was to review his
hate list: Catilina, Cicero, Fabia, Lucullus, Arabs, and now Ptolemy the Cyprian.
Sooner or later they'd all bite the dust—nor did it matter when, how long he
would have to wait. Revenge was such a delicious prospect that the when of it
hardly mattered. The only important thing to Clodius was that it should happen.
Would happen.

He found Quintus Marcius Rex in an ill humor, but not at his, Clodius's, failure.
To Rex, the failure was his own. Pompey and Metellus Nepos had utterly
eclipsed him, had commandeered his fleets and left him to twiddle his thumbs in
Tarsus. Now they were mopping up rather than sweeping; the pirate war was
over and all the pickings had gone elsewhere.

"l understand," said Rex savagely to Clodius, "that after he's made a grand tour
of Asia Province he is to come here to Cilicia and 'tour the dispositions,' was how



he put it."

"Pompeius or Metellus Nepos?" asked Clodius, bewildered.

"Pompeius, of course! And as his imperium outranks mine even in my own
province, I'll have to follow him around with a sponge in one hand and a chamber
pot in the other!"

"What a prospect,” said Clodius clinically.

"It's a prospect | cannot abide!" snarled Rex. “Therefore Pompeius will not find
me in Cilicia. Now that Tigranes is incapable of holding anywhere southwest of
the Euphrates, | am going to invade Syria. It pleased Lucullus to set up a
Lucullan puppet on the Syrian throne— Antiochus Asiaticus, he calls himself!
Well, we shall see what we shall see. Syria belongs in the domain of the
governor of Cilicia, so | shall make it my domain."

"May | come with you?" asked Clodius eagerly.

"l don't see why not." The governor smiled. "After all, Appius Claudius created
a furor while he kicked his heels in Antioch waiting for Tigranes to give him an
audience. | imagine that the advent of his little brother will be most welcome."

It wasn't until Quintus Marcius Rex arrived in Antioch that Clodius began to see
one revenge was at hand. "Invasion" was the term Rex had employed, but of
fighting there was none; Lucullus's puppet Antiochus Asiaticus fled, leaving Rex
—King—to do his own kingmaking by installing one Philippus on the throne.
Syria was in turmoil, not least because Lucullus had released many, many
thousands of Greeks, all of whom had flocked home. But some came home to
discover that their businesses and houses had been taken over by the Arabs
whom Tigranes had winkled out of the desert, and to whom he had bequeathed
the vacancies created by the Greeks he had kidnapped to Hellenize his Median
Armenia. To Rex it mattered little who owned what in Antioch, in Zeugma, in
Samosata, in Damascus. But to his brother-in-law Clodius it came to matter
greatly. Arabs, he hated Arabs!

To work went Clodius, on the one hand by whispering in Rex's ear about the
perfidies of the Arabs who had usurped Greek jobs and Greek houses, and on
the other hand by visiting every single discontented and dispossessed Greek
man of influence he could find. In Antioch, in Zeugma, in Samosata, in
Damascus. Not an Arab ought to remain in civilized Syria, he declared. Let them



go back to the desert and the desert trade routes, where they belonged!

It was a very successful campaign. Soon murdered Arabs began to appear in
gutters from Antioch to Damascus, or floated down the broad Euphrates with
their outlandish garb billowing about them. When a deputation of Arabs came to
see Rex in Antioch, he rebuffed them curtly; Clodius's whispering campaign had
succeeded.

"Blame King Tigranes," Rex said. "Syria has been inhabited by Greeks in all its
fertile and settled parts for six hundred years. Before that, the people were
Phoenician. You're Skenites from east of the Euphrates, you don't belong on the
shores of Our Sea. King Tigranes has gone forever. In future Syria will be in the
domain of Rome."

"We know," said the leader of this delegation, a young Skenite Arab who called
himself Abgarus; what Rex failed to understand was that this was the hereditary
title of the Skenite King. "All we ask is that Syria's new master should accord us
what has become ours. We did not ask to be sent here, or to be toll collectors
along the Euphrates, or inhabit Damascus. We too have been uprooted, and
ours was a crueler fate than the Greeks'."

Quintus Marcius Rex looked haughty. "I fail to see how."

“Great governor, the Greeks went from one kindness to another. They were
honored and paid well in Tigranocerta, in Nisibis, in Amida, in Singara,
everywhere. But we came from a land so hard and harsh, so stung by sand and
barren that the only way we could keep warm at night was between the bodies of
our sheep or before the smoky fire given off by a wheel of dried dung. And all
that happened twenty years ago. Now we have seen grass growing, we have
consumed fine wheaten bread every day, we have drunk clear water, we have
bathed in luxury, we have slept in beds and we have learned to speak Greek. To
send us back to the desert is a needless cruelty. There is prosperity enough for
all to share here in Syria! Let us stay, that is all we ask. And let those Greeks
who persecute us know that you, great governor, will not condone a barbarity
unworthy of any man who calls himself Greek," said Abgarus with simple dignity.

"l really can't do anything to help you," said Rex, unmoved. "I'm not issuing
orders to ship all of you back to the desert, but | will have peace in Syria. |
suggest you find the worst of the Greek troublemakers and sit down with them to
parley."



Abgarus and his fellow delegates took part of that advice, though Abgarus
himself never forgot Roman duplicity, Roman connivance at the murder of his
people. Rather than seek out the Greek ringleaders, the Skenite Arabs first of all
organized themselves into well-protected groups, and then set about discovering
the ultimate source of growing discontent among the Greeks. For it was bruited
about that the real culprit was not Greek, but Roman.

Learning a name, Publius Clodius, they then found out that this young man
was the brother-in-law of the governor, came from one of Rome's oldest and
most august families, and was a cousin by marriage of the conqueror of the
pirates, Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus. Therefore he could not be killed. Secrecy
was possible in the desert wastes, but not in Antioch; someone would sniff the
plot out and tell.

"We will not kill him," said Abgarus. "We will teach him a severe lesson."

Further enquiries revealed that Publius Clodius was a very strange Roman
nobleman indeed. He lived, it turned out, in an ordinary house among the slums
of Antioch, and he frequented the kind of places Roman noblemen usually
avoided. But that of course made him accessible. Abgarus pounced.

Bound, gagged and blindfolded, Publius Clodius was carried to a room without
windows, a room without murals or decorations or differences from half a million
such rooms in Antioch. Nor was Publius Clodius allowed to see beyond a
glimpse as the cloth over his eyes was removed along with his gag, for a sack
was slipped over his head and secured around his throat. Bare walls, brown
hands, they were all he managed to take in before a less complete blindness
descended; he could distinguish vague shapes moving through the rough weave
of the bag, but nothing more.

His heart tripped faster than the heart of a bird; the sweat rolled off him; his
breath came short and shallow and gasping. Never in all his life had Clodius
been so terrified, so sure he was going to die. But at whose hands? What had he
done?

The voice when it came spoke Greek with an accent he now recognized as
Arabic; Clodius knew then that he would indeed die.

"Publius Clodius of the great Claudius Pulcher family," said the voice, "we
would dearly love to kill you, but we realize that is not possible. Unless, that is,
after we free you, you seek vengeance for what will be done here tonight. If you



do try to seek vengeance, we will understand that we have nothing to lose by
killing you, and | swear by all our gods that we will kill you. Be wise, then, and
quit Syria after we free you. Quit Syria, and never come back as long as you
live."

“What—you—do?" Clodius managed to say, knowing that whatever it was
could not be less than torture and flogging.

"Why, Publius Clodius," said the voice, unmistakably amused, "we are going to
make you into one of us. We are going to turn you into an Arab."

Hands lifted the hem of his tunic (Clodius wore no toga in Antioch; it cramped
his style too much) and removed the loincloth Romans wore when out and about
the streets clad only in a tunic. He fought, not understanding, but many hands
lifted him onto a flat hard surface, held his legs, his arms, his feet.

"Do not struggle, Publius Clodius," said the voice, still amused. "It isn't often
our priest has something this large to work on, so the job will be easy. But if you
move, he might cut off more than he intends to."

Hands again, pulling at his penis, stretching it out— what was happening? At
first Clodius thought of castration, wet himself and shit himself, all amid outright
laughter from the other side of the bag depriving him of sight; after which he lay
perfectly still and shrieked, screamed, babbled, begged, howled. Where was he,
that they didn't need to gag him?

They didn't castrate him, though what they did was hideously painful,
something to the tip of his penis.

"There!" said the voice. "What a good boy you are, Publius Clodius! One of us
forever. You should heal very well if you don't dip your wick in anything noxious
for a few days."

On went the loincloth over the shit, on went the tunic, and then Clodius knew
no more, though afterward he never knew whether his captors had knocked him
out or whether he had fainted.

He woke up in his own house, in his own bed, with an aching head and
something so sore between his legs that it was the pain registered first, before he
remembered what had happened. Pain forgotten, he leaped from the bed and,
gasping with terror that perhaps nothing remained, he put his hands beneath his
penis and cradled it to see what was there, how much was left. All of it, it
seemed, except that something odd glistened purply between crusted streaks of



blood. Something he usually saw only when he was erect. Even then he didn't
really understand, for though he had heard of it, he knew no people save for
Jews and Egyptians who were said to do it, and he knew no Jews or Egyptians.
The realization dawned very slowly, but when it did Publius Clodius wept. The
Arabs did it too, for they had made him into one of them. They had circumcised
him, cut off his foreskin.

Publius Clodius left on the next available ship for Tarsus, sailing serenely
through waters free at last from pirates thanks to Pompey the Great. In Tarsus
he took ship for Rhodus, and in Rhodus for Athens. By then he had healed so
beautifully that it was only when he held himself to urinate that he remembered
what the Arabs had done to him. It was autumn, but he beat the gales across the
Aegaean Sea, landed in Athens. From there he rode to Patrae, crossed to
Tarentum, and faced the fact that he was almost home. He, a circumcised
Roman.

The journey up the Via Appia was the worst leg of his trip, for he understood
how bDrilliantly the Arabs had dealt with him. As long as he lived, he could never
let anyone see his penis; if anyone did, the story would get out and he would
become a laughingstock, an object of such ridicule and merriment that he would
never be able to brazen it out. Urinating and defaecating he could manage; he
would just have to learn to control himself until absolute privacy was at hand. But
sexual solace? That was a thing of the past. Never again could he frolic in some
woman's arms unless he bought her but didn't know her, used her in the
darkness and kicked her out lightless.

Early in February he arrived home, which was the house big brother Appius
Claudius owned on the Palatine, thanks to his wife's money. When he walked in,
big brother Appius burst into tears at sight of him, so much older and wearier did
he seem; the littlest one of the family had grown up, and clearly not without pain.
Naturally Clodius wept too, so that some time went by before his tale of
misadventure and penury tumbled out. After three years in the East, he returned
more impoverished than when he had left; to get home, he had had to borrow
from Quintus Marcius Rex, who had not been pleased, either at this summary,
inexplicable desertion or at Clodius's insolvency.

"l had so much!" mourned Clodius. "Two hundred thousand in cash, jewels,



gold plate, horses | could have sold in Rome for fifty thousand each—all gone!
Snaffled by a parcel of filthy, stinking Arabs!"

Big brother Appius patted Clodius's shoulder, stunned at the amount of booty:
he hadn't done half as well out of Lucullus! But of course he didn't know of
Clodius's relationship with the Fimbriani centurions, or that that was how most of
Clodius's haul had been acquired. He himself was now in the Senate and
thoroughly at ease with his life, both domestically and politically. His term as
quaestor for Brundisium and Tarentum had been officially commended, a great
start to what he hoped would be a great career. And he was also the bearer of
great news for Publius Clodius, news he revealed as soon as the emotion of
meeting calmed down.

"There's no need to worry about being penniless, my dearest little brother,"
said Appius Claudius warmly. "You'll never be penniless again!"

"l won't? What do you mean?" asked Clodius, bewildered.

"I've been offered a marriage for you—such a marriage! In all my days | never
dreamed of it, | wouldn't have looked in that direction without Apollo's appearing
to me in my sleep—and Apollo didn't. Little Publius, it's wonderful! Incredible!"

When Clodius turned white at this marvelous news, Appius Claudius put the
reaction down to happy shock, not terror.

"Who is it?" Clodius managed to say. Then, "Why me?"

"Fulvia!" big brother Appius trumpeted. "Fulvia! Heiress of the Gracchi and the
Fulvii; daughter of Sempronia, the only child of Gaius Gracchus;
great-granddaughter of Cornelia the Mother of the Gracchi; related to the Aemilii,
the Cornelii Scipiones—"

"Fulvia? Do | know her?" asked Clodius, looking stupefied.

"Well, you may not have noticed her, but she's seen you," said Appius
Claudius. "It was when you prosecuted the Vestals. She couldn't have been
more than ten years old—she's eighteen now."

"Ye gods! Sempronia and Fulvius Bambalio are the most remote pair in Rome,"
said Clodius, dazed. "They can pick and choose from anyone. So why me?"

"You'll understand better when you meet Fulvia," said Appius Claudius,
grinning. "She's not the granddaughter of Gaius Gracchus for nothing! Not all
Rome's legions could make Fulvia do something Fulvia doesn't want to do. Fulvia
picked you herself."



"Who inherits all the money?" asked Clodius, beginning to recover—and
beginning to hope that he could manage to talk this divine plum off the tree and
into his lap. His circumcised lap.

"Fulvia inherits. The fortune's bigger than Marcus Crassus's."

"But the lex Voconia—she can't inherit!"

"My dear Publius, of course she can!" said Appius Claudius. “Cornelia the
Mother of the Gracchi procured a senatorial exemption from the lex Voconia for
Sempronia, and Sempronia and Fulvius Bambalio procured another one for
Fulvia. Why do you think Gaius Cornelius, the tribune of the plebs, tried so hard
to strip the Senate of the right to grant personal exemptions from laws? One of
his biggest grudges was against Sempronia and Fulvius Bambalio for asking the
Senate to allow Fulvia to inherit."

"Did he? Who?" asked Clodius, more and more bewildered.

"Oh, of course! You were in the East when it happened, and too busy to pay
attention to Rome," said Appius Claudius, beaming fatuously. “It happened two
years ago."

"So Fulvia inherits the lot," said Clodius slowly.

"Fulvia inherits the lot. And you, dearest little brother, are going to inherit
Fulvia."

But was he going to inherit Fulvia? Dressing with careful attention to the way
his toga was draped and his hair was combed, making sure his shave was
perfect, Publius Clodius set off the next morning to the house of Sempronia and
her husband, who was the last member of that clan of Fulvii who had so ardently
supported Gaius Sempronius Gracchus. It was, Clodius discovered as an aged
steward conducted him to the atrium, not a particularly large or expensive or
even beautiful house, nor was it located in the best part of the Carinae. The
temple of Tellus (a dingy old structure being let go to rack and ruin) excluded it
from the view across the Palus Ceroliae toward the mount of the Aventine, and
the insulae of the Esquiline reared not two streets away.

Marcus Fulvius Bambalio, the steward had informed him, was indisposed; the
lady Sempronia would see him. Well aware of the adage that all women looked
like their mothers, Clodius felt his heart sink at his first sight of the illustrious and
elusive Sempronia. A typical Cornelian, plump and homely. Born not long before



Gaius Sempronius Gracchus perished by his own hand, the only surviving child
of that entire unlucky family had been given as a debt of honor to the only
surviving child of Gaius Gracchus's Fulvian allies, for they had lost everything in
the aftermath of that futile revolution. They were married during the fourth of
Gaius Marius's consulships, and while Fulvius (who had preferred to assume a
new cognomen, Bambalio) set out to make a new fortune, his wife set out to
become invisible. She succeeded so well that even Juno Lucina had not been
able to find her, for she was barren. Then in her thirty-ninth year she attended
the Lupercalia, and was lucky enough to be struck by a piece of flayed goat skin
as the priests of the College danced and ran naked through the city. This cure for
infertility never failed, nor did it for Sempronia. Nine months later she bore her
only child, Fulvia.

"Publius Clodius, welcome," she said, indicating a chair.

"Lady Sempronia, this is a great honor," said Clodius, on his very best
behavior.

“I suppose Appius Claudius has informed you?" she asked, eyes assessing
him, but face giving nothing away.

"Yes."

"And are you interested in marrying my daughter?"

"It is more than | could have hoped for."

"The money, or the alliance?"

"Both," he said, seeing no point in dissimulation; no one knew better than
Sempronia that he had never seen her daughter.

She nodded, not displeased. “It is not the marriage | would have chosen for
her, nor is Marcus Fulvius overjoyed." A sigh, a shrug. "However, Fulvia is not
the grandchild of Gaius Gracchus for nothing. In me, none of the Gracchan spirit
and fire ever dwelled. My husband too did not inherit the Fulvian spirit and fire.
Which must have angered the gods. Fulvia took both our shares. | do not know
why her fancy alighted on you, Publius Clodius, but it did, and a full eight years
ago. Her determination to marry you and no one else began then, and has never
faded. Neither Marcus Fulvius nor | can deal with her, she is too strong for us. If
you will have her, she is yours."

"Of course he'll have me!" said a young voice from the open doorway to the
peristyle garden.



And in came Fulvia, not walking but running; that was her character, a mad
dash toward what she wanted, no time to ponder.

To Clodius's surprise, Sempronia got up immediately and left. No chaperon?
How determined was Fulvia?

Speech was impossible for Clodius; he was too busy staring. Fulvia was
beautiful! Her eyes were dark blue, her hair a funny streaky pale brown, her
mouth well shaped, her nose perfectly aquiline, her height almost his own, and
her figure quite voluptuous. Different, unusual, like no Famous Family in Rome.
Where had she come from? He knew the story of Sempronia at the Lupercalia, of
course, and thought now that Fulvia was a visitation.

"Well, what do you have to say?" this extraordinary creature demanded,
seating herself where her mother had been.

"Only that you leave me breathless."

She liked that, and smiled to reveal beautiful teeth, big and white and fierce.
"That's good."

"Why me, Fulvia?" he asked, his mind now fixing itself on the chief difficulty, his
circumcision.

"You're not an orthodox person," she said, "and nor am I. You feel. So do I.
Things matter to you the way they did to my grandfather, Gaius Gracchus. |
worship my ancestry! And when | saw you in court struggling against insuperable
odds, with Pupius Piso and Cicero and the rest sneering at you, | wanted to kill
everyone who ground you down. | admit | was only ten years old, but | knew |
had found my own Gaius Gracchus."

Clodius had never considered himself in the light of either of the Brothers
Gracchi, but Fulvia now planted an intriguing seed: what if he embarked on that
sort of career—an aristocratic demagogue out to vindicate the underprivileged?
Didn't it blend beautifully with his own career to date? And how easy it would be
for him, who had a talent for getting on with the lowly that neither of the Gracchi
had owned!

"For you, | will try," he said, and smiled delightfully.

Her breath caught, she gasped audibly. But what she said was strange. "I'm a
very jealous person, Publius Clodius, and that will not make me an easy wife. If
you so much as look at another woman, I'll tear your eyes out."

"l won't be able to look at another woman," he said soberly, switching from



comedy to tragedy faster than an actor could change masks. “In fact, Fulvia, it
may be that when you know my secret, you won't look at me either."

This didn't dismay her in the least; instead she looked fascinated, and leaned
forward. "Your secret?"

"My secret. And it is a secret. | won't ask you to swear to keep it, because there
are only two kinds of women. Those who would swear and then tell happily, and
those who would keep a secret without swearing. Which kind are you, Fulvia?"

"It depends," she said, smiling a little. "I think | am both. So | won't swear. But,
Publius Clodius, | am loyal. If your secret doesn't diminish you in my eyes, | will
keep it. You are my chosen mate, and | am loyal. | would die for you."

"Don't die for me, Fulvia, live for me!" cried Clodius, who was falling in love
more rapidly than a child's cork ball could tumble down a cataract.

"Tell me!" she said, growling the words ferociously.

"While | was with my brother-in-law Rex in Syria," Clodius began, "l was
abducted by a group of Skenite Arabs. Do you know what they are?"

"No."

"They're a race out of the Asian desert, and they had usurped many of the
positions and properties the Greeks of Syria had owned before Tigranes
transported the Greeks to Armenia. When these Greeks returned after Tigranes
fell, they found themselves destitute. The Skenite Arabs controlled everything.
And | thought that was terrible, so | began to work to have the Greeks restored
and the Skenite Arabs returned to the desert."

"Of course," she said, nodding. "That is your nature, to fight for the
dispossessed.”

"My reward," said Clodius bitterly, "was to be abducted by these people of the
desert, and subjected to something no Roman can abide—something so
disgraceful and ludicrous that if it became known, | would never be able to live in
Rome again."

All sorts of somethings chased through that intense dark blue gaze as Fulvia
reviewed the alternatives. "What could they have done?" she asked in the end,
absolutely bewildered. "Not rape, sodomy, bestiality. Those would be
understood, forgiven."

"How do you know about sodomy and bestiality?"

She looked smug. "l know everything, Publius Clodius."



"Well, it wasn't any of them. They circumcised me."

"What did they do?"

"You don't know everything after all."

"Not that word, anyway. What does it mean?"

"They cut off my foreskin."

"Your what?" she asked, revealing deeper layers of ignorance.

Clodius sighed. "It would be better for Roman virgins if the wall paintings didn't
concentrate on Priapus,” he said. "Men are not erect all the time."

"l know that!"

"What you don't seem to know is that when men are not erect, the bulb on the
end of their penis is covered by a sheath called the foreskin," said Clodius,
beads of sweat on his brow. "Some peoples cut it off, leaving the bulb on the end
of the penis permanently exposed. That's called circumcision. The Jews and the
Egyptians do it. So, it appears, do the Arabs. And that is what they did to me.
They branded me an outcast, as un-Roman!"

Her face looked like a boiling sky, changing, turning. "Oh! Oh, my poor, poor
Clodius!" she cried. Her tongue came out, wet her lips. "Let me look!" she said.

The very thought of that caused twitches and stirs; Clodius now discovered that
circumcision did not produce impotence, a fate which permanent limpness since
Antioch had seemed to promise. He also discovered that in some ways he was a
prude. "No, you most definitely can't look!" he snapped.

But she was on her knees in front of his chair, and her hands were busy parting
the folds of toga, pushing at his tunic. She looked up at him in mingled mischief,
delight and disappointment, then waved at a bronze lamp of an impossibly
enormous Priapus, the wick protruding from his erection. "You look like him," she
said, and giggled. "l want to see you down, not up!"

Clodius leaped out of the chair and rearranged his clothing, panicked eyes on
the door in case Sempronia came back. But she did not, nor it seemed had
anyone else witnessed the daughter of the house inspecting what were to be her
goods.

"To see me down, you'll have to marry me," he said.

"Oh, my darling Publius Clodius, of course I'll marry you!" she cried, getting to
her feet. "Your secret is safe with me. If it really is such a disgrace, you'll never
be able to look at another woman, will you?"



"I'm all yours," said Publius Clodius, dashing away his tears. "l adore you,
Fulvia! | worship the ground you walk on!"

Clodius and Fulvia were married late in Quinctilis, after the last of the elections.
They had been full of surprises, starting with Catilina's application to stand in
absentia for next year's consulship. But though Catilina's return from his province
was delayed, other men from Africa had made it their business to be in Rome
well before the elections. It seemed beyond any doubt that Catilina's
governorship of Africa was distinguished only for its corruption; the African
farmers—tax and otherwise—who had come to Rome were making no secret of
their intention to have Catilina prosecuted for extortion the moment he arrived
home. So the supervising consul of the curule elections, Volcatius Tullus, had
prudently declined to accept Catilina's in absentia candidacy on the grounds that
he was under the shadow of prosecution.

Then a worse scandal broke. The successful candidates for next year's
consulships, Publius Sulla and his dear friend Publius Autronius, were
discovered to have bribed massively. Gaius Piso's lex Calpurnia dealing with
bribery might be a leaky vessel, but the evidence against Publius Sulla and
Autronius was so ironclad that not even slipshod legislation could save them.
Whereupon the guilty pair promptly pleaded guilty and offered to conclude a deal
with the existing consuls and the new consuls-elect, Lucius Cotta and Lucius
Manlius Torquatus. The upshot of this shrewd move was that the charges were
dropped in return for payment of huge fines and an oath sworn by both men that
neither of them would ever again stand for public office; that they got away with it
was thanks to Gaius Piso's bribery law, which provided for such solutions. Lucius
Cotta, who wanted a trial, was livid when his three colleagues voted that the
miscreants could keep both citizenship and residency as well as the major
portions of their immense fortunes.

None of which really concerned Clodius, whose target was, as eight years
earlier, Catilina. Mind running riot with dreams of revenge at last, Clodius
prevailed upon the African plaintiffs to commission him to prosecute Catilina.
Wonderful, wonderful! Catilina's comeuppance was at hand just when he,
Clodius, had married the most exciting girl in the world! All his rewards had come
at once, not least because Fulvia turned out to be an ardent partisan and helper,



not at all the demure little stay-at-home bride other men than Clodius might
perhaps have preferred.

At first Clodius worked in a frenzy to assemble his evidence and witnesses, but
the Catilina case was one of those maddening affairs wherein nothing happened
quickly enough, from finding the evidence to locating the witnesses. A trip to
Utica or Hadrumetum took two months, and the job needed many such trips to
Africa. Clodius fretted and chafed, but then, said Fulvia, “Think a little, darling
Publius. Why not drag the case out forever? If it isn't concluded before next
Quinctilis, then for the second year in a row, Catilina won't be allowed to run for
the consulship, will he?"

Clodius saw the point of this advice immediately, and slowed down to the pace
of an African snail. He would secure Catilina's conviction, but not for many
moons to come. Brilliant!

He then had time to think about Lucullus, whose career was ending in disaster.
Through the lex Manilia, Pompey had been dowered with Lucullus's command
against Mithridates and Tigranes, and had proceeded to exercise his rights. He
and Lucullus had met at Danala, a remote Galatian citadel, and quarreled so
bitterly that Pompey (who had until then been reluctant to squash Lucullus under
the weight of his imperium maius) formally issued a decree outlawing Lucullus's
actions, then banished him from Asia. After which Pompey re-enlisted the
Fimbriani; free though they were at last to go home, the Fimbriani couldn't face
such a major dislocation after all. Service in the legions of Pompey the Great
sounded good.

Banished in circumstances of awful humiliation, Lucullus went back to Rome at
once, and sat himself down on the Campus Martius to await the triumph he was
certain the Senate would grant him. But Pompey's tribune of the plebs,, his
nephew Gaius Memmius, told the House that if it tried to grant Lucullus a
triumph, he would pass legislation in the Plebeian Assembly to deny Lucullus any
triumph; the Senate, said Memmius, had no constitutional right to grant such
boons. Catulus, Hortensius and the rest of the boni fought Memmius tooth and
nail, but could not marshal sufficient support; most of the Senate was of the
opinion that its right to grant triumphs was more important than Lucullus, so why
allow concern for Lucullus to push Memmius into creating an unwelcome
precedent?



Lucullus refused to give in. Every day the Senate met, he petitioned again for
his triumph. His beloved brother, Varro Lucullus, was also in trouble with
Memmius, who sought to convict him for peculations alleged to have occurred
years and years before. From all of which it might safely be assumed that
Pompey had become a nasty enemy of the two Luculli—and of the boni. When
he and Lucullus had met in Danala, Lucullus had accused him of walking in to
take all the credit for a campaign he, Lucullus, had actually won. A mortal insult
to Pompey. As for the boni, they were still adamantly against these special
commands for the Great Man.

It might have been expected that Lucullus's wife, Clodilla, would visit him in his
expensive villa on the Pincian Hill outside the pomerium, but she didn't. At
twenty-five she was now a complete woman of the world, had Lucullus's wealth
at her disposal and no one save big brother Appius to supervise her activities. Of
lovers she had many, of reputation none savory.

Two months after Lucullus's return, Publius Clodius and Fulvia visited her,
though not with the intention of effecting a reconciliation. Instead (with Fulvia
listening avidly) Clodius told his youngest sister what he had told Lucullus in
Nisibis—that he, Clodia and Clodilla had done more than just sleep together.
Clodilla thought it a great joke.

"Do you want him back?" asked Clodius.

"Who, Lucullus?" The great dark eyes widened, flashed. "No, | do not want him
back! He's an old man, he was an old man when he married me ten years ago—
had to fill himself up with Spanish fly before he could get a stir out of it!"

"Then why not go out to the Pincian and see him, tell him you're divorcing
him?" Clodius looked demure. “If you fancy a little revenge, you could confirm
what | told him in Nisibis, though he might choose to make the story public, and
that could be hard for you. I'm willing to take my share of the outrage, so is
Clodia. But both of us will understand if you're not."

"Willing?" squeaked Clodilla. "I'd love it! Let him spread the story! All we have
to do is deny it, with many tears and protestations of innocence. People won't
know what to believe. Everyone is aware of the state of affairs between you and
Lucullus. Those on his side will believe his version of events. Those in the middle
will vacillate.

And those on our side, like brother Appius, will think us shockingly injured."



"Just get in first and divorce him," said Clodius. "That way, even if he also
divorces you, he can't strip you of a hefty share in his wealth. You've no dowry to
fall back on."

"How clever," purred Clodilla.

"You could always marry again," said Fulvia.

The dark and bewitching face of her sister-in-law twisted, became vicious. "Not
II" she snarled. "One husband was one too many! | want to manage my own
destiny, thank you very much! It's been a joy to have Lucullus in the East, and
I've salted away quite a snug little fortune at his expense. Though | do like the
idea of getting in first with the divorce. Brother Appius can negotiate a settlement
which will give me enough for the rest of my life."

Fulvia giggled gleefully. "It will set Rome by the ears!"

It did indeed set Rome by the ears. Though Clodilla divorced Lucullus, he then
publicly divorced her by having one of his senior clients read out his proclamation
from the rostra. His reasons, he said, were not merely because Clodilla had
committed adultery with many men during his absence; she had also had
incestuous relations with her brother Publius Clodius and her sister Clodia.

Naturally most people wanted to believe it, chiefly because it was so deliciously
awful, but also because the Claudii/Clodii Pulchri were an outlandish lot, brilliant
and unpredictable and erratic. Had been for generations! Patricians, say no
more.

Poor Appius Claudius took it very hard, but had more sense than to be
pugnacious about it; his best defense was to stalk around the Forum looking as if
the last thing in the world he wanted to talk about was incest, and people took
the hint. Rex had remained in the East as one of Pompey's senior legates, but
Claudia, his wife, adopted the same attitude as big brother Appius. The middle
one of the three brothers, Gaius Claudius, was rather intellectually dull for a
Claudian, therefore not considered a worthy target by the Forum wits. Luckily
Clodia's husband, Celer, was another absentee on duty in the East, as was his
brother, Nepos; they would have been more awkward, asked some difficult
questions. As it was, the three culprits went about looking both innocent and
indignant, and rolled on the floor laughing when no outsiders were present. What
a gorgeous scandal!

Cicero, however, had the last word. "Incest," he said gravely to a large crowd



of Forum frequenters, "is a game the whole family can play."

Clodius was to rue his rashness when finally the trial of Catilina came on, for
many of the jury looked at him askance, and allowed their doubts to color their
verdict. It was a hard and bitter battle which Clodius for one fought valiantly; he
had taken Cicero's advice about the nakedness of his prejudices and his malice
seriously, and conducted his prosecution with skill. That he lost and Catilina was
acquitted couldn't even be attributed to bribery, and he had learned enough not
to imply bribery when the verdict of ABSOLVO came in. It was, he concluded,
just the luck of the lots and the quality of the defense, which had been
formidable.

"You did well, Clodius," said Caesar to him afterward. "It wasn't your fault you
lost. Even the tribuni aerarii on that jury were so conservative they made Catulus
look like a radical." He shrugged. "You couldn't win with Torquatus leading the
defense, not after the rumor that Catilina planned to assassinate him last New
Year's Day. To defend Catilina was Torquatus's way of saying he didn't choose
to believe the rumor, and the jury was impressed. Even so, you did well. You
presented a neat case."

Publius Clodius rather liked Caesar, recognizing in him another restless spirit,
and envying him a kind of self-control Clodius was unhappily aware he didn't
own. When the verdict came in, he had been tempted to scream and howl and
weep. Then his eyes fell on Caesar and Cicero standing together to watch, and
something in their faces gave him pause. He would have his revenge, but not
today.

To behave like a bad loser could benefit no one save Catilina.

"At least it's too late for him to run for the consulship," said Clodius to Caesar,
sighing, "and that's some sort of victory."

"Yes, he'll have to wait another year." They walked up the Sacra Via toward the
inn on the corner of the Clivus Orbius, with the imposing facade of Fabius
Allobrogicus's arch across the Sacred Way filling their eyes. Caesar was on his
way home, and Clodius heading for the inn itself, where his clients from Africa
were lodging.

"I met a friend of yours in Tigranocerta," said Clodius.

"Ye gods, who could that have been?"



"A centurion by name of Marcus Silius."

"Silius? Silius from Mitylene? A Fimbrianus?"

"The very one. He admires you very much."

"It's mutual. A good man. At least now he can come home."

"It appears not, Caesar. | had a letter from him recently, written from Galatia.
The Fimbriani have decided to enlist with Pompeius."

"l wondered. These old campaigners weep a lot about home, but when an
interesting campaign crops up, somehow home loses its allure." Caesar
extended his hand with a smile. "Ave, Publius Clodius. | intend to follow your
career with interest."

Clodius stood outside the inn for some time, staring into nothing. When he
finally entered, he looked as if he was prefect of his school—upright,
honor-bound, incorruptible.

PART Il

from JANUARY of 65 B.C.
until QUINCTILIS of 63 B.C.
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Marcus Licinius Crassus was now so rich that he had begun to be called by a
second cognomen, Dives, which just meant fabulously wealthy. And when
together with Quintus Lutatius Catulus he was elected censor, nothing was
missing from his career save a great and glorious military campaign. Oh, he had
defeated Spartacus and earned an ovation for it, but six months in the field
against a gladiator in whose army were many slaves rather took the gloss off his
victory. What he hankered after was something more in the line of Pompey the
Great—savior of his country, that kind of campaign. And that kind of reputation. It
hurt to be eclipsed by an upstart!



Nor was Catulus an amicable colleague in the censorship, for reasons which
escaped the bewildered Crassus. No Licinius Crassus had ever been
apostrophized as a demagogue or any other sort of political radical, so what was
Catulus prating about?

"It's your money," said Caesar, to whom he addressed this peevish question.
"Catulus is boni, he doesn't condone commercial activities for senators. He'd
dearly love to see himself in tandem with another censor and both of them busy
investigating you. But since you're his colleague, he can't very well do that, can
he?"

"He'd be wasting his time if he tried!" said Crassus indignantly. "l do nothing
half the Senate doesn't do! | make my money from owning property, which is well
within the province of every or any senator! | admit | have a few shares in
companies, but | am not on a board of directors, | have no vote in how a
company will conduct its business. I'm simply a source of capital. That's
unimpeachable!"

"| realize all that," said Caesar patiently, "and so does our beloved Catulus. Let
me repeat: it's your money. There's old Catulus toiling away to pay for the
rebuilding of Jupiter Optimus Maximus, never managing to increase the family
fortune because every spare sestertius has to go into Jupiter Optimus Maximus.
Whereas you just keep on making money. He's jealous.”

"Then let him save his jealousy for men who deserve it!" growled Crassus,
unmollified.

Since stepping down from the consulship he had shared with Pompey the
Great, Crassus had gone into a new kind of business, one pioneered forty years
earlier by a Servilius Caepio: namely, the manufacture of arms and armaments
for Rome's legions in a series of townships north of the Padus River in Italian
Gaul. It was his good friend Lucius Calpurnius Piso, the armaments gatherer for
Rome during the Italian War, who had drawn Crassus's attention to it. Lucius
Piso had recognized the potential in this new industry, and espoused it so
wholeheartedly that he succeeded in making a great deal of money out of it. His
ties of course were to Italian Gaul anyway, for his mother had been a Calventia
from ltalian Gaul. And when Lucius Piso died, his son, another Lucius Piso,
continued both in this activity and in the warm friendship with Crassus. Who had
finally been brought to see the advantages in owning whole towns devoted to the



manufacture of chain mail, swords, javelins, helmets, daggers; senatorially
proper too.

As censor Crassus was how in a position to help his friend Lucius Piso as well
as young Quintus Servilius Caepio Brutus, the heir to the Servilius Caepio
manufactories in Feltria, Cardianum, Bellunum. Italian Gaul on the far side of the
Padus had been Roman for so long by now that its citizens, many of them Gauls
but many more of mixed stock due to intermarriage, had come to harbor much
resentment because they were still being denied the citizenship. Only three years
earlier there had been stirrings, quietened after the visit of Caesar returning from
Spain. And Crassus saw his duty very clearly once he became censor and had
charge of the rolls of Roman citizens: he would help his friends Lucius Piso and
Caepio Brutus and establish a huge clientele for himself by giving the full Roman
citizenship to everyone on the far side of the Padus in Italian Gaul. Everyone
south of the Padus had the full citizenship—it didn't seem right to deny people of
exactly the same blood just because they were located on the wrong side of a
river!

But when he announced his intention to enfranchise all of Italian Gaul, his
fellow censor Catulus seemed to go mad. No, no, no! Never, never, never!
Roman citizenship was for Romans, and Gauls were not Romans! There were
already too many Gauls calling themselves Romans, like Pompey the Great and
his Picentine minions.

"The old, old argument,” said Caesar, disgusted. "The Roman citizenship must
be for Romans only. Why can't these idiot boni see that all the peoples of Italia
everywhere are Romans? That Rome herself is really Italia?"

"l agree with you," said Crassus, "but Catulus doesn't."

Crassus's other scheme was not favored either.

He wanted to annex Egypt, even if that meant going to war—with himself at the
head of the army, of course. On the subject of Egypt, Crassus had become such
an authority that he was encyclopaedic. And every single fact he learned only
served to confirm what he had suspected, that Egypt was the wealthiest nation in
the world.

"Imagine it!" he said to Caesar, face for once anything but bovine and
impassive. "Pharaoh owns everything! There's no such thing as freehold land in
Egypt— it's all leased from Pharaoh, who collects the rents. All the products of



Egypt belong to him outright, from grain to gold to jewels to spices and ivory!
Only linen is excluded. It belongs to the native Egyptian priests, but even then
Pharaoh takes a third of it for himself. His private income is at least six thousand
talents a year, and his income from the country another six thousand talents.
Plus extra from Cyprus."

"l heard," said Caesar, for no other reason than that he wanted to bait the
Crassus bull, “that the Ptolemies have been so inept they've run through every
drachma Egypt possesses."

The Crassus bull did snort, but derisively rather than angrily. "Rubbish!
Absolute rubbish! Not the most inept Ptolemy could spend a tenth of what he
gets. His income from the country keeps the country—pays for his army of
bureaucrats, his soldiers, his sailors, police, priests, even his palaces. They
haven't been to war in years except on each other, and then the money simply
goes to the victor, not out of Egypt. His private income he puts away, and all the
treasures—the gold, the silver, the rubies and ivory and sapphires, the turquoise
and carnelian and lapis lazuli—he never even bothers to convert into cash, they
all get put away too. Except for what he gives to the artisans and craftsmen to
make into furniture or jewelry."

“What about the theft of the golden sarcophagus of Alexander the Great?"
asked Caesar provocatively. “The first Ptolemy called Alexander was so
impoverished he took it, melted it down into gold coins and replaced it with the
present rock-crystal sarcophagus."

"And there you have it!" said Crassus scornfully. "Truly, all these ridiculous
stories! That Ptolemy was in Alexandria for about five days all told before he fled.
And do you mean to tell me that in the space of five days he removed an object
of solid gold weighing at least four thousand talents, cut it into pieces small
enough to fit into a goldsmith's beaker-sized furnace, melted all those little pieces
down in however many furnaces, and then stamped out what would have
amounted to many millions of coins? He couldn't have done it inside a year! Not
only that, but where's your common sense, Caesar? A transparent rock-crystal
sarcophagus big enough to contain a human body—yes, yes, | am aware
Alexander the Great was a tiny fellow!—would cost a dozen times what a
solid-gold sarcophagus would cost. And take years to fashion once a big enough
piece was found. Logic says someone found that big enough piece, and by



coincidence the replacement happened while Ptolemy Alexander was there. The
priests of the Sema wanted the people to actually see Alexander the Great."

"Ugh!" said Caesar.

"No, no they preserved him perfectly. | believe he's quite as beautiful today as
he was in life," said Crassus, thoroughly carried away.

"Leaving aside the questionable topic of how well preserved Alexander the
Great is, Marcus, there's never smoke without some fire. One is forever hearing
tales of this or that Ptolemy down the centuries having to flee shirtless, without
two sesterces to rub together. There cannot be nearly as much money and
treasure as you say there is."

"Aha!" cried Crassus triumphantly. "The tales are based on a false premise,
Caesar. What people fail to understand is that the Ptolemaic treasures and the
country's wealth are not kept in Alexandria. Alexandria is an artificial graft on the
real Egyptian tree. The priests in Memphis are the custodians of the Egyptian
treasury, which is located there. And when a Ptolemy—or a Cleopatra— needs
to fly the coop, they don't head down the delta to Memphis, they sail out of the
Cibotus Harbor at Alexandria and they head for Cyprus or Syria or Cos.
Therefore they can't lay their hands on more funds than there are in Alexandria."

Caesar looked terrifically solemn, sighed, leaned back in his chair and put his
hands behind his head. "My dear Crassus, you have convinced me," he said.

It was only then that Crassus calmed down enough to see the ironic gleam in
Caesar's eyes, and burst out laughing. "Wretch! You've been teasing me!"

"| agree with you about Egypt in every respect," said Caesar. "The only trouble
is that you'll never manage to talk Catulus into this venture."

Nor did he talk Catulus into it, while Catulus talked the Senate out of it. The
result was that after less than three months in office and long before they could
revise the roll of the Ordo Equester, let alone take a census of the people, the
censorship of Catulus and Crassus ceased to be. Crassus resigned publicly and
with much to say about Catulus, none of it complimentary. So short a term had it
been, in fact, that the Senate decided to have new censors elected in the
following year.

Caesar acquitted himself as a good friend ought by speaking in the House in
favor of both Crassus's proposals, enfranchisement of the Trans-Padane Gauls



and the annexation of Egypt, but his chief interest that year lay elsewhere: he
had been elected one of the two curule aediles, which meant that he was now
permitted to sit in the ivory curule chair, and was preceded by two lictors bearing
the fasces. It had happened "in his year," an indication that he was exactly as far
up the cursus honorum of public magistracies as he was supposed to be.
Unfortunately his colleague (who polled far fewer votes) was Marcus Calpurnius
Bibulus.

They had very different ideas as to what the curule aedileship consisted of, and
that went for every aspect of the job. Together with the two plebeian aediles, they
were responsible for the general upkeep of the city of Rome: the care of streets,
squares, gardens, marketplaces, traffic, public buildings, law and order, the water
supply including fountains and basins, land registers, building ordinances,
drainage and sewers, statues displayed in public places, and temples. Duties
were either carried out by all four together, or else amicably assigned to one or
more among them.

Weights and measures fell to the lot of the curule aediles, who had their
headquarters in the temple of Castor and Pollux, a very central location on the
Vestal fringe of the lower Forum; the set of standard weights and measures was
kept under the podium of this temple, always referred to simply as "Castor's,"
Pollux being quite overlooked. The plebeian aediles were located much farther
away, in the beautiful temple of Ceres at the foot of the Aventine, and perhaps
because of this seemed to pay less attention to the duties involved in caring for
Rome's public and political center.

One duty all four shared was most onerous of all: the grain supply in all its
aspects, from the moment in which it was taken off the barges until it
disappeared into an entitled citizen's sack to be carried home. They also were
responsible for buying in grain, paying for it, tallying it on arrival, and collecting
the money for it. They kept the list of citizens entitled to low-priced State grain,
which meant they had a copy of the roll of Roman citizens. They issued the chits
from their booth in the Porticus Metelli on the Campus Martius, but the grain itself
was stored in huge silos lining the cliffs of the Aventine along the Vicus Portae
Trigeminae at the Port of Rome.

The two plebeian aediles of that year were no competition for the curule
aediles, with Cicero's younger brother, Quintus, the senior of the pair.



"Which means undistinguished games from them," said Caesar to Bibulus, and
sighing as he said it. "It appears they're not going to do much about the city
either."

Bibulus eyed his colleague with sour dislike. "You may disabuse yourself of any
grand pretensions in the curule aediles as well, Caesar. | will contribute to good
games, but not great games. My purse won't run to that any more than yours will.
Nor do | intend to undertake any surveys of the sewers, or have the adjutages
inspected along every branch of the water supply, or put a new coat of paint on
Castor's, or go rushing around the markets checking every pair of scales."

"What do you intend to do?" asked Caesar, lifting his lip.

"l intend to do what is necessary, and nothing more."

"Don't you think checking scales is necessary?"

"l do not."

"Well," said Caesar, grinning nastily, "l think it's very appropriate that we're
located in Castor's. If you want to be Pollux, go right ahead. But don't forget
Pollux's fate—never to be remembered and never to be mentioned."

Which was not a good start. However, always too busy and too well organized
to bother with those who declared themselves unwilling to co-operate, Caesar
went about his duties as if he were the only aedile in Rome. He had the
advantage of owning an excellent network of reporters of transgressions, for he
enlisted Lucius Decumius and his crossroads brethren as informers, and cracked
down very hard on merchants who weighed light or measured short, on builders
who infringed boundaries or used poor materials, on landlords who had cheated
the water companies by inserting bigger-bore adjutage pipes from the mains into
their properties than the law prescribed. He fined ruthlessly, and fined heavily.
No one escaped, even his friend Marcus Crassus.

"You're beginning to annoy me," said Crassus grumpily as February
commenced. "So far you've cost me a fortune! Too little cement in some building
mix, too few beams in that insula I'm putting up on the Viminal— and it does not
encroach on public land, | don't care what you say! Fifty thousand sesterces in
fines just because | tapped into the sewer and put private latrines into my new
flats on the Carinae? That's two talents, Caesar!"

"Break the law and I'll get you for it," said Caesar, not at all contrite. "l need
every sestertius | can put into my fine chest, and I'm not about to exempt my



friends."

"If you continue like this, you won't have any friends."

"What you're saying, Marcus, is that you're a fine-weather friend," said Caesar,
a little unfairly.

"No, | am not! But if you're after money to fund spectacular games, then borrow
it, don't expect every businessman in Rome to foot the bill for your public
extravaganzas!" cried Crassus, goaded. "I'll lend you the money, and | won't
charge you interest."

"Thank you, but no," said Caesar firmly. "If | did that, I'd be the fine-weather
friend. If I have to borrow, I'll go to a proper moneylender and borrow."

"You can't, you're in the Senate."

‘I can, Senate or no. If | get thrown out of the Senate for borrowing from
usurers, Crassus, it will go down to fifty members overnight," said Caesar. His
eyes gleamed. "There is something you can do for me."

"What?"

“‘Put me in touch with some discreet pearl merchant who might want to pick up
the finest pearls he's ever seen for less by far than he'll sell them for."

"Oho! | don't remember your declaring any pearls when you tabulated the
pirate booty!"

"l didn't, nor did | declare the five hundred talents | kept. Which means my fate
is in your hands, Marcus. All you have to do is lodge my name in the courts and
I'm done for."

"l won't do that, Caesar—if you stop fining me," said Crassus craftily.

"Then you'd better go down to the praetor urbanus this moment and lodge my
name," said Caesar, laughing, "because you won't buy me that way!"

"Is that all you kept, five hundred talents and some pearls?"

"That's all."

"l don't understand you!"

"That's all right, nor does anyone else," said Caesar, and prepared to depart.
"But look up that pearl merchant for me, like a good chap. I'd do it myself—if |
knew whereabouts to start. You can have a pearl as your commission."

"Oh, keep your pearls!" said Crassus, disgusted.

Caesar did keep one pearl, the huge strawberry-shaped and



strawberry-colored one, though why he didn't quite know, for it would probably
have doubled the five hundred talents he got for all the others. Just some
instinct, and that was even after the eager buyer had seen it.

"I'd get six or seven million sesterces for it," the man said wistfully.

"No," said Caesar, tossing it up and down in his hand, "I think I'll keep it.
Fortune says | should."

Profligate spender though he was, Caesar was also capable of totting up the
bill, and when by the end of February he had totted up the bill, his heart sank.
The aedile's chest would probably yield five hundred talents; Bibulus had
indicated that he would contribute one hundred talents toward their first games,
the ludi Megalenses in April, and two hundred talents toward the big games, the
ludi Romani, in September; and Caesar had close to a thousand talents of his
own money—which represented all he had in the world aside from his precious
land, and that he would not part with. That kept him in the Senate.

According to his reckoning, the ludi Megalenses would cost seven hundred
talents, and the ludi Romani a thousand talents. Seventeen hundred all told, just
about what he had. The trouble was that he intended to do more than give two
lots of games; every curule aedile had to give the games, all the distinction a
man could earn was in their magnificence. Caesar wanted to stage funeral
games for his father in the Forum, and he expected them to cost five hundred
talents. He would have to borrow, then offend everyone who voted for him by
keeping on, fining for his aedile's chest. Not prudent! Marcus Crassus tolerated it
only because, despite his stinginess and his rooted conviction that a man helped
his friends even at the expense of the State, he really did love Caesar.

"You can have what | got, Pavo," said Lucius Decumius, who was there to
watch Caesar work over his figures.

Though he looked tired and a little discouraged, out flashed a special smile for
this odd old man who was such a huge part of his life. "Go on, dad! What you've
got wouldn't hire a single pair of gladiators."

"| got close to two hundred talents."

Caesar whistled. "l can see I'm in the wrong profession! Is that what you've
salted away all these years guaranteeing peace and protection for the residents
of the outer Via Sacra and the Vicus Fabricii?"

"It mounts up," said Lucius Decumius, looking humble.



"You keep it, dad, don't give it to me."

"Where you going to get the rest from, then?"

"I'll borrow it against what | make as propraetor in a good province. I've written
to Balbus in Gades, and he's agreed to give me letters of reference to the right
people here in Rome."

"Can't you borrow it from him?"

"No, he's a friend. | can't borrow from my friends, dad."

"Oh, you are a strange one!" said Lucius Decumius, shaking his grizzled head.
"That's what friends are for."

"Not to me, dad. If something happens and | can't pay the money back, I'd
rather owe strangers. | couldn't bear the thought that my idiocies meant any of
my friends were out of purse."

"If you can't pay it back, Pavo, I'd say Rome was done."

Some of the care lifted, Caesar drew a breath. "l agree, dad. I'll pay it back,
have no fear. Therefore," he went on happily, "what am | worrying about? I'll
borrow however much it takes to be the greatest curule aedile Rome has ever
seen!"

This Caesar proceeded to do, though at the end of the year he was a thousand
talents in debt rather than the five hundred he had estimated. Crassus helped by
whispering in these obliging moneylending ears that Caesar was a good
prospect, so ought not to be charged extortionate rates of interest, and Balbus
helped by putting him in touch with men who were prepared to be discreet as
well as not too greedy. Ten percent simple interest, which was the legal rate. The
only difficulty was that he had to begin to pay the loan back within a year—
otherwise the interest would go from simple to compound; he would be paying
interest on the interest he owed as well as on the capital borrowed.

The ludi Megalenses were the first games of the year and religiously the most
solemn, perhaps because they heralded the arrival of spring (in years when the
calendar coincided with the seasons) and emerged out of the terrible second war
Rome had fought against Carthage, when Hannibal marched up and down lItaly.
It was then that the worship of Magna Mater, the Great Asian Earth Mother, was
introduced to Rome, and her temple was erected on the Palatine looking directly
down on the Vallis Murcia, in which lay the Circus Maximus. In many ways it was



an inappropriate cult for conservative Rome; Romans abhorred eunuchs,
flagellatory rites, and what was considered religious barbarism. However, the
deed was done in the moment the Vestal Virgin Claudia miraculously pulled the
barge bearing Magna Mater's Navel Stone up the Tiber, and now Rome had to
suffer the consequences as castrated priests bleeding from self-inflicted wounds
screeched and trumpeted their way through the streets on the fourth day of April,
towing the Great Mother's effigy and begging alms from all those who came to
watch this introduction to the games.

The games themselves were more typically Roman, and lasted for six days,
from the fourth to the tenth day of April. The first day consisted of the procession,
then a ceremony at Magna Mater's temple, and finally some events in the Circus
Maximus. The next four days were devoted to theatrical performances in a
number of temporary wooden structures put up for the purpose, while the last
day saw the procession of the Gods from the Capitol to the Circus, and many
hours of chariot racing in the Circus.

As senior curule aedile, it was Caesar who officiated at the first day's events,
and Caesar who offered the Great Mother an oddly bloodless sacrifice,
considering that Kubaba Cybele was a bloodthirsty lady; the offering was a dish
of herbs.

Some called these games the patrician games, for on the first evening patrician
families feasted each other and kept their guest lists absolutely patrician; it was
always thought an auspicious omen for the Patriciate when the curule aedile who
made the sacrifice was a patrician, as was Caesar. Bibulus of course was
plebeian in rank, and felt utterly ostracized on that opening day; Caesar had filled
the special seating on the great wide steps of the temple with patricians, doing
special honor to the Claudii Pulchri, so intimately connected to the presence of
Magna Mater in Rome.

Though on this first day the celebrating aediles and the official party did not
descend into the Circus Maximus, but rather watched from Magna Mater's
temple steps, Caesar had elected to put on a pageant in the Circus instead of
trying to entertain the crowd which had followed the Goddess's bloody
procession with the usual fare of boxing matches and foot races. Time did not
permit chariot racing. Caesar had tapped into the Tiber and channeled water
across the Forum Boarium to create a river inside the Circus, with the spina



doing duty as Tiber Island and separating this cunning stream. While the vast
crowd oohed and aahed its total enchantment, Caesar depicted the Vestal
Claudia's feat of strength. She towed the barge in from the Forum Boarium end
where on the last day the starting gates for the chariots would be installed, took it
once entirely around the spina, then brought it to rest at the Capena end of the
stadium. The barge glittered with gilt and had billowing purple embroidered sails;
all the eunuch priests were assembled on its deck around a glassy black ball
representing the Navel Stone, while high on the poop stood Magna Mater's
statue in her chariot drawn by a pair of lions, absolutely lifelike. Nor did Caesar
employ a strongman dressed as a Vestal for Claudia; he used a slight and
slender, beautiful woman of Claudia's type, and concealed the men who pushed
the barge, shoulders bent to it in waist-deep water, with a gilded false hull.

The crowd went home ecstatic after this three-hour show. Caesar stood
surrounded by delighted patricians, accepting their fulsome compliments for his
taste and imagination. Bibulus took the hint and left in a huff because everyone
ignored him.

There were no fewer than ten wooden theaters erected from the Campus
Martius to the Capena Gate, the largest of which held ten thousand, the smallest
five hundred. And instead of being content to have them look what they were,
temporary, Caesar had insisted they be painted, decorated, gilded. Farces and
mimes were staged in the bigger theaters, Terence and Plautus and Ennius in
the smaller ones, and Sophocles and Aeschylus in the littlest, very Greek-looking
auditorium; every thespian taste was catered for. From early in the morning until
nearly dusk, all ten theaters played for four whole days, a feast. Literally a feast,
as Caesar served free refreshments during the intervals.

On the last day the procession assembled on the Capitol and wended its way
down through the Forum Romanum and the Via Triumphalis to the Circus
Maximus, parading gilded statues of some Gods like Mars and Apollo—and
Castor and Pollux. Since Caesar had paid for the gilding, it was perhaps not
surprising that Pollux was much smaller in size than his twin, Castor. Such a
laugh!

Though the games were supposed to be publicly funded and the chariot races
were dearest to every spectator's heart, in actual fact there was never State
money for the entertainments themselves. This hadn't stopped Caesar, who



produced more chariot races on that last day of the ludi Megalenses than Rome
had ever seen. It was his duty as senior curule aedile to start the races, each one
comprising four chariots—Red, Blue, Green and White. The first race was for
cars drawn by four horses poled up abreast, but other races saw two horses
poled up abreast, or two or three horses harnessed in tandem one after the
other; Caesar even put on races with unyoked horses ridden bareback by
postilions.

The course of each race was five miles long, consisting of seven laps around
the central division of the spina, a narrow and tall ridge adorned with many
statues and showing at one end seven golden dolphins, at the other seven
golden eggs perched in big chalices; as each lap ended one dolphin's nose was
pulled down to bring its tail up, and one golden egg was taken from its chalice. If
the twelve hours of day and the twelve hours of night were of equal length, then
each race took one quarter of an hour to run, which meant the pace was fast and
furious, a wild gallop. Spills when they happened usually occurred rounding the
metae, where each driver, reins wound many times about his waist and a dagger
tucked into them to free him if he crashed, fought with skill and courage to keep
on the inside, a shorter course.

The crowd adored that day, for instead of long breaks after each race, Caesar
kept them coming with hardly an interruption; the bookmakers scrambling
through the excited spectators taking bets had to work in a frenzy to keep up. Not
a single bleacher was vacant, and wives sat on husbands' laps to jam more in.
No children, slaves or even freedmen were allowed, but women sat with men. At
Caesar's games more than two hundred thousand free Romans jammed into the
Circus Maximus, while thousands more watched from every vantage point on
Palatine and Aventine.

"They're the best games Rome has ever seen," said Crassus to Caesar at the
end of the sixth day. "What a feat of engineering to do that to the Tiber, then
remove it all and have dry ground again for the chariot races."

"These games are nothing," replied Caesar with a grin, "nor was it particularly
difficult to use a Tiber swollen from the rains. Wait until you see the ludi Romani
in September. Lucullus would be devastated if only he'd cross the pomerium to
see."

But between the ludi Megalenses and the ludi Romani he did something else



so unusual and spectacular that Rome talked about it for years. When the city
was choked with vacationing rural citizens who had poured into town for the
great games early in September, Caesar put on funeral games in memory of his
father, and used the entire Forum Romanum. Of course it was hot and cloudless,
so he tented the whole area over with purple sailcloth, hitching its edges to the
buildings on either side if they were high enough; where there were no buildings
to serve as supports, he propped up the massive fabric structure with great poles
and guy ropes. An exercise in engineering he relished, both devising and
supervising it himself.

But when all this incredible construction began, a wild rumor went round that
Caesar intended to display a thousand pairs of gladiators. Catulus summoned
the Senate into session.

"What are you really planning, Caesar?" demanded Catulus to a packed
House. "l've always known you intended to undermine the Republic, but a
thousand pairs of gladiators when there are no legions to defend our beloved
city? This isn't secretly mining a tunnel, this is using a battering ram!"

"Well," drawled Caesar, rising to his feet on the curule dais, “it is true that | do
own a mighty battering ram, and also true that | have secretly mined many a
tunnel, but always the one with the other." He pulled the front neckline of his
tunic away from his chest and put his head down to address the space thus
created, and shouted, "Isn't that right, O battering ram?" His hand fell, his tunic
flattened, and he looked up with his sweetest smile. "He says that's right."

Crassus emitted a sound somewhere between a mew and a howl, but before
his laugh could gather force Cicero's bellow of mirth overtook it; the House
dissolved in a gale of hilarity which left Catulus as speechless as his face was
purple.

Whereupon Caesar proceeded to display the number he had always meant to
display, three hundred and twenty pairs of gladiators gorgeously clad in silver.

But before the funeral games actually got under way, another sensation
outraged Catulus and his colleagues. When the day dawned and the Forum
appeared from the houses on the edge of the Germalus to look like Homer's
gently heaving wine-dark sea, those who came early to get the best places
discovered something else than a tent had been added to the Forum Romanum.
During the night Caesar had restored every statue of Gaius Marius to its pedestal



or plinth, and put Gaius Marius's trophies of war back inside the temple to Honor
and Virtue he had built on the Capitol. But what could the arch-conservative
senators actually do about it? The answer was, nothing. Rome had never
forgotten—nor learned to stop loving—the magnificent Gaius Marius. Out of
everything Caesar did during that memorable year when he was curule aedile,
the restoration of Gaius Marius was deemed his greatest act.

Naturally Caesar didn't waste this opportunity to remind all the electors who
and what he was; in every little arena wherein some of his three hundred and
twenty pairs of sawdust soldiers clashed—at the bottom of the Comitia well, in
the space between the tribunals, near the temple of Vesta, in front of the Porticus
Margaritaria, on the Velia—he had his father's ancestry proclaimed, all the way
back to Venus and to Romulus.

Two days after this, Caesar (and Bibulus) staged the ludi Romani, which at this
time ran for twelve days. The parade from the Capitol through the Forum
Romanum to the Circus Maximus took three hours to pass. The chief magistrates
and the Senate led it off, with bands of beautifully mounted youths following, then
all the chariots which were to race and the athletes who were to compete; many
hundreds of dancers and mummers and musicians; dwarves tricked out as satyrs
and fauns; every prostitute in Rome clad in her flame-colored toga; slaves
bearing hundreds of gorgeous silver or gold urns and vases; groups of mock
warriors in bronze-belted scarlet tunics wearing fabulous crested helmets on their
heads and brandishing swords and spears; the sacrificial animals; and then, in
last and most honored place, all twelve major Gods and many other Gods and
heroes riding on open litters of gold and purple, realistically painted, clad in
exquisite clothes.

Caesar had decorated the whole of the Circus Maximus, and gone one better
than for any of his other entertainments by using millions of fresh flowers. As
Romans adored flowers, the vast audience was ravished almost to swooning
point, drowned in the perfume of roses, violets, stocks, wallflowers. He served
free refreshments, thought of novelties of all kinds from rope walkers to fire
belchers to scantily clad women who seemed to be able almost to turn
themselves inside out.

Each day of the games saw something else new and different, and the chariot
races were superb.



Said Bibulus to any who remembered him enough to comment, "He told me I'd
be Pollux to his Castor. How right he was! | may as well have saved my precious
three hundred talents—they only served to pour food and wine down two
hundred thousand greedy throats, while he took the credit for the rest."

Said Cicero to Caesar, "On the whole | dislike games, but | must confess yours
were splendid. To have the most lavish in history is laudable enough in one way,
but what | really liked about your games was that they weren't vulgar.”

Said Titus Pomponius Atticus, knight plutocrat, to Marcus Licinius Crassus,
senatorial plutocrat, "It was brilliant. He managed to give business to everybody.
What a year the flower growers and wholesalers have had! They'll vote for him
for the rest of his political career. Not to mention bakers, millers—oh, very, very
clever!"

And said young Caepio Brutus to Julia, “Uncle Cato is really disgusted. Of
course he is a great friend of Bibulus's. But why is it that your father always has
to make such a splash?"

Cato loathed Caesar.

When he had finally returned to Rome at the time Caesar took up his duties as
curule aedile, he executed his brother Caepio's will. This necessitated a visit to
see Servilia and Brutus, who at almost eighteen years of age was well embarked
on his Forum career, though he had undertaken no court case yet.

"| dislike the fact that you are now a patrician, Quintus Servilius," said Cato,
punctilious in his use of the correct name, "but as | was not willing to be anyone
other than a Porcius Cato, | suppose | must approve." He leaned forward
abruptly. "What are you doing in the Forum? You should be in the field with
someone's army, like your friend Gaius Cassius."

"Brutus," said Servilia stiffly, emphasizing the name, "has received an
exemption.”

"No one ought to be exempt unless he's crippled.”

"His chest is weak," said Servilia.

"His chest would soon improve if he got out and did his legal duty, which is to
serve in the legions. So would his skin."

"Brutus will go when | consider him well enough."

"Doesn't he have a tongue?" Cato demanded, but not in the fierce way he



would have before leaving for the East, though it still came out aggressively.
"Can't he speak for himself? You smother this boy, Servilia, and that is
un-Roman."

To all of which Brutus listened mumchance, and in a severe dilemma. On the
one hand he longed to see his mother lose this—or any other—battle, but on the
other hand he dreaded military duty. Cassius had gone off gladly, while Brutus
developed a cough which kept getting worse. It hurt to see himself lessened in
his Uncle Cato's eyes, but Uncle Cato didn't tolerate weakness or frailty of any
kind, and Uncle Cato, winner of many decorations for valor in battle, would never
understand people who didn't thrill when they picked up a sword. So now he
began to cough, a thick hacking sound which started at the base of his chest and
reverberated all the way to his throat. That of course produced copious phlegm,
which enabled him to look wildly from his mother to his uncle, mumble an
excuse, and leave.

"See what you've done?" asked Servilia, teeth bared.

"He needs exercise and a bit of life in the open air. | also suspect you're
quacking his skin, it looks appalling.”

"Brutus is not your responsibility!"

"Under the terms of Caepio's will, he most certainly is."

"Uncle Mamercus has already been through everything with him, he doesn't
need you. In fact, Cato, no one needs you. Why don't you take yourself off and
jump into the Tiber?"

"Everyone needs me, so much is plain. When | left for the East, your boy was
starting to go to the Campus Martius, and for a while it looked as if he might
actually learn to be a man. Now | find a mama's lapdog! What's more, how could
you let him contract himself in marriage to a girl with no dowry to speak of,
another wretched patrician? What sort of weedy children will they have?"

"l would hope," said Servilia icily, "that they have sons like Julia's father and
daughters like me. Say what you will about patricians and the old aristocracy,
Cato, in Julia's father you see everything a Roman ought to be, from soldier to
orator to politician. Brutus wanted the match, actually, it wasn't my idea, but |
wish | had thought of it. Blood as good as his own—and that is far more
important than a dowry! However, for your information her father has guaranteed
a dowry of one hundred talents. Nor does Brutus need a girl with a big dowry,



now that he's Caepio's heir."

"If he's prepared to wait years for a bride, he could have waited a few more and
married my Porcia," said Cato. “That is an alliance | would have applauded
wholeheartedly! My dear Caepio's money would have gone to the children of
both sides of his family."

"Oh, | see!" sneered Servilia. "The truth will out, eh, Cato? Wouldn't change
your name to get Caepio's money, but what a brilliant scheme to get it through
the distaff side! My son marry the descendant of a slave? Over my dead body!"

"It might happen yet," said Cato complacently.

"If that happened, I'd feed the girl hot coals for supper!" Servilia tensed,
understanding that she was not doing as well against Cato as she used to—he
was cooler, more detached, and more difficult to wound. She produced her
nastiest barb. "Aside from the fact that you, the descendant of a slave, are
Porcia's father, there's her mother to think of too. And | can assure you that | will
never let my son marry the child of a woman who can't wait for her husband to
come home!"

In the old days he would have flown at her verbally, shouted and badgered.
Today he stiffened, said nothing for a long moment.

"l think that statement needs elucidating," he said at last.

"l am happy to oblige. Atilia has been a very naughty girl."

"Oh, Servilia, you are one of the best reasons why Rome needs a few laws on
the books to oblige people to hold their tongues!”

Servilia smiled sweetly. "Ask any of your friends if you doubt me. Ask Bibulus
or Favonius or Ahenobarbus, they've been here to witness the carryings-on. It's
no secret.”

His mouth drew in, lips disappearing. "Who?" he asked.

"Why, that Roman among Romans, of course! Caesar. And don't ask which
Caesar—you know which Caesar has the reputation. My darling Brutus's
prospective father-in-law."

Cato rose without a word.

He went home immediately to his modest house in a modest lane at the
viewless center of the Palatine, wherein he had installed his philosopher friend,
Athenodorus Cordylion, in the only guest suite before he had remembered to
greet his wife and children.



Reflection confirmed Servilia's malice. Atilia was different. For one thing, she
smiled occasionally and presumed to speak before being spoken to; for another,
her breasts had filled out, and that in some peculiar way revolted him. Though
three days had elapsed since his arriving in Rome, he had not visited her
sleeping cubicle (he preferred to occupy the master sleeping cubicle alone) to
assuage what even his revered great-grandfather Cato the Censor had deemed
a natural urge, not only permissible between man and wife (or slave and master),
but really quite an admirable urge.

Oh, what dear kind benevolent God had prevented him? To have put himself
inside his legal property not knowing that she had become someone else's illegal
property—Cato shivered, had to force down his rising gorge. Caesar. Gaius
Julius Caesar, the worst of a decayed and degenerate lot. What on earth had he
seen in Atilia, whom Cato had chosen because she was the absolute opposite of
round, dark, adorable Aemilia Lepida? Cato knew himself to be a little
intellectually slow because it had been drummed into him from infancy that he
was, but he didn't have to search very far for Caesar's reason. Patrician though
he was, that man was going to be a demagogue, another Gaius Marius. How
many wives of the stalwart traditionalists had he seduced? Rumor was rife. Yet
here was he, Marcus Porcius Cato, not old enough yet to be in the Senate—but
obviously deemed a future enemy of note. That was good! It said he, Marcus
Porcius Cato, had the strength and will to be a great force in Forum and Senate.
Caesar had cuckolded him! Not for one moment did it occur to him that Servilia
was the cause, for he had no idea Servilia lived on intimate terms with Caesar.

Well, Atilia may have admitted Caesar into her bed and between her legs, but
she hadn't admitted Cato since the day it happened. What Caepio's death had
begun, Atilia's treachery finished. Never care! Never, never care. To care meant
endless pain.

He did not interview Atilia. He simply summoned his steward to his study and
instructed the man to pack her up and throw her out at once, send her back to
her brother.

A few words scrawled on a sheet of paper, and the deed was done. She was
divorced, and he would not give back one sestertius of an adultress's dowry. As
he waited in his study he heard her voice in the distance, a walil, a sob, a frantic
scream for her children, and all the time his steward's voice overriding hers, the



noise of slaves falling over each other to do the master's bidding. Finally came
the front door opening, closing. After which, his steward's knock.

"The lady Atilia is gone, domine."

"Send my children to me."

They came in not many moments later, bewildered at the fuss but unaware
what had taken place. That both were his he could not deny, even now that
doubt gnawed. Porcia was six years old, tall and thin and angular, with his
chestnut hair in a thicker and curlier version, his grey and well-spaced eyes, his
long neck, his nose in a smaller form. Cato Junior was two years younger, a
skinny little boy who always reminded Cato of what he himself had been like in
the days when that Marsian upstart Silo had held him out the window and
threatened to drop him on sharp rocks; except that Cato Junior was timid rather
than doughty, and tended to cry easily. And, alas, already it was apparent that
Porcia was the clever one, the little orator and philosopher. Useless gifts in a girl.

"Children, | have divorced your mother for infidelity," said Cato in his normal
harsh voice, and without expression. "She has been unchaste, and proven
herself unfit to be wife or mother. | have forbidden her entry to this house, and |
will not allow either of you to see her again."”

The little boy hardly understood all these grown-up words, save that something
awful had just happened, and that Mama was at the heart of it. His big grey eyes
filled with tears; his lip wobbled. That he did not burst into howls was purely due
to his sister's sudden grip on his arm, the signal that he must control himself. And
she, small Stoic who would have died to please her father, stood straight and
looked indomitable, no tear or wobble of the lip.

"Mama has gone into exile," she said.

"That is as good a way of putting it as any."

“Is she still a citizen?" asked Porcia in a voice very like her father's, no lilt or
melody to it.

"l cannot deprive her of that, Porcia, nor would | want to. What | have deprived
her of is any participation in our lives, for she does not deserve to participate.
Your mother is a bad woman. A slut, a whore, a harlot, an adultress. She has
been consorting with a man called Gaius Julius Caesar, and he is all that the
Patriciate stands for— corrupt, immoral, outmoded."

"Will we truly never see Mama again?"



"Not while you live under my roof."

The intent behind the grown-up words had finally sunk in; four-year-old Cato
Junior began to wail desolately. "I want my mama! | want my mamal! | want my
mama!"

"Tears are not a right act," said the father, "when they are shed for unworthy
reasons. You will behave like a proper Stoic and stop this unmanly weeping. You
cannot have your mother, and that is that. Porcia, take him away. The next time |
see him | expect to see a man, not a silly runny-nosed baby."

"l will make him understand," she said, gazing at her father in blind adoration.
"As long as we are with you, Pater, everything is all right. It is you we love most,
not Mama."

Cato froze. "Never love!" he shouted. "Never, never love! A Stoic does not
love! A Stoic does not want to be loved!"

"l didn't think Zeno forbade love, just wrong acts," said the daughter. "Is it not a
right act to love all that is good? You are good, Pater. | must love you, Zeno says
it is a right act."

How to answer that? "Then temper it with detachment and never let it rule you,"
he said. "Nothing which debases the mind must rule, and emotions debase the
mind."

When the children had gone, Cato too left the room. Not far down the
colonnade were Athenodorus Cordylion, a flagon of wine, some good books, and
even better conversation. From this day on, wine and books and conversation
must fill every void.

Ah, but it cost Cato dearly to meet the brilliant and feted curule aedile as he
went about his duties so stunningly well, and with such a flair!

“‘He acts as if he's King of Rome," said Cato to Bibulus.

"l think he believes he's King of Rome, dispensing grain and circuses.
Everything in the grand manner, from the easy way he has with ordinary people
to his arrogance in the Senate."

"He is my avowed enemy."

"He's the enemy of every man who wants the proper mos maiorum, no man to
stand one iota taller than any of his peers," said Bibulus. "l will fight him until |
die!"

"He's Gaius Marius all over again," said Cato.



But Bibulus looked scornful. "Marius? No, Cato, no! Gaius Marius knew he
could never be King of Rome—he was just a squire from Arpinum, like his
equally bucolic cousin Cicero. Caesar is no Marius, take my word for it. Caesar is
another Sulla, and that is far, far worse."

In July of that year Marcus Porcius Cato was elected one of the quaestors, and
drew a lot for the senior of the three urban quaestors; his two colleagues were
the great plebeian aristocrat Marcus Claudius Marcellus and a Lollius from that
Picentine family Pompey the Great was happily thrusting into the heart of Roman
dominance of Senate and Comitia.

With some months to go before he actually took office or was allowed to attend
the Senate, Cato occupied his days in studying commerce and commercial law;
he hired a retired Treasury bookkeeper to teach him how the tribuni aerarii who
headed that domain did their accounting, and he ground away at what did not
come at all naturally until he knew as much about State finances as Caesar
knew, unaware that what cost him so much pain had been taken in almost
instantly by his avowed enemy.

The quaestors took their duty lightly and never bothered to concern themselves
overmuch with an actual policing of what went on in the Treasury; the important
part of the job to the average urban quaestor was liaison with the Senate, which
debated and then deputed where the State's moneys were to go. It was accepted
practice to cast a cursory eye over the books Treasury staff let them see from
time to time, and to accept Treasury figures when the Senate considered Rome's
finances. The quaestors also did their friends and families favors if these people
were in debt to the State by turning a blind eye to the fact or ordering their names
erased from the official records. In short, the quaestors located in Rome simply
permitted the permanent Treasury staff to go about their business and get the
work done. And certainly neither the permanent Treasury staff nor Marcellus and
Lollius, the two other urban quaestors, had any idea that things were about to
change radically.

Cato had no intention of being lax. He intended to be more thorough within the
Treasury than Pompey the Great within Our Sea. At dawn on the fifth day of
December, the day he took office, he was there knocking at the door in the side
of the basement to the temple of Saturn, not pleased to learn that the sun was



well up before anyone came to work.

"The workday begins at dawn," he said to the Treasury chief, Marcus Vibius,
when that worthy arrived breathless after a harried clerk had sent for him
urgently.

"There is no rule to that effect," said Marcus Vibius smoothly. "We work within
a timetable we set for ourselves, and it's flexible."

"Rubbish!" said Cato scornfully. "l am the elected custodian of these premises,
and | intend to see that the Senate and People of Rome get value for every
sestertius of their tax moneys. Their tax moneys pay you and all the rest who
work here, don't forget!"

Not a good beginning. From that point on, however, things for Marcus Vibius
just got worse and worse. He had a zealot on his hands. When on the rare
occasions in the past he had found himself cursed with an obstreperous
quaestor, he had proceeded to put the fellow in his place by withholding all
specialized knowledge of the job; not having a Treasury background, quaestors
could do only what they were allowed to do. Unfortunately that tack didn't stop
Cato, who revealed that he knew quite as much about how the Treasury
functioned as Marcus Vibius did. Possibly more.

With him Cato had brought several slaves whom he had seen trained in
various aspects of Treasury pursuits, and every day he was there at dawn with
his little retinue to drive Vibius and his underlings absolutely mad. What was
this? Why was that? Where was so-and-so? When had such-and-such? How did
whatever happen? And on and on and on. Cato was persistent to the point of
insult, impossible to fob off with pat answers, and impervious to irony, sarcasm,
abuse, flattery, excuses, fainting fits.

"| feel," gasped Marcus Vibius after two months of this, when he had gathered
up his courage to seek solace and assistance from his patron, Catulus, "as if all
the Furies are hounding me harder than ever they hounded Orestes! | don't care
what you have to do to shut Cato up and ship him out, | just want it done! | have
been your loyal and devoted client for over twenty years, | am a tribunus aerarius
of the First Class, and now | find both my sanity and my position imperiled. Get
rid of Cato!"

The first attempt failed miserably. Catulus proposed to the House that Cato be
given a special task, checking army accounts, as he was so brilliant at checking



accounts. But Cato simply stood his ground by recommending the names of four
men who could be temporarily employed to do a job no elected quaestor should
be asked to do. Thank you, he would stick to what he was there for.

After that Catulus thought of craftier ploys, none of which worked. While the
broom sweeping out every corner of the Treasury never wore down or wore out.
In March the heads began to roll. First one, then two, then three and four and five
Treasury officials found Cato had terminated their tenure and emptied out their
desks. Then in April the axe descended: Cato fired Marcus Vibius, and added
insult to injury by having him prosecuted for fraud.

Neatly caught in the patron's trap, Catulus had no alternative other than to
defend Vibius personally in court. One day's airing of the evidence was enough
to tell Catulus that he was going to lose. Time to appeal to Cato's sense of
fitness, to the time-honored precepts of the client-and-patron system.

"My dear Cato, you must stop," said Catulus as the court broke up for the day.
"l know poor Vibius hasn't been as careful as perhaps he ought, but he's one of
us! Fire all the clerks and bookkeepers you like, but leave poor Vibius in his job,
please! | give you my solemn word as a consular and an ex-censor that from now
on Vibius will behave impeccably. Just drop this awful prosecution! Leave the
man something!"

This had been said softly, but Cato had only one vocal volume, and that was
top of his voice. His answer was shouted in his usual stentorian tones, and
arrested all progress out of the area. Every face turned; every ear cocked to
listen.

"Quintus Lutatius, you ought to be ashamed of yourself!" yelled Cato. "How
could you be so blind to your own dignitas as to have the effrontery to remind me
you're a consular and ex-censor, then try to wheedle me out of doing my sworn
duty? Well, let me tell you that I will be ashamed if | have to summon the court's
bailiffs to eject you for attempting to pervert the course of Roman justice! For that
is what you're doing, perverting Roman justice!"

Whereupon he stalked off, leaving Catulus standing bereft of speech, so
nonplussed that when the case resumed the following day he didn't appear for
the defense at all. Instead, he tried to acquit himself of his patron's duty by
talking the jury into a verdict of ABSOLVO even if Cato succeeded in producing
more damning evidence than Cicero had to convict Verres. Bribe he would not;



talk was both cheaper and more ethical. One of the jurors was Marcus Lollius,
Cato's colleague in the quaestorship. And Lollius agreed to vote for acquittal. He
was, however, extremely ill, so Catulus had him carried into court on a litter.
When the verdict came in, it was ABSOLVO. Lollius's vote had tied the jury, and
a tied jury meant acquittal.

Did that defeat Cato? No, it did not. When Vibius turned up at the Treasury, he
found Cato barring his path. Nor would Cato consent to re-employ him. In the
end even Catulus, summoned to preside over the unpleasantly public scene
outside the door into the Treasury, had to give up. Vibius had lost his position,
and that was going to be that. Then Cato refused to give Vibius the pay owing to
him.

"You must!" cried Catulus.

"I must not!" cried Cato. "He cheated the State, he owes the State far more
than his pay. Let it help to compensate Rome."

"Why, why, why?" Catulus demanded. "Vibius was acquitted!"

"l am not," shouted Cato, "going to take the vote of a sick man into account! He
was out of his head with fever."

And so in the end it had to be left. Absolutely sure that Cato would lose, the
survivors in the Treasury had been planning all kinds of celebrations. But after
Catulus shepherded the weeping Vibius away, the survivors in the Treasury took
the hint. As if by magic every account and every set of books settled into perfect
order; debtors were made to rectify years of neglected repayments, and creditors
were suddenly reimbursed sums outstanding for years. Marcellus, Lollius,
Catulus and the rest of the Senate took the hint too. The Great Treasury War
was over, and only one man stood on his feet: Marcus Porcius Cato. Whom all of
Rome was praising, amazed that the Government of Rome had finally produced
a man so incorruptible he couldn't be bought. Cato was famous.

"What | don't understand," said a shaken Catulus to his much loved
brother-in-law Hortensius, "is what Cato intends to make of his life! Does he
really think he can vote-catch by being utterly incorruptible? It will work in the
tribal elections, perhaps, but if he continues as he's begun, he'll never win an
election in the Centuries. No one in the First Class will vote for him."

Hortensius was inclined to temporize. "l understand what an invidious position
he put you in, Quintus, but | must say | do rather admire him. Because you're



right. He'll never win a consular election in the Centuries. Imagine the kind of
passion it needs to produce Cato's sort of integrity!"

"You," snarled Catulus, losing his temper, "are a fish-fancying dilettante with
more money than sense!"

But having won the Great Treasury War, Marcus Porcius Cato set out to find
fresh fields of endeavor, and succeeded when he started perusing the financial
records stored in Sulla's Tabularium. Out of date they might be, but one set of
accounts, very well kept, suggested the theme of his next war. These were the
records itemizing all those who during Sulla's dictatorship had been paid the sum
of two talents for proscribing men as traitors to the State. In themselves they
spoke no more than figures could, but Cato began to investigate each person on
the list who had been paid two talents (and sometimes several lots of two talents)
with a view to prosecuting those who turned out to have extracted it by violence.
At the time it had been legal to kill a man once he was proscribed, but Sulla's day
had gone, and Cato thought little of the legal chances these hated and reviled
men would stand in today's courts—even if today's courts were Sulla's brainchild.

Sadly, one small canker ate at the righteous virtue of Cato's motives, for in this
new project he saw an opportunity to make life very difficult for Gaius Julius
Caesar. Having finished his year as curule aedile, Caesar had been given
another job; he was appointed as the iudex of the Murder Court.

It never occurred to Cato that Caesar would be willing to co-operate with a
member of the boni by trying those recipients of two talents who had murdered to
get them; expecting the usual sort of obstructive tactics that court presidents
used to wriggle out of trying people they didn't think ought to be on trial, Cato
discovered to his chagrin that Caesar was not only willing, but even prepared to
be helpful.

"You send them, I'll try them," said Caesar to Cato cheerfully.

Despite the fact that all of Rome had buzzed when Cato divorced Atilia and
sent her back dowerless to her family, citing Caesar as her lover, it was not in
Caesar's nature to feel at a disadvantage in these dealings with Cato. Nor was it
in Caesar's nature to suffer qualms of conscience or pity at Atilia's fate; she had
taken her chances, she could always have said no. Thus the president of the
Murder Court and the incorruptible quaestor did well together.



Then Cato abandoned the small fish, the slaves, freed-men and centurions
who had used those two-talent rewards to found fortunes. He decided to charge
Catilina with the murder of Marcus Marius Gratidianus. It had happened after
Sulla won the battle at the Colline Gate of Rome, and Marius Gratidianus had
been Catilina's brother-in-law at the time. Later, Catilina inherited the estate.

"He's a bad man, and I'm going to get him," said Cato to Caesar. "If | don't, he'll
be consul next year."

“What do you suspect he might do if he were consul?" Caesar asked, curious.
"l agree that he's a bad man, but—"

"If he became consul, he'd set himself up as another Sulla.”

"As Dictator? He couldn't."

These days Cato's eyes were full of pain, but they looked into Caesar's cold
pale orbs sternly. "He's a Sergius; he has the oldest blood in Rome, even
including yours, Caesar. If Sulla had not had the blood, he couldn't have
succeeded. That's why | don't trust any of you antique aristocrats. You're
descended from kings and you all want to be kings."

"You're wrong, Cato. At least about me. As to Catilina—well, his activities
under Sulla were certainly abhorrent, so why not try? | just don't think you'll
succeed."”

"Oh, I'll succeed!" shouted Cato. "l have dozens of witnesses to swear they
saw Catilina lop Gratidianus's head off."

"You'd do better to postpone the trial until just before the elections," Caesar
said steadily. "My court is quick, | don't waste any time. If you arraign him now,
the trial will be over before applications close for the curule elections. That
means Catilina will be able to stand if he's acquitted. Whereas if you arraign him
later, my cousin Lucius Caesar as supervisor would never permit the candidacy
of a man facing a murder charge."

"That," said Cato stubbornly, "only postpones the evil day. | want Catilina
banished from Rome and any dream of being consul."

"All right then, but be it on your own head!" said Caesar.

The truth was that Cato's head had been just a little turned and swollen by his
victories to date. Sums of two talents were pouring into the Treasury now
because Cato insisted on enforcing the law the consul/censor Lentulus
Clodianus had put on the tablets some years before, requiring that all such



moneys be paid back no matter how peacefully they had been collected. Cato
could foresee no obstacles in the case of Lucius Sergius Catilina. As quaestor he
didn't prosecute himself, but he spent much thought on choosing a prosecutor—
Lucius Lucceius, close friend of Pompey's and an orator of great distinction. This,
as Cato well knew, was a shrewd move; it proclaimed that Catilina's trial was not
at the whim of the boni, but an affair all Roman men must take seriously, as one
of Pompey's friends was collaborating with the boni. Caesar too!

When Catilina heard what was in the wind, he shut his teeth together and
cursed. For two consular elections in a row he had seen himself denied the
chance to stand because of a trial process; now here he was again, on trial. Time
to see an end to them, these twisted persecutions aimed at the heart of the
Patriciate by mushrooms like Cato, descended from a slave. For generations the
Sergii had been excluded from the highest offices in Rome due to poverty—a
fact that had been as true of the Julii Caesares until Gaius Marius permitted them
to rise again. Well, Sulla had permitted the Sergii to rise again, and Lucius
Sergius Catilina was going to put his clan back in the consul's ivory chair if he
had to overthrow the whole of Rome to do so! He had, besides, a very ambitious
wife in the beauteous Aurelia Orestilla; he loved her madly and he wanted to
please her. That meant becoming consul.

It was when he understood that the trial would come on well before the
elections that he decided on a course of action: this time he would be acquitted
in time to stand—if he could ensure acquittal. So he went to see Marcus Crassus
and struck a bargain with that senatorial plutocrat. In return for Crassus's support
throughout the trial, he undertook when consul to push Crassus's two pet
schemes through the Senate and the Popular Assembly. The Trans-Padane
Gauls would be enfranchised, and Egypt formally annexed into the empire of
Rome as Crassus's private fief.

Though his name was never bruited as one of Rome's outstanding advocates
for technique, brilliance or oratorical skills, Crassus nonetheless had a formidable
reputation in the courts because of his doggedness and his immense willingness
to defend even the humblest of his clients to the top of his bent. He was also very
much respected and cultivated in knight circles because so much Crassus capital
underlay all kinds of business ventures. And these days all juries were tripartite,
consisting of one third of senators, one third of knights belonging to the Eighteen,



and one third of knights belonging to the more junior tribuni aerarii Centuries. It
was therefore safe to say that Crassus had tremendous influence with at least
two thirds of any jury, and that this influence extended to those senators who
owed him money. All of which meant that Crassus didn't need to bribe a jury to
secure the verdict he wanted; the jury was disposed to believe that whatever
verdict he wanted was the right verdict to deliver.

Catilina's defense was simple. Yes, he had indeed lopped off the head of his
brother-in-law, Marcus Marius Gratidianus; he did not deny the deed because he
could not deny the deed. But at the time he had been one of Sulla's legates, and
he had acted under Sulla's orders. Sulla had wanted Marius Gratidianus's head
to fire into Praeneste as a missile aimed at convincing Young Marius that he
couldn't succeed in defying Sulla any longer.

Caesar presided over a court which listened patiently to the prosecutor Lucius
Lucceius and his team of supporting counsel, and realized very soon that it was
a court which had no intention of convicting Catilina. Nor did it. The verdict came
in ABSOLVO by a large majority, and even Cato afterward was unable to find
hard evidence that Crassus had needed to bribe.

"l told you so0," said Caesar to Cato.

"It isn't over yet!" barked Cato, and stalked off.

There were seven candidates for the consulship when the nominations closed,
and the field was an interesting one. His acquittal meant Catilina had declared
himself, and he had to be regarded as a virtual certainty for one of the two posts.
As Cato had said, he had the blood. He was also the same charming and
persuasive man he had been at the time he wooed the Vestal Virgin Fabia, so
his following was very large. If too it consisted of too many men who skated
perilously close to ruin, that did not negate its power. Besides which, it was now
generally known that Marcus Crassus supported him, and Marcus Crassus
commanded very many of the First Class of voters.

Servilia's husband Silanus was another candidate, though his health was not
good; had he been hale and hearty, he would have had little trouble in gathering
enough votes to be elected. But the fate of Quintus Marcius Rex, doomed to be
sole consul by the deaths of his junior colleague and then the suffect
replacement, intruded into everyone's mind. Silanus didn't look as if he would last



out his year, and no one thought it wise to let Catilina hold the reins of Rome
without a colleague, Crassus notwithstanding.

Another likely candidate was the vile Gaius Antonius Hybrida, whom Caesar
had tried unsuccessfully to prosecute for the torture, maiming and murder of
many Greek citizens during Sulla's Greek wars. Hybrida had eluded justice, but
public opinion inside Rome had forced him to go into a voluntary exile on the
island of Cephallenia; the discovery of some grave mounds had yielded him
fabulous wealth, so when he returned to Rome to find himself expelled from the
Senate, Hybrida simply started again. First he re-entered the Senate by
becoming a tribune of the plebs; then in the following year he bribed his way into
a praetorship, ardently supported by that ambitious and able New Man Cicero,
who had cause to be grateful to him. Poor Cicero had found himself in a severe
financial embarrassment brought about by his passion for collecting Greek
statues and installing them in a plethora of country villas; it was Hybrida who lent
him the money to extricate himself. Ever since then Cicero spoke up for him, and
was doing so at the moment so strenuously that it could safely be deduced that
he and Hybrida were planning to run as a team for the consulship, Cicero lending
their campaign respectability and Hybrida putting up the money.

The man who might have offered Catilina the stiffest competition was
undoubtedly Marcus Tullius Cicero, but the trouble was that Cicero had no
ancestors; he was a homo novus, a New Man. Sheer legal and oratorical
brilliance had pushed him steadily up the cursus honorum, but much of the First
Class of the Centuries deemed him a presumptuous hayseed, as did the boni.
Consuls ought to be men of proven Roman origins, and from illustrious families.
Though everyone knew Cicero to be an honest man of high ability (and knew
Catilina to be extremely shady), still and all the feeling in Rome was that Catilina
deserved the consulship ahead of Cicero.

After Catilina was acquitted, Cato held a conference with Bibulus and
Ahenobarbus, who had been quaestor two years before; all three were now in
the Senate, which meant they were now fully entrenched within the
ultra-conservative rump, the boni.

"We cannot permit Catilina to be elected consul!" brayed Cato. "He's seduced
the rapacious Marcus Crassus into supporting him."

"l agree," said Bibulus calmly. "Between the two of them, they'll wreak havoc



on the mos maiorum. The Senate will be full of Gauls, and Rome will have
another province to worry about."

"What do we do?" asked Ahenobarbus, a young man more famous for the
quality of his temper than his intellect.

"We seek an interview with Catulus and Hortensius," Bibulus said, "and
between us we work out a way to swing opinion in the First Class from the idea
of Catilina as consul." He cleared his throat. "However, | suggest that we appoint
Cato the leader of our deputation.”

"| refuse to be a leader of any kind!" yelled Cato.

"Yes, | know that," Bibulus said patiently, "but the fact remains that ever since
the Great Treasury War you've become a symbol to most of Rome. You may be
the youngest of us, but you're also the most respected. Catulus and Hortensius
are well aware of that. Therefore you will act as our spokesman."

"It ought to be you" from Cato, annoyed.

"The boni are against men thinking themselves better than their peers, and |
am of the boni, Marcus. Whoever is the most suitable on a particular day is the
spokesman. Today, that's you."

"What | don't understand," said Ahenobarbus, "is why we have to seek an
audience at all. Catulus is our leader, he ought to be summoning us."

"He's not himself," Bibulus explained. "When Caesar humiliated him in the
House over that battering-ram business, he lost clout." The cool silvery gaze
transferred to Cato. "Nor were you very tactful, Marcus, when you humiliated him
in public while Vibius was on trial for fraud. Caesar was self-evident, but a man
loses huge amounts of clout when his own adherents upbraid him."

"He shouldn't have said what he did to me!"

Bibulus sighed. "Sometimes, Cato, you're more a liability than an asset!"

The note asking Catulus for an audience was under Cato's seal, and written by
Cato. Catulus summoned his brother-in-law Hortensius (Catulus was married to
Hortensius's sister, Hortensia, and Hortensius was married to Catulus's sister,
Lutatia) feeling a small glow of pleasure; that Cato should seek his help was
balm to his wounded pride.

"| agree that Catilina cannot be allowed the consulship," he said stiffly. "His
deal with Marcus Crassus is now public property because the man can't resist an
opportunity to boast, and at this stage he's convinced he can't lose. I've been



thinking a lot about the problem, and I've come to the conclusion that we ought to
use Catilina's boasting of his alliance with Marcus Crassus. There are many
knights who esteem Crassus, but only because there are limitations to his power.
| predict that droves of knights won't want to see Crassus's influence increased
by an influx of clients from across the Padus, as well as from all that Egyptian
money. If they thought Crassus would share Egypt with them, it would be
different, but luckily everyone knows Crassus won't share. Though technically
Egypt would belong to Rome, in actual fact it would become the private kingdom
of Marcus Licinius Crassus to rape to his heart's content."

"The trouble is," said Quintus Hortensius, "that the rest of the field is horribly
unappealing. Silanus, yes—if he were a well man, which he's so obviously not.
Besides which, he declined to take a province after his term as praetor on the
grounds of ill health, and that won't impress the voters. Some of the candidates—
Minucius Thermus, for example—are hopeless."

"There's Antonius Hybrida," said Ahenobarbus.

Bibulus's lip curled. "If we take Hybrida—a bad man, but so monumentally inert
that he won't do the State any harm—we also have to take that self-opinionated
pimple Cicero."

A gloomy silence fell, broken by Catulus.

“Then the real decision is, which one of two unpalatable men is the preferable
alternative?" he said slowly. "Do the boni want Catilina with Crassus triumphantly
pulling his strings, or do we want a low-class braggart like Cicero lording it over
us?"

"Cicero," said Hortensius.

"Cicero," said Bibulus.

"Cicero," said Ahenobarbus.

And, very reluctantly from Cato, "Cicero."

"Very well," said Catulus, "Cicero it is. Ye Gods, I'll find it hard to hang on to my
gorge in the House next year! A jumped-up New Man as one of Rome's consuls.
Tchah!"

"Then | suggest," said Hortensius, pulling a face, “that we all eat very sparingly
before meetings of the Senate next year."

The group dispersed to go to work, and for a month they worked very hard
indeed. Much to Catulus's chagrin it became obvious that Cato, barely thirty



years old, was the one who had the most clout. The Great Treasury War and all
those proscription rewards safely back in the State coffers had made a terrific
impression on the First Class, who had been the ones to suffer most under
Sulla's proscriptions. Cato was a hero to the Ordo Equester, and if Cato said to
vote for Cicero and Hybrida, then that was whom every knight lower than the
Eighteen would vote for!

The result was that the consuls-elect were Marcus Tullius Cicero in senior
place and Gaius Antonius Hybrida as his junior colleague. Cicero was jubilant,
never really understanding that he owed his victory to circumstances having
nothing to do with merit or integrity or clout. Had Catilina not been a candidate,
Cicero would never have been elected at all. But as no one told him this, he
strutted around Forum Romanum and Senate in a daze of happiness liberally
larded with conceit. Oh, what a year! Senior consul in suo anno, the proud father
of a son at last, and his fourteen-year-old daughter, Tullia, formally betrothed to
the wealthy and august Gaius Calpurnius Piso Frugi. Even Terentia was being
nice to him

!

When Lucius Decumius heard that the present consuls, Lucius Caesar and
Marcius Figulus, proposed to legislate the crossroads colleges out of existence,
he was thrown into a panic-stricken rage and horror, and ran immediately to see
his patron, Caesar.

"This," he said wrathfully, "is just not fair! When has we ever done anything
wrong? We minds our own business!"

A statement which threw Caesar into a dilemma, for he of course knew the
circumstances leading to the proposed new law.

It all went back to the consulship of Gaius Piso three years earlier, and to the
tribunate of the plebs of Pompey's man, Gaius Manilius. It had been Aulus
Gabinius's job to secure the eradication of the pirates for Pompey; now it became
Gaius Manilius's job to secure the command against the two kings for Pompey.
In one way an easier job, thanks to Pompey's brilliant handling of the pirates, yet
in another way a more difficult job, as those opposed to special commands could
see only too clearly that Pompey was a man of enormous ability who might just
use this new commission to make himself Dictator when he returned victorious
from the East. And with Gaius Piso as sole consul, Manilius faced an adamant



and irascible foe in the Senate.

At first glance Manilius's initial bill seemed harmless and irrelevant to Pompey's
concerns: he merely asked the Plebeian Assembly to distribute Rome's citizen
freedmen across the full gamut of the thirty-five tribes, instead of keeping them
confined to two urban tribes, Suburana and Esquilina. But no one was fooled.
Manilius's bill directly affected senators and senior knights, as they were both the
major slave owners and those who had multitudes of freedmen in their clienteles.

A stranger to the way Rome worked might have been pardoned for assuming
that the law of numbers would ensure that any measure altering the status of
Rome's freedmen would make no difference, for the definition of abject poverty in
Rome was a man's inability to own one slave— and there were few indeed who
did not own one slave. Therefore on the surface any plebiscite distributing
freedmen across all thirty-five tribes should have little effect on the top end of
society. But such was not the case.

The vast majority of slave owners in Rome kept no more than that single slave,
or perhaps two slaves. But these were not male slaves; they were female. For
two reasons: the first, that her master could enjoy a female slave's sexual favors,
and the second, that a male slave was a temptation to the master's wife, and the
paternity of his children suspect in consequence. After all, what need had a poor
man for a male slave? Servile duties were domestic—washing, fetching water,
preparing meals, assisting with the children, emptying chamber pots—and not
well done by men. Attitudes of mind didn't change just because a person was
unlucky enough to be slave rather than free; men liked to do men's things, and
despised the lot of women as drudgery.

Theoretically every slave was paid a peculium and got his or her keep besides;
the little sum of money was hoarded to buy freedom. But practically, freedom
was something only the well-to-do master could afford to bestow, especially
since manumission carried a five percent tax. With the result that the bulk of
Rome's female slaves were never freed while useful (and, fearing destitution
more than unpaid labor, they contrived to remain useful even after they grew
old). Nor could they afford to belong to a burial club enabling them to buy a
funeral after death, together with decent interment. They wound up in the lime
pits without so much as a grave marker to say they had ever existed.

Only those Romans with a relatively high income and a number of households



to maintain owned many slaves. The higher a Roman's social and economic
status, the more servants in his employ—and the more likely he was to have
males among them. In these echelons manumission was common and a slave's
service limited to between ten and fifteen years, after which he (it was usually he)
became a freedman in the clientele of his previous master. He donned the Cap
of Liberty and became a Roman citizen; if he had a wife and adult children, they
too were freed.

His vote, however, was useless unless—as did happen from time to time—he
made a large amount of money and bought himself membership in one of the
thirty-one rural tribes, as well as being economically qualified to belong to a
Class in the Centuries. But the great majority remained in the urban tribes of
Suburana and Esquilina, which were the two most enormous tribes Rome
owned, yet were able to deliver only two votes in the tribal Assemblies. This
meant that a freedman's vote could not affect a tribal Assembly vote result.

Gaius Manilius's projected bill therefore had huge significance. Were Rome's
freedmen to be distributed across the thirty-five tribes, they might alter the
outcome of tribal elections and legislation, and this despite the fact that they
were not in a majority among the citizens of Rome. The prospective danger lay in
the fact that freed-men lived inside the city; were they to belong to rural tribes,
they could by voting in these rural tribes outnumber the genuine rural tribe
members present inside Rome during a vote. Not such a problem for the
elections, held during summer when many rural people were inside Rome, but a
serious peril for legislation. Legislation happened at any time of year, but was
particularly prevalent during December, January and February, the months which
saw the lawmaking pinnacle of the new tribunes of the plebs—and months when
rural citizens did not come to Rome.

Manilius's bill went down to decisive defeat. The freedmen remained in those
two gigantic urban tribes. But where it spelled trouble for men like Lucius
Decumius lay in the fact that Manilius had sought out Rome's freedmen to drum
up support for his bill. And where did Rome's freedmen congregate? In
crossroads colleges, as they were convivial places as stuffed with slaves and
freedmen as they were with ordinary Roman lowly. Manilius had gone from one
crossroads college to another, talking to the men his law would benefit,
persuading them to go to the Forum and support him. Knowing themselves



possessed of worthless votes, many freedmen had obliged him. But when the
Senate and the senior knights of the Eighteen saw these masses of freedmen
descend on the Forum, all they could think of was the danger. Anyplace where
freedmen gathered ought to be outlawed. The crossroads colleges would have to
go.

A crossroads was a hotbed of spiritual activity, and had to be guarded against
evil forces. It was a place where the Lares congregated, and the Lares were the
myriad wraiths which peopled the Underworld and found a natural focus for their
forces at a crossroads. Thus each crossroads had a shrine to the Lares, and
once a year around the start of January a festival called the Compitalia was
devoted to the placation of the Lares of the crossroads. On the night before the
Compitalia every free resident of the district leading to a crossroads was obliged
to hang up a woolen doll, and every slave a woolen ball; in Rome the shrines
were so overwhelmed by dolls and balls that one of the duties of the crossroads
colleges was to rig up lines to hold them. Dolls had heads, and a free person had
a head counted by the censors; balls had no heads, for slaves were not counted.
Slaves were, however, an important part of the festivities. As on the Saturnalia,
they feasted as equals with the free men and women of Rome, and it was the
duty of slaves (stripped of their servile insignia) to make the offering of a fattened
pig to the Lares. All of which was under the authority of the crossroads colleges
and the urban praetor, their supervisor.

Thus a crossroads college was a religious brotherhood. Each one had a
custodian, the vilicus, who made sure that the men of his district gathered
regularly in rent-free premises close to the crossroads and the Lares shrine; they
kept the shrine and the crossroads neat, clean, unattractive to evil forces. Many
of Rome's intersections did not have a shrine, as these were limited to the major
junctions.

One such crossroads college lay in the ground-floor apex of Aurelia's insula
under the care of Lucius Decumius. Until Aurelia had tamed him after she moved
into her insula, Lucius Decumius had run an extremely profitable side business
guaranteeing protection to the shop owners and factory proprietors in his district;
when Aurelia exerted that formidable strength of hers and demonstrated to
Lucius Decumius that she was not to be gainsaid, he solved his quandary by
moving his protection business to the outer Sacra Via and the Vicus Fabricii,



where the local colleges were lacking in such enterprise. Though his census was
of the Fourth Class and his tribe urban Suburana, Lucius Decumius was
definitely a power to be reckoned with.

Allied with his fellow custodians of Rome's other crossroads colleges, he had
successfully fought Gaius Piso's attempt to close down all the crossroads
colleges because Manilius had exploited them. Gaius Piso and the boni had
therefore been forced to look elsewhere for a victim, and chose Manilius himself,
who managed to survive a trial for extortion, then was convicted of treason and
exiled for life, his fortune confiscated to the last sestertius.

Unfortunately the threat to the crossroads colleges did not go away after Gaius
Piso left office. The Senate and the knights of the Eighteen had got it into their
heads that the existence of crossroads colleges provided rent-free premises
wherein political dissidents might gather and fraternize under religious auspices.
Now Lucius Caesar and Marcius Figulus were going to ban them.

Which led to Lucius Decumius's wrathful appearance at Caesar's rooms on the
Vicus Patricii.

"It isn't fair!" he repeated.

"l know, dad," said Caesar, sighing.

"Then what are you going to do about it?" the old man demanded.

"I'll try, dad, that goes without saying. However, | doubt there's anything | can
do. | knew you'd come to see me, so I've already talked to my cousin Lucius,
only to learn that he and Marcius Figulus are quite determined. With very few
exceptions, they intend to outlaw every college, sodality and club in Rome."

“Who gets excepted?" Lucius Decumius barked, jaw set.

“Religious sodalities like the Jews. Legitimate burial clubs. The colleges of civil
servants. Trade guilds. That's all."

"But we're religious!"

"According to my cousin Lucius Caesar, not religious enough. The Jews don't
drink and gossip in their synagogues, and the Salii, the Luperci, the Arval
Brethren and others rarely meet at all. Crossroads colleges have premises
wherein all men are welcome, including slaves and freedmen. That makes them
potentially very dangerous, it's being said."

"So who's going to care for the Lares and their shrines?"

"The urban praetor and the aediles."



"They're already too busy!"

"l agree, dad, | agree wholeheartedly," said Caesar. "l even tried to tell my
cousin that, but he wouldn't listen."

"Can't you help us, Caesar? Honestly?"

"I'll be voting against it and I'll try to persuade as many others as | can to do the
same. Oddly enough, quite a few of the boni oppose the law too—the crossroads
colleges are a very old tradition, therefore to abolish them offends the mos
maiorum. Cato is shouting about it loudly. However, it will go through, dad."

"We'll have to shut our doors."

"Oh, not necessarily," said Caesar, smiling.

"l knew you wouldn't let me down! What does we do?"

"You'll definitely lose your official standing, but that merely puts you at a
financial disadvantage. | suggest you install a bar and call yourselves a tavern,
with you as its proprietor.”

"Can't do that, Caesar. Old Roscius next door would complain to the urban
praetor in a trice—we've been buying our wine from him since | was a boy."

"Then offer Roscius the bar concession. If you close your doors, dad, he's
severely out of purse.”

"Could all the colleges do it?"

"Throughout Rome, you mean?"

"Yes."

"l don't see why not. However, due to certain activities | won't name, you're a
wealthy college. The consuls are convinced the colleges will have to shut their
doors because they'll have to pay ground-floor rents. As you will to my mother,
dad. She's a businesswoman, she'll insist. In your case you might get a bit of a
discount, but others?" Caesar shrugged. “I doubt the amount of wine consumed
would cover expenses."

Brows knitted, Lucius Decumius thought hard. "Does the consuls know what
we does for a real living, Caesar?"

"If | didn't tell them—and | didn't'—then | don't know who would."

"Then there's no problem!" said Lucius Decumius cheerfully. "We're most of us
in the same protection business." He huffed with great content. "And we'll go on
caring for the crossroads too. Can't have the Lares running riot, can we? I'll call a
meeting of us custodians—we'll beat 'em yet, Pavo!"



"That's the spirit, dad!"
And off went Lucius Decumius, beaming.

Autumn that year brought torrential rains to the Apennines, and the Tiber
flooded its valley for two hundred miles. It had been some generations since the
city of Rome had suffered so badly. Only the seven hills protruded out of the
waters; the Forum Romanum, Velabrum, Circus Maximus, Forums Boarium and
Holitorium, the whole of the Sacra Via out to the Servian Walls and the
manufactories of the Vicus Fabricii drowned. The sewers back-washed; buildings
with unsafe foundations crumbled; the sparsely settled heights of Quirinal,
Viminal and Aventine became vast camps for refugees; and respiratory, diseases
raged. Miraculously the incredibly ancient Wooden Bridge survived, perhaps
because it lay farthest downstream, whereas the Pons Fabricius between Tiber
Island and the Circus Flaminius perished. As this happened too late in the year
to stand for next year's tribunate of the plebs, Lucius Fabricius, who was the
current promising member of his family, announced that he would stand next
year for the tribunate of the plebs. Care of bridges and highways into Rome lay
with the tribunes of the plebs, and Fabricius was not about to allow any other
man to rebuild what was his family's bridge! The Pons Fabricius it was; and the
Pons Fabricius it would remain.

And Caesar received a letter from Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus, conqueror of
the East.

Well, Caesar, what a campaign. Both the kings rolled up and everything
looking good. | can't understand why Lucullus took so long. Mind you, he couldn't
control his troops, yet here I've got every man who served under him, with never
a peep out of them. Marcus Silius sends his regards, by the way. A good man.

What a strange place Pontus is. | now see why King Mithridates always had to
use mercenaries and northerners in his army. Some of his Pontic people are so
primitive that they live in trees. They also brew some sort of foul liquor out of
twigs, of all things, though how they manage to drink it and stay alive | don't
know. Some of my men were marching through the forest in eastern Pontus and
found big bowls of the stuff on the ground. You know soldiers! They guzzled the
lot, had a fine time of it. Until they all fell over dead. Killed them!



The booty is unbelievable. | took all those so-called impregnable citadels he
built all over Armenia Parva and eastern Pontus, of course. Not very hard to do.
Oh, you mightn't know who | mean by "he." Mithridates. Yes, well, the treasures
he'd managed to salt away filled every one of them—seventy-odd, all told—to the
brim. It will take years to ship the lot back to Rome; I've got an army of clerks
taking inventory. It's my reckoning that I'll double what's in the Treasury and then
double Rome's income from tributes from now on.

| brought Mithridates to battle in a place in Pontus | renamed Nicopolis—
already had a Pompeiopolis—and he went down badly. Escaped to Sinoria,
where he grabbed six thousand talents of gold and bolted down the Euphrates to
find Tigranes. Who wasn't having a good time of it either! Phraates of the
Parthians invaded Armenia while | was tidying up Mithridates, and actually laid
siege to Artaxata. Tigranes beat him off, and the Parthians went back home. But
it finished Tigranes. He wasn't in a fit state to hold me off, | can tell you! So he
sued for a separate peace, and wouldn't let Mithridates enter Armenia.
Mithridates went north instead, headed for Cimmeria. What he didn't know was
that I've been having some correspondence with the son he'd installed in
Cimmeria as satrap—called Machares.

Anyway, | let Tigranes have Armenia, but tributary to Rome, and took
everything west of the Euphrates off him along with Sophene and Corduene.
Made him pay me the six thousand talents of gold Mithridates filched, and asked
for two hundred and forty sesterces for each of my men.

What, wasn't | worried about Mithridates? The answer is no. Mithridates is well
into his sixties. Well past it, Caesar. Fabian tactics. | just let the old boy run,
couldn't see he was a danger anymore. And | did have Machares. So while
Mithridates ran, | marched. For which blame Varro, who doesn't have a bone in
his body isn't curious. He was dying to dabble his toes in the Caspian Sea, and |
thought, well, why not? So off we went northeastward.

Not much booty and far too many snakes, huge vicious spiders, giant
scorpions. Funny how our men will fight all manner of human foes without turning
a hair, then scream like women over crawlies. They sent me a deputation
begging me to turn back when the Caspian Sea was only miles away. | turned
back. Had to. | scream at crawlies too. So does Varro, who by this was quite
happy to keep his toes dry.



You probably know that Mithridates is dead, but I'll tell you how it actually
happened. He got to Panticapaeum on the Cimmerian Bosporus, and began
levying another army. He'd had the forethought to bring plenty of daughters with
him, and used them as bait to draw Scythian levies—offered them to the
Scythian kings and princes as brides.

You have to admire the old boy's persistence, Caesar. Do you know what he
intended to do? Gather a quarter of a million men and march on Italia and Rome
the long way! He was going to go right round the top end of the Euxine and down
through the lands of the Roxolani to the mouth of the Danubius. Then he
intended to march up the Danubius gathering all the tribes along the way into his
forces—Dacians, Bessi, Dardani, you name them. | hear Burebistas of the
Dacians was very keen. Then he was going to cross to the Dravus and Savus,
and march into Italia across the Carnic Alps!

Oh, | forgot to say that when he got to Panticapaeum he forced Machares to
commit suicide. Bloodthirsty for his own kin, can never understand that in eastern
kings. While he was busy raising his army, Phanagoria (the town on the other
side of the Bosporus) revolted. The leader was another son of his, Pharnaces. I'd
also been writing to him. Of course Mithridates put the rebellion down, but he
made one bad mistake. He pardoned Pharnaces. Must have been running out of
sons. Pharnaces repaid him by rounding up a fresh lot of revolutionaries and
storming the fortress in Panticapaeum. That was the end, and Mithridates knew
it. So he murdered however many daughters he had left, and some wives and
concubines and even a few sons who were still children. Then he took an
enormous dose of poison. But it wouldn't work; he'd been too successful all those
years of deliberately poisoning himself to become immune. The deed was done
by one of the Gauls in his bodyguard. Ran the old man through with a sword. |
buried him in Sinope.

In the meantime, | was marching into Syria, getting it tidied up so Rome can
inherit. No more kings of Syria. | for one am tired of eastern potentates. Syria will
become a Roman province, much safer. | also like the idea of putting good
Roman troops against the Euphrates—ought to make the Parthians think a bit. |
also settled the strife between the Greeks displaced by Tigranes and the Arabs
displaced by Tigranes. The Arabs will be quite handy, | think, so | did send some
of them back to the desert. But | made it worth their while. Abgarus—I hear he



made life so hard in Antioch for young Publius Clodius that Clodius fled, though
exactly what Abgarus did | can't find out—is the King of the Skenites, then | put
someone with the terrific name of Sampsiceramus in charge of another lot, and
so forth. This sort of thing is really enjoyable work, Caesar; it gives a lot of
satisfaction. No one out here is very practical, and they squabble and quarrel
with each other endlessly. Silly. It's such a rich place you'd think they'd learn to
get on, but they don't. Still, | can't repine. It does mean that Gnaeus Pompeius
from Picenum has kings in his clientele! | have earned that Magnus, | tell you.
The worst part of it all turns out to be the Jews. A very strange lot. They were
fairly reasonable until the old Queen, Alexandra, died a couple of years ago. But
she left two sons to fight out the succession, complicated by the fact that their
religion is as important to them as their state. So one son has to be High Priest,
as far as | can gather. The other one wanted to be King of the Jews, but the High
Priest one, Hyrcanus, thought it would be nice to combine both offices. They had
a bit of a war, and Hyrcanus was defeated by brother Aristobulus. Then along
comes an ldumaean prince named Antipater, who whispered in Hyrcanus's ear
and then persuaded Hyrcanus to ally himself with King Aretas of the
Nabataeans. The deal was that Hyrcanus would hand over twelve Arab cities to
Aretas that the Jews were ruling. They then laid siege to Aristobulus in
Jerusalem, which is their name for Hierosolyma.

| sent my quaestor, young Scaurus, to sort the mess out. Ought to have known
better. He picked Aristobulus as the one in the right, and ordered Aretas back to
Nabataea. Then Aristobulus ambushed him at Papyron or some such place, and
Aretas lost. | got to Antioch to find that Aristobulus was the King of the Jews, and
Scaurus didn't know what to do. The next thing, I'm getting presents from both
sides. You should see the present Aristobulus sent me—well, you will at my
triumph. A magical thing, Caesar, a grapevine made of pure gold, with golden
bunches of grapes all over it.

Anyway, I've ordered both camps to meet me in Damascus next spring. |
believe Damascus has a lovely climate, so | think I'll winter there and finish
sorting out the mess between Tigranes and the King of the Parthians. The one
I'm interested to meet is the Idumaean, Antipater. Sounds like a clever sort of
fellow. Probably circumcised. They almost all are, the Semites. Peculiar practice.
I'm attached to my foreskin, literally as well as metaphorically. There! That came



out quite well. That's because I've still got Varro with me, as well as Lenaeus and
Theophanes of Mitylene. | hear Lucullus is crowing because he brought back this
fabulous fruit called a cherry to Italia, but I'm bringing back all sorts of plants,
including this sweet and succulent sort of lemon | found in Media—an orange
lemon, isn't that strange? Ought to grow well in Italia, likes a dry summer, fruits in
winter.

Well, enough prattle. Time to get down to business and tell you why I'm writing.
You're a very subtle and clever chap, Caesar, and it hasn't escaped my notice
that you always speak up for me in the Senate, and to good effect. No one else
did over the pirates. | think I'll be another two years in the East, ought to fetch up
at home about the time you'll be leaving office as praetor, if you're going to take
advantage of Sulla's law letting patricians stand two years early.

But I'm making it my policy to have at least one tribune of the plebs in my
Roman camp until after | get home. The next one is Titus Labienus, and | know
you know him because you were both on Vatia Isauricus's staff in Cilicia ten or
twelve years ago. He's a very good man, comes from Cingulum, right in the
middle of my patch. Clever too. He tells me the pair of you got on well together. |
know you won't be holding a magistracy, but it might be that you can lend Titus
Labienus a hand occasionally. Or he might be able to lend you a hand—feel free.
I've told him all this. The year after—the year of your praetorship, | imagine—my
man will be Mucia's younger brother, Metellus Nepos. | ought to arrive home just
after he finishes his term, though | can't be sure.

So what I'd like you to do, Caesar, is hold a watch for me and mine. You're
going to go far, even if | haven't left you much of the world to conquer! I've never
forgotten that it was you who showed me how to be consul, while corrupt old
Philippus couldn't be bothered.

Your friend from Mitylene, Aulus Gabinius, sends you his warm regards.

Well, | might as well say it. Do what you can to help me get land for my troops.
It's too early for Labienus to try, the job will go to Nepos. I'm sending him home in
style well before next year's elections. A pity you can't be consul when the fight
to get my land is on, a bit too early for you. Still, it might drag out until you're
consul-elect, and then you can be a real help. It isn't going to be easy.

Caesar laid the long letter down and put his chin in his hand, having much to



think about. Though he found it naive, he enjoyed Pompey's bald prose and
casual asides; they brought Magnus into the room in a way that the polished
essays Varro wrote for Pompey's senatorial dispatches never did.

When he had first met Pompey on that memorable day Pompey had turned up
to claim Mucia Tertia at Aunt Julia's, Caesar had detested him. And in some
ways he probably never would warmly like the man. However, the years and
exposure had somewhat softened his attitude, which now, he decided, contained
more like than dislike. Oh, one had to deplore the conceit and the rustic in him,
and his patent disregard for due process of the law. Nonetheless he was gifted
and so eminently capable. He hadn't put a foot wrong very often, and the older
he became, the more unerring his step. Crassus loathed him of course, which
was a difficulty. That left him, Caesar, to steer a course between the two.

Titus Labienus. A cruel and barbarous man. Tall, muscular, curly-headed,
hook-nosed, snapping black eyes. Absolutely at home on a horse. Quite what his
remote ancestry was had flummoxed more Romans than merely Caesar; even
Pompey had been heard to say that he thought Mormolyce had snatched the
mother's newborn babe out of its cradle and substituted one of her own to be
brought up as Titus Labienus's heir. Interesting that Labienus had informed
Pompey how well he had gotten on with Caesar in the old days. And it was true
enough. Two born riders, they had shared many a gallop through the countryside
around Tarsus, and talked endlessly about cavalry tactics in battle. Yet Caesar
couldn't warm to him, despite the man's undeniable brilliance. Labienus was
someone to be used but never trusted.

Caesar quite understood why Pompey was concerned enough about
Labienus's fate as a tribune of the plebs to enlist Caesar in a support role; the
new College was a particularly weird mixture of independent individuals who
would probably fly off in ten tangents and spend more time vetoing each other
than anything else. Though in one respect Pompey had erred; if Caesar had
been planning his assortment of tame tribunes of the plebs, then Labienus would
have been saved for the year Pompey started to press for land for his veterans.
What Caesar knew of Metellus Nepos indicated that he was too Caecilian; he
wouldn't have the necessary steel. For that kind of work, a fiery Picentine without
ancestors and nowhere to go save up yielded the best results.

Mucia Tertia. Widow of Young Marius, wife of Pompey the Great. Mother of



Pompey's children, boy, girl, boy. Why had he never got round to her? Perhaps
because he still felt about her the way he had about Bibulus's wife, Domitia: the
prospect of cuckolding Pompey was so alluring he kept postponing the actual
deed. Domitia (the cousin of Cato's brother-in-law, Ahenobarbus) was now an
accomplished fact, though Bibulus hadn't heard about it yet. He would! What fun!
Only—did Caesar really want to annoy Pompey in a way he understood Pompey
particularly would loathe? He might need Pompey, just as Pompey might need
him. What a pity. Of all the women on his list, Caesar fancied Mucia Tertia most.
And that she fancied him he had known for years. Now ... was it worth it?
Probably not. Probably not. Conscious of a twinge of regret, Caesar mentally
erased Mucia Tertia's name from his list.

Which turned out to be just as well. With the year drawing to its close, Labienus
returned from his estates in Picenum and moved into the very modest house he
had recently bought on the Palatium, which was the less settled and more
unfashionable side of the Palatine. And the very next day hied himself off to see
Caesar just sufficiently too late for anyone left in Aurelia's apartment to assume
he was Caesar's client.

"But let's not talk here, Titus Labienus," said Caesar, and drew him back
toward the door. "I have rooms down the street."

"This is very nice," said Labienus, ensconced in a comfortable chair and with
weak watered wine at his elbow.

"Considerably quieter," said Caesar, sitting in another chair but not with the
desk between them; he did not wish to give this man the impression that
business was the order of the day. "I am interested to know," he said, sipping
water, "why Pompeius didn't conserve you for the year after next."

"Because he didn't expect to be in the East for so long," said Labienus. "Until
he decided he couldn't abandon Syria with the Jewish question unsettled, he
really thought he'd be home by next spring. Didn't he tell you that in his letter?"

So Labienus knew all about the letter. Caesar grinned. "You know him at least
as well as | do, Labienus. He did ask me to give you any assistance | could, and
he also told me about the Jewish difficulties. What he neglected to mention was
that he had planned to be home earlier than he said he was going to be."

The black eyes flashed, but not with laughter; Labienus had little sense of
humor. "Well, that's it, that's the reason. So instead of a brilliant tribunate of the



plebs, I'm going to have no more to do than legislate to allow Magnus to wear full
triumphal regalia at the games."

"With or without minim all over his face?"

That did provoke a short laugh. “You know Magnus, Caesar! He wouldn't wear
minim even during his triumph itself."

Caesar was beginning to understand the situation a little better. "Are you
Magnus's client?" he asked.

"Oh, yes. What man from Picenum isn't?"

"Yet you didn't go east with him."

"He wouldn't even use Afranius and Petreius when he cleaned up the pirates,
though he did manage to slip them in after some of the big names when he went
to war against the kings. And Lollius Palicanus, Aulus Gabinius. Mind you, | didn't
have a senatorial census, which is why | couldn't stand as quaestor. A poor
man's only way into the Senate is to become tribune of the plebs and then hope
he makes enough money before the next lot of censors to qualify to stay in the
Senate," said Labienus harshly.

"l always thought Magnus was very open-handed. Hasn't he offered to assist
you?"

"He saves his largesse for those in a position to do great things for him. You
might say that under his original plans, | was on a promise."

"And it isn't a very big promise now that triumphal regalia is the most important
thing on his tribunician schedule."

"Exactly."

Caesar sighed, stretched his legs out. "l take it," he said, "that you would like to
leave a name behind you after your year in the College is over."

"l would."

"It's a long time since we were both junior military tribunes under Vatia
Isauricus, and I'm sorry the years since haven't been kind to you. Unfortunately
my own finances don't permit of a trifling loan, and | do understand that | can't
function as your patron. However, Titus Labienus, in four years | will be consul,
which means that in five years | will be going to a province. | do not intend to be
a tame governor in a tame province. Wherever | go, there will be plenty of
military work to do, and | will need some excellent people to work as my legates.
In particular, | will need one legate who will have propraetorian status whom |



can trust to campaign as well without me as with me. What | remember about
you is your military sense. So I'll make a pact with you here and now. Number
one, that I'll find something for you to do during your tribunate of the plebs that
will make your year a memorable one. And number two, that when | go as
proconsul to my province, I'll make sure you come with me as my chief legate
with propraetorian status," said Caesar.

Labienus drew a breath. "What | remember about you, Caesar, is your military
sense. How odd! Mucia said you were worth watching. She spoke of you, |
thought, with more respect than she ever does of Magnus."

"Mucia?"

The black gaze was very level. "That's right."

"Well, welll How many people know?" asked Caesar.

"None, | hope."

"Doesn't he lock her up in his stronghold while he's away? That's what he used
to do."

"She's not a child anymore—if she ever was," said Titus Labienus, eyes
flashing again. "She's like me, she's had a hard life. You learn from a hard life.
We find ways."

“Next time you see her, tell her that the secret is safe with me," said Caesar,
smiling. "If Magnus finds out, you'll get no help from that quarter. So are you
interested in my proposition?"

"l most certainly am."

After Labienus departed Caesar continued to sit without moving. Mucia Tertia
had a lover, and she hadn't needed to venture outside Picenum to find him. What
an extraordinary choice! He couldn't think of three men more different from each
other than Young Marius, Pompeius Magnus and Titus Labienus. That was a
searching lady. Did Labienus please her more than the other two, or was he
simply a diversion brought about by loneliness and lack of a wide field to choose
from?

Nothing surer than that Pompey would find out. The lovers might delude
themselves no one knew, but if the affair had been going on in Picenum,
discovery was inevitable. Pompey's letter did not indicate anyone had tattled yet,
but it was only a matter of time. And then Titus Labienus stood to lose everything
Pompey might have given him, though clearly his hopes of Pompey's favor had



already waned. Maybe his intriguing with Mucia Tertia had arisen out of
disillusionment with Pompey? Very possible.

All of which scarcely mattered; what occupied Caesar's mind was how to make
Labienus's year as a tribune of the plebs a memorable one. Difficult if not
impossible in this present climate of political torpor and uninspiring curule
magistrates. About the only thing capable of kindling a fire beneath the rear ends
of these slugs was a fearsomely radical land bill suggesting that every last
iugerum of Rome's ager publicus be given away to the poor, and that wouldn't
please Pompey at all—Pompey needed Rome's public lands as a gift for his
troops.

When the new tribunes of the plebs entered office on the tenth day of
December, the diversity among its members became glaringly obvious. Caecilius
Rufus actually had the temerity to propose that the disgraced ex-consuls-elect
Publius Sulla and Publius Autronius be allowed to stand for the consulship in the
future; that all nine of his colleagues vetoed Caecilius's bill came as no surprise.
No surprise either was the response to Labienus's bill giving Pompey the right to
wear full triumphal regalia at all public games; it swept into law.

The surprise came from Publius Servilius Rullus when he said that every last
iugerum of Rome's ager publicus both in Italy and abroad be given away to the
poor. Shades of the Gracchi! Rullus lit the fire turning senatorial slugs into
ravening wolves.

"If Rullus succeeds, when Magnus comes home there'll be no State land left for
his veterans," said Labienus to Caesar.

"Ah, but Rullus neglected to mention that fact," replied Caesar, unruffled. "As
he chose to present his bill in the House before taking it to the Comitia, he really
ought to have made mention of Magnus's soldiers."

"He didn't have to mention them. Everyone knows."

"True. But if there's one thing every man of substance detests, it's land bills.
The ager publicus is sacred. Too many senatorial families of enormous influence
rent it and make money out of it. Bad enough to propose giving some of it away
to a victorious general's troops, but to demand that all of it be given away to
Head Count vermin? Anathema! If Rullus had only come out and said directly
that what Rome no longer owns cannot be awarded to Magnus's troops, he might
have gained support from some very peculiar quarters. As it is, the bill will die."



"You'll oppose it?" asked Labienus.

"No, no, certainly not! | shall support it vociferously," said Caesar, smiling. "If |
support it, quite a lot of the fence-sitters will jump down to oppose it, if for no
other reason than that they don't like what | like. Cicero is an excellent example.
What's his new name for men like Rullus? Popularis—for the People rather than
for the Senate. That rather appeals to me. | shall endeavor to be labeled a
Popularis."

"You'll annoy Magnus if you speak up for it."

"Not once he reads the covering letter I'll send him together with a copy of my
speech. Magnus knows a ewe from a ram."

Labienus scowled. "All of this is going to take a lot of time, Caesar, yet none of
it involves me. Where am | going?"

"You've passed your bill to award Magnus triumphal regalia at the games, so
now you'll sit on your hands and whistle until the fuss over Rullus abates. It will!
Remember that it's best to be the last man left on his feet."

"You have an idea."

"No," said Caesar.

"Oh, come!"

Caesar smiled. "Rest easy, Labienus. Something will occur to me. It always
does."

When he went home Caesar sought out his mother. Her minute office was one
room Pompeia never invaded; if nothing else about her mother-in-law frightened
her, Aurelia's affinity for the lightning totting up of figures certainly did. Besides, it
had been a clever idea to give his study over for Pompeia's use (Caesar had his
other apartment in which to work). Tenure of the study and the master sleeping
cubicle beyond it kept Pompeia out of the other parts of Aurelia's domain.
Sounds of feminine laughter and chatter emanated from the study, but no one
appeared from that direction to hinder Caesar's progress.

"Who's with her?" he asked, seating himself in the chair on the far side of
Aurelia's desk.

The room was indeed so small that a stouter man than Caesar could not have
squeezed into the space this chair occupied, but the hand of Aurelia was very
evident in the economy and logic with which she had organized herself: shelves



for scrolls and papers where she wouldn't hit her head on them as she rose from
her own chair, tiered wooden trays on those parts of her desk not needed for her
actual work, and leather book buckets relegated to the room's remote corners.

"Who's with her?" he repeated when she didn't answer.

Down went her pen. His mother looked up reluctantly, flexed her right hand,
sighed. "A very silly lot," she said.

“That | do not need to be told. Silliness attracts more silliness. But who?"

"Both the Clodias. And Fulvia."

"Oh! Racy as well as vacant. Is Pompeia intriguing with men, Mater?"

"Definitely not. | don't permit her to entertain men here, and when she goes out
| send Polyxena with her. Polyxena is my own woman, quite impossible to bribe
or suborn. Of course Pompeia takes her own idiotic girl with her too, but both of
them combined are no match for Polyxena, | assure you."

Caesar looked, his mother thought, very tired. His year as president of the
Murder Court had been an extremely busy one, and acquitted with all the
thoroughness and energy for which he was becoming famous. Other court
presidents might dally and take protracted vacations, but not Caesar. Naturally
she knew he was in debt—and for how much—though time had taught her that
money was a subject sure to create tension between them. So while she burned
to quiz him about money matters, she bit her tongue and managed not to say a
word. It was true that he did not allow himself to become depressed over a debt
now mounting rapidly because he could not afford to pay back the principal; that
some inexplicable part of him genuinely believed the money would be found; yet
she also knew that money could lie like a grey shadow at the back of the most
sanguine and optimistic of minds. As it lay like a grey shadow at the back of his
mind, she was certain.

And he was still heavily involved with Servilia. That was a relationship nothing
seemed able to destroy. Besides which, Julia, menstruating regularly now that
her thirteenth birthday was a month away, was displaying less and less
enthusiasm for Brutus. Oh, nothing could provoke the girl into rudeness or even
covert discourtesy, but instead of becoming more enamored of Brutus now that
her womanhood was upon her, she was unmistakably cooling, the child's
affection and pity replaced by—boredom? Yes, boredom. The one emotion no
marriage could survive.



All these were problems which gnawed at Aurelia, while others merely niggled.
For instance, this apartment had become far too small for a man of Caesar's
status. His clients could no longer gather all at once, and the address was a bad
one for a man who would be senior consul within five years. Of that last fact
Aurelia harbored no doubts whatsoever. Between the name, the ancestry, the
manner, the looks, the charm, the ease and the intellectual ability, whatever
election Caesar contested would see him returned at the top of the poll. He had
enemies galore, but none capable of destroying his power base among the First
and the Second Classes, vital for success in the Centuries. Not to mention that
among the Classes too low to count in the Centuries he stood high above all his
peers. Caesar moved among the Head Count as readily as among the consulars.
However, it was not possible to broach the subject of a suitable house without
money's raising its ugly face. So would she, or would she not? Ought she, or
ought she not?

Aurelia drew a deep breath, folded her hands one over the other on the table in
front of her. “Caesar, next year you will be standing for praetor," she said, "and |
foresee one very severe difficulty."

"My address," he said instantly.

Her smile was wry. "One thing | can never complain about—your astuteness."

“Is this the prelude to another argument about money?"

"No, it is not. Or perhaps it would be better to say, | hope not. Over the years |
have managed to save a fair amount, and | could certainly borrow against this
insula comfortably. Between the two, | could give you enough to purchase a
good house on the Palatine or the Carinae."

His mouth went thin. “That is most generous of you, Mater, but | will not accept
money from you any more than | will from my friends. Understood?"

Amazing to think she was in her sixty-second year. Not one single wrinkle
marred the skin of face or neck, perhaps because she had plumped out a trifle;
where age showed at all was in the creases which ran down either side of her
nostrils to meet the corners of her mouth.

"l thought you'd say that," she said, composure intact. Then she remarked,
apropos it seemed of nothing, "I hear that Metellus Pius Pontifex Maximus is
ailing."

That startled him. "Who told you so?"



“Clodia, for one. Her husband, Celer, says the whole family is desperately
worried. And Aemilia Lepida, for another. Metellus Scipio is very cast down by
the state of his father's health. He hasn't been well since his wife died."

"It's certainly true that the old boy hasn't been attending any meetings of late,"
said Caesar.

"Nor will he in the future. When | said he is ailing, | really meant he is dying."

"And?" asked Caesar, for once baffled.

"When he dies, the College of Pontifices will have to co-opt another Pontifex
Maximus." The large and lustrous eyes which were Aurelia's best feature
gleamed and narrowed. "If you were to be appointed Pontifex Maximus, Caesar,
it would solve several of your most pressing problems. First and foremost, it
would demonstrate to your creditors that you are going to be consul beyond any
doubt. That would mean your creditors would be more willing to carry your debts
beyond your praetorship if necessary. | mean, if you draw Sardinia or Africa as
your province in the praetor's lots, you won't be able to recoup your losses as a
praetor governor. Should that happen, | would think your creditors will grow very
restless indeed."

The ghost of a smile kindled his eyes, but he kept his face straight. "Admirably
summed up, Mater," he said.

She went on as if he hadn't spoken. "Secondly, Pontifex Maximus would endow
you with a splendid residence at the expense of the State, and as it is a lifetime
position, the Domus Publica would be yours for life. It is within the Forum itself,
very large and eminently suitable. So," his mother ended, her voice as level and
unexcited as ever, "l have begun to canvass on your behalf among the wives of
your fellow priests."

Caesar sighed. "It's an admirable plan, Mater, but one which you cannot bring
to fruition any more than | can. Between Catulus and Vatia Isauricus—not to
mention at least half the others in the College!—I don't stand a chance. For one
thing, the post normally goes to someone who has already been consul. For
another, all the most conservative elements in the Senate adorn this College.
They do not fancy me."

"Nevertheless | shall go to work," said Aurelia.

At which precise moment Caesar realized how it could be done. He threw his
head back and roared with laughter. "Yes, Mater, by all means go to work!" he



said, wiping away tears of mirth. "I know the answer—oh, what a furor it's bound
to create!"

"And the answer is?"

"l came to see you about Titus Labienus, who is—as I'm sure you know—
Pompeius Magnus's tame tribune of the plebs this year. Just to air my thoughts
aloud. You're so clever that | find you a most useful wall for bouncing ideas off,"
he said.

One thin black brow flew up, the corners of her mouth quivered. "Why, thank
you! Am | a better wall to bounce off than Servilia?"

Again he cried with laughter. It was rare for Aurelia to succumb to innuendo,
but when she did she was as witty as Cicero. "Seriously," he said when he could,
"l know how you feel about that liaison, but acquit me of stupidity, please. Servilia
is politically acute. She is also in love with me. However, she is not of my family,
nor is she entirely to be trusted. When | use her as a wall, | make very sure I'm in
complete Control of the balls."”

"You ease my mind enormously,” said Aurelia blandly. "What is this brilliant
inspiration, then?"

“When Sulla nullified the lex Domitia de sacerdotiis, he went one step further
than custom and tradition dictated by also removing the office of Pontifex
Maximus from tribal election by the People. Until Sulla, the Pontifex Maximus
had always been elected, he was never co-opted by his fellow priests. I'll have
Labienus legislate to return the choice of priests and augurs to the People in their
tribes. Including the office of Pontifex Maximus. The People will love the idea."

"They love anything which ablates a law of Sulla's."

"Precisely. Then all | have to do," said Caesar, rising, "is get myself elected
Pontifex Maximus."

"Have Titus Labienus enact the law now, Caesar. Don't put it offl No one can
be sure how much longer Metellus Pius has to live. He's lonely without his
Licinia."

Caesar took his mother's hand and raised it to his lips. "Mater, | thank you. The
matter will be expedited, because it's a law can benefit Pompeius Magnus. He's
dying to be a priest or an augur, but he knows he'll never be co-opted. Whereas
at an election he'll bolt in."



The volume of laughter and chatter from the study had risen, Caesar noticed
as he entered the reception room; he had intended to leave immediately, but on
the spur of the moment decided to visit his wife instead.

Quite a gathering, he thought, standing unobserved in the doorway from the
dining room. Pompeia had completely redecorated the once-austere room, which
was now overfilled with couches mattressed in goose down, a plethora of purple
cushions and coverlets, many precious yet commonplace knick-knacks, paintings
and statues. What had been an equally austere sleeping cubicle, he noted
gazing through its open door, now bore the same cloyingly tasteless touch.

Pompeia was reclining on the best couch, though not alone; Aurelia might
forbid her to entertain men, but could not prevent visits from Pompeia's full
brother, Quintus Pompeius Rufus Junior. Now in his early twenties, he was a wild
blade of increasingly unsavory reputation. No doubt it was through his offices
that she had come to know ladies of the Claudian clan, for Pompeius Rufus was
the best friend of none other than Publius Clodius, three years older but no less
wild.

Aurelia's ban forbade the presence of Clodius himself, but not of his two
younger sisters, Clodia and Clodilla. A pity, thought Caesar clinically, that the
undisciplined natures of these two young matrons were fueled by a considerable
degree of good looks. Clodia, married to Metellus Celer (the elder of Mucia
Tertia's two half brothers) was marginally more beautiful than her younger sister,
Clodilla, now divorced from Lucullus amid shock waves of scandal. Like all the
Claudii Pulchri they were very dark, with large and luminous black eyes, long and
curling black lashes, a profusion of waving black hair, and faintly olive—but
perfect—skins. Despite the fact that neither was tall, both had excellent figures
and dress sense, moved with grace. And they were quite well read, again
especially Clodia, who had a taste for poetry of high order. They sat side by side
on a couch facing Pompeia and her brother, each with her robe falling away from
gleaming shoulders to give more than a hint of deliciously shaped plump breasts.

Fulvia was not unlike them physically, though her coloring was paler and
reminded Caesar of his mother's ice-brown hair, purplish eyes, dark brows and
lashes. A very positive and dogmatic young lady, imbued with a lot of rather silly
ideas stemming from her romantic attachment to the Brothers Gracchi—
grandfather Gaius and great uncle Tiberius. Her marriage to Publius Clodius had



not met with her parents' approval, Caesar knew. Which had not stopped Fulvia,
determined to have her way. Since her marriage she had become intimate with
Clodius's sisters, to the detriment of all three.

None of these young women, however, worried Caesar as much as the two
ripe and shady ladies who together occupied a third couch: Sempronia Tuditani,
wife of one Decimus Junius Brutus and mother of another (an odd choice of
friend for Fulvia—the Sempronii Tuditani had been obdurate enemies of both the
Gracchi, as had the family of Decimus Junius Brutus Callaicus, grandfather of
Sempronia Tuditani's husband); and Palla, who had been wife to both the censor
Philippus and the censor Poplicola, and had borne each of them a son.
Sempronia Tuditani and Palla had to be fifty years old, though they employed
every artifice known to the cosmetics industry to disguise the fact, from painted
and powdered complexions to stibium around the eyes and carmine on their
cheeks and mouths. Nor had they been content to allow the bodily subsidence of
middle age; they starved themselves assiduously to be stick-thin, and wore
flimsy, floating robes they fancied brought back their long-vanished youth. The
result of all this tampering with the ageing process, reflected Caesar with an
inward grin, was as unsuccessful as it was ludicrous. His own mother, the
merciless onlooker decided, was far more attractive, though at least ten years
their senior. Aurelia, however, did not court the company of men, whereas
Sempronia Tuditani and Palla were aristocratic whores who never lacked for
masculine attention because they were famous for giving by far the best fellatio
in Rome, including that obtainable from professionals of both sexes.

Their presence meant, Caesar concluded, that Decimus Brutus and young
Poplicola also frequented the vicinity of Pompeia. Of Decimus Brutus perhaps no
more was to be said than that he was young, bored, high-spirited and up to the
usual mischief, from too much wine and too many women to the dice box and the
gaming table. But young Poplicola had seduced his stepmother and tried to
murder his father the censor, and had been formally relegated to penury and
obscurity. He would never be permitted to enter the Senate, but since Publius
Clodius's marriage to Fulvia and Clodius's subsequent access to almost
unlimited money, young Poplicola was starting to be seen again in high circles.

It was Clodia who noticed Caesar first. She sat up much straighter on her
couch, thrust out her breasts and gave him an alluring smile.



"Caesar, how absolutely divine to see you!" she purred.

"l return the compliment, of course."

"Do come in!" said Clodia, patting her couch.

"I'd love to, but I'm afraid I'm on my way out."

And that, Caesar decided as he let himself out the front door, was a room full of
trouble.

Labienus beckoned, but first he would have to see Servilia, who had probably
been waiting in his apartment down the road for some time, he realized. Women!
Today was a day of women, and mostly women with nuisance value. Except for
Aurelia, of course. Now there was a woman! A pity, thought Caesar, bounding up
the stairs to his apartment, that none other measures up to her.

Servilia was waiting, though she was far too sensible to reproach Caesar for
his tardiness, and far too pragmatic to expect an apology. If the world belonged
to men—and it did—then undoubtedly it was Caesar's oyster.

No word was exchanged between them for some time. First came several
luxurious and languorous kisses, then a sighing subsidence into each other's
arms on the bed, freed from clothing and care. She was so delicious, so
intelligent and untrammeled in her ministrations, so inventive. And he was so
perfect, so receptive and powerful in his attentions, so unerring. Thus, absolutely
content with each other and fascinated by the fact that familiarity had bred not
contempt but additional pleasure, Caesar and Servilia forgot their worlds until the
level of water in the chronometer had dripped away quite a lot of time.

Of Labienus he would not speak; of Pompeia he would, so he said as they lay
entwined, “My wife is keeping odd company."

The memory of those frenzied months of wasted jealousy had not yet faded
from Servilia's mind, so she loved to hear any word from Caesar that indicated
dissatisfaction. Oh, it was only scant moments after they were reconciled
following the birth of Junia Tertia that Servilia understood Caesar's marriage was
a sham. Still and all, the minx was delectable, and proximity was her ally; no
woman of Servilia's age could rest in perfect surety when her rival was almost
twenty years her junior.



"Odd company?" she asked, stroking voluptuously.

"The Clodias and Fulvia."

"That's to be expected, considering the circles Brother Pompeius moves in."

"Ah, but today there were additions to the menagerie!"

"Who?"

"Sempronia Tuditani and Palla."

"Oh!" Servilia sat up, the delight of Caesar's skin evaporating. She frowned,
thought, then said, "Actually that shouldn't have surprised me."

"Nor me, considering who Publius Clodius's friends are."

"No, | didn't mean through that connection, Caesar. You know of course that
my younger sister, Servililla, has been divorced by Drusus Nero for infidelity."

"l had heard."

"What you don't know is that she's going to marry Lucullus."”

Caesar sat up too. "That's to exchange a dunderhead for an imbecile in the
making! He conducts all manner of experiments with substances which distort
reality, has done for years. | believe one of his freedmen has no duty other than
to procure every kind of soporific and ecstatic for him—syrup of poppies,
mushrooms, brews concocted from leaves, berries, roots."

"Servililla says he likes the effect of wine, but dislikes its aftereffects intensely.
Those other substances apparently don't produce the same painful aftereffects."”
Servilia shrugged. "Anyway, it seems Servililla isn't complaining. She thinks she'll
get to enjoy all that money and taste without a watchful husband to cramp her
style.”

"He divorced Clodilla for adultery—and incest."

"That was Clodius's doing."

"Well, | wish your sister the best of luck," said Caesar. "Lucullus is still stuck on
the Campus Martius demanding the triumph the Senate keeps refusing him, so
she won't see much of Rome from the inside of the walls."

"He'll get his triumph soon," said Servilia confidently. "My spies tell me that
Pompeius Magnus doesn't want to have to share the Campus Martius with his
old enemy when he comes home from the East positively covered in glory." She
snorted. "Oh, what a poseur! Anyone with any sense can see that Lucullus did all
the hard work! Magnus just had to harvest the results of that hard work."

"| agree, little though | care for Lucullus." Caesar cupped a hand around one



breast. "It is not like you to digress, my love. What has this to do with Pompeia's
friends?"

"They call it the Clodius Club," said Servilia, stretching. "Servililla told me all
about it. Publius Clodius, of course, is its president. The chief—indeed, | suppose
one would have to call it the only—aim of the Clodius Club is to shock our world.
That's how the members entertain themselves. They're all bored, idle, averse to
work, and possessed of far too much money. Drinking and wenching and
gambling are tame. Shocks and scandals are the Club's sole purpose. Hence
raffish women like Sempronia Tuditani and Palla, allegations of incest, and the
cultivation of such peerless specimens as young Poplicola. The male members
of the Club include some very young men who ought to know better—like Curio
Junior and your cousin Marcus Antonius. | hear one of their favorite pastimes is
to pretend they're lovers."

It was Caesar's turn to snort. "I'd believe almost anything of Marcus Antonius,
but not that! How old is he now, nineteen or twenty? Yet he's got more bastards
littered through every stratum of Roman society than anyone else | know."

"Conceded. But littering Rome with bastards isn't nearly shocking enough. A
homosexual affair—particularly between the sons of such pillars of the
conservative establishment!—adds a certain luster."

"So this is the institution to which my wife belongs!" Caesar sighed. "How am |
to wean her away, | wonder?"

That was not an idea which appealed to Servilia, who got out of bed in a hurry.
"| fail to see how you can, Caesar, without provoking exactly the kind of scandal
the Clodius Club adores. Unless you divorce yourself by divorcing her."

But this suggestion offended his sense of fair play; he shook his head
emphatically. "No, I'll not do that without more cause than idle friendships she
can't turn into anything worse because my mother keeps too sharp an eye on
her. | pity the poor girl. She hasn't a scrap of intelligence or sense."

The bath beckoned (Caesar had given in and installed a small furnace to
provide hot water); Servilia decided to hold her peace on the subject of Pompeia.

Titus Labienus had to wait until the morrow, when he saw Caesar in Caesar's
apartment.
"Two items," said Caesar, leaning back in his chair.



Labienus looked alert.

"The first is bound to win you considerable approval in knight circles, and will
sit very well with Magnus."

"It is?"

"To legislate the return of selection of priests and augurs to the tribes in the
Comitia."

"Including, no doubt," said Labienus smoothly, "election of the Pontifex
Maximus."

"Edepol, you're quick!"

"l heard Metellus Pius is likely to qualify for a State funeral any time."

"Quite so. And it is true that | have a fancy to become Pontifex Maximus.
However, | do not think my fellow priests want to see me at the head of their
College. The electors, on the other hand, may not agree with them. Therefore,
why not give the electors the chance to decide who the next Pontifex Maximus
will be?"

"Why not, indeed?" Labienus watched Caesar closely. There was much about
the man appealed to him strongly, yet that streak of levity which could rise to his
surface on scant provocation was, in Labienus's opinion, a flaw. One never really
knew just how serious Caesar was. Oh, the ambition was boundless, but like
Cicero he could sometimes give off strong signals that his sense of the ridiculous
might intervene. However, at the moment Caesar's face seemed serious enough,
and Labienus knew as well as most that Caesar's debts were appalling. To be
elected Pontifex Maximus would enhance his credit with the usurers. Labienus
said, "l imagine you want a lex Labiena de sacerdotiis enacted as soon as
possible."

‘I do. If Metellus Pius should die before the law is changed, the People might
decide not to change it. We'll have to be quick, Labienus."

"Ampius will be glad to be of assistance. So will the rest of the tribunician
College, | predict. It's a law in absolute accord with the mos maiorum, a great
advantage." The dark eyes flashed. "What else do you have in mind?"

A frown came. “Nothing earthshaking, unfortunately. If Magnus came home it
would be easy. The only thing I can think of sure to create a stir within the
Senate is to propose a bill restoring the rights of the sons and grandsons of
Sulla's proscribed. You won't get it through, but the debates will be noisy and



well attended."

This idea obviously appealed; Labienus was grinning broadly as he rose to his
feet. "l like it, Caesar. It's a chance to pull Cicero's jauntily waving tail!"

"It isn't the tail matters in Cicero's anatomy," said Caesar. "The tongue is the
appendage needs amputation. Be warned, he'll make mincemeat of you. But if
you introduce the two bills together, you'll divert attention from the one you really
want to get through. And if you prepare yourself with great care, you might even
be able to make some political capital out of Cicero's tongue."

2

The Piglet was dead. Quintus Caecilius Metellus Pius Pontifex Maximus, loyal
son to Metellus Piggle-wiggle and loyal friend to Sulla the Dictator, died
peacefully in his sleep of a wasting disorder which defied diagnosis. The
acknowledged leading light of Roman medicine, Sulla's doctor Lucius Tuccius,
asked the Piglet's adopted son for permission to do an autopsy.

But the adopted son was neither as intelligent nor as reasonable as his father;
the blood son of Scipio Nasica and the elder of Crassus Orator's two Licinias (the
younger was his adoptive mother, wife of the Piglet), Metellus Scipio was chiefly
famous for his hauteur and sense of aristocratic fitness.

"No one will tamper with my father's body!" he said through his tears, and
clutching his wife's hand convulsively. "He will go to the flames unmutilated!"

The funeral was, of course, conducted at State expense, and was as
distinguished as its object. The eulogy was given from the rostra by Quintus
Hortensius after Mamercus, father of Metellus Scipio's wife, Aemilia Lepida,
declined that honor. Everyone was there, from Catulus to Caesar, from Caepio
Brutus to Cato; it was not, however, a funeral which attracted a huge crowd.

And on the day after the Piglet was committed to the flames, Metellus Scipio
held a meeting with Catulus, Hortensius, Vatia Isauricus, Cato, Caepio Brutus
and the senior consul, Cicero.

"l heard a rumor," said the bereaved son, red-eyed but now tearless, “that
Caesar intends to put himself up as a candidate for Pontifex Maximus."

"Well, that surely can't come as a surprise," said Cicero. "We all know who
pulls Labienus's strings in Magnus's absence, though at this moment I'm



uncertain as to whether Magnus even has any interest in who pulls Labienus's
strings. Popular election to choose all priests and augurs can't benefit Magnus,
whereas it gives Caesar a chance he could never have had when the College of
Pontifices chose its own Pontifex Maximus."

"It never did choose its own Pontifex Maximus," said Cato to Metellus Scipio.
"The only unelected Pontifex Maximus in history—your father—was personally
chosen by Sulla, not the College."

Catulus had a different objection to make against what Cicero said. "How blind
you can be about our dear heroic friend Pompeius Magnus!" he threw at Cicero.
"No advantage to Magnus? Come, now! Magnus hankers to be a priest or augur
himself. He'd get what he hankers after from a Popular election, but never from
co-optation within either College."

"My brother-in-law is right, Cicero," said Hortensius. "The lex Labiena de
sacerdotiis suits Pompeius Magnus very well."

"Rot the lex Labiena!" cried Metellus Scipio.

"Don't waste your emotions, Quintus Scipio," said Cato in his harsh and
toneless voice. "We're here to decide how to prevent Caesar's declaring his
candidacy."

Brutus sat with his eyes traveling from one angry face to another, bewildered
as to why he had been invited to such a senior gathering. He had assumed it
was part of Uncle Cato's relentless war against Servilia for control of her son, a
war which frightened yet attracted him, the more so as he got older. Of course it
did occur to him to wonder if perhaps, thanks to his engagement to Caesar's
daughter, they thought to have him there to quiz him about Caesar; but as the
discussion proceeded and no one applied to him for information, he was forced
eventually to conclude that his presence was indeed simply to annoy Servilia.

"We can ensure your election to the College as an ordinary pontifex easily,"
said Catulus to Metellus Scipio, "by persuading anyone tempted to stand against
you not to stand."

"Well, that's something, | suppose," said Metellus Scipio.

"Who intends to stand against Caesar?" asked Cicero, another member of this
group who didn't quite know why he had been invited. He presumed it was at
Hortensius's instigation, and that his function might be to find a loophole which
would prevent Caesar's candidacy. The trouble was he knew there was no



loophole. The lex Labiena de sacerdotiis had not been drafted by Labienus, so
much was certain. It bore all the stamps of Caesar's drafting skill. It was
watertight.

"I'm standing," said Catulus.

"So am |," said Vatia Isauricus, quiet until now.

“Then, as only seventeen of the thirty-five tribes vote in religious elections,"
said Cicero, "we will have to rig the lots to ensure both of your tribes are chosen,
but that Caesar's tribe is not. That increases your chances."

"l disapprove of bribery," said Cato, "but | think this is one time we have to
bribe." He turned to his nephew. "Quintus Servilius, you're by far the richest man
here. Would you be willing to put up money in such a good cause?"

Brutus broke out in a cold sweat. So this was why!

He wet his lips, looked hunted. "Uncle, | would love to help you," he said, voice
trembling, "but | dare not! My mother controls my purse strings, not [."

Cato's splendid nose thinned, its nostrils turned to blisters? "At twenty years of
age, Quintus Servilius?" he blared.

All eyes were upon him, amazed; Brutus shrank down in his chair. "Uncle,
please try to understand!" he whimpered.

"Oh, | understand," said Cato contemptuously, and deliberately turned his
back. "It seems then," he said to the rest, "that we will have to find the money to
bribe from out of our own purses." He shrugged. "As you know, mine is not
plump. However, | will donate twenty talents."

"l can't really afford anything," said Catulus, looking miserable, "because
Jupiter Optimus Maximus takes every spare sestertius | have. But from
somewhere | will find fifty talents."

"Fifty from me," said Vatia Isauricus curtly.

"Fifty from me," said Metellus Scipio.

"And fifty from me," said Hortensius.

Cicero now understood perfectly why he was there, and said, voice beautifully
modulated, "The penurious state of my finances is too well known for me to think
you expect anything more from me than an onslaught of speeches to the
electors. A service | am extremely happy to provide."

"Then there only remains," said Hortensius, his voice quite as melodious as
Cicero's, "to decide which of the two of you will finally stand against Caesar."



But here the meeting ran into an unexpected snag; neither Catulus nor Vatia
Isauricus was willing to stand down in favor of the other, for each believed
absolutely that he must be the next Pontifex Maximus.

"Utter stupidity!" barked Cato, furious. "You'll end in splitting the vote, and that
means Caesar's chances improve. If one of you stands, it's a straight battle. Two
of you, and it becomes a three-way battle."

"I'm standing," said Catulus, looking mulish.

"And so am |," said Vatia Isauricus, looking pugnacious.

On which unhappy note the congress broke up. Bruised and humiliated, Brutus
wended his way from the sumptuous dwelling of Metellus Scipio to his
betrothed's unpretentious apartment in the Subura. There was really nowhere
else he wanted to go, as Uncle Cato had rushed off without so much as
acknowledging his nephew's existence, and the thought of going home to his
mother and poor Silanus held no appeal whatsoever. Servilia would prise all the
details out of him as to where he had been and what he had done and who was
there and what Uncle Cato was up to; and his stepfather would simply sit like a
battered doll minus half its stuffing.

His love for Julia only increased with the passage of the years. He never
ceased to marvel at her beauty, her tender consideration for his feelings, her
kindness, her liveliness. And her understanding. Oh, how grateful he was for the
last!

Thus it was to her that he poured out the story of the meeting at Metellus
Scipio's, and she, dearest and sweetest pet, listened with tears in her eyes.

"Even Metellus Scipio suffered little parental supervision," she said at the end
of the story, "while the others are far too old to remember what it was like when
they lived at home with the paterfamilias."

"Silanus is all right," said Brutus gruffly, fighting tears himself, "but | am so
terribly afraid of my mother! Uncle Cato isn't afraid of anyone, that's the trouble."”
Neither of them had any idea of the relationship between her father and his

mother—any more than, indeed, did Uncle Cato. So Julia felt no constraints
about communicating her dislike of Servilia to Brutus, and said, "l do understand,
Brutus dear." She shivered, turned pale. "She has no compassion, no
comprehension of her strength or her power to dominate. | think she is strong
enough to blunt the shears of Atropos."



"l agree with you," said Brutus, sighing.

Time to cheer him up, make him feel better about himself. Julia said, smiling
and reaching out to stroke his shoulder-length black curls, “I think you handle her
beautifully, Brutus. You stay out of her way and do nothing to annoy her. If Uncle
Cato had to live with her, he might understand your situation."

"Uncle Cato did live with her," said Brutus dolefully.

"Yes, but when she was a girl," said Julia, stroking.

Her touch triggered an impulse to kiss her, but Brutus did not, contenting
himself with caressing the back of her hand as she drew it away from his hair.
She was not long turned thirteen, and though her womanhood was now
manifested by two exquisite little pointed bumps inside the bosom of her dress,
Brutus knew she was not yet ready for kisses. He was also imbued with a sense
of honor that had come from all his reading of the conservative Latin writers like
Cato the Censor, and he deemed it wrong to stimulate a physical response in her
that would end in making life for both of them uncomfortable. Aurelia trusted
them, never supervised their meetings. Therefore he could not take advantage of
that trust.

Of course it would have been better for both of them had he done so, for then
Julia's increasing sexual aversion to him would have surfaced at an early enough
age to make the breaking of their engagement an easier business. But because
he did not touch or kiss her, Julia could find no reasonable excuse for going to
her father and begging to be released from what she knew would be a ghastly
marriage, no matter how obedient a wife she forced herself to be.

The trouble was that Brutus had so much money! Bad enough at the time of
the betrothal, but a hundred times worse now that he had inherited the fortune of
his mother's family as well. Like everyone else in Rome, Julia knew the story of
the Gold of Tolosa, and what it had bought for the Servilii Caepiones. Brutus's
money would be such a help to her father, of that there could be no doubt. Avia
said it was her duty as her father's only child to make his life in the Forum more
prestigious, to increase his dignitas. And there was only one way in which a girl
could do this: she had to marry as much money and clout as she could. Brutus
may not have been any girl's idea of marital bliss, but in respect of money and
clout he had no rival. Therefore she would do her duty and marry someone
whom she just didn't want to make love to her. Tata was more important.



Thus when Caesar came to visit later that afternoon, Julia behaved as if Brutus
were the fiancé of her dreams.

"You're growing up," said Caesar, whose presence in his home was rare
enough these days that he could see her evolving.

"Only five years to go," she said solemnly.

"Is that all?"

"Yes," she said with a sigh; "that's all, tata."

He settled her into the crook of his arm and kissed the top of her head,
unaware that Julia belonged to that type of girl who could dream of no more
wonderful husband than one exactly like her father: mature, famous, handsome,
a shaper of events.

"Any news?" he asked.

"Brutus came."

He laughed. "That is not news, Julia!"

"Perhaps it is," she said demurely, and related what she had been told about
the meeting at the house of Metellus Scipio.

"The gall of Cato!" he exclaimed when she was done, “to demand large
amounts of money from a twenty-year-old boy!"

"They didn't get anywhere, thanks to his mother."

"You don't like Servilia, do you?"

"I'm in Brutus's shoes, tata. She terrifies me."

"Why, exactly?"

This she found difficult to elucidate for the benefit of one famous for his love of
undeniable facts. "It's just a sort of feeling. Whenever | see her, | think of an evil
black snake."

He shook with mirth. "Have you ever seen an evil black snake, Julia?"

"No, but I've seen pictures of them. And of Medusa." She closed her eyes and
turned her face into his shoulder. "Do you like her, tata?"

That he could answer with perfect truth. "No."

“Well then, there you are," said his daughter.

"You're quite right," said Caesar. "There indeed | am!"

Naturally Aurelia was fascinated when Caesar recounted the story to her a few
moments later.



"Isn't it nice to think that even mutual detestation of you can't obliterate
ambition in either Catulus or Vatia Isauricus?" she asked, smiling slightly.

"Cato's right, if they both stand they'll split the vote. And if | have learned
nothing else, | now know they'll rig the lots. No Fabian voters in this particular
election!"

"But both their tribes will vote."

"l can deal with that provided that they both stand. Some of their natural
partisans will see the strength of an argument from me that they should preserve
their impartiality by voting for neither."

"Oh, clever!"

"Electioneering," said Caesar pensively, "is not merely a matter of bribery,
though none of those hidebound fools can see that. Bribery is not a tool | dare
use, even if | had the wish or the money to go in for it. If | am a candidate for an
election, there will be half a hundred senatorial wolves baying for my blood—no
vote or record or official will go uninvestigated. But there are many other ploys
than bribery."

"It's a pity that the seventeen tribes which will vote will not be chosen until
immediately beforehand," said Aurelia. "If they were selected a few days in
advance, you could import some rural voters. The name Julius Caesar means a
great deal more to any rural voter than either Lutatius Catulus or Servilius Vatia."

"Nonetheless, Mater, something can be done along those lines. There's bound
to be at least one urban tribe— Lucius Decumius will prove invaluable there.
Crassus will enlist his tribe if it's chosen. So will Magnus. And | do have influence
in other tribes than Fabia."

A small silence fell, during which Caesar's face became grim; if Aurelia had
been tempted to speak, sight of that change in his expression would have
deterred her. It meant he was debating within himself whether to broach a less
palatable subject, and the chances of that happening were greater if she effaced
herself as much as possible. What less palatable subject could there be than
money? So Aurelia held her peace.

"Crassus came to see me this morning," said Caesar at last.

Still she said nothing.

"My creditors are restless."

No word from Aurelia.



"The bills are still coming in from the days of my curule aedileship. That means
| haven't managed to pay back anything | took as a loan."

Her eyes dropped to look at the surface of the desk.

"That includes the interest on the interest. There's talk among them of
impeaching me to the censors, and even with one of them my uncle, the censors
would have to do what the law says they must. | would lose my seat in the
Senate and all my goods would be sold up. That includes my lands."

"Has Crassus any suggestions?" she ventured to asked.

"That | get myself elected Pontifex Maximus."

"He wouldn't lend you money himself?"

"That," said Caesar, "is a last resort as far as I'm concerned. Crassus is a great
friend, but he's not got hay on his horns for nothing. He lends without interest,
but he expects to be paid the moment he calls a loan in. Pompeius Magnus will
be back before I'm consul, and | need to keep Magnus on my side. But Crassus
detests Magnus, has done ever since their joint consulship. | have to tread a line
between the pair of them. Which means | dare not owe either of them money."

"l see that. Will Pontifex Maximus do it?"

"Apparently so, with opponents as prestigious as Catulus and Vatia Isauricus.
Victory would tell my creditors | will be praetor, and | will be senior consul. And
that when | go to my consular province I'll recoup my losses, if not before. They'll
be paid in the end, if not in the beginning. Though compound interest is ghastly
and ought to be outlawed, it does have one advantage: creditors charging
compound interest stand to make huge profits when a debt is paid, even if only in
part."

"Then you had better be elected Pontifex Maximus."

"So | think."

The election to choose a new Pontifex Maximus and a fresh face for the
College of Pontifices was set for twenty-four days' time. Who would own the
fresh face was no mystery; the only candidate was Metellus Scipio. Both Catulus
and Vatia Isauricus declared themselves available for election as Pontifex
Maximus.

Caesar threw himself into campaigning with as much relish as energy. Like
Catilina, the name and ancestry were an enormous help, despite the fact that



neither of the other two candidates was a New Man, or even one of the
moderately prominent boni. The post normally went to a man who had already
been consul, but this advantage both Catulus and Vatia Isauricus held was
negated to some extent at least by their ages: Catulus was sixty-one and Vatia
Isauricus sixty-eight. In Rome the pinnacle of a man's ability, skills and prowess
was considered to be his forty-third year, the year in which he ought to become
consul. After that he was inevitably something of a has-been, no matter how
huge his auctoritas or dignitas. He might be censor, Princeps Senatus, even
consul a second time ten years further along, but once he attained the age of
sixty he was inarguably past his prime. Though Caesar had not yet been praetor,
he had been in the Senate for many years, he had been a pontifex for over a
decade, he had shown himself a curule aedile of magnificence, he wore the Civic
Crown on all public occasions, and he was known by the voters to be not only
one of Rome's highest aristocrats, but also a man of huge ability and potential.
His work in the Murder Court and as an advocate had not gone unnoticed; nor
had his scrupulous care of his clients. Caesar in short was the future. Catulus
and Vatia Isauricus were definitely the past—and tainted, both of them, with the
faint odium of having enjoyed Sulla's favor. The majority of the voters who would
turn up were knights, and Sulla had mercilessly persecuted the Ordo Equester.
To counteract the undeniable fact that Caesar was Sulla's nephew by marriage,
Lucius Decumius was deputed to trot out the old stories of Caesar's defying Sulla
by refusing to divorce Cinna's daughter, and almost dying from disease when in
hiding from Sulla's agents.

Three days before the election Cato summoned Catulus, Vatia Isauricus and
Hortensius to a meeting at his house. This time there were no mushrooms like
Cicero or youths like Caepio Brutus present. Even Metellus Scipio would have
been a liability.

"l told you," said Cato with his usual lack of tact, "that it was a mistake for both
of you to stand. I'm asking now that one of you step down and throw his weight
behind the other."

"No," said Catulus.

"No," said Vatia Isauricus.

"Why can't you understand that both of you split the vote?" cried Cato,
pounding his fist on the dowdy table which served him as a desk. He looked



gaunt and unwell, for last night had seen a heavy session with the wine flagon;
ever since Caepio's death Cato had turned to wine for solace, if solace it could
be called. Sleep evaded him, Caepio's shade haunted him, the occasional slave
girl he used to assuage his sexual needs revolted him, and even talking to
Athenodorus Cordylion, Munatius Rufus and Marcus Favonius could occupy his
mind only for a short period at a time. He read and he read and he read, yet still
his loneliness and unhappiness came between him and the words of Plato,
Aristotle, even his own great-grandfather, Cato the Censor. Thus the wine flagon,
and thus his shortness of temper as he glared at the two unyielding elderly
noblemen who refused to see the mistake they were making.

"Cato is right," said Hortensius, huffing. He too was not very young anymore,
but as an augur he could not stand for Pontifex Maximus. Ambition could not
cloud his wits, though his high living was beginning to. "One of you might beat
Caesar, but both of you halve the votes either man alone could get."

"Then it's time to bribe," said Catulus.

"Bribe?" yelled Cato, pounding the table until it shook. "There's no point in even
starting to bribe! Two hundred and twenty talents can't buy you enough votes to
beat Caesar!"

"Then," said Catulus, "why don't we bribe Caesar?"

The others stared at him.

“Caesar is close to two thousand talents in debt, and the debt is mounting
every day because he can't afford to pay back a sestertius," said Catulus. "You
may take it from me that my figures are correct."

"Then | suggest," said Cato, "that we report his situation to the censors and
demand that they act immediately to remove Caesar from the Senate. That
would get rid of him forever!"

His suggestion was greeted with gasps of horror.

"My dear Cato, we can't do that!" bleated Hortensius. "He may be a pestilence,
but he's one of us!"

"No, no, no! He is not one of us! If he isn't stopped he will tear all of us down,
so | promise you!" roared Cato, fist hammering the defenseless table again.
"Turn him in! Turn him in to the censors!"

"Absolutely not," said Catulus.

"Absolutely not," said Vatia Isauricus.



"Absolutely not," said Hortensius.

"Then," said Cato, looking cunning, "prevail upon someone well outside the
Senate to turn him in—one of his creditors."

Hortensius closed his eyes. A stauncher pillar of the boni than Cato did not
exist, but there were times when the Tusculan peasant and the Celtiberian slave
in him succeeded in overcoming truly Roman thought. Caesar was a kinsman to
all of them, even Cato, no matter how remote the blood link might be—though in
Catulus it was very close, come to think of it.

"Forget anything like that, Cato," Hortensius said, opening his eyes wearily. "It
is un-Roman. There is no more to be said."

"We will deal with Caesar in the Roman way," said Catulus. “If you are willing to
divert the money you were to contribute toward bribing the electorate into bribing
Caesar, then | will go to Caesar myself and offer it to him. Two hundred and
twenty talents will make a fine first payment to his creditors. | am confident
Metellus Scipio will agree."

"Oh, so am I!" snarled Cato between his teeth. "However, you spineless lot of
fools, you can count me out! | wouldn't contribute a lead forgery to Caesar's
purse!"

Thus it was that Quintus Lutatius Catulus sought an interview with Gaius Julius
Caesar in his rooms on the Vicus Patricii between the Fabricius dye works and
the Suburan Baths. It took place on the day before the election, quite early in the
morning. The subtle splendor of Caesar's office took Catulus aback; he hadn't
heard that his first cousin once removed had a fine eye for furniture and superior
taste, nor had he imagined a side like that to Caesar. Is there nothing the man
hasn't been gifted with? he asked himself, sitting down on a couch before he
could be bidden occupy the client's chair. In which assumption he did Caesar an
injustice; no one of Catulus's rank would have been relegated to the client's
chair.

"Well, tomorrow is the big day," said Caesar, smiling as he handed a
rock-crystal goblet of watered wine to his guest.

"That's what I've come to see you about," said Catulus, and took a sip of what
turned out to be an excellent vintage. "Good wine, but | don't know it," he said,
sidetracked.



"l grow it myself, actually," said Caesar.

"Near Bovillae?"

"No, in a little vineyard | own in Campania."

"That accounts for it."

"What was it you wished to discuss, cousin?" asked Caesar, not about to be
sidetracked into oenology.

Catulus drew a deep breath. "It has come to my attention, Caesar, that your
financial affairs are in a state of acute embarrassment. I'm here to ask you not to
stand for election as the Pontifex Maximus. In return for doing me that favor, | will
undertake to give you two hundred silver talents." He reached into the sinus of
his toga and withdrew a small rolled paper which he extended to Caesar.

Not so much as a glance did Caesar give it, nor did he make any attempt to
take it. Instead, he sighed.

"You would have done better to use the money to bribe the electors," he said.
"Two hundred talents would have helped."

"This seemed more efficient."

"But wasted, cousin. | don't want your money."

"You can't afford not to take it."

"That is true. But | refuse to take it nonetheless."

The little roll remained in Catulus's extended hand. "Do please reconsider," he
said, two spots of crimson beginning to show in his cheeks.

"Put your money away, Quintus Lutatius. When the election is held tomorrow |
will be there in my particolored toga to ask the voters to return me as Pontifex
Maximus. No matter what."

"l beg you, Gaius Julius, one more time. Take the money!"

"l beg you, Quintus Lutatius, one more time. Desist!”

Whereupon Catulus threw the rock-crystal goblet down on the floor and walked
out.

Caesar sat for a moment gazing at the starred pink puddle spreading across
the minute checkerboard of mosaic tiles; then he rose, went to the service room
for a rag, and wiped the mess up. The goblet fell into small crazed pieces the
moment he put his hand upon it, so he carefully collected all the fragments into
the rag, bunched it into a parcel, and threw it into the refuse container in the
service room. Armed with a fresh rag, he then completed his cleaning.



"l was glad he threw the goblet down so hard," said Caesar to his mother the
next morning at dawn when tie called to receive her blessing.

"Oh, Caesar, how can you be glad? | know the thing well—and | know how
much you paid for it."

"l bought it as perfect, yet it turned out to be flawed."

"Ask for your money back."

Which provoked an exclamation of annoyance. “Mater, Mater, when will you
learn? The crux of the matter has nothing to do with buying the wretched thing! It
was flawed. | want no flawed items in my possession."

Because she just didn't understand, Aurelia abandoned the subject. "Be
successful, my dearest son," she said, kissing his brow. "l won't come to the
Forum, I'll wait here for you."

"If | lose, Mater," he said with his most beautiful smile, "you'll wait for a long
time! If | lose, | won't be able to come home at all."

And off he went, clad in his priest's toga of scarlet and purple stripes, with
hundreds of clients and every Suburan man streaming after him down the Vicus
Patricii, and a feminine head poking out of every window to wish him luck.

Faintly she heard him call to his windowed well-wishers: "One day Caesar's
luck will be proverbial!”

After which Aurelia sat at her desk and totted up endless columns of figures on
her ivory abacus, though she never wrote one answer down, nor remembered
afterward that she had worked so diligently with nothing to show for it.

He didn't seem to be away very long, actually; later she learned it had been all
of six springtime hours. And when she heard his voice issuing jubilantly from the
reception room, she hadn't the strength to get up; he had to go to find her.

"You regard the new Pontifex Maximus!" he cried from the doorway, hands
clasped above his head.

"Oh, Caesar!" she said, and wept.

Nothing else could have unmanned him, for in all his life he could never
remember her shedding a tear. He gulped, face collapsing, stumbled into the
room and lifted her to her feet, his arms about her, her arms about him, both of



them weeping.

"Not even for Cinnilla," he said when he was able.

"l did, but not in front of you."

He used his handkerchief to mop his face, then performed the same service for
her. "We won, Mater, we won! I'm still in the arena, and | still have a sword in my
hand."

Her smile was shaky, but it was a smile. "How many people are out in the
reception room?" she asked.

"A terrible crush, that's all | know."

"Did you win by much?"

"In all seventeen tribes."

"Even in Catulus's? And Vatia's?"

“I polled more votes in their two tribes than they did put together, can you
imagine it?"

"This is a sweet victory," she whispered, "but why?"

"One or the other of them ought to have stepped down. Two of them split their
vote," said Caesar, beginning to feel that he could face a room jammed with
people. "Besides which, | was Jupiter Optimus Maximus's own priest when | was
young, and Sulla stripped me of it. The Pontifex Maximus belongs to the Great
God too. My clients did a lot of talking in the Well of the Comitia before the vote
was taken, and right up until the last tribe polled." He grinned. “I told you, Mater,
that there is more to electioneering than mere bribery. Hardly a man who voted
wasn't convinced | would be lucky for Rome because | have always belonged to
Jupiter Optimus Maximus."

"It could as easily have gone against you. They might have concluded that a
man who had been flamen Dialis would be unlucky for Rome."

"No! Men always wait for someone to tell them how they ought to feel about the
Gods. | just made sure | got in before the opposition thought of that tack.
Needless to say, they didn't."

* * *

Metellus Scipio had not lived in the Domus Publica of the Pontifex Maximus
since his marriage to Aemilia Lepida some years before, and the Piglet's barren



Licinia had died before him. The State residence of the Pontifex Maximus was
vacant.

Naturally no one at the Piglet's funeral had thought it in good taste to remark on
the fact that this one un-elected Pontifex Maximus had been inflicted upon Rome
by Sulla as a wicked joke because Metellus Pius stammered dreadfully
whenever he was under stress. This tendency to stammer had led to every
ceremony's being fraught with the additional tension of wondering whether the
Pontifex Maximus would get all the words out properly. For every ceremony had
to be perfect, in word as well as in execution; were it not perfect, it had to begin
all over again.

The new Pontifex Maximus was hardly likely to stumble over a word, the more
so as it was well known that he drank no wine. Yet another of Caesar's little
electoral ploys, to have that morsel of information well bruited about during the
pontifical election. And to have comments made about old men like Vatia
Isauricus and Catulus beginning to wander. After nearly twenty years of having to
worry about stammers, Rome was delighted to see a Pontifex Maximus in office
who would give none but flawless performances.

Hordes of clients and enthusiastic supporters came to offer their help in moving
Caesar and his family to the Domus Publica in the Forum Romanum, though the
Subura was desolate at the prospect of losing its most prestigious inhabitant.
Especially old Lucius Decumius, who had worked indefatigably to see the thing
done, yet knew his life would never be the same again with Caesar gone.

"You're always welcome, Lucius Decumius," said Aurelia.

"Won't be the same," said the old man gloomily. "l always knew you was here
next door, that you was all right. But down there in the Forum among the temples
and the Vestals! Ugh!"

"Cheer up, dear friend," said the lady in her sixties with whom Lucius Decumius
had fallen in love during her nineteenth year. "He doesn't intend to rent this
apartment or give up his rooms down the Vicus Patricii. He says he still needs
his bolt-holes."

That was the best news Lucius Decumius had heard in days! Off he went to tell
his Crossroads Brethren that Caesar would still be a part of the Subura, skipping
like a little boy.



It worried Caesar not a scrap that he now stood firmly and legally at the head
of an institution filled mostly with men who detested him. His investiture in the
temple of Jupiter Optimus Maximus concluded, he summoned the priests of his
own College to a meeting which he held then and there. This he chaired with
such efficiency and detachment that priests like Sextus Sulpicius Galba and
Publius Mucius Scaevola breathed sighs of delighted relief, and wondered if
perhaps the State religion would benefit from Caesar's elevation to Pontifex
Maximus, obnoxious and all as he was politically. Uncle Mamercus, getting old
and wheezy, just smiled; none knew better than he how good Caesar was at
getting things done.

Each second year was supposed to see twenty extra days inserted into the
calendar to keep it in step with the seasons, but a series of Pontifices Maximi like
Ahenobarbus and Metellus Pius had neglected this duty, within the sphere of the
College. In future these extra twenty days would be intercalated without fail,
Caesar announced firmly. No excuses or religious quibbles would be tolerated.
He then went on to say that he would promulgate a law in the Comitia which
would intercalate an extra hundred days and finally bring the calendar and the
seasons into perfect step. At the moment the season of summer was just
beginning when the calendar said that autumn was just about over. This scheme
caused mutters of outrage from some, but no violent opposition; all present
(including Caesar) knew that he would have to wait until he was consul to have
any chance of passing the law at all.

During a lull in the proceedings Caesar gazed about at the interior of Jupiter
Optimus Maximus with a frown.

Catulus was still struggling to complete its rebuilding, and the work had fallen
far behind schedule once the shell was up. The temple was habitable but
uninspiring, and quite lacked the splendor of the old structure. Many of the walls
were plastered and painted but not adorned with frescoes or suitably elaborate
moldings, and clearly Catulus did not have the enterprise—or perhaps the turn of
mind—to badger foreign states and princes into donating wonderful objects of art
to Jupiter Optimus Maximus as a part of their homage to Rome. No solid or even
skinned gold statues, no glorious Victories driving four-horsed chariots, no
Zeuxis paintings—not even as yet an image of the Great God to replace the
ancient terracotta giant sculpted by Vulca before Rome was more than an infant



crawling onto the world stage. But for the moment Caesar held his peace.
Pontifex Maximus was a lifetime job, and he was not yet thirty-seven years old.

After the meeting concluded with his announcement that he would hold his
inaugural feast in the temple of the Domus Publica in eight days' time, he began
the short downhill walk from the temple of Jupiter Optimus Maximus to the
Domus Publica. Long used to the inevitable crowd of clients who accompanied
him everywhere and thus able to shut out their chatter, he moved more slowly
than his wont, deep in thought. That he did in truth belong to the Great God was
inarguable, which meant he had won this election at the Great God's behest.
Yes, he would have to administer a public kick to Catulus's backside, and bend
his own mind to the urgent problem of how to fill the temple of Jupiter Optimus
Maximus with beauty and treasures in a day and age wherein the best of
everything went into private houses and peristyle gardens instead of into Rome's
temples, and wherein the best artists and artisans obtained far greater incomes
working in private employment than for the pittance the State was prepared to
pay them for working on public buildings.

He had left the most important interview until last, deeming it better to establish
his authority within the College of Pontifices before he saw the Vestal Virgins. All
the priestly and augural Colleges were a part of his responsibility as titular and
actual head of Roman religion, but the College of Vestal Virgins enjoyed a
unique relationship with the Pontifex Maximus. Not only was he their
paterfamilias; he also shared a house with them.

The Domus Publica was extremely old and had endured no fires. Generations
of wealthy Pontifices Maximi had poured money and care into it, even knowing
that whatever portable they gave, from chryselephantine tables to inlaid Egyptian
couches, could not later be removed for the benefit of family heirs.

Like all the very early Republican Forum buildings, the Domus Publica lay at an
odd angle to the vertical axis of the Forum itself, for in the days when it had been
built all sacred or public structures had to be oriented between north and south;
the Forum, a natural declivity, was oriented from northeast to southwest. Later
buildings were erected on the Forum line, which made for a tidier, more attractive
overall landscape. As one of the Forum's largest edifices, the Domus Publica
was also rather glaringly obvious to the eye, and did not gladden it. Partly
obscured by the Regia and the offices of the Pontifex Maximus, the tall facade on



its ground floor was built of unrendered tufa blocks with rectangular windows; the
top floor, added by that quirky Pontifex Maximus Ahenobarbus, was opus
incertum brickwork with arched windows. An unhappy combination which would
—at least from the front aspect of the Sacra Via—be vastly improved by the
addition of a proper and imposing temple portico and pediment. Or so thought
Caesar, deciding in that moment what his contribution to the Domus Publica
would be. It was an inaugurated temple, therefore no law existed to prevent his
doing this.

In shape the building was more or less square, though it had a jog on either
side which widened it. Behind it was the little thirty-foot-high cliff forming the
lowest tier of the Palatine. On top of that cliff was the Via Nova, a busy street of
taverns, shops and insulae; an alley ran behind the Domus Publica and gave
access to the substructure of the Via Nova buildings. All these premises reared
high above the level of the cliff, so that their back windows had a wonderful view
of what went on inside the Domus Publica courtyards. They also completely
blocked any afternoon sun the residence of the Pontifex Maximus and the Vestal
Virgins might have received, which meant that the Domus Publica, already
handicapped by its low-lying location, was sure to be a cold place to live in. The
Porticus Margaritaria, a gigantic rectangular shopping arcade just uphill from it
and oriented on the Forum axis, actually abutted onto its rear end, and sliced off
a corner of it.

However, no Roman—even one as logical as Caesar—found anything odd in
peculiarly shaped buildings, missing a corner here, sprouting an excrescence
there; what could be built on a straight line was, and what had to go around
adjacent structures already there, or boundaries so ancient the priests who had
defined them had probably followed the track of a hopping bird, went around
them. If one looked at the Domus Publica from that point of view, it really wasn't
very irregular. Just huge and ugly and cold and damp.

His escort of clients hung back in awe when Caesar strode up to the main
doors, which were of bronze cast in sculpted panels telling the story of Cloelia.
Under normal circumstances they were not used, as both sides of the building
had entrances. Today, however, was not a normal day. Today the new Pontifex
Maximus took possession of his domain, and that was an act of great formality.
Caesar pounded three times with the flat of his right hand upon the right-hand



leaf of the door, which opened immediately. The Chief Vestal admitted him with a
low reverence, then closed it upon the sighing, teary-eyed horde of clients, who
now reconciled themselves to a long wait outside, and started thinking of snacks
and gossip.

Perpennia and Fonteia had been retired for some years; the woman who was
now the Chief Vestal was Licinia, close cousin of Murena and remoter cousin of
Crassus.

"But," she said as she led Caesar up the curving central ramp of the vestibule
to another set of beautiful bronze doors at its top, “l intend to retire as soon as
possible. My cousin Murena is standing for consul this year, and begged me to
remain Chief Vestal long enough to assist him in his canvassing."

A plain and pleasant woman, Licinia, though not nearly strong enough to fill her
position adequately, Caesar knew. As a pontifex he had had dealings with the
adult Vestals over the years, and as a pontifex he had deplored their fate since
the day Metellus Pius the Piglet had become their paterfamilias. First Metellus
Pius had spent ten years fighting Sertorius in Spain, then he had returned aged
beyond his years and in no mood to worry about the six female creatures whom
he was supposed to care for, supervise, instruct, advise. Nor had his doleful,
negative wife been of much help. And, in the way things usually did happen,
none of the three women who had in turn become Chief Vestal could cope
without firm guidance. As a consequence the College of Vestal Virgins was in
decline. Oh, the sacred fire was rigorously tended and the various festivals and
ceremonies conducted as was proper. But the scandal of Publius Clodius's
accusations of unchastity still hung like a pall over the six women thought to be a
personification of Rome's good luck, and none of them old enough to have been
in the College when it had occurred had emerged from it without terrible scars.

Licinia struck the right-hand door three times with the flat of her right hand, and
Fabia admitted them to the temple with a low reverence. Here within these
hallowed portals the Vestal Virgins had assembled to greet their new
paterfamilias on the only ground within the Domus Publica which was common to
both lots of tenants.

So what did their new paterfamilias do? Why, he gave them a cheerful,
unreligious smile and walked straight through their midst in the direction of a third
set of double doors at the far end of the dimly lit hall!



"Outside, girls!" he said over his shoulder.

In the chilly precinct of the peristyle garden he found a sheltered spot where
three stone benches lay alongside each other in the colonnade, then—
effortlessly, it seemed—he lifted one around to face the other two. He sat upon it
in his gorgeous scarlet-and-purple-striped toga, now wearing the
scarlet-and-purple-striped tunic of the Pontifex Maximus beneath it, and with a
casual flap of his hand indicated that they were to sit. A terrified silence fell,
during which Caesar looked his new women over.

Object of the amorous intentions of both Catilina and Clodius, Fabia was held
to be the prettiest Vestal Virgin in generations. Second in seniority, she would
succeed Licinia when that lady retired soon. Not a very satisfactory prospect as
Chief Vestal; had the College been inundated with candidates when she had
been admitted to it, she would never have been admitted at all. But Scaevola,
who had been Pontifex Maximus at the time, had no other alternative than to
stifle his wish that a plain girl child would be offered, and take this ravishing scion
of Rome's oldest (albeit now entirely adoptive) Famous Family, the Fabii. Odd.
She and Cicero's wife, Terentia, shared the same mother. Yet Terentia
possessed none of Fabia's beauty or sweetness of nature—though she was very
much the more intelligent of the two. At the present moment Fabia was
twenty-eight years old, which meant that the College would keep her for another
eight to ten years.

Then there were two the same age, Popillia and Arruntia. Both charged with
unchastity by Clodius, citing Catilina. Far plainer than Fabia, thanks the Gods!
When they had stood trial the jury had found no difficulty in deeming them
completely innocent, though they had been but seventeen. A worry! Three of
these present six would retire within two years of each other, which left the new
Pontifex Maximus with the job of finding three new little Vestals to replace them.
However, that was ten years away. Popillia of course was a close cousin of
Caesar's, whereas Arruntia, of a less august family, had almost no blood tie to
him. Neither had ever recovered from the stigma of alleged unchastity, which
meant they clung together and led very sequestered lives.

The two replacements for Perpennia and Fonteia were still children, again of
much the same age, eleven.

One was a Junia, sister of Decimus Brutus, daughter of Sempronia Tuditani.



Why she had been offered to the College at six years of age was no mystery:
Sempronia Tuditani couldn't stomach a potential rival, and Decimus Brutus was
proving ruinously expensive. Most of the little girls came healthily provided for by
their families, but Junia was dowerless. Not an insuperable problem, as the State
was always willing to provide a dowry for those who lacked one from their
families. She would be quite attractive once the pangs of puberty were done with
— how did these poor creatures cope with that in such a restricted and
motherless environment?

The other child was a patrician from an old though somewhat decayed family, a
Quinctilia who was very fat. She too was dowerless. An indication, thought
Caesar grimly, of the present College's reputation: no one who could dower a girl
well enough to get her a reasonable husband was going to give her to the
Vestals. Costly for the State, and bad luck as well. Of course they had been
offered a Pompeia, a Lucceia, even an Afrania, a Lollia, a Petreia; Pompey the
Great was desperate to entrench himself and his Picentine followers within
Rome's most revered institutions. But old and sick though he had been, the
Piglet was not about to accept any of that stock! Preferable by far to have the
State dower children with the proper ancestors — or at least a father who had
won the Grass Crown, like Fonteia.

The adult Vestals knew Caesar about as well as he knew them, a knowledge
acquired mostly through attendance at the formal banquets and functions held
within the priestly Colleges — not, therefore, a deep or even a particularly
friendly knowledge. Some private feasts in Rome might degenerate into affairs of
too much wine and too many personal confidences, but never the religious ones.
The six faces turned in Caesar's direction held — what? It would take time to find
out. Yet his breezy and cheerful manner had thrown them a little off balance.
That was deliberate on his part; he didn't want them shutting him out or
concealing things from him, and none of these Vestals had been born when
there was last a young Pontifex Maximus in the person of the famous
Ahenobarbus. Essential then to make them think that the new Pontifex Maximus
would be a paterfamilias to whom they could turn with real security. Never a
salacious glance from him, never the familiarity of touch from him, never an
innuendo from him. Nor, on the other hand, any coldness, lack of sympathy,
off-putting formality, awkwardness.



Licinia coughed nervously, wet her lips, ventured to speak. "When will you be
moving in, domine?”

He was, of course, in truth their lord, and he had already decided that it was
fitting they should always address him as such. He could call them his girls, but
they would never have any excuse to call him their man.

"Perhaps the day after tomorrow," he said with a smile, stretching his legs out
and sighing.

"You will want to be shown over the whole building."

"Yes, and again tomorrow, when | bring my mother."

They had not forgotten that he had a highly respected mother, nor were they
ignorant of all the aspects of his family structure, from the engagement of his
daughter and Caepio Brutus to the dubious folk with whom his empty-headed
wife associated. His answer told them clearly what the pecking order would be:
mother first. That was a relief!

"And your wife?" asked Fabia, who privately thought Pompeia very beautiful
and alluring.

"My wife," said Caesar coolly, "is not important. | doubt that you'll ever see her,
she leads a busy social life. Whereas my mother is bound to be interested in
everything." He said the last with another of those wonderful smiles, thought for a
moment, and added, "Mater is a pearl beyond price. Don't be afraid of her, and
don't be afraid to talk to her. Though | am your paterfamilias, there are corners of
your lives which you will prefer to discuss with a woman. Until now you have had
either to go outside this house or confine such discussions to yourselves. Mater
has a fount of experience and a mine of common sense. Bathe in the one, and
delve in the other. She never gossips, even to me."

"We look forward to her advent," said Licinia formally.
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"As for you two," said Caesar, addressing the children, "my daughter isn't much
older than you, and she's another pearl beyond price. You'll have a friend to play
with."

Which produced shy grins, but no attempt at conversation. He and his family,



he saw with an inward sigh, had a long way to go before these hapless victims of
the mos maiorum managed to settle down and accept the new order.

For some moments more he persevered, looking absolutely at ease, then he
rose. "All right, girls, that's enough for one day. Licinia, you may show me over
the Domus Publica, please."

He commenced by walking out into the middle of the sunless peristyle garden
and gazing about.

"This, of course, is the public courtyard," said Licinia. "You know it from the
functions you have attended here."

"At none of which I've ever had the leisure or the isolation to see it properly,"
said Caesar. "When something belongs to you, you regard it through different
eyes."

Nowhere was the height of the Domus Publica more apparent than from the
middle of this main peristyle; it was walled up on all four sides to the apex of the
roofs. A covered colonnade of deep-red Doric pillars surrounded it, with the
arched and shuttered windows of the top floor rearing above its beautifully
painted back walls, done in the red style and displaying against that rich
background some of the famous Vestals and their deeds, the faces faithfully
reproduced because Chief Vestals were quite entitled to own imagines, wax
masks tinted to lifelike truth surmounted by wigs accurate in color and style.

"The marble statues are all by Leucippus, and the bronzes by Strongylion,"
said Licinia. "They were the gift of one of my own ancestors, Crassus Pontifex
Maximus."

"And the pool? It's lovely."

"Donated by Scaevola Pontifex Maximus, domine."

Obviously someone gardened, but Caesar knew who was going to be the new
guiding light: Gaius Matius. At which moment he turned to observe the back wall,
and saw what seemed like hundreds of windows peering down from the Via
Nova, most of them filled with faces; everyone knew that today the new Pontifex
Maximus underwent inauguration, and was bound to call in to see his residence
and his charges, the Vestals.

"You have absolutely no privacy," he said, pointing.

"None, domine, from the main peristyle. Our own peristyle was added by
Ahenobarbus Pontifex Maximus, and he built its walls so high we are invisible."



She sighed. "Alas, we get no sun."

They moved then into the only public room, the cella between the building's two
sides that constituted the temple. Though it contained no statues, it too was
frescoed and lavishly gilded; the light unfortunately was too dim to appreciate the
quality of the work the way it demanded. Down either side, each on a precious
stand, marched a row of miniature temples, the cabinets in which lived the
imagines of the Chief Vestals since the order had been started in the misty days
of the earliest kings of Rome. No use opening one to peer in at the color of
Claudia's skin or the way she had worn her hair; the light was too poor.

"We will have to see what we can do about that," said Caesar, proceeding back
to the vestibule, the first room he had entered.

Here, he realized now, the antiquity of the place showed best, for it was so old
Licinia could not tell him exactly why it was the way that it was, or what the
purpose of its features might have been. The floor rose ten feet from the outer
doors to the temple doors in three separate ramps tiled with a truly fabulous
mosaic of what he guessed might be glass or faience in convoluted but abstract
patterns. Dividing the ramps from each other and giving them their curving
outline were two amygdalae, almond-shaped wells paved with time-blackened
blocks of tufa, each one containing at its ritual middle a pedestal of polished
black stone upon which stood the halves of a hollow spherical rock lined with
garnet-colored crystals glittering like beads of blood. On either side of the outer
doors lay another tufa-paved well, inner edge curved. The walls and ceiling were
much newer, a complex riot of plaster flowers and lattices, painted in shades of
green and picked out with gilt.

"The sacred car upon which we move our dead passes easily down either side
ramp—Vestals use one, the Pontifex Maximus the other—but we do not know
who used the central ramp, or what for. Perhaps the death car of the King, but |
do not know. It is a mystery," said Licinia.

"There must be answers somewhere," said Caesar, fascinated. He gazed at
the Chief Vestal with brows raised. "Where now?"

"Whichever side you prefer to see first, domine."

"Then let it be your side."

The half of the Domus Publica which accommodated the Vestals also housed
an industry, plain to see when Licinia ushered Caesar into an L-shaped room fifty



feet long. What would have been the atrium or reception room of an ordinary
domus was here the workplace of the Vestals, who were the formal custodians of
Roman wills. It had been most intelligently converted to serve its purpose, with
box shelves to the lofty ceiling for book buckets or unprotected scrolls, desks and
chairs, ladders and stools, and a number of stands from which hung big sheets
of Pergamum parchment made up of smaller rectangles carefully and minutely
sewn together.

"We accept custody of the will through there," said the Chief Vestal, pointing
toward the area closest to the outside doors through which entered those who
wished to lodge their wills within the Atrium Vestae. "As you can see, it is walled
off from the main part of the room. Would you like to look, domine?”

"Thank you, | know the spot well," said Caesar, executor of many wills.

"Today, of course, being feriae, the doors are closed and no one is on duty.
Tomorrow we'll be busy."

"And this part of the room contains the wills."

"Oh, no!" gasped Licinia, horrified. "This is just our record room, domine."

"Record room?"

"Yes. We keep a record of every will lodged with us as well as the testament
itself—name, tribe, address, age when lodged, and so forth. When the will is
executed it leaves us. But the records never do. Nor do we ever discard them."

"So all these book buckets and pigeonholes are stuffed with records, nothing
but records?"

"Yes."

“‘And these?" he asked, walking across to one of the stands to count the
number of parchment sheets suspended from it.

"Those are our master plans, an instruction manual for finding everything from
which names belong to which tribes, to lists of municipia, towns all over the
world, maps of our storage system. Some of them contain the full roll of Roman
citizens."

The stand held six parchment sheets two feet wide and five feet long, each of
them written upon both sides, the script clear and fine and darkly delineated,
quite the equal of any trained Greek scribe's writing that Caesar had ever known.
His eyes roamed the room and counted thirty stands in all. "They list more than
you've told me."



"Yes, domine. We archive everything we can, it interests us to do so. The first
Aemilia who was ever a Vestal was wise enough to know that the everyday
tasks, tending the sacred fire and carrying all of our water from the well—it was
the Fountain of Egeria in those days, admittedly a lot farther away than Juturna—
were not enough to keep our minds busy and our intentions and our vows pure.
We had been custodians of wills when all the Vestals were daughters of the
King, but under Aemilia we expanded the work we did, and commenced to
archive."

"So here | see a veritable treasure-house of information."

"Yes, domine."

"How many wills do you have in your care?"

"About a million."

"All listed here," he said, hand sweeping around the high, crammed walls.

"Yes and no. The current wills are confined to pigeonholes; we find it easier to
consult a naked scroll than to struggle in and out of book buckets all the time. We
keep things well dusted. The buckets contain the records of wills departed from
our custody."

"How far do your records go back, Licinia?"

"To the two youngest daughters of King Ancus Marcius, though not in the detail
Aemilia instituted."

"l begin to understand why that unorthodox fellow Ahenobarbus Pontifex
Maximus installed your plumbing and reduced the taking of water from the Well
of Juturna to a ritual daily pitcherful. You have more important work to do, though
at the time Ahenobarbus did it, he created a furor."

“We will never cease to be grateful to Ahenobarbus Pontifex Maximus," said
Licinia, leading the way to a flight of stairs. "He added the second storey not only
to make our lives healthier and more comfortable, but also to give us room to
store the wills themselves. They used to be in the basement, we had nowhere
else. Even so, storage is once again a problem. In earlier times wills were
confined to Roman citizens, and mostly citizens who lived within Rome herself at
that. These days we accept almost as many wills from citizens and non-citizens
who live all over the world." She coughed and sniffled as she reached the top of
the stairs and opened the door into a vast cavern lit from windows on one side
only, that looking at the House of Vesta.



Caesar understood her sudden attack of respiratory distress; the place exuded
a miasma of paper particles and bone-dry dust.

"Here we store the wills of Roman citizens, perhaps three quarters of a million,"
said Licinia. "Rome, there. ltalia, here. The various provinces of Rome, there and
there and there. Other countries, over here. And a new . section for Italian Gaul,
here. It became necessary after the ltalian War, when all the communities south
of the Padus River were enfranchised. We had to expand our section for ltalia
too."

They were pigeonholed in rank after rank of wooden box shelves, each one
tagged and labeled, perhaps fifty to one single box; he withdrew a specimen from
Italian Gaul, then another and another. All different in size and thickness and the
sort of paper, all sealed with wax and someone's insignia. This one hefty—a lot
of property! That one slender and humble—perhaps a tiny cottage and a pig to
bequeath.

"And where are the wills of non-citizens stored?" he asked as Licinia
descended the stairs ahead of him.

"In the basement, domine, together with the records of all army wills and
deaths on military service. We do not, of course, ever have custody of soldiers'
wills themselves—they remain in the care of the legion clerks, and when a man
finishes his time, they destroy his will. He then makes a new one and lodges it
with us." She sighed mournfully. “There is still space down there, but | fear it
won't be long before we have to shift some of the provincial citizen wills to the
basement, which also has to house quite a lot of sacred equipment we and you
need for ceremonies. So where," she enquired plaintively, "will we go when the
whole of the basement is as full as it was for Ahenobarbus?"

"Luckily, Licinia, it won't be your worry," said Caesar, "though it will
undoubtedly be mine. How extraordinary to think that feminine Roman efficiency
and attention to detail has bred a repository the like of which the world has never
known before! Everyone wants his will kept safe from prying eyes and tampering
pens. Where else is that possible except in the Atrium Vestae?"

The largeness of this observation escaped her, she was too busy shocking
herself at discovery of an omission. "Domine, | forgot to show you the section for
women's wills!" she cried.

"Yes, women do make wills," he said, preserving gravity. "It is a great comfort



to realize that you segregate the sexes, even in death." When this sailed
somewhere miles above her head, he thought of something else. "It amazes me
that so many people lodge their wills here in Rome, yet may dwell in places up to
several months' journey away. | would have thought all the movable property and
coin would have vanished by the time the will itself could be executed."

"l do not know, domine, because we never find out things like that. But if
people do it, then surely they must feel secure in doing it. | imagine," she
concluded simply, "that everyone fears Rome and Roman retribution. Look at the
will of King Ptolemy Alexander! The present King of Egypt is terrified of Rome
because he knows Egypt really belongs to Rome from that will."

"True," said Caesar solemnly.

From the workplace (where, he noticed, even the two child Vestals were now
busy at some task, feriae notwithstanding) he was conducted to the living
quarters. These were, he decided, very adequate compensation for a conventual
existence. However, the dining room was country style, chairs round a table.

"You don't have men to dine?" he asked.

Licinia looked horrified. "Not in our own quarters, domine! You are the only
man who will ever enter here."

"What about doctors and carpenters?"

“There are good women doctors, also women craftsmen of all kinds. Rome
bears no prejudices against women in trades."

"So much | don't know, despite the fact that I've been a pontifex for over ten
years," said Caesar, shaking his head.

"Well, you were not in Rome during our trials," said Licinia, her voice trembling.
"Our private entertaining and living habits were publicly aired then. But under
normal circumstances only the Pontifex Maximus among the priests concerns
himself with how we live. And our relatives and friends, naturally."

“True. The last Julia in the College was Julia Strabo, and she died untimely.
Do many of you die untimely, Licinia?"

"Very few these days, though | believe death here was common before we had
water and plumbing laid on. Would you like to see the bathrooms and latrines?
Ahenobarbus believed in hygiene for everyone, so he gave the servants baths
and latrines too."

"A remarkable man," said Caesar. "How they reviled him for changing the law



—and getting himself elected Pontifex Maximus at the same time! | remember
Gaius Marius telling me there was an epidemic of marble-latrine-seat jokes after
Ahenobarbus finished with the Domus Publica.”

Though Caesar was reluctant, Licinia insisted that he should see the Vestal
sleeping arrangements.

“Metellus Pius Pontifex Maximus thought of it after he came back from Spain.
You see?" she asked, conducting him through a series of curtained archways
leading off her own sleeping cubicle. "The only way out is through my room. We
all used to have doors onto the passageway, but Metellus Pius Pontifex Maximus
bricked them up. He said we must be protected from all allegations."

Lips tight, Caesar said nothing; they retraced their steps back to the Vestal
workplace. There he returned to the subject of wills, which fascinated him.

"Your figures shocked me," he said, "but | realize they ought not. All my life has
passed in the Subura, and how many times | have seen it for myself, that Head
Count man owning a single slave solemnly parading down to the Atrium Vestae
to lodge his will. Nothing to leave but a brooch, some chairs and a table, a prized
haybox oven, and his slave. Tricked out in his citizen's toga and bearing his grain
chit as proof of his Roman status, as proud as Tarquinius Superbus. He can't
vote in the Centuries and his urban tribe makes his comitial vote worthless, but
he can serve in our legions and he can lodge his will."

"You neglected to say, domine, how many times he arrives with you at his side
as his patron," said Licinia. "It does not escape us which patrons find the time to
do this, and which just send one of their freedmen."

"Who comes in person?" asked Caesar, curious.

"You and Marcus Crassus, always. Cato too, and the Domitii Ahenobarbi. Of
the rest, hardly any."

"No surprise in those names!"

Time to change the subject while a loud voice would enable all the toiling
white-clad figures to hear him. "You work very hard," he said. "I've lodged
enough wills and demanded enough of them for probate, but it never occurred to
me what an enormous task it is to care for Rome's last testaments. You are to be
commended.”

Thus it was a very pleased and happy Chief Vestal who let him into the
vestibule again, and handed him the keys to his domain.



Wonderful!

The L-shaped reception room was a mirror-image twin of the Vestal workplace,
fifty feet on its long side. No expense or luxury had been spared, from the
glorious frescoes to the gilding to the furniture and art objects littered
everywhere. Mosaic floor, fabulous ceiling of plaster roses and gold honeycomb,
colored marble pilasters engaging the walls and colored marble sheaths on the
sole freestanding column.

A study and sleeping cubicle for the Pontifex Maximus, and a smaller suite for
his wife. A dining room which held a full six couches. A peristyle garden off to
one side, adjacent to the Porticus Margaritaria and on full view to the windows of
the Via Nova insulae. The kitchen could feed thirty diners; though it was within
the main structure, most of the outside wall was missing, and the dangerous
cooking fires were in the yard. As was a cistern large enough to wash the clothes
and serve as a reservoir in case of fire.

"Ahenobarbus Pontifex Maximus tapped into the Cloaca Maxima, which made
him very popular with the Via Nova too," said Licinia, smiling because she was
talking about her idol. “When he put the sewer down our back alley, it enabled
the insulae to use it, and the Porticus Margaritaria as well."

“And the water?" asked Caesar.

"The Forum Romanum on this side abounds with springs, domine. One feeds
your cistern, another the cistern in our yard."

There were servants' quarters both upstairs and downstairs, including a suite
which would house Burgundus, Cardixa and their unmarried sons. And how
ecstatic Eutychus would be to have his own little nest!

However, it was the front section of the top storey which put the final touch on
Caesar's gratitude for being dowered with the Domus Publica. The front stairs
ascended between the reception room and his study, and conveniently divided
the area into two. He would give all the rooms anterior to the stairs to Pompeia,
which meant they need never see her or hear her from one market day clear
through to the next! Julia could have the spacious suite behind the front stairs for
her use, as there were two guest suites reached by the back stairs.

So whom did Caesar plan to install in the wife's suite downstairs? Why, his
mother, naturally. Whom else?



"What do you think?" he asked his mother as they walked up the Clivus Orbius
after their inspection on the following day.

"It is superb, Caesar." She frowned. "Only one aspect does worry me—
Pompeia. Too easy for people to creep upstairs! The place is vast, no one will
see who comes and goes."

"Oh, Mater, don't sentence me to keeping her downstairs right next door to
me!" he cried.

"No, my son, | won't do that. However, we have to find a way to police
Pompeia's comings and goings. In the apartment it was so easy to make sure
Polyxena attended her the moment she ventured out the door, but here? We'd
never know. Nor can she smuggle men into the apartment, whereas here? We'd
never know."

"Well," said Caesar with a sigh, "my new position carries a good number of
public slaves with it. On the whole they're lazy and irresponsible because they're
not supervised and no one thinks to praise them if they do good work. That will
most definitely change. Eutychus is getting old, but he's still a wonderful steward.
Burgundus and Cardixa can come back from Bovillae with their four youngest.
Their four oldest can caretake Bovillae. It will be your job to organize a new
regimen and a better frame of mind among the servants, both those we bring
with us and those already here. | won't have the time, so it must devolve upon
you."

"l understand that," she said, "but it doesn't answer our problem with Pompeia."

"What that amounts to, Mater, is adequate supervision. We both know you
can't put just one servant on door duty or any kind of watch. He goes to sleep,
from boredom if not from weariness. Therefore we'll put two on permanent duty
at the bottom of the front stairs. Day and night. And we set them some sort of
task—folding linens without a crease, polishing knives and spoons, washing
dishes, mending clothes—you know the duties better than | do. A certain amount
must be done on each shift. Luckily there is a good-sized alcove between the
beginning of the stairs and the end wall. I'll put a loudly creaking door on it to
shut it from view of the reception room, and that means whoever uses the stairs
has to open it first. If our sentries should doze off, that at least will alert them.
When Pompeia appears at the bottom to go out, one of them will notify Polyxena
immediately. As well for us that Pompeia hasn't got the gumption to run off



before Polyxena can be found! If her friend Clodia tries to put her up to that, it will
only happen once, | can assure you. For | shall inform Pompeia conduct of that
kind is a good way to be divorced. | shall also instruct Eutychus to put servants
on sentry duty who won't collude with each other to accept bribes."

"Oh, Caesar, | hate it!" cried Aurelia, striking her hands together. "Are we
legionaries guarding the camp from attack?"

"Yes, Mater, | rather think we are. Her own silly fault. She's mixing in the wrong
circles and refuses to abandon them."

"As the result of which we are obliged to imprison her."

"Not really. Be fair! | haven't forbidden her access to her women friends, either
here or elsewhere. She and they can come and go as they please, including
beauties like Sempronia Tuditani and Palla. And the appalling Pompeius Rufus.
But Pompeia is now the wife of Caesar Pontifex Maximus, a social elevation of
no mean order. Even for Sulla's granddaughter. | can't trust her good sense,
because she hasn't any. We all know the story of Metella Dalmatica and how she
managed despite Scaurus Princeps Senatus to make Sulla's life a misery when
he was trying to be elected to the praetorship. Sulla spurned her then—evidence
of his instinct for self-preservation, if nothing else. But can you see Clodius or
Decimus Brutus or young Poplicola behaving with Sulla's circumspection? Hah!
They'd whip Pompeia off in a trice."

"Then," said Aurelia with decision, "when you see Pompeia to inform her of the
new rules, | suggest you have her mother there as well. Cornelia Sulla is a
splendid person. And she knows what a fool Pompeia is. Reinforce your authority
with the authority her mother wields. It is no use bringing me into it, Pompeia
detests me for chaining her to Polyxena."

No sooner decided upon than done. Though the move to the Domus Publica
took place the next day, Pompeia had been fully acquainted with the new rules
before she and her handful of personal servants set eyes upon her palatial suite
upstairs. She had wept, of course, and protested the innocence of her intentions,
but to no avail. Cornelia Sulla was sterner than Caesar, and adamant that in the
event of a fall from grace, her daughter would not be welcome to return to Uncle
Mamercus's house divorced on grounds of adultery. Fortunately Pompeia was
not the type to nurse grudges, so by the time the move occurred she was
completely immersed in the transfer of her tasteless but expensive knickknacks,



and planning shopping trips to overfill those areas she considered denuded.

Caesar had wondered how Aurelia would cope with the change from landlady
of a thriving insula to doyenne of the closest thing Rome had to a palace. Would
she insist upon continuing to keep her books? Would she break the ties of more
than forty years in the Subura? But by the time the afternoon of his inaugural
feast came round, he knew that he need not have worried about that truly
remarkable lady. Though she would personally audit, she said, the insula's
accounts would now be done by a man whom Lucius Decumius had found and
vouched for. And it turned out that most of the work she had done was not on
behalf of her own property; to fill in her days she had acted as agent for more
than a dozen other landlords. How horrified her husband would have been if he
had known that! Caesar just chuckled.

In fact, he realized, his elevation to Pontifex Maximus had given Aurelia a new
lease on life. She was absolutely everywhere on both sides of the building, had
established ascendancy over Licinia effortlessly and painlessly, made herself
liked by all six Vestals, and would soon be, her son thought with silent laughter,
absorbed in improving the efficiency not only of the Domus Publica, but also of
its testamentary industry.

“Caesar, we ought to be charging a fee for this service," she said, looking
determined. "So much work and effort! Rome's purse should see a return.”

But that he refused to countenance. "l agree that a fee would increase the
Treasury's profits, Mater, but it would also deprive the lowly of one of their
greatest pleasures. No. On the whole, Rome has no trouble with her proletarii.
Keep their bellies full and the games coming, and they're content. If we begin to
charge them for the entitlements of their citizenship, we'll turn the Head Count
into a monster which would devour us."

As Crassus had predicted, Caesar's election as Pontifex Maximus quietened
his creditors magically. The office besides gave him a considerable income from
the State, as was also true of the three major flamines, Dialis, Martialis and
Quirinalis. Their three State residences stood on the opposite side of the Sacra
Via from the Domus Publica, though of course there was no flamen Dialis, had
not been since Sulla had let Caesar take off the helmet and cape of Jupiter
Optimus Maximus's special priest; that had been the bargain, no new flamen



Dialis until after Caesar's death. No doubt his State house had been let go to
rack and ruin since it had lost Merula as tenant twenty-five years ago. As it was
in his province now, he would have to see it, decide what needed to be done,
and allocate the funds for repairs from the unused salary Caesar would have
collected had he lived in it and practised as flamen.

After that, he'd rent it for a fortune to some aspiring knight dying to have a
Forum Romanum address. Rome would see a return.

But first he had to deal with the Regia and the offices of the Pontifex Maximus.

The Regia was the oldest building in the Forum, for it was said to have been
the house of Numa Pompilius, second King of Rome. No priests save the
Pontifex Maximus and the Rex Sacrorum were permitted to enter it, though the
Vestals served as the attendants of the Pontifex Maximus when he offered to
Ops, and when the Rex Sacrorum sacrificed his ram on the dies agonales he
employed the usual priestlings to help him and clean up afterward.

Thus when Caesar entered it he did so with flesh crawling and hair on end, so
awesome an experience was it. Earthquakes had necessitated its rebuilding on
at least two occasions during the Republic, but always on the same foundations,
and always in the same unadorned tufa blocks. No, thought Caesar, gazing
around, the Regia had never been a house. It was too small and it had no
windows. The shape, he decided, was probably deliberate, too strange to have
been anything other than a part of some ritual mystery. It was a quadrilateral of
the kind the Greeks termed a trapezium, having no side parallel to any other.
What religious meaning had it held for those people who had lived so long ago?
It didn't even face in any particular direction, if to do so meant considering one of
its four walls a front. And perhaps that was the reason. Face no compass point
and offend no God. Yes, it had been a temple from its inception, he was sure.
This was where King Numa Pompilius had celebrated the rites of infant Rome.

There was one shrine against the shortest wall; that of course was to Ops, a
numen with no face and no substance and no sex (for convenience, Ops was
spoken of as feminine) who directed the forces which kept Rome's Treasury
replete and her people full-bellied. The roof at the far end contained a hole below
which in a minute courtyard there grew two laurel trees, very slender and
branchless until they poked out of the hole to drink up a little sun. This court was
not walled off to the ceiling, the builder having contented himself with a



waist-high tufa surround. And between the surround and the end wall there lay
stacked neatly in four rows the twenty-four Shields of Mars, with the twenty-four
Spears of Mars racked in the Sacra Via corner.

How fitting that it should be Caesar finally to come here as the servant of this
place! He, a Julian descended from Mars. With an invocation to the God of War
he carefully peeled off the covers of soft hide that hid one row of shields, and
gazed down on them with breath suspended in awe. Twenty-three of them were
replicas; one was the actual shield which had fallen from the sky at the behest of
Jupiter to protect King Numa Pompilius from his foes. But the replicas were of
the same age, and no one except King Numa Pompilius would ever know which
was the genuine shield. He had done that on purpose, so the legend went, to
confuse potential thieves; for only the real shield had the real magic. The only
others like them were in wall paintings in Crete and the Peloponnese of Greece;
they were almost man-high and shaped like two teardrops joined to form a
slender waist, made from beautifully turned frames of hardwood upon which
were stretched the hides of black-and-white cattle. That they were still in
reasonably good condition was probably only because they were taken out for an
airing every March and every October, when the patrician priests called Salii did
their war dance through the streets to mark the opening and closing of the old
campaign season. And here they were, his shields. His spears. He had never
seen them at close quarters before, because at the age when he might have
come to belong to the Salii, he had been flamen Dialis instead. The place was
dirty and dilapidated—he would have to speak to Lucius Claudius, the Rex
Sacrorum, about smartening up his bevy of priestlings! A stench of old blood lay
everywhere, despite the hole in the roof, and the floor was smothered in rat
droppings. That the Sacred Shields had not suffered was truly a miracle. By
rights the rats ought to have eaten every scrap of hide off them centuries ago. A
haphazard collection of book buckets stacked against the longest wall had not
been so lucky, but some dozen stone tablets ranged next to them would defeat
the sharpest incisors. Well, no time like the present to start repairing the ravages
of time and rodents!

"l suppose," he said to Aurelia over dinner that afternoon, "that | can't introduce
a busy little dog or a couple of needy mother cats into the Regia, it might
contravene our religious laws. So how can | get rid of the rats?"



"l would say their presence in the Regia contravened our religious laws quite
as much as any dog or cat would," said Aurelia. "However, | do see what you
mean. It is not a great difficulty, Caesar. The two old women who take care of the
public latrine across the road from us in the Subura Minor can tell me the name
of the man who makes their rat traps. Very clever! A sort of longish small box
with a door on one end. The door is poised on a balance, and the balance is
connected to a string, and the string is connected to a piece of cheese impaled
on a hooked spike at the back of the box. When the rat tries to remove the
cheese, the door falls down. The trick is to make sure that the fellow you depute
to take the rats out of the box and kill them isn't afraid of them. If he is, they
escape."”

"Mater, you know everything! May | leave the acquisition of a few rat traps to
you?"

"Certainly, " she said, pleased with herself.

"There were never any rats in your insula."

"l should hope not! You know perfectly well that dear Lucius Decumius is never
without a dog."

"And every one of them named Fido."

"And every one of them an excellent ratter."

"l notice that our Vestals prefer to keep cats."”

"Very handy animals provided they are females." She looked mischievous.
"One can of course understand why they keep no males, but it is the female cats
which hunt, you know. Unlike dogs in that respect. Their litters are a nuisance, so
Licinia tells me, but she is very firm, even with the children when they plead. The
kittens are drowned at birth."

"And Junia and Quinctilia drown in tears."

"We must all," said Aurelia, "grow used to death. And to not getting the desire
of our hearts."

As this was inarguable, Caesar changed the subject. “| was able to rescue
some twenty book buckets and their contents, a little mangled but reasonably
intact. It would seem that my predecessors did think to put the contents into new
buckets whenever the old ones started to disintegrate from the rats, but it would
have been more sensible, surely, to have eliminated the rats. For the time being
I'll keep the documents here in my study—I want to read them and catalogue



them."

"Archives, Caesar?"

"Yes, but not of the Republic. They date back to some of the earliest kings."

"Ah! | understand why they interest you so much. You've always had a passion
for ancient laws and archives. But can you read them? Surely they're
indecipherable."

"No, they're in good sound Latin of the kind written about three hundred years
ago, and they're on Pergamum parchment. | imagine one of the Pontifices
Maximi of that era deciphered the originals and made these copies." He leaned
back on his couch. "l also found stone tablets, inscribed in the same writing as
that on the stele in the well of the Lapis Niger. So archaic one can hardly
recognize the language as Latin. A precursor of it, | suppose, like the song of the
Salii. But | shall decipher them, never fear!"

His mother gazed at him fondly enough, yet with a little sternness too. "l hope,
Caesar, that in the midst of all this religious and historical exploration you find the
time to remember that you are standing for election as praetor this year. You
must pay proper attention to the duties of the Pontifex Maximus, but you cannot
neglect your career in the Forum."

He had not forgotten, nor did the vigor and pace of his election campaign suffer
because the lamps in his study burned until very late each night while he worked
his way through what he had decided to call the Commentaries of the Kings. And
thank all the Gods for that unknown Pontifex Maximus who had deciphered and
copied them onto Pergamum parchment! Just where or what the originals were,
Caesar did not know. They were certainly not in the Regia, nor were they similar
to the stone tablets he had found. Those, he decided from his preliminary work,
were annalistic and dated from the earliest kings, perhaps even from Numa
Pompilius. Or Romulus? What a thought! Chilling. Nothing on parchment or
stone was a history of the times, however. Both related to laws, rules, religious
rites, precepts, functions and functionaries. At some moment soon they would
have to be published; all of Rome must know what lay in the Regia. Varro would
be ecstatic, and Cicero fascinated. Caesar would plan a dinner party.



As if to cap what had been an extraordinary year of ups and downs for Caesar,
when the curule elections were held early in Quinctilis, he came in at the top of
the praetors' poll. Not one Century failed to name him, which meant he was able
to rest secure long before the last man returned was sure he had been elected.
Philippus, his friend from Mitylene days, would be a colleague; so too would
Cicero's irascible younger brother, tiny Quintus Cicero. But, alas, Bibulus was a
praetor too.

When the lots were cast to decide which man should have which job, Caesar's
victory was complete. His name was on the first ball out of the spout; he would
be urban praetor, the most senior man among the eight. That meant Bibulus
couldn't annoy him (he had received the Violence Court)—but he could certainly
annoy Bibulus!

Time to break Domitia's heart by discarding her. She had turned out to be
discreet, so as yet Bibulus had no idea. But he would the moment she started
weeping and wailing. They all did. Except Servilia. Perhaps that was why she
alone had lasted.

PART IV

from JANUARY 1
until DECEMBER 5 of 63 B.C.

[CW 342-3.jpg]

It was Cicero's misfortune to enter upon his year as consul in the midst of a
severe economic depression, and as economics was not his speciality, he faced
his year of office in a rather gloomy mood. Not the sort of consulship he had
hoped for! He wanted people to say of him after his year was over that he had
given Rome the same kind of halcyon prosperity commonly attributed to the joint
consulship of Pompey and Crassus seven years earlier. With Hybrida as his
junior colleague, it was inevitable all the credit would go to him, which meant he
wouldn't need to end on bad terms with Hybrida, as Pompey had with Crassus—
and vice versa.

Rome's economic troubles emanated from the East, which had been closed to



Roman businessmen for over twenty years. First King Mithridates had conquered
it, then when Sulla wrested it off him, Sulla introduced praiseworthy financial
regulations there and thus prevented the knight community of Rome from going
back to the old days of milking the East dry. Added to which, the problem of
piracy on the high seas did not encourage business ventures east of Macedonia
and Greece. Consequently those who farmed taxes, lent money, or traded in
goods and commodities like wheat, wine and wool kept their capital at home; a
phenomenon which increased when the war against Quintus Sertorius broke out
in Spain and a series of droughts diminished the harvest. Both ends of Our Sea
became risky or impracticable areas for business endeavors.

All of these things had contrived to concentrate capital and investment within
Rome and ltaly for twenty years. No seductive overseas opportunities presented
themselves to Rome's knight-businessmen, who as a result had little need to find
large amounts of money. The borrowing interest rate was low, rents were low,
inflation was high, and creditors were in no hurry to call in debts.

Cicero's misfortune was to be laid entirely at Pompey's door. First the Great
Man had cleaned up the pirates, then he chased Kings Mithridates and Tigranes
out of those areas which used to be a part of Rome's business sphere. He also
abolished Sulla's financial regulations, though Lucullus had persisted in retaining
them—the sole reason why the knights had lobbied to remove Lucullus and give
his command to Pompey. And so just as Cicero and Hybrida assumed office, a
literal wealth of business opportunities was opening up in the East. Where once
had been Asia Province and Cilicia were now four provinces; Pompey had added
the new provinces of Bithynia-Pontus and Syria to the empire. He set them up
the same way as the other two by giving the great companies of publicani based
in Rome the right to farm their taxes, tithes and tributes. Private contracts let out
by the censors saved the State the burden of gathering taxes and prevented the
proliferation of civil servants. Let the publicani have the headaches! All the
Treasury wanted was its stipulated share of the profits.

Capital flowed out of Rome and ltaly in obedience to the new drive to obtain
control of these eastern business ventures. As a result the interest rate went up
dramatically, usurers suddenly called in old debts, and credit was hard to come
by. In the cities rents soared; in the country farmers were strapped by mortgage
repayments. Inevitably the price of grain—even that supplied by the State—



increased. Huge amounts of money were pouring out of Rome, and nobody in
governm