
It was past noon by now – too late for the hotel’s continental breakfast.  Instead, Hilary ordered a club sandwich identical to the one served at the Hyatt Regency Hotel in Montreal, and bought a copy of the Journal Officiel, which she spread out to read while she ate.  She nearly laughed out loud when she saw the front-page headline: Archéologues Étrangers Empêchés de la Trouvaille Locale.  Well, a least if they were newsworthy, they might get some local support... though she wouldn’t hold out too much hope for it.  The author of the article apparently thought Hassan’s fears about them were entirely justified.


She idly flipped the pages, scanning the sordid tale of a man who’d murdered his wife, an announcement of the birth of a set of quadruplets, and a warning that a half-naked man had tried to rob a restaurant that morning and was still at large.  Hilary was pondering whether her French was good enough for her attempt the crossword puzzle when Betty came and sat down heavily across from her.


“Well, that’s done,” she said, dropping her phone back into her purse.  “I think I need to brush up on my Greek.  I’m not sure anyone understood a word I was saying... it’s a good thing Nicky speaks English.”  She sighd.  “They’re going to talk to the police in Greece, and I’ve called the ones here.  They say...” she shook her head.  “They say they’ll phone as soon as they know anything.”


“The story of our lives,” said Hilary, but something in Betty’s voice made her glance up, and she noticed a suspicious glisten in her friend’s eyes.  “I’m sure he’ll turn up, Betty,” she said more gently.  “These things are never as bad as we worry they are.”


“Oh, I know,” said Betty.  “It’s just that I’m the one who encouraged him to come.  He hates travelling, but I talked him into it.  If anything happened to him, I’ll just be...”


“He’s probably fine,” said Hilary.  “If he’s never travelled before, I’ll bet he’s just lost.  Somebody will call about him any minute.”  She wasn’t quite sure she believed that, but she hated seeing Betty upset.  It took a lot to rattle Betty.


“I’ll try to call him again in a bit,” Betty said.


Hilary nodded.  “That reminds me,” she said.  “I need to check my messages.”  She pulled out her cell phone.


“Who are you expecting?” asked Betty.


“Nobody in particular,” Hilary confessed.  She was just in the bad habit of constantly checking, just in case somebody had called her.  Technology was addictive.  The phone beeped, and a note popped up that Goldwright, NR had called in the middle of last night.  “Just my mother,” said Hilary, setting the phone down on the table.


“You’re not going to call her back?” asked Betty.


“Not right yet,” said Hilary.  “I like to have good news when I talk to my mother.  Do you want to know something?  She thinks I’m in Egypt.”


“Egypt?”  Betty frowned.  “Why Egypt?”


“Oh, heaven knows,” Hilary sighed.  “But she called before I left and told me that as long as I was in Egypt, I should do some shopping, because you can apparently get fake Prada shoes there for ten dollars.  I told her: ‘Mom, I’m not going to Egypt.  I’m going to Algeria’.  And she said, ‘but isn’t Egypt where all the ruins are?’”


Betty giggled.  “That sounds like your mother.”


“She also,” said Hilary, “wanted to tell me that she loves me and is proud of me no matter what I do.  Which means she’s still sorry I didn’t go into medicine or law or something else that would have made me a millionare by now.”  Hilary’s parents, a department store heir and his trophy wife, found their daughter’s academic inclinations all but incomprehensible, but she supposed she had to give them points for trying.  It was because she wanted her to be happy that Hilary’s mother desperately wanted her to meet a man and ‘settle down’.  Whatever it was ‘settle down’ meant – Hilary had a nasty suspicion that it involved giving up her job and raising two point five children, and that she could not do.  Her job was how she escaped.  When she could no longer stand the mess of mediocrity the 21st century had made of itself, she escaped via two-thousand-year-old texts to Rome, Athens, Carthage, and Tyre.  The thought of not having that outlet was unbearable.


“So what are you doing this afternoon?” she asked Betty, changing the subject.


“Probably hanging around here waiting for phone calls,” Betty said.  “Maybe work on my book if I can make myself concentrate.”  Betty was writing a novel about Julius Caesar’s expedition to Britain  “You?”


Hilary shrugged.  “If I have nothing else to do, I thought I might go take a look at the bridges.”  Her Google search on Constantine had turned up half a dozen staggering photographs of the city perched precariously on the edges of the cliffs, with only a thin bridge or two, shrouded in mist, to connect it with the other side of the canyon.  Of course, upon clicking a link she’d discovered that most of those pictures were postcards printed in the 20s and 30s, when Algeria was still officially part of France and there were rather fewer armed policemen wandering around.  But the ravines, and by extension, the bridges, must still be there.  “Or maybe I’ll go shopping and see if I can find some fake Prada for Mom.  Do you want to come?” she asked.  The trip would take Betty’s mind off blaming herself for whatever it was that had happened to Dr. Pappas.


“No, thanks” Betty shook her head.  “You have fun, though.  Once they’ve found Milo, then I’ll be able to go bargain hunting with you.”


“Well, don’t beat yourself up too much,” said Hilary.  “I’ll see you this evening, then.”


Betty just nodded, distracted.


As soon as Hilary stepped out of the hotel, she knew she should have insisted that Betty come with her.  Not only would it have kept Betty from worrying, it would have kept Hilary from depressing herself – which was, the moment she got her first look at Constantine by daylight, exactly what she knew she would end up doing.


Last night, the city had been shrouded in darkness, snow, and rain, with only street lights and headlights for illumination, and she had not been able to get a proper look at it.  Today, the brilliant African sunlight she’d been so looking forward to lit up every stone of the place, and it showed with painful clarity that what Hilary had read on the internet was absolutely true: Constantine was one of the most Western cities in Africa.  Like the hotel, the buildings around here were all on a familiar model – shops, businesses, and high-rise apartment buildings that, but for the Arabic on the signs, could have fit right in back home in Montreal.


But there was no help for it now.  She couldn’t just go back inside... and the bridges and ravines did exist, she reminded herself.  So she flagged down a taxi and managed to make the driver understand, though he spoke no English and very little French, where she wanted to go.  He gave her the sneer people in foreign places reserve for gawking white tourists and insisted that she pay in advance.

As he drove through the twisting streets, Hilary gazed out the window and felt her spirits sink lower and lower.  Constantine, she decided, rather resembled the images she’d often seen on the evening news of Baghdad, albeit with fewer burning cars.  There were mosques here and there, and bits and pieces of the architecture had a decidedly Arab flavour, but on the whole it was a very ordinary, modern-looking place, with Japanese cars on the road, men and women in quite ordinary street clothes, and occasional McDonald’s restaurants on the corners.  There were rather more turbans and burnooses than one saw in most parts of Montreal, and there were policemen, both on foot and on horseback, everywhere... but there was, nevertheless, something dreadfully familiar about the entire place.


Hilary sighed.  One of her professors had used to call this ‘the Walmartization of the World’.  Nowhere on Earth was truly foreign anymore – no matter where you went, you could order a Big Mac and fries or buy a latte in a familiar restaurant where the employees spoke decent English.  The creeping tentacles of the United States were slowly but surely infesting the entire globe, devouring any and all culture they encountered.


The taxi driver took her through the downtown core and then on into a more traditional market district.  That was a little better, Hilary thought, a little more like what you wanted to see in Africa.  Men and women at little carts were selling fish and fruit, pots and pans and jewelry and dozens of other things necessary and not.  Unfortunately, there were also racks of sunglasses, hot dog stands, and assorted cheap souvenirs that looked suspiciously Egyptian.  The area felt somehow hollow, rather like a Chinatown; a coat of exotic paint sprayed onto something still essentially modern and European.


Hilary knew it was not politically correct to think this way.  In the twenty-first century, people were supposed to celebrate what made all human beings alike, not dwell on what divided them.  But there was something still in Hilary of the little girl who’d used to spend hours on end flipping through old copies of National Geographic, reading about faraway lands.  It wasn’t fair to get there and find that the great sponge of American non-culture was slowly, surely, soaking up the things that made such places beautiful and strange.


That, she reflected, was the reason she studied history.  The ancient world truly was an exotic one, peopled by individuals who would never, could never, eat a Big Mac or drink Coca-Cola or wear a shirt with a Tommy Hilfiger logo on it.  There was an unspoiled individuality to the past that modernity had lost.  It was enough to make Hilary think that maybe Mr. Hassan, fearing what the American monolith would do with his country’s history, was justified in trying to shut them out.


The taxi driver pulled to a stop.  “Ponts,” he announced, pointing out the window to his right.


Hilary looked, but only saw more buildings.  “Où? Où sont les ponts?” she asked.


“Ponts,” he repeated.


It probably wasn’t worth pressing.  “Merci,” said Hilary, grabbing her purse.  The driver replied with something in Arabic that probably didn’t mean ‘you’re welcome’; as soon as Hilary shut the vehicle door behind herself, he drove off.  Apparently cab drivers were just like hotels and restaurants... the same everywhere on Earth.


Well, they hadn’t crossed any bridges yet, so some must still be out there.  Hilary folded her newspaper and tucked it under her arm, and continued on her way north – the direction the cab driver had been pointing in.


She was now in a more Mediterranean-looking part of the city, all rickety white buildings with red tile roofs and wrought-iron railings.  This was more like the Constantine of the old postcards.  As she recalled from the images she’d found online, these were the sorts of buildings that were found perched right on the edges of the cliffs, without even a fence between them and the precipice.  So if not one of the famous bridges, then at least there ought to be some pretty cliffs nearby...


She had gone not more than ten steps when she heard the barking dog.


Hilary had never liked dogs very much.  When she was thirteen years old, she’d had a paper route for a while, and there had been one house that kept a very large Labrador retriever in their front yard.  It had always taken a great effort on her part to brave the animal’s fierce glare and go put the paper on the porch anyway.  One day, for some incomprehensible reason, the horrible creature had been off its leash and had charged at her, barking.  Hilary had dropped her papers and fled, sobbing, halfway down the street before a neighbour detained the animal – and that had been the end of both her paper route and any possibility that she might learn to like dogs.


Of course, that had been a long time ago.  Hilary had since taught herself not to let her fear overpower her, and usually when dogs barked at her she quickly got over her initial startlement and hurried away.  But when she looked up and saw this dog, she stopped dead.  It was a mutt of some description, with runny red eyes and a squashed, wrinkled face, and it easily weighed more than she did.  Its face carried the most terrifying expression of utter malice she’d ever seen on an animal... and it was running right towards her.


She stopped cold, freezing like a deer in the headlights.  Here was this monster, all teeth and drool and bark, barreling towards her.  An Arabic man in a polo shirt and jeans was chasing it, calling its name, but he was quickly getting left behind, and the gap between Hilary and the dog was rapidly shrinking.  It wasn’t going to stop.  It would... the memory of the vicious dog on her paper route hung in front of Hilary’s eyes a moment, then she snapped out of her momentary trance and ran.


You were not supposed to run from a dog; their instinct was to chase.  But Hilary couldn’t help herself.  She could almost feel the beast’s hot, damp breath on the back of her neck as she dashed down the block, past half a dozen startled people, and into an alleyway.  She collided with somebody who’d been coming around the corner, but pushed past him without stopping, only to run right into a chain-link fence.

Her first thought was to try to climb it – the dog would not be able to do so, and on the other side, she would be safe! – but then she looked through the links, and realized that she had, indeed, found the cliffs of Constantine.  Ten feet in front of her was a sheer drop.  She was trapped!


The sound of nails on concrete and the incessant barking told her that the dog had rounded the corner.  She crouched down and covered the back of her neck with her hands.


Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the barking stopped.  The dog let out a strangled yelp, then began to yap angrily at something else.  There was a metallic clang as something slammed into a metal door... and finally Hilary could stand the suspense no longer – she raised her head to look.


A man in what looked like a dirty orange nightshirt had siezed the dog by the collar and wrestled it to the ground, where he was now pinning it down with both hands and shouting at it in a language Hilary’s frazzled brain could not identify beyond its belonging to the Romance family.  The dog’s owner pushed past the half-dozen people who had stopped to watch, babbling something in which shukran – the Arabic for ‘thank you’ – figured over and over.  The other man, without replying, let the dog up, but continued to hold onto it until the owner had clipped the leash to its collar and, with a final “shukran!”, dragged it away.


The stranger then turned to look at Hilary, who was still crouched miserably by the fence.  She was somewhat surprised to see that he was European.  He might have been Italian.  He had an olive complexion; dark curly hair to his shoulders and deep brown eyes to match; full, sensuous lips and a nose that could only fairly be described as Roman.  His build was tall and lithe, with the muscular but graceful arms and legs of a swimmer or sprinter – Hilary could see quite well, because he was dressed only in what appeared to be a terra-cotta coloured pillowcase.

Her mind was still mostly paralyzed by her dog phobia, but some small part of her bemusedly observed that the garment looked much like the reddish wool tunic of a Roman soldier.  Another part thought that the man wearing it would be terribly attractive if he were clean.


This rather odd individual took Hilary’s hands and pulled her gently to her feet.  She, still not quite recovered from the scare the dog had given her, was grateful for the help.  She kept hanging onto his hands, reluctant to let go of even a dirty and half-naked rescuer.  He had sexy hands, she thought distractedly... long fingers and square nails, with a little bit of dark hair on the backs...

“Salvesne?” he asked her.


“Huh?” asked Hilary.  She recognized the word, but just then she couldn’t for the life of her remember what it meant or even what language it was in.


“Bonum est,” he assured her, putting a warm hand on her back.  “Non nocita es.  Salvesne?”


“Oh!  Salveo, Salveo,” said Hilary.  She stepped back, suddenly feeling rather sheepish, and tucked her hair back into place behind her ears.  “Me dolet, canes odi.”


The man stared at her for a moment, then his face lit up like a child’s on Christmas day.  “Loquerisne Latine?” he asked eagerly.


“Huh?” Hilary repeated.  Her mind flashed back over the exchange.  ‘It’s all right,’ he’d said.  ‘You’re not hurt.  Are you okay?’  And she’d replied, without really thinking, ‘I’m fine, I’m fine.  I’m sorry, I hate dogs.’  His dark eyes had brightened, and he’d said, ‘you speak Latin?’


Well, yes.  She did... but it wasn’t something she’d have expected to be asked by a half-naked man in an African alleyway.  Never mind one who apparently spoke the language as fluently as she did – if not more so.  It was a bit hard to tell.  Nobody really knew what good Latin sounded like; proper accent and pronunciation were matters of debate.  Hilary frequently heard very bad Latin from her students, but this man did not sound remotely like them.


Hilary gave him a second look.  He was an absolutely mess – even the homeless people in downtown Montreal looked better.  This fellow was bruised and dirty, hadn’t shaved in an least a week and smelled as if he hadn’t had a shower in a comparable length of time.  Hilary thought he was around her age, thirty or thirty-five.  He stood well over six feet, and yes, probably would be very handsome if at the moment he hadn’t looked so much like an extra from a 1960’s caveman movie.


And he was speaking Latin.  He stood patiently, waiting for her to answer him.


“Er... sic,” she said carefully.  “I do.  A little.”


His face broke into a broad smile.  “O, di grator!” he exclaimed – “Oh, thank the gods!  You have no idea how happy I am to hear it!  I’ve been wandering in this city for two days, and you are the first person I’ve met who speaks my language!”  He grabbed her shoulders.  “Listen to me.  I’m sorry to impose on you, but you have to help me.  I need to get back to...”


“Stop!”  Hilary pulled herself out of his hands.  He had a powerful grip.  “Stop!  Uh... tace.  Tace!”  That meant approximately ‘shut up,’ didn’t it?  “Um...” she licked her lips.  “Loquerisne Brittane?  Do you understand English?”


“Non,” he said, without shaking his head.  “Listen to me, please.  Don’t be afraid, I won’t hurt you, but...”


“Parlez-vous Français?” she tried.  No.  “¿Habla Español?  Parlate Italiano?”


“I don’t know these dialects,” he said.  “I’m afraid I’ve spent too little time in the provinces.  I speak the Latin of Rome, and the Greek of Athens.”


“Where did you learn them?” asked Hilary, still stumbling over her words.  Talking to her students in Latin was easy – talking to somebody fluent was insanely difficult.  He spoke so quickly she could barely keep up.


The question seemed to surprise him.  “Latin of course I learned as a child,” he said.  “My father’s slaves taught me Greek.  Ma’am,” he went on impatiently, “just listen.  I promise I will repay you for your trouble.”


Hilary shook her head.  “Who are you?” she asked.


“Marcus Petronius Longinus,” he replied, standing up straight.  “Son of Publius, grandson of Publius, great-grandson of Sextus.  I am... or I suppose I was, long ago, Prime Legate of Quintus Caecilius Metellus in the Numidian Campaign.”


That was so ridiculous that the only response Hilary could come up with was, “no you weren’t.  Gaius Marius was Metellus’ Prime Legate.”  It might have been a while since she’d really studied the Jugurthine War, but she knew that much.


The man who called himself Petronius grinned again.  “You’ve heard of Rome, then?” he asked eagerly.


“Of course I have,” said Hilary.  “I’ve been there.  Six times.”


“Thank the gods!” he repeated.  “The sorceress told me that in two thousand years, men would have forgotten Rome entirely!  I’d nearly decided she was right.”


“What?” Hilary repeated.  “What are you talking about?”


“My troops and I had discovered a plot against Marius,” the man explained patiently.  “Tiberius Pomponius Albanus is conspiring with the Usurper to have him killed – I was on my way back to warn the consuls, but Numidian soldiers overtook me.  They killed my slave but could not... that is, the Usurper wished to question me me, and once he’d found out exactly what I knew, to be rid of me he allowed his sorceress to send me two thousands of years into the future.”


Hilary blinked.


She’d read that in books, where people just stood there blinking after hearing something strange, and she’d never quite seen how it counted as a reaction.  Now she understood – confronted with an idea her brain could simply not process, all she could do was stand there, blinking like an idiot.


And then the light dawned.  “Oh,” she said.  “Intellego, intellego.”  And understand, she did – this man was insane.  “More than two thousand,” she couldn’t resist correcting him.  Marius returned to Rome in 108 BC, so that would be... “Two thousand, one hundred, and thirteen.”


“And Rome still stands!”  He beamed.  “She is truly the gods’ favourite city!  But Ma’am,” he added, sobering again, “listen closely, you must help me.  I need to go back to Rome at once.  There I might be able to find a sorcerer capable of manipulating time.”


Then the second epiphany happened.  What were the odds, Hilary wondered, that she, of all people, would run into a nut case who believed himself to be a Roman general?  Not only that, but a nut case who was versed in Roman history – most people on the street had never heard of Gaius Marius, never mind Tiberius Pomponius Albanus – and who spoke Latin well enough to actually play the part?  How insane a coincidence was it that he would encounter probably the only person in a thousand miles who could understand him and reply?

The idea seemed so silly that this had to be a prank, but as she thought about it, Hilary suddenly realized that it really wasn’t so improbable after all.  Hilary was here because she’d been invited; and she and her colleagues were in fact missing somebody with the exact qualifications this man would require.  Dr. Milo Pappas knew Marius inside and out, and although Hilary had never heard that he was fluent in Latin, she’d also never heard that he wasn’t.


She took a step back and appraised this man for a third time.  He could, she supposed, just as easily be Greek as Italian.  The Greeks and Italians themselves always insisted there was a difference, but Hilary had never been able to see it.  And there were enough scrapes and bruises on him that he had clearly been in some kind of accident.  Perhaps he’d been in a car wreck or something, or been mugged and beat up... clearly, he had some kind of a head injury.  With ancient Rome probably right up front in his mind, his choice of delusion was obvious enough.  He’d even said he spoke Greek.


The madman saw her step away, and apparently took it to mean she was leaving.  He reached out and grabbed her wrist – she noticed that despite his ragged state, he was wearing a gold ring on the middle finger of his right hand.  “Don’t go!” he said.  “Ma’am, please.  I’m lost, I’m hungry and I’m dressed in rags.  The only reason I’ve had anything to eat today is because I stooped to stealing it.  It is very much beneath the dignity of a Roman to beg, but if I must, I will!”  He dropped to his knees, grabbing her hands.  “I can see you think me mad, but I swear, I won’t harm you.  Help me!  I will love you!”


Hilary’s brain had still been scrambling through translation, barely able to keep up with his rapid speech, but now her thoughts came to a screeching halt when confronted with that last statement.  ‘I will love you’?  Was he offering her sexual favours?


Then the rest of her mind caught up, and she felt like a fool.  Of course – amabo te was a figure of speech in Latin.  Literally it meant ‘I will love you’, but it was actually used to mean ‘please’.

She looked down – the man was kneeling on the pavement in front of her, clutching the hem of her sweatshirt and gazing imploringly up at her.  She’d never seen anyone actually gaze imploringly before.  Even knowing that he was delusional, leaving him behind here would feel criminal.  How could somebody so big seem so helpless?


“Please, ma’am,” he said.  “If you can help me to get back where I came from, I will do anything you ask.”


The thought of sexual favours occurred for a second time – he was good-looking, but she would have preferred him clean – and once again she told herself not to be ridiculous.   “You can let go of my clothes, for starters,” said Hilary, taking a step back.  She thought for a moment, then licked her lips and concentrated; she was not very good with Greek.  “Milate Hellinika'?” she managed.


The madman frowned.  “I beg your pardon, ma’am,” he said, getting slowly to his feet.  “What did you say?”


She repeated herself, more slowly, but he didn’t seem to understand.  “Greek,” she returned to Latin.  “Lingua Graecae.  Say something in Greek.”


“Greek?  What for?” he asked impatiently.


“Please?” asked Hilary.


He sighed.  “Lissomai Zênos Olumpiou, prosphilôs moi ekhe...”


“Wait... stop...” said Hilary.  That wasn’t the Greek she spoke, but it was somehow familiar.  This man was making her head hurt.  “Let me see... Zênos Olumpiou is ‘the Olympian Zeus’... lissomai...” she stopped speaking and stared like a fish again.  What this man had just said translated as ‘I beg you, in the name of Zeus of Olympus, be kind to me.’  And it was Greek – but it was classical Greek, Old Testament Greek.  That settled it, she decided.  There could not possibly be more than one man in Algeria for any reason who spoke two long-dead languages.  Marcus Petronius Longinus had to be Dr. Milo Pappas.


But if that were the case, then Hilary should not just be standing around here listening to him babble about it.  He ought to be in a hospital!  Hell, this man needed his head examined whether he was Milo Pappas or not, and he could probably use a physical to see what other damage he’d suffered, too.  He was right – she had to help him.


“I’m sorry,” she repeated, thinking that this was how Jazira must feel when she had to apologize over and over.  “Here – just hold on a minute, and I’ll call somebody.”  She took another step away from the madman and dug into her purse for her cellular phone, only to discover to her absolute horror that it was not there.  Her first thought was that the taxi driver had stolen it, but that was a little silly – a thief would have taken her wallet, or maybe just the entire purse.  More likely she’d just left it on the table in the hotel restaurant.  Betty had probably noticed it after she’d left, and would have held onto it for her.


But that did very little good when Hilary was in a strange city, standing in an alleyway with a not unattractive but very crazy man next to her and a five hundred foot drop just on the other side of the fence.


“Um...” she said, looking nervously up at him.  Now what?  Did they have pay phones in Algeria?  She couldn’t remember seeing one, but then she hadn’t actually been looking.  The general Western feeling of the city spoke well for their presence, but she wasn’t looking forward to having this dirty, half-naked, smelly man following her around while she looked for one, no matter how sexy his hands were.  Or of then turning him over, still dirty, half-naked and smelly, to the appropriate authorities... doubtless with her colleagues watching.  If only she could take him somewhere to let him clean up before she did anything with him.  Perhaps she could take him back to the hotel and give him a bath.


Hilary’s gut reaction to that was that it was a very, very bad idea... but it was, at the same time, enormously tempting.  She could let him shower and shave while she called her colleagues and Jazira – poor Jazira would be happy to have one less thing to worry about – and then they could take him to the hospital or police station.  It would be a bit less embarrassing, anyway.  And while definitely crazy, she though, he didn’t actually seem dangerous.  On the contrary, he’d saved her from a dog and was now begging her for help, and he’d promised more than once not to harm her.


She had to do something with him, anyway.  The sooner he saw a doctor, the sooner he’d be back to normal and they could... uh... do whatever the hell they were going to do with themselves while Hassan stalled them.  And she rather wanted to see if he really was as good-looking as she suspected.


“Right,” she said.  “Vene mecum – come with me.  I’ll take you back to the... um...” they hadn’t had hotels in Ancient Rome.  The closest concept was a taberna, which was something closer to a medieval tavern and with about as nice a reputation, but it would have to do.  “To the tavern where my friends and I are staying.  I’ll bet you’d like a bath.  And something to eat, too,” she added, warming to her sudden role as ‘hostess.’  If he really didn’t have any money, he was probably starving.  “And then we’ll see about... about getting you back to Rome.”


He smiled and reached out as if to hug her before apparently changing his mind.  “Thank you,” he said.  “If in the end all you are able to do for me is to feed me and bathe me, I will still be very much in your debt.”


“It’s the least I can do,” Hilary assured him, forcing a return smile.  “So... um...” her cheerful expression evaporated – what was she going to call this man?  He wasn’t likely to respond to ‘Milo’ or ‘Dr. Pappas’, but she would feel like an idiot saying ‘Petronius’.  For now, she settled on ‘Marcus’.  It was, after all, a name people still used.  “Marcus,” she said firmly, ignoring his surprise at what he must consider an over-familiar address from somebody he’d only just met.  “Let’s get a taxi.”


Before they could do that, however, they were going to have to get Marcus something to cover himself with.  There was no way they were going to find a taxi driver who’d take them anywhere as long as he was dressed in that pillowcase... but by the same token, they weren’t going to find a shop that would let him in, either, and definitely not one that would allow him to try anything on.  The only way around the problem was for Hilary to promise that she was not going to abandon him and them make him wait outside while she bought something for him.  Since she did not know his size, she went into the first men’s wear shop she saw and bought a black trench coat in the biggest size they had.


At least her mother had been right about one thing – you did get cheap clothing in Africa.


The coat turned out to be huge on Marcus, but it covered him up from shoulders to ankles, and Hilary figured that ‘too big’ was better than ‘too small’.  His bare feet were still visible, but it was going to have to do.  Hilary nodded approvingly as he did up the buttons and tied the sash.  Real clothing went a long way towards making him look more respectable.


Or so she’d thought.  The driver of the cab she hailed had other ideas, apparently.  He slowed down, craning his neck for a full view of Marcus – then, just as Hilary stepped forward to talk to him, he sped up and drove off again.  Dressed he might be, but Marcus was still filthy and intimidating.


“I hope you can find out who that man’s owner is,” Marcus commented.  “He deserves a beating for that.”


Hilary sighed.  “Forget the taxi,” she said.  “We’ll try a bus.”
