
Hilary had hoped a good night’s sleep would somehow put everything in perspective... she wasn’t sure exactly what kind of perspective, but perspective of some sort was a thing she needed badly.  Sadly, however, sleep did not seem to be the means to it: when she woke up the next morning, the first thing Hilary did was pull the pillow over her head and squirm in shame at her behavior.


She’d let him kiss her.  He’d waited politely, given her ample opportunity to refuse, but no, she’d gone ahead and let him do it... and it had been every bit as good as she’d been imagining all week.  His unshaved whiskers had brushed her cheeks like soft sandpaper, leaving her skin tingling and her breath short.  He’d tasted of strawberries and ice cream... and of Mediterranean sunshine, of foreign spices and fresh air and faraway places and everything that the modern world was not.  Hilary groaned again and wiggled further under the bedclothes, wishing she could disappear.  This was not good.  She’d made enough of a mess of her emotional life.  She didn’t need to fall in love with a nut case... no matter how sweet, exotic, and utterly gorgeous he might be.


And then after the kiss... a little flickering flame of temper rose up inside her again, and she pushed the pillow aside and rolled over to glare at the ceiling.  “Desperate to be loved”, he’d said.  Her ass!  Did he think he was a psychologist now, as well as a time-traveler?  No, she told herself, Marcus might be pretty, but under the skin he was just another jerk who thought he knew what was best for her.  She was not ‘desperate to be loved’!


Maybe she was a bit lonely.  Maybe she hadn’t had a meaningful conversation with anyone in ages.  Maybe she did still miss her father so much that thinking about him felt like taking a fist to the gut.  And maybe she didn’t have a whole lot of a social life.  But none of that meant she was ‘desperate to be loved’, especially by a madman who thought he could kiss her when they’d only known each other a week.


The righteous indignation eventually overcame her shame enough to let her wallow out of bed.  She banged things around in the bathroom and threw the soap against the wall when it dared to slide out of her hands, which made her feel a bit better.  She was brushing her hair, employing rather more force that was really required, when her cell phone rang.


“Damn,” she muttered, just for the sake of cursing.  Although she was alone in the room, she wrapped a towel around herself before she ran to pick it up.


“Hello?” she asked.  It had better not be Marcus.  Despite her giving him her number, he hadn’t actually called her yet.  Hilary could almost sympathize.  A telephone must be a very strange way to communicate to somebody who couldn’t remember seeing one before.  Heck, she often found it a strange way to communicate, herself.  Faces were an important part of conversations... a voice echoing over a phone line just wasn’t the same.


“Hilary!”  It was Betty.  “Good news!  They’ve found Milo’s luggage!”


“Really?” asked Hilary.  Finally, a lead on something!  “Where was it?”


“In Skikda, I think,” said Betty.  “I couldn’t get much out of the officer I spoke to.  His French was awful and his accent was worse.  But apparently Jazira’s on her way, so she ought to be able to tell us more.”


“I’ll be right down,” Hilary promised.


“Bring Milo,” said Betty.


“Of course.”  Hilary nodded.  “See you in a few.”


She dried off and dressed in such a hurry that her hair was still damp when she knocked on Marcus’ door.  He was quite dry when he answered – he washed in the evenings, not the mornings, in accordance with Roman custom – but only halfway dressed, wearing jeans but no shirt.  Hilary was getting the idea that the Romans in his private universe had rather less personal modesty than she’d always assumed... or perhaps his casual disregard for clothing was because he considered his little stint in the future to be a holiday.


“Good morning, friend,” he greeted her.  Hilary really couldn’t tell if he was being sarcastic or not.  He looked at her warily, as if expecting her to jump up and bite.


“Good morning,” Hilary replied, keeping her eyes down.  “I need you to get dressed and come downstairs with me.  They’ve found...” she stopped.  What was she supposed to tell him?  If she said they’d found his luggage, he’d probably say she must be mistaken... what sort of sorceress kindly sent a man’s bags along when she stranded him in the distant future?  But Hilary needed to get him to come with her somehow.  What if...


She straightened up sharply as a possibility dawned: what if Marcus looked at his things and recognized them, and then just snapped right out of this?  Could that happen, or was that only in movies?  What if it did?


Well, they’d all be relieved to have one less thing to worry about.  Betty could have ‘her’ Milo back and all of them could stop having to try to speak Latin.  He could start actually contributing to their conversations and cataloguing... and Hilary and Milo could either give up and have sex, or give up and agree, for mutually comprehensible reasons, not to.

But once Milo was back, Marcus would be gone...

Hilary shook her head.  No.  That was stupid.  Marcus wasn’t here to begin with, no matter how real he might seem.  Marcus Petronius Longinus was nothing but a figment of Milo Pappas’ imagination.


He didn’t look like a Milo, she thought suddenly.  The ‘Milo’ of Greco-Roman legend had been an athlete capable of giving an ox a piggyback ride, but trying to picture a man named Milo Pappas called up, as Betty had observed, an image of a skinny little fellow in coke-bottle glasses.  Not six feet two inches of gorgeous Greek god.


“Yes?” asked Marcus.


“Yes, wha... oh.”  Hilary blinked and shook herself out of her thoughts.  What had she been telling him?  Oh, right: his luggage.   “We’ve found some stuff that we need some help with,” she settled for.  “Get a shirt on, and come and see.”


“One moment,” said Marcus.  He pulled a polo shirt out of the dresser – making himself the only person Hilary had ever met who actually used hotel dressers – and pulled it over his head.  It was the pink one.  Hilary had given it to him at the store just to see if he would say anything about the colour, and he hadn’t... and then she’d bought it for him because he had the nerve to look good in it.  Hilary was not, on the whole, fond of men in pink, but somehow or other, he made it work.


He turned the collar right side out, as she’d shown him the day she’d taken him shopping, slipped the room key into a pocket, and shut the door behind him when he stepped into the hall.  “If it wouldn’t be too much trouble,” he said running a hand over his chin, “I think it is getting on for time we made another trip to the barber.”


“We can do that,” Hilary agreed.  She should have taken him before now, actually, but the stubble was, as she had observed, sexy.  “Later, though.  Follow me, please.”


Betty was in the lobby waiting for them, along with Jazira and a pair of police officers, but Donald and Edouard had not yet arrived.  A few other people were standing around, curious to see what the fuss was about.  One of the officers was carrying two suitcases.


“Hilary!” Betty called.  “Over here!”


“I can see you, don’t worry.”  Hilary dragged Marcus over.  “This is Milo’s luggage?”


“Yes, it is,” said Jazira.  “It was found in Skikda last night.  I am sorry it took so long to identify it,” she added.  “The police said there was no identification attached.  The captain of the ship turned it over to authorities when no-one claimed it, and it sat in storage for days before they realized what it was.”


“Any idea why its owner didn’t collect it?” asked Hilary.


“I’m sorry, no.”  Jazira shook her head.  “The police did contact the ship, but the sailors could not tell them much.  Captain Antonopoulos spoke to his crew, but none of them could remember seeing Dr. Pappas since they stopped in Sicily.  They had not thought anything of it because he had stayed in his cabin working for most of the voyage.”


That was no help.  “Well, he obviously got on board,” said Hilary, “seeing as he made it here.”  She glanced at Marcus, who was standing there tapping his fingers on his leg.  She was starting to realize that this gesture was not one of impatience – Marcus was nothing if not patient – just a meaningless habit.  “Something must have happened to him in Skikda.”  But how had he made it to Constantine, then?


“They are looking into it,” said Jazira.  “We promise, we will...”


“I know,” Hilary interrupted.  “You’ll call us as soon as you know something.”


“Er – yes,” said Jazira.  “I really am terribly sorry, Dr. Quincy.  This is frustrating for us, too.”


“I know,” said Hilary again.  “Thank you for your trouble, we do appreciate it.  I hope we hear from you quickly.”  That was what Edouard would have said.


“It’s especially important that they find his ID,” Betty added.  “The hospital won’t admit him until he has it.”


“Of course,” said Jazira.  “I will let them know.”


Hilary took the suitcases and passed them on to Marcus.  “Marce, fer haec, amabo te,” she said.  “Thanks, Jazira, gentlemen,” she nodded to the policemen.  “We look forward to hearing from you.”


“Yes, thank you very much,” Betty agreed.


“You’re very welcome,” said Jazira.  “Our apologies again.”  The policemen said nothing, evidently not understanding English, but they did nod back.


“Come on, Betty,” said Hilary.  “Let’s get him upstairs and we can let him look at this stuff.”


“Coming,” said Betty eagerly.  It seemed to have occurred to her, too, that Milo would be suddenly cured upon seeing his possessions, and she was enthusiastic.  Hilary, however, found herself dreading the idea.


They took the elevator back upstairs – if Marcus were about to get his memory back, Hilary wanted it to be somewhere private.  They didn’t need him making a scene.  While they waited in the lobby for the metal doors to open, Marcus hefted the suitcases, testing their weight, and then asked, “what is in these?”


“Somebody’s belongings,” said Hilary.


“Who’s?” asked Marcus.  He didn’t sound like he really cared very much.  It was simply something to talk about.


“A friend of ours,” Hilary said.  “A Greek scholar.  His name is Milo Pappas.”


Marcus’ face brightened with sudden understanding, and for a moment Hilary thought he might be cured then and there.  But then he lowered his eyebrows again, suspicious.  “Isn’t that what you’ve been telling the Algerians my name is?”


Hilary’s stomach jumped – was he admitting that he understood English and French?  “I thought you didn’t speak our languages,” she said.


The elevator doors opened, and the three of them stepped inside.  “I don’t,” said Marcus.  “But I assure you, that does not make me deaf.  I’m quite capable of recognizing my own name when it is spoken – and when it is not spoken,” he said pointedly.  “Where is this Greek?”


“We... don’t know,” Hilary admitted.  The elevator doors opened again and she went ahead to unlock the door of her room.  She really had to stop underestimating Marcus’ intelligence – he might be crazy, but she’d seen plenty enough evidence that it didn’t make him dumb.  He would have to be reasonably bright in order to make the extrapolations about Roman society that he sprinkled so casually through his statements.  “The Praetorian Guard are looking for him.  That was them, downstairs – the men in the uniforms.”


“But if you wish to find him, then why would you be telling people that you already have?” Marcus asked.


“Because it’s easier that explaining to them that you’re a Roman soldier from two thousand years ago,” said Hilary, who badly wanted out of this conversation.  She should have known she was going to have to tell him about Milo sooner or later – why hadn’t she thought about it before now?  There had to be better answers she could give him than the lame ones she was coming up with on the spot.  “If we told them that, they’d think you were crazy.”


“And what will you tell them, once he is found and it is clear that I am someone else?” Marcus wanted to know.


“We haven’t decided yet,” said Hilary.  “Put the bags on the bed and let’s see what’s in them.”  She silently prayed that Marcus wouldn’t ask any more questions... which he didn’t.  He put the suitcases down and, without having to be told, undid the zippers.


The first turned out to be full of clothing, and Hilary was absolutely dismayed by the sight of it.  There were a few t-shirts, mostly plain white ones with some big, ugly logo on the front, several pairs of shorts, a set of Birkenstocks, a ball cap, and lots and lots of positively hideous Hawaiian shirts.  Hilary tried to picture Marcus wearing any of these things and could have sworn she could feel brain cells dying.


Betty, however, breathed out in relief.  “Now, that’s more like Milo!” she exclaimed, and pulled out a particularly awful shirt, white with red and orange hibiscus blossoms.  The machine that had printed the pattern on the fabric hadn’t been aligned quite right, so that the colours didn’t match up with the black outlines of the flowers.  “Here!” she thrust the horrible thing at Marcus.  “Um... Hilary, I’m sorry, can you tell him to try this on?”


“Sure,” said Hilary, and did.  Marcus took the shirt and looked at it in bewilderment tinted with disgust, but he obediently put his arms into the sleeves, while Hilary sorted through the second suitcase.


This one turned out to contain various personal effects, such as toothbrush and razors, and a number of books.  Some of the latter were historical reference works in both Greek and English, but there were also a number of comics apparently packed for pleasure reading... including, safely sealed in a plastic bag, a copy of one of the Jugurtha comics Donald had mentioned.

Hilary picked it up and looked at it.  The cover illustration was absolutely ludicrous – it reminded her of the old Richard Burton movies in which Roman senators literally wore bedsheets and tablecloths and legionnaires marched about in tinfoil armor.  “Marcus,” she said, holding the book out to him, “what do you think of this?”


Half -in and half-out of Milo’s dreadful shirt, he took the comic and frowned at the cover.  “Jugurtha,” he read aloud, pronouncing it as Yugurt-ha.  Of course, the title was written in all capitals, and except for the ‘J’, there was nothing in it that would have been unfamiliar to a Roman... damn, now she was making excuses for him!  “What is this?” he asked.


“A storybook,” said Hilary.  She pointed to the illustration – a man on horseback, wearing a ridiculous red tunic and blue cape.  “Jugurtha.  Is this what he looked like?”


“No,” said Marcus.  “Certainly not.  That is Greek armor, not Punic, and not the Usurper’s face at all.  I should say that whoever drew this had heard a description of the man, but never seen him for himself.”  He looked her in the eye.  “Why are you showing this to me, Hilaria?”


“Ask him if the shirt fits,” said Betty.


That was easier than answering Marcus’ question, so Hilary did.  “Betty wants to know if the shirt fits.”


“Then you may tell her that it is too tight, like everything else I have been made to wear since I arrived here – besides which, it is ugly enough to curdle milk!”  Marcus peeled it off and dropped it and the comic on the floor.  “You’d do better looking for your friend the Greek, because I will not pretend to be him, no matter if you threaten or plead.  One might almost think you were trying to cover the fact that you’d murdered him!”


“Okay!  Okay!  That’s all right!” Hilary held up her hands defensively.  “Nobody’s going to force you.  You don’t have to wear Milo’s things if you don’t want to, and we are looking for him.  We just wanted to know what you thought of this stuff...”


“Why?” he asked.  “Why do you care what I think of this man’s belongings?  Why must I try on his clothing?”  His eyes narrowed.  “Do you think me a madman, Hilaria?”


“Calm down!” said Hilary, which was a bit odd, because he wasn’t shouting.  “It’s all right – just calm down, and I’ll explain.”


Marcus folded his arms over his chest and waited.


The best thing she could do, Hilary decided, was to simply tell him the truth.  “Okay.”  She picked up Milo’s shirt off the floor and kept her eyes focused on the horrible floral print as she spoke.  “Milo was supposed to meet us here,” she said, “and he didn’t.  He’s an expert on Marius, so when I first met you, based on what you said... I’ve never met Milo, you see, and I don’t know what he looks like.  So it seemed reasonable... I thought...”


She let her voice trail off and glanced up at Marcus, hoping he’d finish the thought for her – but he didn’t.  He stood as silent and stern as a statue, waiting for her to finish.


“I thought...” Hilary took a deep breath, then gathered her courage and spit the words out all in a rush, afraid that if she hesitated even for a moment she wouldn’t be able to finish: “I thought maybe Milo had lost his mind and thought he was you, and that was why I brought you back here.”


“I see,” said Marcus coldly.  “And here I’d had such a high opinion of your generosity, Hilaria.”


Hilary didn’t answer.  There wasn’t anything she could have said to that – he was right.  If she’d thought at the time that he was just some lost and crazy stranger, she would have left him there.  Or would she?  He still would have been speaking Latin... begging for her help... and obviously gorgeous even under all the dirt...


“Do you still believe that?” Marcus asked.


“Um,” said Hilary, and then surprised herself.  “I... don’t know.  I really don’t know.”


And she didn’t.  She did, of course, know that he had to be crazy, but when it came right down to it, she didn’t know that he was Milo.  They had no proof of that.  Hilary didn’t know Milo at all, but she was getting to know Marcus reasonably well, and the bits and pieces she had of Milo didn’t fit with him.  How sure were they, really, that they had the right man?  The idea that somebody other that Milo Pappas was wandering around Algeria thinking he was a lost Roman General was ridiculous... but stranger things did happen.


“Is that so?” asked Marcus.


Hilary shrugged.


“Very well,” he said, stepping past her.  “Good day.”


“Wait!” Hilary called, as he opened the hotel room door.  “Marcus!  Where are you going?”


“Milo!” Betty chimed in.  “Stop!  Wait!”


Marcus ignored her, looking only at Hilary.  “I am going for a walk,” he told her curtly.  “I will return for supper, as I have no other place to go.”


A walk?  A walk where?  “We’re expected at the museum!” said Hilary.


“Then send then my regrets that I cannot attend today, for I am not feeling well,” said Marcus.  “Give pardon, Bettia,” he added, stepping past her.

 
Hilary ran after him.  “You can’t just wander off into the city all by yourself!” she said.


“I am a grown man, Hilaria,” he told her, still walking away.  “You don’t need to mother me.”


“But...” Hilary’s mind raced.  There had to be something she could say to stop him!  He couldn’t go out there all alone, he’d get lost or mugged or...


But he had already pressed the elevator button.  Hilary stood and watched as the bell rang to signify its arrival.  Marcus stepped inside, and the metal doors closed behind him.  He did not look back at her.


“Oh,” she said quietly.  “Oh... crap.”


“Where’s he going?” Betty asked.


“For a walk.”  Hilary looked down at the horrid Hawaiian shirt, still in her hands.  “I told him we think he’s Milo, and he said he was going for a walk and he’ll be back for dinner.”


“A walk?” asked Betty.  “Outside?  All by himself?  He can’t do that, we have to...” she started to follow him, but Hilary reached out and grabbed her friend’s sleeve.


“I don’t think he’ll be any worse off than we would be,” she said.  “He’s not dumb.  He can take care of himself.”


“He hasn’t got any money or a map or anything!” said Betty.  “Somebody has to go and get him, he can’t...”


“He’s got his key, Betty.  I wouldn’t worry.”  Hilary put the shirt down on the bed and picked up her purse.  She was lying; she would worry.  She would do nothing but worry about him all day, and when she saw him again, she was going to apologize meekly and promise to take him more seriously in the future – because for some bizarre reason, she did not want Marcus to hate her.


“Betty?” she asked.


“What?”


“About Milo,” said Hilary.  “Does he know much about wine?”


“Wine?”  Betty gave her a sidelong look.  “Milo doesn’t drink.  He’s a teetotaler.”


“Really?”


“Really.”


“Huh,” said Hilary.  “What about ancient wines?  Did he ever study those?”


“Not that I know of,” Betty shrugged.  “But I couldn’t say for sure.  Why do you ask?”


“No reason,” said Hilary.  “I was just curious.”  She sighed.  “Leave him and let’s have breakfast – I really think Marcus can take care of himself.”


And she did – but even knowing that, she still wished she could tag along to protect him.  He wouldn’t have appreciated it, she told herself.  After all, he seemed to think it was his job to protect her.


Milo Pappas.

Petronius had thought when he first heard the name that it was a curious combination – ‘Milo’ was a name owners frequently gave to their gladiators, meant to invoke power and ferocity, while ‘Pappas’ meant ‘priest’.  The juxtaposition was odd enough that he’d wondered whether perhaps he was mistaken in thinking it was supposed to be Greek – maybe instead, ‘Milo Pappas’ was Hilaria’s way of rendering ‘Marcus Petronius’ in her tongue, just as he Latinized her name in order to decline it properly.  But it seemed that had been a little too charitable of him.  No, Hilaria called him Milo Pappas quite simply because she thought he was somebody else.


He pushed his way out through the revolving door of the hotel and stepped onto the sunlit street.  Not knowing the city, Petronius had no particular destination in mind, but he did not wish to get lost.  Fortunately, there was little chance of that.  The hotel was the tallest building in the immediate area; so long as he stayed within sight of it, he should have no problems.  He chose a direction, and set off.


So this was the answer to all of the riddles, then: these scholars thought he was a colleague of theirs who had gone mad!  That was why they dragged him along on their trips to the academy and visits to the authorities.  That was why he was made to follow them like a dog.  That was the only reason any of them had been kind to him – they thought he was a madman!


Had Hilaria even meant what she’d said about taking him to a sorcerer?  Not likely – more probably, the building she’d called by the reassuring name of hospital was in fact a madhouse, and the woman whose kindness had astonished him had intended the whole time to consign him to it and leave him there to rot.


At least she’d had the grace to look apologetic.  No wonder she’d refused to open to his advances, if she considered him mad.  Her restraint was admirable, particularly in a woman he had not thought possessed any.  Well, she’d no longer have to worry about that – he no longer wanted her.  He no longer wanted any part of this.


What now, then?  It was tempting to simply set off North and try again to make his way to the coast.  There was no way to regain the week he’d lost, but if he left now, there might still be time to reach Rome, find a sorcerer, and return before the elections.  Even if it was apparently not to be his fate to foil the Usurper’s plot, he could still...


But he could not go back without help.  He had no money, and he did not speak the languages of this future.  Little as Petronius liked it, he needed Hilaria.


Unless... what if he couldn’t go back, even with help?  Hilaria had made it quite clear, without ever having to say so, that she’d never come across his name in a history – Gaius Marius and Quintus Caecilius Metellus were known to her, but not Marcus Petronius Longinus.  Was that because he had not been there?  Had he been sent off to this loud, barbaric future to remain here the rest of his life?


The idea had been in the back of Petronius’ mind since his arrival, but he’d refused to entertain it seriously.  Now, having to face it, he wondered what he would do in such a fix and found that he could not imagine.  This world was too big and too foreign; he could not think of a place in it for himself.  He could not stay here.  If his destiny was to go back and then live out his life in obscurity, never accomplishing anything of note, then fine – he would go to it grateful that the gods had spared him the alternative.


But yet again, the only way back was through Hilaria.  Somehow, he must convince her that he was not this mad scholar... but how?


Petronius pondered this at great length as he wandered up and down the city streets, but the longer he thought, the more impossible the puzzle seemed.  Hilaria seemed to enjoy his stories and he had seen her taking notes that he assumed she checked later, but there were only two sorts of things he could tell her: things the historians of this future knew already, and things they did not.  If he told her things that were known, she could believe he’d learned them in the same way she had.  If things that were not, she would think he was inventing them.  Either way, he achieved nothing.


What about his ring?  He glanced down at the amber stone on his right middle finger.  There were similar rings in the academy’s collection of trinkets – she ought to recognize it for what it was.  But gold and gems could survive centuries unscathed.  He could not prove to her that he had brought it with him across time.


The only thing it seemed would do was for the Greek himself to arrive, but that was something over which Petronius had no control.  How he despised being a passive party to his own fate!  His father would have been ashamed.


And what would happen if they did discover he was not this Greek?  Would they be any more willing to help him?  Or would they simply turn him out?  It was impossible to say.


He arrived back at the hotel to find that the historians had left for the academy without him – which suited him fine.  Even after an hour or so of wandering to allow his temper to cool, he did not want their company.  He doubted he would ever trust any of them again, and Hilaria least of all.


How he hated this place, he thought, glowering around him at the inoffensively decorated atrium.  He did not at all want to return to his room; it would be like returning willingly to the Usurper’s dungeons.  But what choice did he have?  He really was no better off than when he’d arrived.  He still had nothing and nobody in a place he knew nothing about, and no way to return.  But he also had nowhere else to go... and with the historians gone, he had not even the mindless slaves’ work at the academy to occupy himself.


Maybe he really should just head for the coast again.  Then, at the very least, he’d be able to say he was trying.


When she returned to the hotel that night, Hilary went and knocked on Marcus’ door, but there was no answer.  Either he wasn’t in or he was sulking, and after some deliberation she decided she didn’t want to know which was true.  He was probably okay – tomorrow he would probably be at the restaurant, calmly eating his breakfast and Not Speaking To Her... but if he wouldn’t, she didn’t want to know about it just yet.


So she returned to her room, only to find upon arrival that Milo’s things were still lying where she and Marcus had left them.  Hilary groaned out loud.  She did not want to have to clean them up; the thought of it made her want to fling her purse at the wall and go sleep on the sofa that night.  But instead, she did what Edouard – or Marcus – would have advised her to do.  She put the purse calmly down on a table and started picking things up.


It really was impossible to picture Marcus wearing any of these things.  She folded the awful red and orange shirt and put it back in the suitcase, and shivered a bit at remembering the icy tone he’d used.  Hilary had thought she’d seen Marcus get mad at her during their argument over the trousers, but she now realized that wasn’t the half of ‘mad’.  He was one of those people who did not shout when they were really angry.  Instead, he went stone-still and spoke levelly, exerting iron control over both voice and body in a way that spoke eloquently about just how terrifying he would be if that control were loosed for even an instant.  Hilary never, ever wanted to be on the receiving end of it again.


Betty had seemed disturbed by it, too.  She’d remarked several times now on how just unlike Milo Marcus was, and the more Hilary thought about that, the more it was really starting to bother her.  But still... who else could he really be?  Why would there be another apparent expert on the career of Marius wandering around Constantine?


She scooped up the Jugurtha comic book and took another look at it.  When Marcus said that ‘his’ Jugurtha didn’t look like that, did that invalidate the comic as evidence for his identity?  Maybe not... the mistake with the armor was one any historian would recognize, and the fact that it apparently wasn’t an exact match didn’t mean that Milo hadn’t used the illustration as source material.


Hilary opened the bag and pulled the comic out to take a look inside it – and as she did, a photograph slipped out and fluttered down to land on the floor.  She picked it up to tuck it back between the pages... then did a horrified double-take.


It was a picture of a naked man.


She spent a split second wondering why in the world anyone would use such a thing as a bookmark.  Then she noticed the little message scrawled in Greek across a corner of it: Good luck in Africa, I love you, Nicky.


Nicky.  Betty had mentioned a Nicky.


It took a few seconds for the information to properly sink in, and then Hilary felt rather sick.  Betty was right – Marcus Petronius Longinus really was nothing like Milo Pappas.


Very carefully, she put the photo of Nicky back in the comic, put the comic away in the suitcase, and then seized the phone and dialed the number for Marcus’ room next door.  She had no idea what she was going to say when he answered, but she had to talk to him.  The phone rang two, three, four times while she vibrated with impatience.  Was he in the shower?  Still sulking?  Five, six, seven rings... She’d specifically told him the telephone was for emergencies.  Surely he’d realize that if she were calling, it must be important.  Eight... nine...


On the twelfth ring she gave up.  God, she was an idiot – why hadn’t she checked his room rather than just knocking and leaving?  He could still be wandering around lost in the city!  She fished the spare key out of her purse and went and knocked again.  “Marcus!” she called.  “It’s me – Hilary.  I need to talk to you.  Come out, please?”


There was no answer.  She unlocked the door and pushed it open.  “Marcus!”


He was not in the room.


Hilary checked thoroughly, just to make sure.  He was not in the bathroom, and unless he was curled up hiding in the cupboard with the wine, he was not in the bedroom either.  Hilary felt suddenly cold.  What had they been thinking just letting him go like that?  Anything could have happened to him... why hadn’t she listened to Betty?


Maybe somebody among the hotel staff had seen him.  Hilary took the elevator down and hurried up to the nearest person in a uniform.  “Pardonnez-moi!” she said to the startled young man.  “Have you see the gentleman who was with me this morning?  He is tall, with curly dark hair and brown eyes, and he was wearing a pink shirt.”


The clerk blinked froggishly at her.  “Er – parlez plus lentement, si vous plait,” he managed.


Of course – out of the entire hotel staff, she got the one guy who didn’t speak good French.  “Tall man,” she said.  “Black hair.  Pink shirt.  Did you see?”


“Pink shirt?” asked the clerk.


“Yes, pink,” said Hilary.  “Did you see him?”


“Games,” said the clerk.


“What?” asked Hilary.  His accent was dreadful – she honestly couldn’t tell if he’s just said jeux
  or jours - ‘games’ or ‘days’.


“Games.”  The clerk pointed at the staircase.  “Down and right.”


“All right,” said Hilary uncertainly.  “Um... thank you.”  She descended the steps as indicated and turned right, and found, rather unexpectedly, a small arcade.  It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the dim light and her ears to the ringing and beeping of the machines.  But once they had – oh, thank God! – there was Marcus.  He was playing a racing-car game against an Algerian teenager, with about a dozen other young people standing around cheering both sides on.


Hilary stared.  Video games seemed as out of character for him as comic books... or were they?  Maybe not.  The Romans had been a physical, action-oriented people.  They weren’t the type to sit and read, but they had enjoyed all sorts of violent entertainment.  Video games, if such a thing had been available to them, might have been right up their alley.


The animated cars roared across the finish line, and the machine rang, declaring Marcus the winner.  He jumped to his feet with a Latin victory whoop, then turned around, grinning, to receive high-fives from the assembled youths while his opponent swore in French, blaming the machine.  Hilary laughed out loud at the sight.


Then he saw her.


His smile evaporated and his posture straightened, and there was stiff, distant Marcus again. “Good evening,” he said, disentangling himself from his admirers to step towards her.


“Good evening.”  Hilary smiled awkwardly.  Of course, he was still angry with her... and now she’d shown up and ruined his good time.  “Enjoy your race?” she asked, trying to lighten things again.


“Well enough,” he said dismissively.  “But it is no substitute for the real thing.”


Hilary felt her eyebrows rise.  “You race?”


“I raced in the Circus Maximus once,” he replied proudly, “and I won.”


“Really?” asked Hilary.  It was not something she would have expected from him.  He seemed to be someone who was careful with his things, the type of man who would drive a big, expensive sports car and stick religiously to the speed limit.  But she got a sudden flash of him holding the reins of a chariot, laughing as the wind whipped his hair back.  “Why only once?”


“Because my brother recognized me and dragged me home by the ear,” he said.  “Patricians’ sons are not supposed to do such things.”


“Oh, of course.  That’s right,” said Hilary.  In Rome, athletes had normally been slaves... but the thought of Marcus, racing a chariot in nothing but a sweat-soaked tunic, made her dizzy.  “I knew you had to have a wild side in there somewhere,” she joked.


Marcus was not amused.  “Were you not the one, Hilaria, who did not wish to be spoken to by a madman?” he asked coldly.


Oh, right.  She swallowed.  “Actually, I need to talk to you about that.”


“Yes?” he asked.  “What about it?”


What about it, indeed.  She could not possibly ask him if he were gay.  He’d demonstrated far too clearly that he was attracted to her for that to be the case.  Besides, she wouldn’t have known how to word it to get a proper answer out of him.  Romans hadn’t thought about sexual orientation that way – as far as they were concerned, sleeping with other men had been more or less a hobby.


So she tried something safer: “When you put on Milo’s shirt,” she said, “you said it was too tight.  Did you mean just too tight like the one you’re wearing now, or was it tighter?”


He looked at her levelly, the burning embers in his eyes seeming to bore into her.  “Answer a question for me first, Hilaria.  If I were to prove to you that I am not this Greek, would you then turn me out naked on the street?”


“No,” Hilary replied at once.  “In fact, I wouldn’t even say anything to the others.”  She wouldn’t throw him out, but they would be all for taking him straight back to the hospital.  Or to jail, if the hospital still wouldn’t take him.  Having had the entire day to think about it, she’d decided that she probably would have helped him even if she hadn’t thought he was Milo – but she would have had a much harder time getting the others to cooperate.


“Why not?” he asked.  “I know you want to be rid of me.”


“No,” said Hilary, “it’s your turn.  Answer my question.”


“The shirt?” he said.  “I could not get it over my shoulders.”


“Okay,” said Hilary.  “Have you eaten anything today?”  Of course he hadn’t.  He didn’t have any money.  “Let’s get you some dinner, and we can prove to Betty that you’re all right.  She’s been worried.”


This was not the response he’d been expecting, but he followed her quietly.  Hilary was quiet, too, and perfectly calm – which was a bit strange, considering that she’d just proved to herself that she had brought home some insane stranger rather than the man they were looking for.  Somehow, it didn’t bother her anymore... Marcus wasn’t dangerous.  He could look and sound like it when he wanted, but she knew by now that he wouldn’t really hurt her.  They could keep him around a little while longer.

But the question remained: if Marcus Petronius Longinus was not Milo Pappas... then who was he?
