
After questioning Ibn Sayid, everybody seemed to have somehow run out of words – nobody spoke much on their way out to the cars.  Nor did they talk in the cars; Edouard sat silent next to her while Hilary stared out the window and let the passing buildings blur together.  How could she have been so dumb?  How could she have done all those incredibly foolish things?  She’d known very well that letting herself become fond of Marcus was running right down a road to disaster... why hadn’t she stopped while she still could?


She had no answer for herself.  All she could do was sit and stew and hope nobody tried to talk to her about it... which thankfully, they did not.  Upon arriving back at the hotel, the group once again dispersed.  Donald went downstairs, probably to the arcade; Edouard returned to his room; and Betty went straight to a phone to call Milo’s family in Greece, leaving Hilary alone to go back to her room and make herself a cup of tea.  She let it steep much longer than her usual sixty seconds, and then compensated for the bitterness by adding four packets of sugar.


In the middle of stirring and wishing she had some cream, there was a knock on the door.


“Who is it?” asked Hilary.


“It’s me,” Betty replied timidly.  “Can I come in?”


“Sure,” said Hilary.  Betty was probably here to lecture her... but then, Hilary deserved to be lectured.  She went and opened the door, and found her friend standing there with a worried expression on her face.  “Did you get in touch with Nicky?” she asked.


“Yes,” said Betty.  “He already knew, actually... the police in Syracusa contacted him yesterday.  He’s heading out to visit.  Poor Milo!”  She shook her head.  “What a horrible thing to have happen to you the first time you ever leave your own country – just mugged, beaten up, and left for dead in an alleyway. He’s lucky somebody found him!”


Hilary looked at her tea.  Marcus was lucky somebody had found him, too – but whoever found Milo had clearly done a much better job looking after him.  “Yeah,” said Hilary.  “Very lucky.”


Betty caught the ‘off’ tone in her voice.  “Hilary?” she asked.  “Are you all right?”


“No,” sighed Hilary, sitting heavily down on the bed.  No, she was not – she’d made far too many stupid mistakes to be all right.  “Betty, just... whatever it was you came here to tell me, just tell me, all right?  I deserve it, so let’s just get on with it.”


But Betty seemed reluctant to do so.  “How long have you known he wasn’t Milo?” she wanted to know.


“I told you,” Hilary said, “since the day we found his luggage.  Milo’s stuff didn’t fit him.  I got online and I made a list,” she explained, “of other people he might be, but when I checked them out, none of them were right, either.”


“So why didn’t you say something?” Betty wanted to know.


“Because it would have scared you,” Hilary said, and then realized that Betty had already asked her these questions at Hassan’s.  She didn’t want to hear the same answers Hilary had given then – she knew Hilary well enough to recognize an excuse when she heard one.  And yet Hilary couldn’t imagine telling the truth, even to a woman who’d once been her best friend.  “I...” she said, then took a deep breath and made herself spit it out.  “Because I knew you guys would want to have him committed right away and... “ no, her nerve had failed.  “I still thought I could figure out who he actually was.  Like I said,” she finished lamely.


She looked up at her friend, expecting condemnation... but instead, to her surprise, she found sympathy.  “Oh, Hilary,” Betty sighed, as if talking to a naughty child.  “You didn’t sleep with him, did you?”


“No,” said Hilary.  Not quite.  “Definitely not.”


“Well, that’s good,” said Betty.  For a moment she looked as if she were about to say something else, but then she must have changed her mind – because instead, she just stood silent, hands behind her back.


“I’m an idiot, aren’t I?” asked Hilary.  Well, yes, she was.  She knew that.  But she felt like she needed somebody else to agree with it.


“No, you’re not,” Betty said quickly.  “You just...”


“No, I’m an idiot!” Hilary repeated.  Some people might have burst into tears, but instead, Hilary was suddenly angry enough to want to hit something... except there was nothing she could safely hit.  She had to settle for clenching her fists until her nails bit painfully into her palms.  “I’m an idiot – I made a fool of myself in front of our hosts, and nobody is every going to take any of us seriously again!”


“Hilary... Hilary!”  Betty grabbed her shoulders.  “Don’t be silly!  You made a mistake, that’s all.  Everybody does stupid things sometimes...”


“Not that stupid!”


Betty sat down on the bed next to her and rubbed her back.  “Okay, Hilary, just calm down.  There’s nothing we can do about any of that now, you know, so for tonight, maybe we should just not worry about it.  I think what you need is some ‘girl time’.  Let’s have room service send up some ice cream, and we’ll sit up late watching TV, okay?  There’s an I Love Lucy marathon on channel three, or...”


“No, thank you,” said Hilary.


“Oh, come on.  I think you could use…”


“No, thank you,” Hilary repeated, wondering if she were ever going to be able to eat ice cream again without thinking of Marcus.  “I’m sorry, Betty, but right now I think I just need a little time to myself.”


“Are you sure?”


“Yes,” she said, as firmly as she could muster.  “I’m sure.  I’m all right, Betty.  I’ll get over it.”


“Well... if you’re sure.”  Betty stood up.  “You can always talk to me, you know.  If you want company that badly, I’m happy to help.  I’m your friend, after all.”


Hilary nodded.  “Just... not tonight.  We can talk about it tomorrow, okay?”


“Okay,” said Betty.  “Good night.”


“Good night.”


Hilary’s anger flooded out of her as quickly as it had risen, and she was suddenly terribly, terribly tired.  She wanted to go to bed and just sleep and sleep... and possibly never wake up again.  Waking up would mean having to think about all the bad decisions she’d made.  Why couldn’t she have just gone with Marcus to the nuthouse?  It wasn’t ancient Rome, but it had to be more interesting than this horrible, bland, beige hotel room.


The worst part, she thought as she undressed, was that Marcus hadn’t even been real.  All those dumb things she’d done had been done for a man who didn’t even exist, and even if he did remember her once he was cured, and did decide to get in touch with her – which were pretty big ‘if’s – he wouldn’t be the same.  He might be similar... but he’d never quite be the man who’d raced in the Circus Maximus and picked wild strawberries with his brother and sister in Campania.  The Marcus she’d bared her soul to was just a figment of somebody’s imagination.


Before turning out the lights, she fished her cell phone out of her purse and shut it off – the last thing she needed right now was her mother calling her about some inane thing.  She put it on the night table and set Marcus’ ring down beside it.  Then, without bothering with pajamas, she collapsed into bed in her underwear and shut her eyes.  Marcus was safe now, she told herself.  He was with people who could help him... and for him, at least, everything was going to be all right.


Petronius had been less than impressed by Algeria’s Praetorian Guard.  In Rome, such men were handpicked from among those who had served most admirably in the army.  It was a position of enormous prestige, and the men appointed to it were heroes.  Algeria did not appear to have quite such high standards.  The men in the uninspiring blue uniforms who escorted Petronius out of Hassan’s house were plump and past their physical prime.  Petronius could have knocked both on the ground without breaking a sweat.


He nearly did.  The last thing he wanted at that moment was to leave Hilaria behind.  It wasn’t just that this business had interrupted their lovemaking; he had promised her only hours ago that when he returned, he would take her with him.  He’d already been making plans for the things he wished to show her, but now it seemed the Praetor had forbidden her to go with him.  For a moment, he’d been ready to take on the lot of them and force them to let her come along.


But Hilaria had asked him to go, looking at him with the pleading blue eyes that he could not refuse.  And as she hovered on the verge of tears, he realized something very important: perhaps she could not accompany him now... but now need not be the last chance he had.

If there were sorcerers in Numidia who could manipulate time, then certainly there were those in Greece and Rome who could do the same.  There was nothing to stop him coming back for her.  A man who could move through time could come and go more secretly than the subtlest of thieves.  He could return and take her away with him, and nobody would ever know.


So he gave her his ring – she would understand that he would not leave that behind forever.  He could not; he knew already that it had to return to his own time with him.  It would be her sign that he would return for her.  Petronius pressed it into her palm and left without saying goodbye.

The guardsmen seemed wary of him, but appeared to relax when he followed them and got into their car without needing any prodding.  The vehicle rumbled off, noisy and smelly like all of its kind, and Petronius leaned back in his seat and made plans.  It might be some time before he was able to return for Hilaria... he would probably have to go all the way to Rome and back first.  What if she did not wait for him?  How would he ever find her again?  It might be months...


No, he would find her – because she had his ring and the ring must eventually return with him.  She was nothing if not intelligent.  She would know to wait.


Buildings flickered past outside at dizzying speed, and out of the corner of one eye, Petronius noticed the advertisement for the movie about Caesar.  That was the same theatre he and the historians passed every day on their way to the academy, but the guardsmen’s car was going in the opposite direction.  Were they returning to the hotel, he suddenly wondered?  But it seemed the answer was no; they turned off onto a different side street.  Somewhere else, then.


But where?  The buildings they were passing still looking familiar.  Petronius frowned... when had he been here before?


The car turned a corner, and there it was: the building Hilaria had called the hospital.


Petronius sat up straight as if he’d just burned himself, his heart pounding in his ears like Vulcan’s hammer.  She’d said there were no sorcerers here – only doctors who dealt with madmen.  Nobody in this place could return him to his own time.  Was this the praetor’s doing?  Or the man called Cardellini?


The car turned into the paved lot outside the building, and Petronius sat back again, his jaw hardening.  He should have stayed and fought.  Now he had to get himself out of this, and quickly.  Petronius had heard about the things the priests of Aesclepius did with madmen... and if the future had advanced in that as they had in other things, he did not want to discover what horrors doctors of insanity had come up with in the intervening millennia. 


The car stopped.  The guardsmen got out, and ordered Petronius to do the same.  He hung back a moment, then obeyed – as long as he was in the car, he was not free to move.  Outside, perhaps he could find an opening to flee.


One of the guardsmen shut the car door behind him.  A group of people came hurrying out of the hospital to meet them – and at the front of the line was the bearded man Hilaria and Edouard had spoken to the first time they’d brought him here.  This fellow smiled, held out his hand, and said, “Dr. Pappas!  Bienvenue encore!”


Petronius did not often panic.  Romans were men who either reasoned with their opponents or stood and fought.  But Petronius could not reason with a man he could not speak to, and although the people around him were not in good shape, they vastly outnumbered him.  There seemed to be nothing he could do except make a run for it... and so he did.  He purposefully ran right into the bearded doctor, knocking him down, and while the others were still staring in shock, he fled.


He didn’t even stop to think about where he was running to.  With a dozen people behind him giving chase, the only way he could go was forward, towards the hospital itself.  He couldn’t go inside; there would be more people there and he’d only get lost.  Instead, he pushed his way through the hedgerows and climbed over the linked wire fence behind... only to stop short as he realized that there was no escape that way, either.  If he kept going, he would run right over the cliff.


Although the edge was some twenty feet away, he grabbed the fence as if in imminent danger of toppling off.  What was he to do now?  He could not go back – they would catch him.  Going forward, he would fall to his death.  And if he went sideways... the fence was not solid.  He would be seen right through it.


But he had to go somewhere, and so sideways he went, away from the hospital and towards a cluster of taller buildings perched further up the edge of the ravine.  All around the hospital, people were running to and fro, lights were coming on, and machines wailing.  Petronius wanted to stop and watch, and maybe see where they thought he’d gone and whether they were catching up with him, but if he did that would only increase his chances of being discovered.  He ran on until he reached the buildings, then pulled himself back over the fence and crouched in between two trashcans in the alleyway, to wait.


Time passed slowly.  Once he heard the screaming alarm of the guardsmen’s cars coming closer, but then it grew more distant again, passing him by without him ever seeing it.  It seemed that they’d lost him... but he probably ought to stay here a while longer.  Sooner or later they would stop looking, but they probably hadn’t yet.  Once the furor died down, he could...


... do what?  He could not return to the hotel.  He didn’t know the way, and even if he did, the other historians would be there, too.  Petronius didn’t want to risk meeting anyone who might try to send him back to the hospital.  The guardsmen would certainly exercise far more caution the second time.  But he must find Hilaria.  She was the only person in this future who spoke his language and understood who he was.  No one else could help him.


And even if anyone could have, he still would have sought her out.  He’d vowed to himself that if he married again, it would be to a woman he loved, and he loved Hilaria Quinta.  He would return to Rome with her, or not at all.


Then he remembered... of course he could find Hilaria.  She had herself given him a way to contact her, and he had it still – safely tucked away in the pocket of his shirt.  He pulled out the rumpled piece of paper and looked at the symbols written on it... those would allow him to speak to her.  But to use them, he would first need to find a telephone.


Hilary hadn’t been counting how many times on this trip she’d been awakened by a phone call, but it seemed like an awful lot.  The morning after they took Marcus away was no exception; she was in the middle of an uneasy dream when the jangling of the hotel room phone jolted her unpleasantly back into reality.  Hilary swore and pulled the covers up over her head.  She didn’t know what time it as, but she felt as if she hadn’t slept at all.  Her head hurt and her eyes felt swollen.  She’d had enough, she decided.  This time, she was simply going to ignore that damned machine.  It was probably yet more bad news, anyway.


But it kept ringing and ringing, and eventually her resolve crumbled.  She reached over and clumsily picked it up.


“What do you want?” she asked rudely.


“Professeur Quincy?” a voice asked in French.  “I’m sorry if I awakened you.  I’m calling from the police station – it’s about Dr. Pappas.”


“What?  Milo?”  Hilary blinked blearily at the clock radio, trying to figure out what time it was.  It looked like nine AM, but that couldn’t be right because she could not possibly feel like this after having had a full night’s sleep.  “What about him?”  If it was about Milo, why weren’t they calling Betty?


“I’m afraid... it seems he ran away from the hospital last night,” said the man on the phone.  “We’d appreciate it if you could come down to the station and give us some help.  We’re told you speak his language.”


“What?  You want me to come to Syracusa?” asked Hilary.  Wasn’t that where Milo had turned up?


“No...” the man said uncertainly.  “Here in Constantine.  I’m sorry, do I have the wrong Dr. Quincy?”


“In Constan... oh!” Hilary suddenly realized what the man was talking about.  “You mean Marcus.  He ran away from the hospital?”  For a moment, she was almost elated... but the next, she wasn’t so sure.  He needed to be in the hospital... didn’t he?


“Uh – yes,” said the man.  “He hit Dr. Faroud and then vanished behind the building.  Mr. Yassin fears he might have climbed the fence and gone over the cliff in the dark, but we’d like to make sure there are no other possibilities before...”


“Give me a minute.”  Hilary swung herself out of bed.  “I’ll be right there.  I just have to get dressed.”  Without saying goodbye, she hung up the phone, pulled her shirt off, and ran to the bathroom to shower.


Run away from the hospital... well, of course he had.  She should have known he would.  She’d told him herself that the place didn’t have any sorcerers in it... and he’d given her that ring!  After all their discussion about what it meant, he wouldn’t leave it with her if he wasn’t planning to come back for it.  Now he was alone wandering around in the city, but he’d done that before and survived.  He was probably looking for her.  And if anybody could find him, she could.


Maybe his escape was a good thing, because whatever else came of it, having a problem to solve had once again given Hilary her energy back.  She knew him well enough by now to be sure that there would be some logical way to work out where he’d gone.  Other than believing himself to be a time traveler, Marcus was an eminently reasonable person.


With her hair still wet Hilary threw on some clothes – choosing a t-shirt in a shade very close to the bright blue he’d said matched her eyes – dropped his ring in her pocket and ran for the elevators.  She’d go to the police and agree to help, sure... but once she did find him, she wasn’t going to turn him over to anybody else again until she’d figured him out for herself.


She wanted him back.  It was stupid, selfish, and illogical, but she did.


Constantine’s police station turned out to be much like the hospital – old, shabby, and extremely busy.  Hilary checked in at the front desk, where a man told her that Yassin would be with her shortly and asked her to sit down and wait.  This she did, almost bouncing with impatience.  Hilary didn’t want to wait.  She’d spent two weeks waiting for one thing or another.  Last night she’d thought she was finally going to have something now, only to see it snatched away from her.


“Dr. Quincy?” a man asked, peeking around the corner at her.


She hopped to her feet.  “Yes?” she asked.  “Is Yassin ready?”


“Er – no,” said the man.  “Forgive me.  I’m Constable Qadir.  I’m told you speak several languages?”


“Eight,” said Hilary.  “What about it?”


“We’ve got a boy somebody picked up for shoplifting who doesn’t seem to speak any language we know about,” Qadir explained.  “Nabil thinks he’s speaking Greek, but none of us know enough Greek to answer him.  Could you please give it a try?”


“Of course,” said Hilary.  “Where is he?”


“Follow me.”


Qadir led her to a tiny, brick-walled interrogation room with two fiberglass schoolroom chairs in it.  In one chair was an Algerian policeman – that must’ve been Nabil.  In the other was a boy about sixteen, wearing a filthy, ragged gray tracksuit.  Hilary would have expected a boy who spoke only Greek to be dark, but instead he had dishwater-blond hair in limp curls and big, terrified gray eyes.  He was dirty and staring, and looked like he hadn’t slept or washed in several days.


“Hello again,” said Qadir.  “Doctor Quincy here is going to try to talk to you.”


The officer got up to allow Hilary to sit, but instead she went and knelt next to the boy’s chair, smiling gently and trying to look as unthreatening as possible.  The poor kid was obviously scared senseless.  “Kalime'ra,” she said to him – ‘good morning’.  “Me l'ene Hilary - pos se le'ne?”


The boy stared at her, uncomprehending.


“I don’t think he speaks Greek,” said Hilary.  “I assume you already tried English and French?”


“Yes,” said the other officer.  “And Arabic and Italian.  Nothing.”


“Buenos días,” Hilary tried.  “¿Cómo te llamas?”

No response.


“Guten Morgen,” she gave German a shot.  “Wie geht's?  Ich heiße Hilary.”


No good.

Hilary was running out of languages – in desperation, she tried Hungarian.  “Jo reggelt kivanok.  Hogy hivjak?” she stumbled over the words of a language she rarely used.  Hungarian was rather famously unrelated to any other language in Europe, but clearly as unfamiliar to this boy as Greek, German, or Spanish.  She shook her head.


“Sorry,” she said.  “That’s all I’ve got... unless he speaks Latin.”  She looked at the boy.  “Loquerisne Latine?” she asked him, mostly as a joke.


The boy blinked, and then his face lit up like a miniature sun.  “Sic, femina!” he exclaimed, jumping to his feet.  Hilary stared in shock.  “My name is Theophanes.  I’m looking for my master – his name is Petro...”


“Petronius Longinus?” Hilary interrupted, eyes wide in disbelief.  “Marcus Petronius Longinus?”


“Yes!” the boy said eagerly.  “Have you seen him?”


Hilary’s first thought was not again.  This could not possibly be happening again.  Surely one crazy idiot who begged her for help in Latin was more than enough.  But this boy said he knew Marcus...


“Doctor Quincy?” asked Qadir.  “What’s he saying?”


“Just a second,” Hilary told him.  “What was your name again?” she asked the blond boy.


“Theophanes, ma’am,” he replied.  “Where’s my master?  Can you take me to him?”


“Theophanes,” said Hilary.  The name sounded familiar... it had been the name of an ancient historian from Lesbos, some fifty years or so after the time Marcus claimed to be from.  At least one of her students always asked whether the people of Lesbos were called Lesbians.  But wasn’t it also the name Marcus had used for the slave he said had been captured with him?


“Ma’am?” the boy asked.


“You’re here looking for Marcus,” she said.  “You’ve... followed him forward in time and you’re here to bring him back?”


“Yes!” he said eagerly.  “Where is he?”


Hilary couldn’t stop herself; she threw her head back and laughed out loud.  That did it!  Everything made perfect sense now!  Marcus wasn’t crazy – Hilary was.


She couldn’t say exactly when she’d snapped.  When she tried to remember the last two weeks, there wasn’t really any clear point when what had started off as reality could have turned into some kind of fantasy or hallucination.  She knew she’d been sane when her flight got in, and she obviously wasn’t sane now... maybe they’d put her in the police car and hauled her off to the hospital last night with Marcus, and she was now gibbering in a straitjacket there.  She had no idea.


But screw it, she wasn’t going to fight it any longer.  What would she gain by trying to anchor herself in the real world?  The real world was the one full of cell phones, MacDonald’s restaurants, scheming lawyers and interfering mothers, and had only ever made her miserable.


“Um... ma’am?” Theophanes asked warily.  Even he thought she was nuts, and he might well be nothing but a figment of her imagination.


“Sorry!” Hilary managed to gasp out between giggles.  “I’m sorry, Theophanes, it’s lovely to meet you!”  She grabbed his hand and gave it an enthusiastic shake.  “My name is Hilaria Quinta, scholar of history, and yes, I know your master!”


“Really?” Theophanes leaned towards her.  “You know where he is?”


“No, not at the moment,” replied Hilary, not fazed in the least.  “He’s gone and gotten himself lost, but I’m sure we can find him.”  Who would know what Marcus might do better than his favourite slave?  She grabbed the boy’s arm.  “Come on, come with me!” she said, and would have dragged Theophanes right out of the room, except that Qadir stopped them.


“Er – pardonnez-moi, madame,” he said.  “Where are you going?”


Hilary had almost forgotten that the policemen were there.  Oh, that was right... Theophanes had been arrested for shoplifting, hadn’t he?  Poor kid had probably just wanted something to eat.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “This is Theophanes – he’s a friend of a friend, believe it or not.  How’s that for a coincidence!  Would you gentlemen mind if I took him to get him something to eat?”


“You can’t just take him away,” the other officer said.  “You’ll have to pay his bail.”


“Oh, yes, of course,” said Hilary.  That should have been a setback.  She didn’t have a lot of extra money, and had already spent much more than she’d planned on this trip, what with having to provide clothes, food, and taxi fares for Marcus as well as herself.  But in the mood she was in, it somehow didn’t matter.  Money!  People worried too much about money, and always had, even in ancient Rome.  She could spare a few bucks to get Theophanes out of prison.  “How much?” she asked.


She forked over the obscenely high sum without so much as batting an eye, and was laughing once again as she pulled poor, confused Theophanes out of the police station and onto the sunlight street.  Was this what being drunk felt like, she wondered?  If so, no wonder her father had preferred it to the dismal real world – Hilary had absolutely no idea what was going to happen next, and she didn’t care.  The weight of the world had been lifted from her shoulders and she could fly if she wanted to.  Anything was possible!  By the end of the day, she could be having lunch with Marius!


“Okay, Theophanes,” she said.  “Think about this – if your master was lost in this city, where would he try to go?”


“I don’t know,” said Theophanes.  “I’ve been looking for him for four days.  It took me more than a week to figure out where the sorceress had sent him... he told you about the sorceress, right?”


“Yes, he told me the whole story,” said Hilary.


“All of it?” this seemed to surprise Theophanes.


“Yes, yes, with the sorceress and Jugurtha and Marius and all,” said Hilary.  “What have you been doing for four days?”


“Mostly trying not to be killed,” said Theophanes.  “I didn’t realize this future was going to be so dangerous!  All these machines flying around...”


“I know!” laughed Hilary.  “Ridiculous, isn’t it?”  It was, when you thought about it... the twenty-first century was positively absurd!


“And I’ve had almost nothing to eat the whole time I’ve been here,” the boy added.  “A man with a knife stole all my money, and nobody’s been willing to give me so much as a bite.  That’s how I ended up with the guardsmen, there.  A man called them when he caught me stealing from his sausage cart.  You don’t have anything you could give me, do you?” he asked.


“I’ll buy you something straight away,” Hilary promised.


They stopped at the nearest MacDonald’s, and Hilary bought Theophanes a hamburger, a milkshake, and a box of onion rings.  He couldn’t possibly have recognized any of the items, but that didn’t seem to bother him in the least – he sat down and began eating so fast Hilary worried he would choke.


It made her wonder what he usually got to eat.  Marcus had talked about slaves, but Hilary had never paid too much attention because the detail seemed to be simply part of his delusion.  Now that she thought about it, it was rather difficult to imagine Marcus as a slave owner.  He seemed far too... far too civilized for that.  And even if he did own them, she couldn’t possibly see him as mistreating them.  Or could she?


She shook her head.  Theophanes wouldn’t be here looking for Marcus if Marcus were cruel to him.  “How’s the food?” she asked.


“S vry gud,” he said through a mouthful.  “Is this beef?” he added, after swallowing.  “I like beef.  We don’t get it very often.”


“You don’t?”  Hilary leaned forward.  “Why not?”


“Nobody gets any decent food in the army,” Theophanes groused.  “And in Rome, they think beef is ‘unfashionable’.  Everybody just eats fish all the time.  My mother used to say,” he licked his fingers, “that fish and fowl won’t put any muscles on you.  They’re all right for girls to eat, but boys need beef and mutton!”  He stuffed another onion ring in his mouth.


Hilary caught herself grinning, and quickly sobered again.  “So you said Marcus is your master?” she continued to probe.


“Mmm-hmm.”  Theophanes tilted the milkshake cup back, slurping loudly through the straw as he tried to get the last trace out of the bottom.  “Sorry, ma’am, I usually have better manners, but I’m starving...”


“Is he kind to you?” asked Hilary.


“Oh, yes,” said Theophanes emphatically.  “He’s a very good master – Hallex has been owned by five different people and he says the Petronius family are his favourites.  We can eat all we like, he never has us beaten unless we steal and he’s never abandoned anybody when we were ill, either.”


Hilary wasn’t sure that last point was a good thing.  In Rome, owners had often left sick or injured slaves at the temple of Aesclepius on the Tiber Island.  It seemed like a nasty thing to do, but the medical care there was as good as it was anywhere in the empire, and if the slaves lived, they were considered free.  A man who nursed his slaves himself was a man who wanted to keep them.


“So how did you become a slave?” she asked.


“The usual way,” he replied nonchalantly.  “Is there any more food, ma’am?”


“I’ll get you an apple turnover,” said Hilary.  “What’s the usual way to become a slave?”


“My father sold me,” said Theophanes.  “He wanted me to get an education, but he didn’t have any money for tutors, so he sold me to the Petronius family because they were rich.  They needed kids who could learn to read and write, so we could be scribes and accountants for them.  That’s what I do,” he added proudly.  “Someday I’ll be freed, and then I can go into business.”


“So you like your work, then?” Hilary asked.


“Uh-huh.”  He cleaned the crispy bits out of the bottom of the onion ring box.  “It’s a lot better than cleaning out cesspits or hunting rats.”


She supposed she had to give him that, but the idea of slaves worried her enough to bring her down from the elated cloud she’d been floating on earlier.  Yesterday, when she’d come so close to accepting Marcus’ fantasy, she’d only been thinking about the nice parts.  But slavery had been an essential part of Roman society, as had a great many other unpleasant things.  The thought was enough to start dragging her back into reality once again.


But what was reality, after all?  As far as Hilary knew, she was sitting in a fast food restaurant talking to a two-thousand-year-old Greek slave who’d just ploughed through a Big Mac at a speed her students would have envied.  And even in reality, assuming the word meant anything anymore, Marcus had gone missing from the police last night and had to be found.


Where would he go?  He would try to find his way back to her, she was certain of that much... so it would be somewhere he knew she would go.  The hotel, then, or the museum; those were the places where they’d spent the most time.  They seemed like good starting points.


“Finished your lunch?” she asked Theophanes.


He looked at the balled-up wrappers in front of him.  “You said something about an apple thing...”


“Oh, yes, of course.”  Hilary nodded.  “One apple turnover, coming up, and then we’ll go and find your master.”


She had the same problem getting a taxi as she had the day she’d found Marcus – Theophanes, while rather more fully clothed, was much dirtier and was stuffing his apple turnover into his face as fast as he could without burning himself.  In the end, they found themselves back on the bus.


Marcus had seemed disconcerted by vehicles, but Theophanes got downright sick.  He sat next to Hilary, groaning and staring out the window with huge bug eyes, to the point where she honestly began to wonder if he were play-acting.  Teenage boys must be another one of the things that didn’t change, even in two thousand years.


Their first stop, because it was closer, was the museum.  Beaudrais was in the lobby speaking to a man in a suit, probably some sort of benefactor.  Hilary should have waited for them to finish, but she was sick of doing things the way they should be done – she marched right up, Theophanes in tow, to ask if Marcus had been by.


“Who?” asked Beaudrais.


Well, of course – he knew the fifth member of their party by a different name.  “Dr. Pappas,” said Hilary.  “Talk, dark, and handsome, doesn’t speak French.”


“Oh, him,” said Beaudrais.  “No, he hasn’t been here that I know of.  Is this an emergency?” he asked, glancing at the man he’d been talking to.


“No, but thanks anyway!” said Hilary.


She had to ask several other people around the museum before she was satisfied that no, Marcus had not been there.  He must be at the hotel, then – back on the bus it was, to the great distress of poor Theophanes.


The hotel had the great advantage that Hilary didn’t need to go around asking people.  Marcus had a key to his room, and she had the spare.  She took the elevator up – which seemed to upset Theophanes at least as much as the bus – and went straight to his door, fully expecting to find him there sipping wine and waiting for her.


But the room was empty.


“He’s not here,” said Theophanes helpfully.


“No, he’s not,” Hilary agreed.  But if he wasn’t at the museum or the hotel, where could he...  “Oh, I know where he is!” she exclaimed.  The rooms weren’t the entire hotel – there was also the arcade in the basement, where he’d turned up the last time he’d been missing!  She grabbed Theophanes again and down to the arcade they went.


Marcus wasn’t there, either.


Hilary wandered up and down the rows of games, looking at every player... but no, Marcus wasn’t among them.  She leaned against a wall and shut her eyes.  Marcus had to be somewhere, she told herself, and it would be somewhere he thought she’d look... that was why he’d given her his ring, so that she could give it back to him.  Maybe he’d been worried that Ibn Sayid or Yassin might be waiting for him at the hotel or museum.  Where else could he have gone?


Where else had they been together?  There was the clothing store, and the theatre, and the bridge... but they’d only been to each of those places once.  The museum and hotel were both familiar enough that he might know what landmarks to look for, but unless he had a photographic memory... well, for all she knew, he just might.


God damn the man, she’d given him her phone number.  Why couldn’t he have just called her...


Hilary froze.  Why couldn’t he have just called her?  She would never know if he had, because she’d turned her bloody cell phone off.


She pulled it out of her purse and turned it on to check her messages, and a cold sweat broke out on her forehead... somebody had called her five times from a number with a 213-4 area code.  That was Constantine, wasn’t it?  The number itself, however, was one she didn’t recognize.  It wasn’t the hotel’s, wasn’t the museum’s...


Well, there was one way to find out.  She dialed it.


“Allo,” said a male voice.  “Mubarak’s Menswear.”


That wasn’t the clothing shop she’d taken him to.  “Hello,” said Hilary in French.  “I’m sorry, this may seem like kind of a strange question, but did a man who didn’t speak French or Arabic come in this...” when had the calls been made?  She hadn’t looked at the timestamps, and couldn’t check while she was using the phone.  “It would have been last night or this morning.  Big guy, dark hair, blue and white shirt, wanted to use the telephone?”


“Oui, madame,” was the reply.  Hilary’s heart raced.  “He tried to call several times... didn’t seem to know what he was doing.”  There was a pause, and the man lowered his voice.  “He’s still here, waiting out front.  He doesn’t seem dangerous, but...”


Hilary laughed.  “That’s okay!” she said.  “Tell me, where are you located?”


The man gave the address.


“Thank you very much!” said Hilary.  “I’ll be right there!”  She hung up the phone and put it back in her purse.  “Theophanes!  I found him!”


“Really?”  Theophanes looked around as if expecting to see him standing right there.  “Where?”


“This way!”


Another bus took them up to the North end of the city... and Hilary suddenly realized exactly where they were going.  Mubarak’s was the place where she’d bought him the long coat to wear over his tunic, the day they met!  He’d gone back to the alleyway where she’d met him... of course!  How stupid of her not to have thought of that.  Only Hilary herself knew where that was, and even though they’d only been there once, it wasn’t a place he’d need landmarks to find – it was right on the cliff edge, as was the hospital.  To get there, all he would have had to do was follow the cliffs north.


The bus stopped.  Hilary nearly pushed Theophanes on his face in her own hurry to disembark.  There was the shop, there was the alley, there was the dog that had chased her, now safely chained outside its owner’s store...


And there was Marcus.

