
Marcus insisted on accompanyhing Hilary on this errand, despite the fact that it was very painful for him to walk.  They set out for the House of the Vestals after siesta, and arrived to find Octavia Messalina and Vespasia there waiting for them.  Between the two Vestals was Appuleia Gemella, wearing the long wool tunic of a female slaves – and the truth of her predicament must have sunk in at last, because she looked terrified.


“Ah, Appuleia,” said Vespasia, displaying once again her unexpected nasty streat.  “Your new owners are here.”


Appuleia looked up and saw Hilary and Marcus, and after a long moment of apparent incomprehension, her mouth dropped wide open in shock.  “You mean she...” she began.


“Speak when you’re spoken to!” Vespasia snapped at her.


Hilary flinched.  While there was something horridly satisfying about seeing Appuleia slapped down, nobody deserved to be a slave.  And besides, what Hilary had planned would be a far more thorough revenge.


“Appuleia Gemella,” she said.


Appuleia’s features twisted in hatred, but she managed to spit out, “yes, Mistress?”


“Come with us,” Hilary ordered.


“Yes, Mistress,” Appuleia repeated, saying the words as if she hated the taste of them.  For a moment, Hilary was afraid she’d crossed some kind of line, and Appuleia was about to simply attack her... but although the woman clearly wanted to, she restrained herself.


She followed them home quietly enough, but Hilary could feel her smoldering with hatred and humiliation.  She wanted to say something, but didn’t – this would have to wait for the proper moment... which was when they were standing outside of Marcus’ house.  At the front door, Hilary turned around and looked Appuleia Gemella in the eye.


“All right,” she said.  “You’re free to go.”


Appuleia looked so uncomprehending of this that for a moment Hilary was worried she’d accidentally said it in English.  “What?” she asked finally.


“What?” Marcus echoed, not understanding either.


“We don’t keep slaves where I come from,” said Hilary.  “We consider slavery an offense against human dignity.  You can go.”


“What?” Appuleia repeated.  “You went out and bought me... just so you could free me?”


“Yes, I did,” said Hilary.  “You can go back to your father, follow your husband, whatever you want.  I don’t want to be responsible for you.”


“But I threatened to...” Appuleia began.


“All the more reason I don’t want you under my roof,” said Hilary.  “Now go.”


Appuleia started to protest again, but then it seemed to dawn on her exactly what it was she would be protesting.  She looked at Marcus, then at Hilary again, and then turned around and began walking away, very quickly, glancing behind her to make sure she wasn’t being followed.  Just before she reached the corner, she broke into a run – and was gone.


“What in the world did you do that for?” Marcus asked.


“Because she’s going to hate me anyway,” said Hilary.  “I’d rather she hate me because I did something nice than because I did something mean.  And this way I don’t have to worry about her stabbing me in my sleep.  Let’s go inside.”


Marcus followed her in.  “You would really rather see even a person you despise free than as a slave?” Marcus asked, as his own slaves took their shoes in the vestibulum.


“Yes,” said Hilary.  “Absolutely.  I know it must sound silly to you, but I would.  Nobody deserves that.”


“And if I were to give you a slave,” said Marcus, “you would do the same thing, and free him at once?”


“Yeah,” said Hilary.  “So don’t give me any.  As long as we’re married, all our slaves have to be in your name, okay?  I’ll put up with them, but I won’t own them.”  It was pretty weak, as compromises went, but it was about all that she’d been able to come up with.  She was just going to have to accept it as part of living here.


“I don’t think I’m ever going to understand your problem with slaves, Hilaria,” said Marcus.


“No, you probably aren’t.”  She waved away the one who was trying to take her shoes, and put them on the rack herself.  “Would you want to be a slave?”


“That would depend on what my circumstances were outside of slavery,” Marcus replied.  “I’d rather be a slave than starving.”  He put a hand on her shoulder and kissed her neck.  “But I suppose even if I don’t understand it, I’ll have to accommodate it.”  He straightened up and looked around at the assembled members of the household who’d come to welcome their master and his fiancee home.  “You heard Hilaria Quinta,” he said.  “You are all free.”


“What?” Hilary burst out.  “Are you joking?”


“Not at all,” said Marcus.  “If you don’t want to be helped by slaves, then I won’t force you.”


“You can’t do that just for me!” she protested.  How much money, after all, had he spent on those slaves?


“I believe I already did,” Marcus replied.  “And recall, I still owe you for your help when I was stranded in the future.  Is this sufficient repayment?”


“You idiot, you know you don’t owe me an as!” laughed Hilary, and hugged him.


“But Master...” Theophanes began.


“Call me by my name now, Theophanes,” said Marcus.  “I’m not your master anymore.”


Theophanes opened his mouth and shut it again, looking absolutely horrified by the very thought.  “Who’s going to keep your accounts?” he asked desperately.


“I would assume you are,” said Marcus.  “Unless you don’t want to stay, of course.  But as I imagine you do, I will entrust to Kassander the job of arranging for everyone’s wages.  I’m sure he’ll be fair about it.”


“Of course, Marcus Petronius.”  Kassander grinned.  “But if you don’t mind, may I do it after supper?  I’d like this afternoon off.”


“Granted,” said marcus.  “Have plans, do you?”


“Want to celebrate,” said Kassander.  “If I’ve been freed, then I’m getting married.”


That seemed to startle even Marcus.  “Kassander,” he said, “all your girlfriends have husbands.”


“Not so!” Kassander told him.  “The blacksmith’s wife is divorcing him.  Said she could take him being cruel to her, but wouldn’t stand for him threatening her children.”


“Who are probably yours anyway,” Marcus observed dryly.  “What is the lady’s name?”


“Tadia Amanda,” said Kassander.


Hilary laughed.


Claudia Florentia insisted, in response to the quick letter Marcus wrote her informing her of his plans, on coming to Rome for her son’s wedding.  She then proceeded to be nearly three days late, which drove Marcus up the wall worrying about her, though Hilary suspected afterwards that he knew verywell that she was fine and was doing it all on purpose.  It sounded like something Hilary’s own mother would have done... in fact, the more she thought about it, she more Hilary thought Nicola Rue Goldwright and Claudia Florentia would have gotten along fabulously.  Now there was something she’d failed to take into account when making her laundry list of reasons why she might or might not want to live in this time.


Still, after three days she wasn’t sure if she was relieved or sorry when it turned out that nothing horrible had become of Claudia.  She turned up on the step, slaves in tow, and gave Hilary a look-over common to all mothers everywhere – the ‘you’re not much, but you’ll have to do.’


“So I’m stuck with you, am I?” she asked.  “I suppose if you make Marcus happy, I can live with it.  Anything to stop him being so stupidly miserable all the time.  How old are you?” she wanted to know.


“Twenty-ni... no, thirty now,” Hilary corrected herself.  She’d lost track of the dates... but now that she did some figuring, her birthday had been ten days ago... she hadn’t even noticed.  That was the day they’d saved Marius’ life.


“Hrm,” said Claudia.  “Any children in your previous marriage?”


“I’ve never been married before,” Hilary told her.


“You haven’t?  Why not?”  A bright light in Hilary’s face could not have made this more like an interrogation.


“Because I didn’t want to be,” said Hilary, annoyed.  “I wanted to marry a man I loved.”  Was that the reason?


“Ha!” Claudia snorted.  “Oh, yes, I see that you two romantic fools are going to get along splendidly!  But you can have children, can’t you?”  The implication was that no son of Claudia Florentia was going to have a barren wife, no matter how much he might claim to love her.


“I’ve never tried that, either,” said Hilary.  “My mother was an only child, but she had a lot of aunts and uncles.”  She remembered once overhearing a doctor tell her mother that her miscarriages were due to not eating properly.  Hilary had been about six at the time, and had embarrassed her mother in the shopping mall later that day by asking her what a miscarriage was.


“That’s enough, mother.”  Marcus came and put his hands on Hilary’s shoulders.  “You can stop wasting your breath – Hilaria Quinta will not be frightened off so easily as the others were.”


“I can see that,” said Claudia – and was that a note of admiration in her voice.  “You’re the head of this family – you do what you want.  I suppose I ought to be grateful you’re remarrying at all.”


“So kind of you to give us your blessing,” said Marcus.


“You’re welcome,” said Claudia.  “And don’t worry – I’m not going to hang around interrupting your honeymoon, for which I suppose you’ll want to be going back to the countryside.  I will be in Herculaneum, visiting Licinia Fullonis.”


“Oh?” asked Marcus.  “Are you still after her brother?  I thought he’d married a younger girl.”


“He did,” said Claudia.  “But he’s passed her along to young Gaius – gossip in Herculaneum is that Licinius has no idea if the child she’s carrying is his son or his grandson.  Everyone seems to have agreed, however, that it’s best if she marries more appropriately to her age.”  She smiled smugly.  “Perhaps if somebody comes along to console him, Fullo might be persuaded to marry more appropriately to his.”


“Good luck with that,” said Marcus.


“Pah,” said Claudia.  “You just want me out of your house.  Now, the wedding will be tomorrow, since...”


“Excuse me,” said Hilary, “but Marcus has the contract already ready.  There’s nothing to stop us calling on the Pontifex right now.”  One of the things Hilary had decided she liked about ancient Roman weddings was that there was none of the circus attendant on a modern one.  If two people wanted to get married, they simply went out and did it.  No gowns, no cakes, no stupid personalized matchbooks... just two lovers and a priest.


“Not today,” said Claudia.  “Mercury is not auspicious for a wedding today.”


“Then when will it be auspicious?” Marcus asked tiredly.


“Tomorrow,” Claudia replied.  “Which is why I arrived when I did – I didn’t want you two rushing into things and ruining your chances.  Venus will be good for marriages producing many children all this week.  I had an astrologer work the whole thing out before I left.”


“Damn,” said Kassander, who’d been standing in a doorway watching.  “Should have waited.”


Claudia’s mouth dropped open.  “Is that how your slaves talk when I’m not here?” she demanded of Marcus.


He sighed.  “About the slaves, mother.”


So the wedding took place under appropriately lucky stars, with the Pontifex Maximus presiding and Julia and Marius for witnesses.  The Pontifex sacrificed a goat to Juno and then, in an example of what Hilary had always thought was the strangest of ancient Rome’s ways of divining the future, announced that it’s innards foretold a long, happy, and fruitful marriage.  Marcus snorted – the same thing had probably been said when he married Flavia.  But then he smiled as he put a gold ring on Hilary’s finger, and kissed her.


“We still do that, you know,” she whispered.  “Use that same finger for a wedding ring.  And seal a marriage with a kiss.  Weird what survives the centuries, isn’t it?”


“I would say,” Marcus replied, “that what is kept is what is worth keeping.”


They parted, and Julia ran up to give Hilary a hug.  “Congratulations!” she said.


“Thank you,” Hilary told her.


“We mean what we said, you know,” Julia added.  “If there’s anything we can do to repay you...”


“Actually,” said Hilary, “I can think of one thing.”


“Yes?” asked Julia.


“Name it,” Marius said.  “If it’s within our means...”


“Write a book,” said Hilary.


“A book?” Marius asked.


Marcus laughed.  “I thought she would say that.”


“A book about what?” Marius wanted to know.


“About yourself,” said Hilary.  “When all this is over, when you’ve captured Jugurtha and had your triumph and the whole thing, I want you to write your memoirs.  But don’t publish it – give it to me.”


“And what are you going to do with it?” Marius asked.


“Save it,” said Hilary.


“It’s never any good trying to figure out what Hilaria Quinta is thinking,” said Marcus.  “You’ll simply have to wait and see.  You sound, love,” he added, putting his arms around her waist, “as if you have plans.”


“Oh, yes,” Hilary smiled.  “Big plans.”


“Do your plans include me?” he wanted to know.


“My plans will always include you,” Hilary promised.  “Amabo te... semper.”  ‘Amabo te’ by itself could mean ‘please’... but with that addition, it would have to be translated literally – ‘I will love you – always.’


“And I you,” said Marcus, and kissed her again.

Roma, Italia – 104 BC


It was a brilliant, though chilly, January day when Gaius Marius entered Rome in triumph.  Crowds lined the streets, waving long ribbons and scattering white flower petals that had been specially imported from Egypt for the occasion.  The wives of officials had special seats, on the steps of the curia.  Julia Caesaris was there, waiting for her husband.  Octavia Messalina had retired two years past, but Vespasia Olympica and Petronia Longina were there, along with Hilaria Quinta... who was craning her neck to see what exactly elephants looked like in Numidian war getup.


They looked impressive and frightening.  They seemed much bigger somehow than twenty-first century zoo elephants, all painted and pierced and jingling with gold and armor.  And they were well-trained; at an order from their handler, all six of the captured elephants raised their trunks and trumpeted in unison.  The sound rolled in echoes around the Forum, prompting applause and cheering.  Children squealed and giggled.


Behind the elephants was Gaius Marius, the conquering hero of the day, in a gilded chariot drawn by eight enormous black horses, dressed in shining bronze armor under a purple consul’s toga – he had in fact been elected consul again that year, although he’d still been in Numidia and hadn’t actually even run.  Somebody had begun a campaign to have people write Marius’ name on the ballots anyway, and do so, they had.  Hilaria was going to have to put that in her book.


Beind Marius were the prisoners – dozens of Numidian soldiers stripped to their loincloths, clanking along in chains.  And the Usurper, Jugurtha.  He was not chained, but naked in an iron cage, carried by six decidedly gorrilla-like slaves.


Hilaria found herself feeling rather sorry for him.  She did not have the stomach for watching the gladiators and wild beast shows that the other wives did... in fact, her squeamishness was something of a joke among them, as was her refusal to allow her husband to keep slaves.  And seeing human beings, whatever they’d done, treated like this turned her stomach.  Only weeks ago, Jugurtha had been a king.  Now he was a prisoner, unable to do anything but cover his head with his hands as small children threw pebbles at him.  Hilaria caught his eye as he passed – the two of them looked at each other a moment, and then he was gone.


Behind him were the troops, legions of Marius’ history-making volunteer army, and the sight of them was enough to make Hilaria forget all about the prisoners for the time being.  Especially when one of the legates brought his horse directly up to the steps, grabbed her hand, and lifted her onto the animal in front of him, to the sound of thundrous applause from the crowd.


“Marcus!  People are watching!” she sqeaked as he tore off his helmet to kiss her cheek.  Public displays of affection between husband and wife were frowned upon.


“Then let them watch,” he replied, kissing the other cheek.


Indeed, there didn’t seem to be much outward disapproval of what he’d done.  In fact, he seemed to have set a precendent – other soldiers, whether on horseback, in chariots, or on foot, were pulling their wives and children out of the audience and bringing them into the parade.  That was precisely what this day represented to people, she realized.  The war was over.  They were celebrating a return to home, to family, to normalcy.  The breach of social ettiquette could be forgiven.  Everybody was happy enough to ignore it.


Another thing, she thought, she was going to have to put in her book.  She’d spent  the last four years writing it, and there was no end in sight yet.


“I suppose you’ve held on to my ring for me?” Marcus asked.


“Right here.”  Hilaria held it up, on its chain around her neck.  Once Marcus’ rib had healed and he’d been ready to go back to Numidia with Marius, she’d had something of a panic attack.  If this ring was someday to be found in Africa, didn’t that mean that Marcus, who wore it constantly, was going to die there?  She’d mentioned it to him, and he’d come up with the most elegant solution imagineable – he’d simply left the ring with her.  He couldn’t die and leave it in Africa if he wasn’t wearing it... and so he hadn’t.  “I suppose you want it back now,” she said.


“Thank you,” he took it and slipped it on his finger.  “And how is your little project coming along.”


Hilaria smiled.  Her little project was the creation of an historial library in Pompeii.  Not in Herculaneum – as she recalled, Herculaneum had gotten the worst of Mt. Vesuvius’ explosion and had been more or less utterly destroyed.  Pompeii was simply buried in ash and could be excavated with many treasures intact.  It therefore seemed an idea place for a collection of documents that she hoped would survive two thousand years.


But it was also entirely too well-documented for her to be certain that would work.  If time really couldn’t be changed, as their experiences with the ring suggested, then if her Pompeii library hadn’t been discovered by the time she left, it had likely been destroyed.  It wouldn’t even take the volcano to do it – Mount Vesuvius wouldn’t erupt until something like 80 AD.  That gave it nearly two hundred years for something else to happen.


But that was all right – she’d come up with an alternative.  It wouldn’t allow for quite such a complete collection, but certainly a far more durable one.  “It’s coming along fine.  I’ve gotten compliments on it... and your mother’s husband has donated a lot of money.”


“Still running for office, is he?”


“Tirelessly,” Hilaria agreed.  “Your mother says that since you’re home now, we probably ought to expand the house to make room for the twenty other children she’s sure we’re going to have.  We’ve been mapping out a new wing on the west side of the house.  In a thousand years or so, it can be the refectory for the monks.”


“That’s my Hilaria,” he said.  “Always thinking ahead!”


“I am,” she nodded.  It was a habit she couldn’t quite shake.  Her friends, people like Julia, Tadia, and the Vestals, had gotten used to it, but strangers still looked at her funny when she nodded for yes or shook her head for no.  “And I thought it might be an idea to make copies of some of the most important of the texts I’ve collected and... this will make more sense when I explain it fully, but I’ve got a blacksmith who thinks he’s got a way to seal all the air out of a metal box.  We could preserve papyrus in there for centuries, and build the boxes into the walls.  The refectory is still standing in the twenty-first century, but an earthquake might crack something open later and allow the boxes to be discovered.”  It was a chance... but one never knew.


“We can certainly do that,” Marcus agreed.


“Great,” said Hilaria.  “There’s something else I’d like you to do for me, too.”.”


“Anything you ask, love,” he said.  “What is it?”


She told him.


The smile faded from his face.  “No,” he said.  “I forbid it.”


“You said you’d do anything for me,” Hilaria reminded him.


“But we’re not talking about me doing something,” he said.  “You have just asked to do something... and I forbid you to do it.  It is far too dangerous.”


“You know very well that I can look after myself,” Hilaria told him.  “I need to do this for my history.  He knows things nobody else does.”


“I do not care if he knows how to steal immortality from the gods,” said Marcus.  “You will not be alone in a room with him.”


“Oh, as if I’d be alone!” said Hilaria.  “There’ll be guards all over the place, and I know perfectly well that you will be standing right next to me the entire time, probably with your sword in your hand.  You promised to show me things, Marcus,” she added, softer.  “Show me this.  Please?”


“I will put it to the consuls,” said Marcus grimly.  “But what they say must stand – for both of us.  Do you understand?”


“Of course,” said Hilaria.


It was not until several days later that they were actually able to approach Fimbria and Marius in the senate – in the mean time there were parties and celebratory games to be attended, sacrifices and festivals to be attended to thank the gods for the victory, and the senate had to discuss what was to be done about the new threat of the German tribes who had invaded the alps.  Hilaria found it rather funny, listening to Julia and the other ladies discuss the Tuetones in hushed voices, as if these barbarians from the north were some sort of monsters.  In five hundred years, the peoples the Romans collectively called Germans regardless of where in Europe they came from, would be doing their best to rule their little kingdoms in Roman style.  In two thousand years, the laws of the Western World would still be based on Roman law.


But when the celebrations finally died down and the senate had agreed that nobody but Marius could possibly deal with the threat of the Cimbri and the Tuetones, Hilaria was able to put forward her request.  It wasn’t a moment too soon, either; Jugurtha was due to be executed the very next day.  Somewhat to Hilaria’s surprise – and certainly very much to her husband’s – the consuls granted her what she asked for.  So that night, armed with pen and papyrus and escorted by Marcus and, it seemed, half the praetorian guard besides, she entered the cell where they were keeping the fallen Usurper.


Somebody had taken pity enough on the man to give him a loincloth, but he was still in chains and hadn’t been allowed to bathe in weeks.  The smell in the room was sickening.  He did not look surprised by his visitors – he doubtless assumed that the soldiers were here to kill him.  But his eyes narrowed when he saw Hilaria, and then opened wide in shock at the sight of Marcus.


“You!” he got to his feet, the chains clanking.


“I,” said Marcus calmly.


Jugurtha scanned the faces of the soldiers, then looked at Hilaria.  “Who are you?” he asked.


“Hilaria Quinta,” she said.  “I brought Marcus Petronius back to Rome after you attempted to banish him.”


“You did not,” Jugurtha replied, disgusted.  “I have been assured that nobody where you would have had to come from has even heard of Rome.”


“We certainly have heard of Rome,” said Hilaria.  “In fact, I had been there before.  We admire Rome greatly.  My people know of Rome because Rome is great and is worth remembering.  There will never again be an empire to match it, and it has not yet even reached its height.”


Jugurtha snorted.  “It will fall someday.  Not by my hand, but by somebody else’s.”


“But men will remember and admire it for untold millennia yet,” said Hilaria.


The former king glared at her.  “Is that the only reason you came here?” he asked.  “To gloat?”


“No,” said Hilaria.  “You see – we know a lot about Rome, but we know very little about you.”  One of the guards brought up a chair, and she settled into it and spread out here papyrus in her lap.  “We know you only through the descriptions of men who had never met you, and who, being Romans themselves, condemn you as a villian with your voice unheard.  But I am writing a history of my own, and I am trying to talk to as many men who participated in your war as possible.  Would you like to tell me about yourself?”


“To what possible purpose?” he asked.


“So that men two thousands of years from now may read your words,” said Hilaria.  “Speak.  I will copy down what you say precisely, and preserve it so that future generations may judge you for themselves.”


“Why do you care?” Jugurtha asked.


“History ought to be about what happened,” replied Hilaria.  “Not who won.  You’re going to die tomorrow afternoon in the amphitheatre.  I understand that they mean to have you torn in half by two elephants made to walk in opposite directions.  This is your last chance to be heard – speak now, or forever hold your peace.”


The sun was rising by the time she left the cell – not because Jugurtha had finished, but because the praetorian guards said it was time to go.  She had been obliged to call for more ink and papyrus multiple times, as well as wine for the Usurper to wet his throat.  She felt somewhat less sorry for him now.  He had, by his own admission, done horrible things, including murdering his own brothers... but he felt, and she agreed, that Rome had forced what began as a minor skirmish between rival kings to become far larger than it needed to be.


All things considered, Jugurtha was a self-important jerk... but really no more so than Gaius Marius.  The only reason why history had judged one to be a villain and the other a hero was because Marius had one.  What sort of different world would have been, if Jugurtha’s plot had succeeded?


Which reminded her.  “Julia’s sister-in-law lost another child,” Hilaria said to Marcus, as they walked home under the chilly pink dawn sky.  “Poor Aurelia.  She says she’s ready to let her husband repudiate her.  She doesn’t think she could bear to have her hopes dashed again.”


“What did you say to her?” asked Marcus.


“Nothing, really.”  Hilaria shrugged.  “I just agreed with Julia that she ought to sacrifice to Juno and pray for help.  Julia said that the gods will give her a child when the time is right.”


“Mmm,” was all Marcus said.


“Well, what else could I have said?” asked Hilaria.  “I don’t want a reputation as somebody who sees the future.”


“No,” Marcus agreed.  “I could see that being more trouble than it’s worth.”  He stretched.  “You know – I always miss this city terribly when something takes me away from it.  Then I get back and am reminded how much I hate the place.  Would you think me in a terrible rush if I said I’d like to head back to the Villa Fragorum tomorrow?”


“Not at all,” said Hilaria.  “I want to go back, too.  Your mother is probably spoiling Sextus silly.”  Their son would be three years old in a matter of weeks, and Claudia Florentia was so enamoured of him that her husband – Fullo was a pleasant, if rather needy and slightly crusty stepfather-in-law – was complaining.  Hilaria couldn’t join him, though – Claudia’s delight in grandmotherhood gave Hilaria plenty of time to work on her book.


“We’ll have to give her more to do, then,” said Marcus.  “Perhaps we ought to head home and start working on those other nineteen grandchildren she wants.”  He slipped an arm around her waist.


“Mmm,” Hilaria leaned her head on his shoulder, enjoying the warmth of his touch.


“If I may ask something,” said Marcus, “what is that series of numbers you’ve written across the first page of your book?”


“Hmm?” she asked.  “What, you don’t recognize them?”


“No,” he said.  “What are they for?”


“They’re for Betty, just in case the book is discovered in her lifetime.”  Hilaria grinned.  She’d thought long and hard about how to leave a message for Betty.  Her first impulse was to actually date the book ‘104 BC’ – but that would just lead to people considering it a fraud.  She had to leave something that Betty would understand, but anyone else would think was nonsense.  “You’re sure you don’t know what they are?”


“I could not begin to guess,” said Marcus.  “Tell me.”


Hilaria leaned on him again, smiling.  “That, my love,” she said, “is my telephone number.”

