
Viri magni; great men.  Betty had once said something about Milo being of the ‘great man’ school of history; looking at events as the actions of a few important individuals.  Most twenty-first century historians considered this an outmoded way of studying the past.  It was better to understand the underlying social trends that allowed the great men to be great.  Was this Milo speaking, she wondered, or was it Marcus?  The idea that history was made by great men was also a very Roman one.

---


“But what?” he wanted to know.


“What are the bad parts?” she asked.  “Plutarch didn’t write about those, you know.”


What was she looking for?  Gossip?  There’d always been plenty of that around Marius, but still – Petronius did not want to speak badly of a fellow Citizen, especially in front of an historian. “I do not think he would appreciate my speaking ill of him.”


“He’s been dead for two thousand years,” Hilaria replied lightly.  “He’s not going to complain.”


“The memory of a great man should not be tainted by his flaws,” said Petronius.


“Was he ugly?” she urged.  “A womanizer?”


“Neither,” said Petronius, wondering what in the world she found so interesting about him.  Despite what he said, he was almost tempted to start bad-mouthing Marius just to make Hilaria stop asking  “The women call him quite handsome, but he is faithful to his wife, a Julia.  He married very well for his rank,” he added.  “His father is a knight, and the family owns a farm near Arpinum


 “He rarely observes proper oratorical forms,” he admitted.  “I do not think he has had a proper education in that art, but has only learned it by imitation.  And he is a braggart and a flatterer.  I admire the man greatly,” he added, “but I could not say I find him personable.  He is not my friend, and I suspect that after running off as he did, he is no longer a friend of Metellus, either.  He is good at making friends when he tries, but is quick to abandon them once he makes new and better ones.  A creature of politics,” he concluded, glancing at Hilaria.  Was that what she’d wanted to hear?

--


There was a boy squatting under an overhanging bit of roof and staring at something.  Hilary came up to see what it was, and discovered that the cobblestones were swarming with ants.  The boy must have been stamping on their hill, because the poor little insects were running around in a blind panic.


It took the boy a moment to notice her, and then he immediately stood up straight, his hands behind his back.  “Hello, lady,” he said politely.


Hilary smiled.  He was perhaps six or seven years old, dressed in a white tunic with a red border – from a respectable plebian family, then.  “Hello, there,” she said.  She reached into her purse and found that she had one last bag of M&M’s left over from the flight.  “Would you like some candy?” she asked.


Twenty-first century parents invariably told their children never to accept candy from strangers, even very well dressed ones.  But this boy grinned and eagerly held out his hands.


“Ah!” Hilary held up a finger.  “What do you say?”


“Yes, please!” he said.


“Much better!”  Hilary tore the bag open and tipped its contents into the boy’s chubby palms.  “There you go,” she said.  “Don’t hold them too tight, or they’ll melt.”


“Yes, lady,” said the boy.  He popped a green one into his mouth.


“Good?” asked Hilary.


“Yes,” he said, and this time remembered his manners without prompting.  “Thank you very much.”


“You’re very welcome,” said Hilary.  “What’s your name?”


“Marcus,” he said, around more M&M’s.


Of course it was Marcus – approximately half the male population of Rome had been named ‘Marcus’, and most of the other half had been called ‘Gaius’.  “What are your other names?” she asked.


The boy opened his mouth to answer, but was interrupted by a woman’s shriek.  “Marcus Licinius Crassus!” she exclaimed, running up to grab her son.  “By Jupiter, boy, where have you been?”  She looked up and smiled apologetically at Hilary.  “I am so sorry – was he bothering you?”


“Not at all,” said Hilary.


The woman shook a finger in the boy’s face.  “You know better than to go around pestering strangers!  What have you got there?”


“Candy,” he said.  “She gave it to me.  I didn’t ask for it.”


“He didn’t,” said Hilary.


“And what do you say to the nice lady?” Mrs. Licinius asked her son.


“Thank you,” he repeated.  “I already said it.”


“Good,” said Mrs. Licinius.  “Come on, now.  We have to meet your father at the baths.  I’m sorry again,” she said to Hilary, hurrying the boy away.


“Not a problem!” Hilary called after them.


They vanished around a corner, and Hilary shook her head.  If it was 108 BC... yes, as far as she could remember, that worked out.  In fifty years, Marcus Licinius Crassus Dives would be the wealthiest man in Rome, serve as Consul with Pompey the Great, crush the revolt of Spartacus, and join forces with Caesar and Pompey to form the first Triumvirate.  And he’d just eaten the last of her M&M’s.
