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					Cowards die many times before their deaths. The valiant never taste of death but once.

					—William Shakespeare, Julius Caesar, Act I Scene II

				

			

		

	
		
		
			Principium

			 

			The woman spoke quietly to her baby as she rocked him. “Always remember your ancestors,” she said. “I, your mother, descend from an ancient lineage, the gens Aurelia, heralds of the cult of the sun. In you, my bloodline converges with your father’s, and he is of the gens Julia, a noble family that refuses to amass wealth through corruption and violence like so many others. The gens Julia holds the most special birthright in all of Rome: the goddess Venus lay with the shepherd Anchises and from them Aeneas was born. As a young man, Aeneas fled the city of Troy as it burned to the ground, escaping with his father, his wife Creusa, and their son Ascanius, who in Rome we call Julus. Years later, the beautiful princess Rhea Silvia of Alba Longa, direct descendant of Julus, would be possessed by the god Mars himself, and from that union Romulus and Remus were born. Romulus founded Rome, and here we are today. You are a direct descendant of Julus, from whom the gens Julia takes its name.

			“This world that you have yet to take your first steps into is ruled by patrician families like your own. Many powerful senators have built immense fortunes in Rome’s recent years of growth, and because of this they believe themselves to be chosen and special, favored by the gods, granted the right to do as they please. They feel superior to other citizens and to the socii, our allies in broader Italy. These vile senators call themselves the optimates, the best. But remember, my son: Your family descends directly from Julus, son of Aeneas; you share the blood of Venus and of Mars. You are uniquely special. You alone, my little one. You alone. And I pray to Venus and to Mars that they may protect you and guide you in times of peace as well as in times of war. Because you will see war, my son. That is your destiny. I can only hope that in those times of war you will be as strong as Mars, as victorious as Venus. Remember this always, my son: You are Rome.”

			Aurelia repeated the story over and over to her infant son like a prayer. And, although he did not understand her words, they filtered into his mind and settled in his memory, forever etched onto his brain, as if carved in stone, forging Julius Caesar’s destiny.

		

	
		
		
			Prooemium

			 

			The Western Mediterranean

			Centuries II and I B.C.

			Rome’s growth is unstoppable.

			Since the fall of the Carthaginian Empire, Rome has become the dominant power in the Western Mediterranean region. Already controlling Hispania, Sicily, Sardinia, Italy, and parts of northern Africa, it has begun to set its sights farther, on Cisalpine Gaul, the Celtic lands north of Italy, and Greece and Macedonia to the east.

			Rome’s expansion has filled the republic’s coffers to the brim, but the distribution of wealth and conquered lands is far from equal. A small group of aristocratic senators accumulates ever more territory, ever more riches, while the vast majority of those governed by Rome remain deeply impoverished. All confiscated lands, gold, silver, and slaves are controlled by a few landowning senators from patrician families.

			Such blatant inequality leads to conflict: the Assembly of the Roman People demands a more equal allotment of wealth and power. A few bold men speak out in favor of redistribution. Tiberius Sempronius Gracchus is among them. Son of famed Roman mother Cornelia and grandson of the great statesman Scipio Africanus, he is chosen as plebeian tribune, the people’s highest representative, and sponsors a law of land redistribution in the year 133 B.C. But the Senate ambushes him on one of the city’s main thoroughfares, beating him to death in broad daylight and tossing his body into the Tiber, without a proper burial. His brother, Gaius Sempronius Gracchus, is later elected plebeian tribune and attempts to further Tiberius’s reforms. In response, the Senate passes an unprecedented decree granting the Roman consuls, top leaders of the Senate, the authority to detain and execute Gaius Gracchus or any other plebeian tribune who supports the redistribution of lands. In 121 B.C., finding himself surrounded by the Senate’s assassins, Gaius Gracchus asks a slave to kill him so that he does not fall into his enemies’ hands.

			Supporters of the Gracchi brothers and their thwarted attempts at reform join forces to create a group that calls itself the populares, “in defense of the people.” The more conservative senators, in turn, form the party of the optimates, meaning “the best,” since they consider themselves to be superior and favored by the gods. Rome is officially divided into two opposing political factions when a third group emerges. The socii, inhabitants of Rome’s allied cities in broader Italy, demand Roman citizenship and the right to vote so that they might take part in decisions that affect them directly.

			The Assembly of the Roman People, time and again, elects new plebeian tribunes who, over and over, try to pass reforms like those initiated by the Gracchi years prior. All of them are systematically killed by the optimate senators. Finally, a young Roman appears, patrician by birth but sympathetic to the demands of the populares and the socii. He understands that a fourth group has entered the fray: the inhabitants of the new Roman provinces that have been annexed from Hispania to Greece and Macedonia, from the Alps to Africa.

			This young man believes that it is time for things to change once and for all, but he is only twenty-three years old, with few supporters. In fact, hardly anyone in Rome has even taken notice of him. That is, until a trial in the year 77 B.C. when this man, despite his youth, agrees to prosecute a powerful senator.

			The defendant, accused of corruption during his term as governor of Macedonia, is none other than optimate senator Gnaeus Cornelius Dolabella, who amassed unthinkable wealth and power as a close ally to the tyrannical Lucius Cornelius Sulla, former dictator of Rome.

			Sulla, during his dictatorship, decreed that senators could only be tried by a jury of their peers: other senators. This means that the tribunal set to hear Dolabella’s case is composed entirely of optimates and is expected to fully exonerate Dolabella, who has also hired the two best defense attorneys in Rome: Hortensius and Aurelius Cotta. Seeing the case as a lost cause, no Roman lawyer will agree to prosecute Dolabella. Only a madman or a fool would bring charges against such a powerful senator under such disadvantageous circumstances.

			Until one man finally steps forward. Dolabella laughs when they tell him who has agreed to serve as prosecutor in the trial against him. He continues his endless series of parties and banquets, secure in the notion that his case has already been won.

			The name of the inexperienced young lawyer who agrees to prosecute him is Gaius Julius Caesar.
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			During the petitio period of a Roman trial, any free person may formally seek a lawyer to serve as either defense attorney or prosecutor for a given case. Should a non-Roman citizen wish to bring a Roman citizen to trial, they must find another Roman citizen willing to serve as prosecutor and present charges for the alleged crimes.

		

	
		
		
			I

			 

			Caesar’s Decision

			Julia family domus

			The Suburra neighborhood, Rome

			77 B.C.

			“Everyone who has attempted something like this has been killed. You should not, cannot, accept their proposal. It will only lead to ruin. It’s suicide.” Titus Labienus spoke vehemently with the passion of someone trying to keep a friend from committing the biggest mistake of his life. “You can’t change the world, Gaius, and this trial aims to do just that. Do I need to remind you of everyone who has died trying to challenge the optimates? They have always been in control and they always will be. Opposing them only spells death. And you know it.”

			Caesar listened intently to his childhood friend’s heartfelt advice but for the moment remained silent.

			Cornelia, Caesar’s young wife of nineteen, stood watching the scene from the center of the domus atrium. He paced around her, weighing Labienus’s words and contemplating the response he would give the Macedonian men who had come seeking his help. The three Macedonians themselves sat nearby, looking on uncomfortably as Labienus made his case.

			As Labienus watched Caesar circle Cornelia—the action symbolic of how central she was to him—he appealed to his friend’s wife. “Cornelia, by Hercules, you love Gaius. Tell him that for your sake, for his mother’s sake, for the sake of his family, he has to reject this insane proposal. Dolabella is untouchable. Your husband already escaped a death sentence once before, for defying Sulla. If he takes on Sulla’s favorite crony now, in this trial, he’s as good as dead. By all the gods, help me reason with him!”

			Cornelia blinked as she stood listening to Labienus. Just then, the sound of crying filled the air. Little Julia, Caesar and Cornelia’s daughter, barely five years old, appeared in the atrium with her nursemaid close at her heels.

			“I’m sorry, domina, so sorry,” the nursemaid apologized. “The girl is so quick.”

			“Mama, Mama…” Julia shouted, clinging to her mother’s legs.

			Little Julia’s interruption saved Cornelia from having to give the response Labienus demanded. “I’ll be right back,” she said, taking her daughter by the hand.

			Caesar, wearing a serious expression, nodded to his wife.

			“Goodbye, Papa,” the child said as she passed him.

			Gaius Julius Caesar smiled at the girl as Cornelia led her out of the atrium, followed by the nursemaid.

			Labienus continued to press his case, ignoring the presence of the three Macedonians who wanted to hire Julius Caesar as their lawyer. Perdiccas, Archelaus, and Aeropus were made uncomfortable by Titus Labienus’s words, but they didn’t dare interrupt the discussion between the two Roman men.

			“Listen to me, Gaius,” Labienus continued, disregarding the Macedonians’ hostile stares. “If you accept, you will most likely be defeated in trial and then murdered, either on some dark corner or perhaps even in the forum, in broad daylight. It wouldn’t be the first time it’s happened. The optimates think they are more powerful than ever. They are more powerful than ever. And even in the unlikely event that the tribunal determines in your favor, it would mean going up against Cotta, your own uncle, who Dolabella has hired for his defense. Is that really what you want? To force your mother to choose sides between her brother and her son?”

			At those words Julius Caesar raised his hands slightly, as if begging his friend to be silent. He looked down and seemed to study the cracked tile floor of the family home. The gens Julia was of the patrician order, but money was not as abundant as it had once been. With the death of Caesar’s paternal uncle, the great Gaius Marius, Sulla had confiscated many of the Julia family’s assets as punishment for supporting the popular political faction. They couldn’t even afford to repair that cursed tile. But Caesar had more pressing concerns at the moment.

			“That’s the crux of it,” he said.

			Cornelia reappeared and discreetly took her place beside her husband in the center of the atrium. Julia was back in the care of the servants. The girl was fussy. She had been sick but seemed to be on the mend. Cornelia knew that the child could feel the tension in the air and was affected by it. It was said that children could sense impending doom. She wondered if it was true. Her thoughts were interrupted by her husband’s calm, firm voice.

			“Is Julia all right?”

			“She’s fine. The fever is down. Don’t worry,” Cornelia responded succinctly. She always tried to be supportive of her husband and this was no time to concern him unnecessarily. He had more important things to worry about than a little girl’s temper tantrums.

			Labienus steered the conversation back to the issue at hand. “What’s the crux of it?” he asked. He’d trotted out so many arguments in his attempt to convince Caesar that he had no idea which one his friend was referring to.

			“My mother. Aurelia.” He pronounced her name slowly, as if charging each syllable with the woman’s great authority. “What would she think best? Should I agree to prosecute a case in which my uncle Cotta serves as the defense and, as you rightly say, cause a rift in the family? Or should I refuse to get involved, even though my blood boils? Dolabella was one of the despicable Sulla’s closest allies. If only half of what they say about him is true,” he said, gesturing toward the Macedonians, “he’s committed unspeakable crimes. Felonies made all the more atrocious by the fact that he is a senator, someone who should set an example with his behavior. How can I let him walk free when I have the chance to submit him to public trial? After all the damage he’s done to us, profiting from Sulla’s confiscations of our property.”

			“You’re not experienced enough to go up against your uncle Cotta and Hortensius, two of the most seasoned defense lawyers in all of Rome. And the judges will be bought and bribed, you can be certain,” Labienus said, appealing to common sense.

			The buying of judges was common practice in Rome, especially when the accused was a rich and powerful senator. And it had become even more customary now that, through Sulla’s judicial reform, the tribunals that heard cases against senators were made up entirely of other senators. Dolabella had served as consul, Rome’s highest political office; he had received a triumph for defeating the Thracians; and he had amassed a great fortune in the shadows of Sulla’s dictatorship. And, according to the Macedonian representatives, he had increased his immense wealth even further by embezzling public funds and forcing the inhabitants of that wealthy Roman province to pay fictitious taxes. Money always won out in Roman trials, and Dolabella was too wealthy for the other senators to ever dare charge him, no matter how horrific his crimes.

			“Cornelia, by all the gods, by everything you hold dear, help me convince your husband to stay out of this. It’s insanity,” Labienus said.

			This time no child burst in to keep Cornelia from speaking her mind. Labienus knew that despite her youth, Cornelia’s opinion was important to Caesar. She lowered her gaze to the scar on Labienus’s left calf. The wound was a constant reminder of his debt to her husband, one more reason for his infinite loyalty to Caesar. She didn’t want to contradict Labienus, but Caesar’s judgment, in the end, would always win out.

			“Whatever my husband decides…” she began, “his choice will be the correct one. I stand with him. Always.” She met Caesar’s eyes. “Just as he has always stood with me.”

			The two men understood what Cornelia was referring to. It was an event of the recent past when Caesar’s love for his wife was cruelly tested and he had shown what he was truly made of.

			“Whatever you decide,” she repeated. Then she fixed her gaze on the floor. She didn’t plan on intervening any further.

			Caesar felt thankful that Cornelia wasn’t going to make things harder by trying to convince him one way or another. Her neutrality permitted him to act freely. It was clear that after what had happened with Sulla she did not need any further proof of his love.

			His friend’s logic, however, was flawless: accepting the Macedonians’ proposal was suicide and it would also spark conflict within the family. He sighed.

			“Let’s call your mother in,” said Labienus, seeing that his friend was beginning to have doubts.

			“No!” Caesar responded. “If there’s one thing I’m certain of, it’s that my mother wants me to make up my own mind, just as Cornelia does. My mother…has always taught me to be independent, no matter how much I respect her and value her advice.”

			Labienus shook his head, although deep down, well versed in the dynamics of his friend’s family, he knew that this was exactly what the highly revered Aurelia would say if they called her into the atrium at that moment. Just like Cornelia, she would want Caesar to decide for himself. It was as if the matriarch had aimed to forge in her young son a natural leader who would defer to no one. And his wife had accepted that characteristic as something inherent to her husband’s nature. But, as far as Labienus was concerned, it would only lead to disaster.

			Julius Caesar looked to the Macedonians. “Why me?” he asked.

			The representatives of the eastern province exchanged glances. Finally, Aeropus, the eldest of the three, spoke up: “We know that the young Julius Caesar defied the terrible dictator Sulla when so many others cowered in the face of his atrocities. We believe that you alone can stand up to Dolabella, who we accuse of stealing money from our compatriots, among other, even more abject offenses…” Here Aeropus had to stop and swallow his rage, not wishing to again recount the crimes against his daughter Myrtale. “Offenses…that we have already described. Dolabella was a friend to the reviled dictator Sulla. It has been said that he was Sulla’s right hand in the civil war and in the oppression of his detractors in Rome. Only someone who was not afraid of Sulla in the past could be brave enough to now confront Dolabella, despite his wealth, his crookedness, and his cruelty. That is why we have come to plead with the young Julius Caesar, to ask that he, and no other man, should be our lawyer, our prosecutor. According to your law, only a Roman citizen can bring another Roman citizen to trial. And I don’t think we’ll find many Roman citizens bold enough to challenge the former governor and former consul Gnaeus Cornelius Dolabella—”

			“I’ll admit it, Gaius,” Labienus said, interrupting the Macedonian man. “He is correct on a few points, the most dreadful ones: Dolabella is cruel. He’s crooked. He has a lot of money and he’ll readily use it to buy off the tribunal or hire assassins to murder anyone who becomes too much of a nuisance. And yes, it is true that you stood up to Sulla, but it is also true that it almost cost you your life. The goddess Fortuna was with you then, but I don’t think it prudent to push your luck to the limits once more. I know you believe that Venus and Mars are your protectors, but I beg you, don’t put them to the test.”

			Gaius Julius Caesar nodded several times. He looked between his friend Labienus and the Macedonian emissaries. He took a deep breath and put his hands on his hips. He nodded again and eyed the floor. Then he raised his eyes and fixed them on the Macedonians: “I agree to act as your lawyer. I will serve as prosecutor in this trial.”

			Labienus shook his head in disappointment.

			Cornelia closed her eyes and silently begged the gods to protect her husband.

			The Macedonians bowed in a gesture of appreciation and politely took their leave, not before depositing on the table a heavy bag of coins as the first payment for the prosecutor’s services. Then they left the two men and the young woman alone, eager to depart before the Roman citizen had a chance to reconsider his audacious promise. Like everyone else in that great city by the Tiber, they knew full well that the trial could not be won. But at least an attempt at vengeance had been set in motion. If that failed, they had a backup plan. Dolabella, one way or another, would die for what he’d done to them. They did not care how many others might be lost in the process—all of them, perhaps, including this brave young prosecutor. It mattered little. The Macedonians were out for blood. And in their thirst for revenge they underestimated the strength of their enemy.

			In the atrium of the Julia family domus in the center of the Suburra, Labienus heaved a sigh of defeat.

			Julius Caesar studied the mosaic floor. The decision had been made, but he wondered how his mother would react. This was his only concern at the moment. He recalled the tales his mother had told him of the turbulent events that had taken place in Rome shortly after his birth. Would history repeat itself? Would he be just another victim of the eternal conflict between the optimates and the populares? Would he share the same fate as the rest?

			He then felt the soft arms of his wife encircling him.

			Caesar closed his eyes and welcomed her embrace.
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			II

			 

			Sentenced to Death

			Julia family domus

			99 B.C.

			Twenty-two years before Dolabella’s trial

			It was a time of elections; it was, therefore, a time of violence.

			Brutality, death, and chaos always seemed to reach a crescendo whenever it came time to elect the men who would occupy the most important offices in the Roman Republic: consuls, plebeian tribunes, and praetors.[*1]

			Aurelia tried to calm Gaius Julius Caesar, her infant son, only a few months old. The boy had been taking his afternoon nap when he was awoken by shouting from the atrium. He started to cry, which infuriated Aurelia. It was hard to get her little one to sleep since he was a very active baby, and the young mother was convinced he needed more rest. Aurelia knew about the elections and the unchecked political tensions in Rome, but her baby took priority.

			“Take him,” Aurelia said as she carefully handed her baby to the nursemaid. “Try to soothe him. I’ll shut those men up, or at least get them to stop shouting like maniacs.”

			Aurelia strode through the halls of the Julia family domus, the home she’d managed efficiently ever since marrying Gaius Julius Caesar Sr. a few years prior. She had planned to burst into the atrium calling to the gods and scolding her husband and his friends for shouting. But then she heard the loud, clear voice of her brother-in-law Gaius Marius.

			She paused.

			Marius had been consul six times, including five consecutive terms, something unprecedented and normally prohibited under Roman law. Aurelia was struck by the fact that Marius sounded…fearful. For a six-time consul, a brave general who’d led troops to victory in dozens of battles against the barbarians, to speak with fear in his voice, something very serious must be happening.

			Frozen in place beside the door to the atrium, she strained her ears.

			“Saturninus and Glaucia have lost their minds,” the veteran consul said.

			Aurelia pressed her lips together. Saturninus and Glaucia were the current plebeian tribune and praetor. She nodded to herself. Ambitious populares always ended up clashing with the Senate, leading to revolts, disturbances, and blood in the streets of Rome.

			She took a deep breath and entered the atrium.

			Still wanting to express her anger, she broke with polite custom and did not greet the men gathered there. But she did not call to the gods or raise her voice, either. After all, the idea was that everyone should try to speak more calmly.

			“Why do you say that Saturninus and Glaucia have lost their minds?” she asked Marius directly as she stopped beside her husband and clasped his arm. “You men have woken the baby with all your shouting. I hope it’s something very serious indeed to warrant disturbing my son’s rest.”

			“It’s not a debate, Aurelia,” her husband answered with a certain air of disapproval over her failure to greet their guest with the respect he deserved.

			“Gaius Marius knows that he is always welcome here,” she said in response to her husband’s expression. “And as the practical military man he is, I am sure he doesn’t mind that I’ve dispensed with the long-winded formalities. Is that not so, clarissime vir[*2] and consul?” she added with a demure smile.

			Marius did, in fact, always prefer directness. The pragmatic general who had won victories over Jugurtha in Africa and the Cimbri and Teutons in the North admired the outspoken woman his brother-in-law had married. Aurelia was attractive and intelligent and would’ve made an outstanding legatus of the Roman legions had she not been born a woman.

			“Yes, you needn’t worry about your wife’s candidness, Gaius. We are all friends here,” the consul said, and then turned to address Aurelia. “But this is more than just another tiresome debate: Saturninus and Glaucia have hired assassins to murder Memmius, the optimates’ candidate for consul.”

			“Violence always begets violence,” Aurelia said as she lay down on a triclinium and gestured for Marius and her husband to do the same.

			When the men had followed her example, she gestured for the atriense to bring out food and wine for their guest. Aurelia knew that with the men reclining for a meal, their moods would lighten and their voices would soften.

			“Violence begets violence, yes, but the Senate is always stronger when it comes to a show of force,” Gaius Marius said.

			“Well then Saturninus and Glaucia should be worried, shouldn’t they?” Aurelia said before inviting Marius to drink the wine that had been brought in.

			Aurelia was a generous but authoritative domina, making sure she and her guests were always well attended to and that all members of the household carried out their tasks with due diligence.

			Marius took a long sip of wine and sighed deeply. He had so much to do and so little time. There was an urgent life-or-death decision to be made, which is why he’d come to talk things over with his brother-in-law. Gaius Julius Caesar Sr. was a discreet, unambitious man, something quite infrequent in Rome. He knew how to listen and always gave unexpected advice. And Caesar’s wife, Aurelia, made sure Marius felt comfortable in the Julia domus. In these times of constant political treachery, finding a place where he could speak freely and feel supported was something Marius prized. He set his cup down and took in Aurelia’s questioning expression.

			“As you know, my victories in the North over the Cimbri and the Teutons, in addition to my triumph in Africa, have made me quite popular with the people. And this intimidates the optimates,” he said, deciding to bring Aurelia up to speed so she could join in the conversation. “They have long wanted to remove me from power, which is why I allied myself with Saturninus and Glaucia, who, as populares, were also being harassed by the Senate. We made a pact to help one another obtain key political positions, and that’s how Glaucia was chosen as praetor, Saturninus as plebeian tribune, and I as consul for the sixth time. Saturninus and Glaucia helped me pass the agrarian law that granted farmland to the veterans of my legions in compensation for their service. Some received land north of the Po, and others in Africa. This caused resentment among the socii of our allied cities in Italy, who felt that those lands north of the Po should go to them since they’d lived there before the Cimbri and Teuton invasions. So Saturninus, Glaucia, and I together made concessions to the Italic people and allowed them to move into the new colonies of Sicily and Macedonia. That in turn upset many Romans, who believed that access to those colonies should be their unique right as citizens, so to placate the Roman people, we agreed to distribute wheat at a subsidized price to all Roman citizens.

			“And so I have rewarded my veterans, who bravely defended Rome from barbaric attacks. I have appeased the Roman masses as well as the Italic people, the socii. We’ve finally achieved a delicate balance where everyone is satisfied.”

			“Everyone except the optimates in the Senate,” Aurelia pointed out.

			Marius nodded, pleased but not surprised at how well his sister-in-law was able to interpret Roman politics. “Everyone except the optimates, that’s right,” the consul agreed. “The optimates see only a redistribution of wealth, whether it be lands, wheat, or rights, and any such redistribution makes the senators greatly uncomfortable. With the Roman people and the Italic tribes on our side, they have been hesitant to retaliate against us. But Saturninus and Glaucia have confused the Senate’s inaction with weakness, and with the elections for consul coming up, they wanted Memmius out of the way…”

			“So they killed the optimates’ candidate,” Aurelia said.

			Marius nodded. “And the Senate could not let this violence go unanswered. They have ordered a senatus consultum ultimum.[*3] Every paid assassin in Rome is out looking for Saturninus and Glaucia.”

			A silence fell over the room. Julius Caesar Sr. wore a concerned expression and had not so much as touched the food. Marius, on the other hand, took advantage of the pause in conversation to pick up a piece of bread and a hunk of cheese. He wasn’t sure when he’d have time to eat again for the next several hours, and he knew from experience that it was never good to enter into battle on an empty stomach.

			“This is just how they murdered Gaius Gracchus when he confronted the optimates,” Aurelia said.

			“That’s right,” said Caesar Sr. as Marius continued eating.

			“So with this new decree, the Senate means to…murder Glaucia and Saturninus?”

			“That’s right,” Caesar Sr. said again.

			Marius was still eating.

			“And who has the Senate appointed to carry out their order?” she asked.

			This time her husband just looked at his brother-in-law.

			Gaius Marius stopped chewing. He quickly swallowed the bread and cheese. “Yes, they’ve appointed me, in my capacity as consul, to carry out the order of execution.”

			“They mean to eliminate all your political allies,” Aurelia commented, just loudly enough to be heard in the hushed atrium.

			“Glaucia and Saturninus were my allies,” Marius said, “but they failed to consult with me on their plan to assassinate Memmius.”

			“True, such an important decision should’ve been agreed upon between the three of you,” Aurelia said. “They didn’t confer with you because you would have been opposed.”

			“Without a doubt,” Marius replied. “Beyond the moral issue of murder, there’s also a fatal error in judgment: Saturninus and Glaucia think that the optimates are defeated, but I believe they are simply biding their time, calculating how and when to take back control. They aim to put men they can trust in the positions of plebeian tribune and praetor before dealing me the final blow. Rome tonight is crawling with the Senate’s hired daggermen. I can only move around with my guards because the Senate has ordered them not to lay a hand on me as they wait to see which band I’ll join—whether I’ll try to protect Saturninus and Glaucia or side with the optimates and agree to carry out their senatus consultum ultimum. So that’s why I’m here, because what I decide will affect my entire family, including you. If I refuse to carry out the Senate’s orders, their assassins will come for me and perhaps for my friends and relatives…and I don’t have enough men to protect us all.”

			A new, tense silence fell between them.

			“It’s Sulla,” Marius said, gazing down at the atrium floor as if talking to himself. “He’s a skillful manipulator. I never thought he’d go so far, but now I see it clearly: he wants to emerge as the leader of the optimates, and he has to prove his worth to Metellus and the rest who admire any man bold enough to stand up to me.”

			“But Sulla fought alongside you,” Aurelia said, “in Africa, as quaestor, if I remember correctly. And then under your command against the barbarians in the North as well, didn’t he?”

			“You have a good memory. He was a competent soldier and very skilled at reading the enemy. But then he tried to take full credit for our victory and made himself quite disagreeable to many of my men. To me as well, which is why I backed Glaucia over him for the position of praetor. Ever since then, Sulla has been stirring up trouble for me in the Senate. But I never thought any of them would go as far as this.”

			“Saturninus’s and Glaucia’s arrogance has provoked their ire,” Aurelia commented.

			“Perhaps. Sulla is extremely calculating, but such a brutal response is unlike him…” Marius sat for a moment, silently organizing his thoughts. “By Jupiter!” the consul at last exclaimed. “It’s that young Dolabella. It’s all becoming clear.”

			“Dolabella?” Aurelia and her husband asked at once. The name was new to them.

			“You wouldn’t know him,” Marius said. “Gnaeus Cornelius Dolabella has done nothing of relevance. His father was well-known, but the son has yet to make a name for himself. His political career is hardly worth mentioning. He’s never excelled at anything or occupied any important position. But he has many friends in the Senate, where he delivers long-winded diatribes that whip the optimates into a fervor. I’ve often seen him sitting beside Sulla, talking into his ear. That must be it: Dolabella is feeding Sulla’s ego, urging him to take bold actions that may help him become a leader among the optimates. The Metelli have dominated the conservative party for the last several years, but they’re old and tired, and many feel they are incapable of standing up to me. So Sulla put forth the senatus consultum ultimum as a way to place me in this complicated position, to get back at me. I knew that he’d eventually try to take me down, but I didn’t think it would happen so soon.”

			Marius went silent again.

			Gaius Julius Caesar Sr. didn’t say a word, unsure what advice to give.

			“So…have you made your decision?” Aurelia asked, but then quickly corrected herself: “You have made your decision. That’s why you’re here. You’ve come to warn us.”

			“You’re right,” Marius confirmed, nodding his head several times. “I am going to arrest Saturninus and Glaucia. I have no choice, thanks to the senatus consultum ultimum and the seriousness of their crime, murdering a candidate for consul. But I will not execute them. I will arrest them and have them guarded by my men while I negotiate a trial. I still don’t know how it will all work out. Tumultuous times are upon us: you should remain on alert. I’ll leave men posted outside your home for as long as I can.”

			He stood.

			“Thank you, Marius,” said Gaius Julius Caesar Sr., “for thinking of us.”

			“Be careful,” the consul responded as his hosts walked him to the door. “It was under my command that Sulla’s runaway ambitions grew out of hand, and so it is my duty to now stop him. Dolabella…he’s younger, of another generation, only just emerging as a threat. I wonder who will be there to stand up to him when Sulla and I are no longer among the living.”

			At that moment they heard a cry.

			“Your nephew,” Aurelia said. “Gaius Julius Caesar. I’ll see to him.”

			Marius simply smiled. At the time, no one made the connection.

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				*1 Consul: the Roman Republic’s highest elected position. A chief magistrate with extensive administrative, legislative, and judicial powers. Also commander in chief in times of war.

				Plebeian tribune: elected leader of the Plebeian Assembly. Tribunes uniquely held the power of intercessio, the right to veto actions taken by magistrates, giving them the important role of acting as a check on other branches of government and protecting citizens from unfair actions.

				Praetor: a powerful magistrate charged with authority over the judiciary, who could also serve as highest military commander in the consul’s stead. In terms of military and administrative authority, a praetor was always below a Roman consul.

			

			
				*2 Common term of respect given to senators. Literally “most illustrious man.” Equivalent to “Your Excellency.”

			

			
				*3 Literally, “ultimate decree of the Senate.” An order authorizing magistrates to take measures outside the law’s normal boundaries to defend the republic from its “enemies.” Essentially gives legal permission to kill those mentioned in the decree.

			

		

	
		
		
			III

			 

			The Plebeian Tribune

			Capitoline Hill, Rome

			99 B.C.

			Later that night

			“Traitor!” shouted Lucius Appuleius Saturninus as he found himself surrounded by Marius’s men, veteran warriors the consul had brought to carry out the Senate’s order.

			Marius could have used the city’s Night Guard for this task; they had pledged loyalty to him in his capacity as consul, after all. But in these times of shifting loyalties, he trusted only his own men. Also, his seasoned soldiers were better prepared to face the brutalities of the Roman night.

			Marius’s men, hardened in dozens of battles against the Numidians, the Cimbri, the Teutons, and other fierce, warring peoples, easily overpowered the guards that Saturninus had posted on the streets leading to the temple of Jupiter, where he had taken refuge. Saturninus’s daggermen might be able to beat an unarmed senator to death on a dark street, as they’d done to Memmius, but they didn’t stand a chance against the consul’s battle-hardened soldiers.

			“I am not a traitor, I am a survivor, Lucius, and, by Castor and Pollux, I can see things for what they are, unlike you and Glaucia,” Gaius Marius responded, grabbing Saturninus by the arm to place him under arrest outside the temple.

			“I helped you obtain the lands you wanted for your soldiers, your guard dogs,” Saturninus practically spat. “This is how you repay me?”

			“You helped me, and I, in turn, helped you and Glaucia achieve your own political aims,” Marius argued. “All three of us have benefitted from the alliance. But killing the optimates’ candidate for consul was uncalled for, and too blatant a challenge to their power. It was never part of our plan.”

			“You’re just like the rest of them,” Saturninus said angrily.

			Gaius Marius had been insulted many times. In his attempts to strike balance between the interests of the populares and the optimates, one side or the other always ended up blaming him for all the evils of Rome. He’d prefer any battlefield—be it the parched deserts of Africa or the dense forests of the North—to the ruthless political conflicts in Rome, where Marius, more soldier than statesman, had never felt fully comfortable.

			They left the Capitoline Hill, strewn with the bodies of the plebeian tribune’s guards, and began their descent to the forum. As they drew nearer to the political heart of Rome, the men could feel more and more eyes peering out at them from the shadows. The Senate’s hired assassins lurked in the darkest corners of the city. Without a single torch to light the streets, Rome at night was more dangerous than the blackest German forest.

			“If I hadn’t arrested you, they would’ve sent someone much less sympathetic to your cause,” Marius said quietly to the tribune, keeping a rapid pace. “Without me, you’d already be dead at the hands of one of the assassins hired to do the Senate’s dirty work. I, on the other hand, will see that you have a fair trial.”

			“A fair trial? In Rome?” Saturninus laughed sarcastically.

			“You’re right, by Hercules,” Marius said. “There’s no such thing. But while the trial is being arranged, we can buy some time to negotiate a way out for you.”

			Saturninus shook his head. “You’ve never understood politics. The Senate must either be made to submit, or they will take everything they can. There’s no middle ground. I was wrong to think them so weak but, clarissime vir, the optimates in the Senate do not negotiate; they will never negotiate. They will continue to stamp out all opposition, as they’ve been doing since the time of the Gracchi. Do you honestly believe that you’re safe just because you’ve carried out their order to arrest me? They’ll get rid of me first, then Glaucia, and then you’ll be next, you can count on that. They want a Senate composed entirely of optimates all equally unwilling to hear the people’s demands. They want to root out the populares in the Curia so they can have it all for themselves. All the slaves, all the lands, all the power.”

			Saturninus’s argument was more solid than Marius expected from a man in such a desperate position. They walked in silence for a few tense minutes that felt endless, both men fearful of being ambushed before they reached the forum.

			Marius’s veterans were skilled fighters, but he knew that the optimates’ assassins, former gladiators or soldiers whose loyalty had been purchased by senators such as Metellus, Sulla, or even Dolabella, would be more difficult to defeat than Saturninus’s guards.

			“Where are you taking me?” Saturninus asked. “Are you going to push me off the Tarpeian Rock? Or throw me into the Tullianum and leave me to rot in the dungeons? Am I your new Jugurtha?”

			Saturninus was referring to the African king whom Marius had defeated and dragged through the streets of Rome before locking him away in the prison near the forum. He clearly did not trust Marius to give him a shot at surviving.

			“I’m taking you to the Curia Hostilia,” he replied. “Not the Tullianum.”

			“The house of the Senate. That’s clever, I’ll admit,” Saturninus said with a tragic smile; maybe Marius really did want to help him. “But I doubt that will stop them. They’re capable of burning the building to the ground with me inside it. I am the most antagonistic plebeian tribune since Gaius Gracchus. The optimates will do anything to get rid of me.”

			“No, I don’t think they’ll set fire to the Senate,” Marius argued. “It’s too important to them. There is only one Curia, and burning down their own house would be a bad omen, a desperate act that would make them seem weak and fearful. I think they’d be willing to burn you out of anywhere else, even a temple, except maybe the temple of Vesta. Yes, the Curia Hostilia is the only safe place for you tonight.”

			They stopped in front of the sturdy bronze doors of the Senate building. In the dim light of the torches his men held, Marius contemplated the immense mural covering a wall of the Comitium outside the Curia Hostilia. It showed scenes of the legendary Valerius Maximus Messalla’s victory against the Carthaginians and Hiero II in Sicily during the First Punic War. A massive display of power to the world, all while Rome decayed from within like a lustrous piece of fruit that, on the inside, was rotten.

			Marius sighed and shook his head. “Open the doors!” he ordered, and his men obeyed. “Stay here, by Hercules!” he said to Saturninus. “My soldiers will protect you. I’ll make sure you and Glaucia see a trial and that the senatus consultum ultimum is annulled so that your lives may be spared.”

			“You have nothing to negotiate with,” the plebeian tribune argued, feeling utterly hopeless. “It’s fight or die, and if you—”

			“We have Metellus,” Marius interrupted.

			“No, never!” Saturninus howled, filled with rage. “Never, by Jupiter!”

			“Shut him in!” Marius shouted in response. His soldiers pushed closed the heavy bronze doors.

			Still clamoring for the gods and cursing Marius, Saturninus found himself locked inside the Senate building, the illustrious Curia Hostilia transformed into a makeshift prison in the heart of Rome. Alone in the weak light of the few torches the consul’s men had lit, the plebeian tribune found it ironic that the very room in which his death sentence had been decreed was now the only safe place for him in all of Rome.

		

	
		
		
			IV

			 

			An Impossible Negotiation

			Julia family domus, Rome

			99 B.C.

			That same night

			Gaius Marius wore a grave expression.

			He was welcomed back into the atrium of the Julia family domus by Julius Caesar Sr. and his wife Aurelia, as well as Aurelius Cotta, Aurelia’s brother, who had gathered with them that turbulent night.

			“What happened?” Caesar Sr. asked as he invited Marius to make himself comfortable on a triclinium.

			Marius shook his head. “There’s no time for drinking or rest; not tonight. I’ve only come to tell you how things stand and to warn you to bar your windows and doors. No one should go out tonight. Blood will run. I will try to keep it from becoming an all-out massacre, but I’m not sure I’ll be able.”

			“There’s no stopping it,” Cotta said with a certain air of superiority, as if he’d warned everyone that this would happen and now that disaster had struck he delighted in the pleasure of saying I told you so.

			Marius ignored Cotta and laid out his plan. “I have Saturninus detained in the Curia Hostilia, with Sertorius, my bravest, most loyal man, assuring that he’s well guarded. Some more of my men are still out looking for Glaucia; the idiot must believe he’s safer in hiding than under my custody. I will demand that they both see trial for ordering Memmius’s assassination. But I will try to negotiate their death sentences down to exile. The trial will allow me to stall for time.”

			Aurelia could see that her brother was about to speak again, and she didn’t like the tone he’d used with Marius. The man was a six-time consul who had defended Rome’s borders from Jugurtha, the Cimbri, and the Teutons, all while ensuring that his soldiers were well paid and that grain was distributed to the people. And all that besides, he was her brother-in-law, and he had taken the trouble to come warn them of the machinations at work tonight. He deserved respect, even if he’d had to align himself with questionable characters such as Saturninus and Glaucia to achieve his aims. The optimate senators were much worse, lacking all scruples entirely.

			So Aurelia spoke up to ask the question she knew was on her brother’s mind, hoping that, coming from her, in a more careful tone, it would not seem as offensive. “What can you offer them that might tempt them to negotiate? The optimates, I mean,” she said gently as she handed Marius a cup of wine she’d poured as he was speaking.

			Marius accepted it and drank. “Thank you,” he said, emptying it and handing it back.

			Aurelia set the cup on a low table beside her and a slave immediately whisked it away before retreating into the shadows cast by the torchlight.

			“I will allow the leader of the optimates, Quintus Caecilius Metellus Numidicus, to return from exile. I’m on my way to speak with his son now. His father’s reinstatement is something he will want to consider.”

			Caesar Sr. nodded. Cotta remained silent.

			Gaius Marius stood and bid them farewell, then disappeared into the black streets of Rome, escorted by his regiment of veteran warriors.

			“He will not be successful,” Cotta declared once Marius and his men had gone.

			“Perhaps not,” his sister conceded. “But I’d appreciate if you’d behave as a guest in my husband’s home and, as such, abstain from making other guests feel unwelcome. I love and respect you, brother. I know you are wise and that Marius, who is great on the battlefield, might not be quite as great a statesman. But he’s trying. And trying is, in itself, an achievement.”

			Aurelius Cotta paused a moment, then looked at his brother-in-law. “I’m sorry if I have offended you, Gaius Julius Caesar. As my sister points out, I can sometimes speak too bluntly.”

			“There’s nothing to apologize for. But, by Hercules, I agree with Aurelia that we should be respectful of Marius. He has always kept us close.”

			“That’s precisely my concern,” Cotta said. “Being close to him may now prove dangerous. The Senate is trying to recover all the power and influence it has lost because of Marius, Saturninus, and Glaucia. The optimates are on the counterattack and they will try to grab everything they can. They’ve been waiting for an excuse—Memmius’s assassination has provided it. Nothing will stop them now. Not even Marius, no matter how many times he’s been consul.”

			A silence fell over the room.

			Uncomfortable.

			Tense.

			“I should go,” Cotta finally said, feeling that his hard truths were unwelcome there.

			“We’ll have none of that, brother,” Aurelia responded. “I only ask that you be more courteous to our guests. Even if you disagree with Marius on almost everything, you have to know he is correct when he says that the city is extremely dangerous tonight.”

			Cotta nodded.

			“So you must stay here until daylight,” Aurelia said, looking to her husband.

			“Yes, that would be the safest thing,” Julius Caesar Sr. agreed.

			“I’ll have some food brought in,” Aurelia said. “All we can do now, with Rome in such tumult, is stick together. I won’t abide any conflict within the heart of the family.”

			
				Another domus in the Suburra, Rome

				“No! Damn them! No!” Glaucia wailed as the Senate’s hired assassins dragged him out of the domus where he had taken refuge as soon as he received news of the Senate’s order. His first impulse had been to flee the city, but there were already hundreds of the Senate’s men watching the streets. By the time he learned of the Senate’s ruling, escape was already impossible.

				So he hunkered down in the home of a friend, where he thought he’d be safe.

				He was wrong.

				The friend opened his doors to him and left, taking his family. But unbeknownst to Glaucia, the friend had in fact betrayed him immediately thereafter, revealing his location in an attempt to safeguard himself from the Senate’s vengeance.

				A strong pine board barred the thick wooden door, but it did little good against the huge logs used as battering rams by the Senate’s henchmen. The door split open with a loud crack.

				“No! Curse you all!” Glaucia screamed.

				The men, brandishing sharp daggers, surrounded their victim and looked back, awaiting orders. Lucius Cornelius Sulla entered the atrium, eager to get at his prey. Metellus had divided up the night’s hunt: Sulla was responsible for Glaucia, while Dolabella would see to Saturninus.

				Sulla aimed to carry out his orders with lethal efficacy and earn the respect of the leading optimates. He’d proven his abilities on the battlefield; he now wanted to prove himself skilled in Roman politics as well.

				“Kill him,” said Sulla in a low voice, almost a whisper.

				The execution order, dictated so quietly, sounded all the more sinister in its cold premeditation, devoid of rage or hatred.

				“No! Please! No! By all the gods…” Glaucia shouted even as the daggers punctured his flesh.

				Dozens of times.

				Painstakingly.

				Patiently.

				With the calm composure of well-paid assassins.

			

			
				Metellus Jr.’s domus

				Quintus Caecilius Metellus Jr.[*1] reluctantly admitted Marius into his home that black and red night in Rome.

				“Wh-what do you want? Wh-why do you darken our doorway, enemy of the Metelli?” he snapped.

				Metellus Pius stuttered not out of nervousness, but because of a speech impediment he’d had since childhood. It was a weakness he’d never been able to overcome, which kept him from giving public speeches and severely limited his political life. But being the son of Metellus Numidicus, the great leader of the optimates, now forced into exile, afforded him a prestigious position among the conservatives despite his clumsy manner of speaking.

				They were standing in an atrium crowded with armed guards. Although Marius had been admitted with six of his own men, Metellus Jr. had so much force on his side that a half-dozen veteran warriors posed no threat.

				But Marius had not come to fight, only to negotiate. An impossible negotiation, as Aurelius Cotta had said. Was he correct? He would soon find out.

				“Let’s set aside our old differences, Metellus,” Marius said. He and the Metelli had a long-standing rivalry, its origins tracing to the war in Africa. The Metelli had taken that military campaign as something personal, their family’s nontransferable legacy. Marius had not only won lead command over the Roman troops in Africa, but also achieved total victory, bringing the African king Jugurtha back to Rome and parading him through the streets in chains. Marius’s blazing triumph was hard for the Metelli to swallow. They still believed that that victory, that shackled king, that triumph, should’ve belonged to Quintus Caecilius Metellus Numidicus.

				“If I h-h-had been thinking of our p-p-past disputes, Consul, I w-wouldn’t have let you through the d-door,” Metellus Jr. replied with an icy glare.

				Marius looked around. Dozens of armed men stood in the ring of torchlight and many more loomed in the shadows, beyond the reach of the flickering flames.

				“Saturninus and Glaucia have gone too far. Let’s stop before Rome becomes a sea of blood.”

				“S-sometimes blood can be p-purifying,” Metellus said, then added a phrase in Greek that Marius didn’t understand: “λως εἰ τό τῶν ἡμέτερων ἐχθρῶν αἷμα ἐστίν.”[*2]

				Several of Metellus’s men laughed at their commander’s comment.

				It was not the first time that one of the Metelli had ridiculed Marius for his limited understanding of Greek. The family considered the general to be dim-witted, uncultured, and clumsy, although fortunate in combat. But their claims that he was victorious by luck and not by design were absurd: he’d accumulated too many victories against the Africans, Cimbri, and Teutons for anyone to believe it could all be attributed to the favor of the goddess Fortuna. He might not speak Greek, but he knew how to employ the Roman legions on a battlefield. The mockery irritated him, but he ignored the comment and went directly to the point. “I offer you the return of your father from exile in exchange for a pact that will ensure the lives of Saturninus and Glaucia,” Marius said.

				The laughter stopped.

				The atrium was silent as all looked to Metellus Jr. His father, Quintus Caecilius Metellus Sr., known as Numidicus, had chosen exile over voting in favor of the laws proposed by Saturninus in the Senate. The populares had taken advantage of his departure to strip away many of his lands, formally expulse him from the Senate, and even revoke his Roman citizenship.

				“The return of my f-f-father…” Metellus Jr. said. “With the recovery of our l-l-lands, reinstatement in the C-c-curia, and the restoration of his c-citizenship with all its r-r-rights?”

				“With all rights restored,” Marius agreed.

				Another silence fell over the crowded atrium cast in dim torchlight and deep shadow. Silence in a deserted space may be peaceful, but silence among a large group of tense, armed men is terrifying.

				Metellus laughed loudly, forcedly, and then stopped.

				“You are not in the p-p-p-position to negotiate anything, C-c-consul. A senatus c-c-consultum ultimum has been issued, and the only thing you can do is ob-bey. Also…”

				But Metellus did not finish the sentence.

				“Also?” Marius asked, surprised by Metellus Jr.’s unwillingness to reach an agreement. He had been certain that the promise of his father’s return, with the restoration of lost lands, rights, and citizenship, would entice him, and yet…”

				“Also, you are too late. Glaucia and Saturninus will be executed. B-b-by your own hand, if you want to save your p-p-position, or by our men, if not. Then we, the optimates, will take control of Rome and the Senate will ap-p-prove the r-r-restoration of my father’s citizenship, his p-p-properties, and his p-place in the Curia. I don’t need anything from you. In f-fact…” he craned his neck to look over Marius’s shoulder. “I believe Glaucia might already be d-dead. Is that right, Lucius?”

				Gaius Marius turned around to see Lucius Cornelius Sulla wearing a bloodstained tunic. Sulla had served under Marius in Africa, helping to trap king Jugurtha. But since returning to Rome, all his efforts had gone toward impressing the Metelli and the other optimates. This sight now confirmed for Marius that Sulla, his former ally, had sided fully with his enemies.

				“It’s true,” Sulla confirmed, throwing Marius a defiant look. “Glaucia is history.” He tugged at his toga as if trying to shake the bloodstains from it.

				“I knew you were involved in all of this,” Marius said scornfully, “but I never imagined you’d do the dirty work yourself.”

				“Oh no, by Jupiter,” Sulla protested laughingly. “I’d never tarnish my blade with the blood of someone as lowly as Glaucia. But unfortunately, he resisted. It got messy. A shame about the stains, but the spectacle was worth it.”

				Marius was about to reply, but Metellus spoke up again. “And Saturninus? By Hercules, he’s the w-w-worst of the two. What’s the news of him?”

				“Dolabella will take care of him,” Sulla said.

				Marius knew nothing of Dolabella beyond his ambition. He didn’t consider the man capable of anything relevant, neither good nor bad, in peace or in war. Dolabella may have encouraged Sulla to defect from Marius’s ranks, but he wasn’t capable of much more than poisoned speech. And he would not be able to touch Saturninus, Marius knew. They had made fun of his limited understanding of Greek, his supposed inability to negotiate; decreed that he was no longer worthy of admiration, respect, or fear. But he would have the last laugh.

				“Ha! By Jupiter Optimus Maximus!” Marius said. “Yes, Saturninus is the one you most want to see dead. But he is alive and there will be a trial, and in that trial everything will come out: the crimes committed by Saturninus, yes, but also the crimes and excesses of the Senate. We’ll see then if you have enough men to control Rome, with my soldiers and the people against you. Saturninus is under arrest in the Curia, and you wouldn’t dare set fire to the house of the Senate. He is guarded by my top officer, Sertorius, and all my best men. So are you still so certain you don’t wish to negotiate?”

				Metellus looked at Sulla, his eyes filled with rage. A public trial, no matter how much they might manipulate it, was not in their best interest. Just as Marius had said, the process would reveal too many of the Senate’s dirty secrets and incite the masses. The situation could easily get out of hand. No, they had to execute Glaucia and Saturninus that night, forcing Marius to take part. Once that triple alliance was destroyed, the populares would be decapitated. There would be no one left to oppose them, and, little by little, the optimates would take back total power. But with Saturninus inside the Senate, guarded by Marius’s men…

				Sulla and Marius stood sizing each other up. Marius: fifty-eight years old, six-time consul and triumphant general. Sulla: aged thirty-nine, hardly any recognized merits, defeated in the last elections for praetor thanks to the alliance between Marius, Saturninus, and Glaucia. Sulla sat watching the seasons change as his cursus honorum, the sequence of political offices he aspired to, remained stagnated, blocked by Marius, who detested him. Would the old man once again come out on top? No. Not this time. The consul was making a grave mistake: he underestimated Dolabella’s natural talent for sowing terror. Up to now, Dolabella had only shown flashes of his truly perverse nature. Sulla understood that they had reached a turning point. He, Sulla, would now start to ascend, while the older man, Marius, began his steady decline. He turned away from Marius and looked Metellus in the eye. He spoke confidently, leaving no room for doubt.

				“Dolabella will take care of Saturninus. He is”—he searched for the right word—“yes, Dolabella is…motivated.”

				Metellus immediately understood Sulla’s meaning: Dolabella’s father had been killed mere months prior in a clash with Saturninus’s men. Without a doubt, Dolabella would be highly motivated to execute the man who had caused his father’s death.

				“But he won’t b-b-burn the Senate to the ground, will he?” Metellus asked.

				“No,” Sulla answered. “Dolabella will find some other solution.”

				Gaius Marius looked down. He understood Dolabella’s personal motivations and knew they would add fuel to his rage. He needed to get to the forum to help Sertorius defend the Curia Hostilia.

				Metellus fixed his gaze on the veteran consul. He considered ordering his death then and there, but the Senate had not approved it and many still respected Marius. His legendary victory in Aquae Sextiae against the Teutons, which saved Rome from an invasion perhaps as terrible as Hannibal’s, lived on in the memory of many patres conscripti. It was always better to remain within the law when possible. Marius would soon see his last night. They would erode his prestige a little more each day, and he’d fall from the tree of ambition like overripe fruit, as so many others had done. Glaucia was already dead. Saturninus was not likely to see the dawn. Marius’s time would come…soon.

				“I th-th-think it’s time the pro-c-consul take his leave,” Metellus said, and then added: “Arx Tarpeia Capitolii proxima.”[*3]

				Gaius Marius understood the threat clearly. “The Tarpeian Rock is near the capitol” alluded to the fact that even at the height of power, represented by the temple of Jupiter at the top of Capitoline Hill, one could easily be thrown from the Tarpeian Rock, the cliff beside the capitol used as an execution site.

				The consul did not respond and he did not bid the men farewell
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