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			Introduction

			
				
				

			

			I know that the acquisition of Louisiana has been disapproved by some  … that the enlargement of our territory would endanger its union  … The larger our association the less will it be shaken by local passions; and in any view is it not better that the opposite bank of the Mississippi should be settled by our own brethren and children than by strangers of another family?

				— Thomas Jefferson in his second inaugural address, March 4th 1805

			In Nova Roma 1: De Itinere in Occasum, we saw the formation of a second Roman Republic in the New World as, during the height of the second Roman Civil War, the Optimate Senators led by Consul and General Pompey Magnus fled Julius Caesar’s advancing army and, with two legions, sailed for Hispania — and instead landed in the place we know as South Carolina. As that story drew to a close, we saw the beginning of the growth of the republic with the addition of several new provinces.

			A land as vast as North America invites exploration and expansion. It is reasonable that a merchant society like Rome would seek expansion, precisely as the Roman Republic and later, the Empire, did in our timeline. Therefore it stands to reason that the Nova Roman republic would do so as well.

			Consider the differences between our timeline and the world of Nova Roma. There can be no purchase of new territory from European powers, as those powers did not yet exist; so there will be no Louisiana Purchase, of which Thomas Jefferson spoke in his second inaugural address. The Purchase, perhaps Jefferson’s most impressive legacy, made the youthful United States a continental power, and opened a wealth of resources and land to the growing American nation.

			It stands to reason that the Senate and people of Nova Roma would seek to do the same.

			Another piece of Jefferson’s lasting legacy is the Lewis & Clark expedition, in which the young American government first explored and documented the extent of the Purchase and beyond. After eighty years of growth and consolidation, might not the people of Nova Roma also feel the need to explore?

			Through most of our history, mankind has been a race of wanderers. There is something deep within us that drives us to see what lies over the next hill, beyond the next valley.

			Several things will influence this next step in the Nova Roman saga.

			First: North America is divided by a great boundary. The Mississippi River is a legacy of the last Ice Age, a continent-spanning river the Chippewa called Misi-ziibi. The Cheyenne called it the Máxe-éometaae, while the first Spanish explorers in the South called it the Río del Espíritu Santo. The Novan natives of Nova Roma I call it the Mesizibi, and that is the name that the people of Nova Roma have adopted as the Republic’s territory expands into that region.

			Feeding the Mississippi is another great river, the Missouri. It was the Missouri that Lewis & Clark followed west, and it is the Missouri that became a major highway to the West for generations of pilgrims and settlers. A third navigable river, the Platte, led west to where Denver and the other cities of the Front Range now stand.

			The story of the first steps the Nova Roman republic will take into this great land, the American West, will begin as it did in our timeline, along these three rivers. For people without highways or railroads, rivers are not only a reliable means to travel but also to navigate; if you follow a river upstream, you can follow it back down. The early exploration in any new land always begins along the waterways. Look even today at the placement of towns and cities in the American West to see the influence navigable rivers had on the growing nation. Today we have St. Louis, at the confluence of Mississippi and Missouri; Omaha, near the junction of the Missouri and the Platte; the city of Denver lies on the South Platte, the town of North Platte, Nebraska is near the union of North and South Platte. The Platte, the Missouri, the Mississippi, all of the major cities of the plains lie somewhere on or near those or other major rivers.

			Second, the new Romans spreading out from their capital of Pompeius are not the only emigrants to have left Europe in the wake of the Roman Civil War. As we saw in Nova Roma I, a group of Caesarian loyalists followed them. They were only a few, twelve Roman cavalrymen, led by the historically-renowned centurions Lucius Vorenus and Titus Pullo. After losing the Battle of Pompeius these other Romans fled north, there to change their name from Roman to Reman and found the Five Seas Nation. That nation of ironworkers, soldiers and traders now contend with the Roman civilization to their south for control of a continent.

			Further complicating the saga is the southern civilization of the Maya, who were at their peak at this time of history. Thus the first phase of expansion west begins with an edge of unfriendly competition that was not present in our timeline.

			For those interested in how this exploration played out in our history, I can recommend several works.

			The Journals of the Lewis and Clark Expedition are available in a 13-volume set, but if hard copy is your goal I recommend you find it in a local library; the only bound volume of this I have found comes from the University of Nebraska Press and runs into four figures to purchase. The Journals are available online, sponsored by the University of Nebraska Lincoln, at http://lewisandclarkjournals.unl.edu.

			For a beautiful depiction of the countryside, flora and fauna of the American West, I recommend Hal Borland’s High, Wide and Lonesome: Growing Up on the Colorado Frontier. His one well-known work of fiction, When the Legends Die, is another great piece of Western storytelling. Borland was born in Nebraska and spent much of his youth on a homestead near Burlington, Colorado.

			Another interesting and rather encyclopedic work is Denis McLoughlin’s Wild & Wooly: An Encyclopedia of the Old West. Wild & Wooly is a great compilation of legends, facts, stories and more-or-less accurate accounts of events and life in the post-Civil-War West.

			Finally, in fiction, James Michener’s benchmark Centennial, while somewhat dated (his presentation of the natural history of dinosaurs in particular is badly obsolete) remains a bright, compelling view of the exploration and settling of the west, particularly the plains and mountains of central Colorado.

			Living as I do in the American West, I am well acquainted with its appeal and its mystery. The West is a land of wide open places; desolate plains, rim rock badlands, deep forests, mountain meadows, alpine tundra and great desert basins. It is a country of endless variety. In its pristine state it is a hard land; it is a truism here in Colorado that the mountains, like the sea, will try to kill you if you lack the respect they deserve, and even today, here in civilized, 21st century Colorado the mountains claim the lives of the careless almost every year. It is a beautiful land, but a land that even now requires preparation and proper equipment to travel in. Consider then the courage required of the first explorers who explored this vast land on horseback, in wagons drawn by oxen or even on foot, with nothing more than they could carry with them.

			The story of the West is a story of adventure, of exploration, of legends. The West always appealed to those hardest hit with wanderlust, and in its time it also appealed to those with other reasons to avoid more civilized environs. All of those figure in our timeline’s history as well as the still-unfolding history of Nova Roma, whose explorers will now be taking their first steps into this land of legend.
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			To Mom and Dad, who taught me to love exploring.

		

	
			
				
				

			

		
			nova roma 2 
quaestu pro 
nova terra

		

	
		
			Map: Terra Nova 85Anno Novus

			
				
					[image: Map of Nova Terra 85 Anno Novus. The general outlines of the known provinces and areas in 85 Anno Novus encompass current day southern Canada, the United States and northern Mexico. Key towns are Pulcia (current Charleston, SC),  Pompeius (Durobrivia (current St. Louis), Pompeius (current Columbia, SC), Philadelphia (current New Orleans, LA), and Prospero’s Trading Post (current Omaha).The Kobay occupy the general territory of current British Columbia,  Washington, Oregon, Idaho, Montana, and Wyoming. The Five Season Nation is in approximately the current Manitoba, Dakotas, Minnesota, and Wisconsin. The provinces of Rome encompass the rest of the area from current day Mississippi to the east coast. The general path taken by the expedition team is from Pompeius west through Propero’s Trading post, slightly south-west through the Chasma Maxima (Grand Canyon) to the ocean, up the west coast back to the east roughly following the Great Sister (current Missouri River) and back is shown.]
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			Expedition Members

			Tribune Flavius Arcadius Tahonius: Leader of the expedition, former commander of the Second Tahonian Legion, where he held the rank of Legate. Arcadius is currently serving in the Roman Senate as Tribune of Mars from the province of Tahonia, an elected office in which he is representing the interests of the legions and legion veterans.

			Centurion Ursus Tacitus: A silent giant, matched by no soldier in all the legions for size and strength: First Spear Centurion from the Second Tahonian Legion, now serving as Optio (second-in-command) of the expedition. Tacitus is a member of the Evocati, soldiers that have served one ten-year term in the legions and re-enlisted for a second decade. As a First Spear Centurion Tacitus was third in command of the Second Tahonian Legion, having commanded the prime cohort in the legion.

			Legionary Manius Octavius Taurinus: A common legionary, Taurinus is known throughout the Second Tahonian for his tracking skills.

			Legionary Faustus Marius: A highly skilled archer, Marius is a lighthearted man, always joking.

			Legionary Marcus Albium Bubonius: An experienced physician and naturalist, keenly interested in the sciences as well as the flora and fauna of the West. Bubonius is also an Evocati, in his third decade in the legions.

			Legionary Valerius Fortis Caninus: Caninus claims to be grandson of the Nova Roma hero Canis Magnus. He shares his grandfather’s love for fighting, carousing, and womanizing.

			Legionary Cominus Quintus Corvus: Corvus is one of the Roman Army’s best slingers, and has been an instructor in that art for most of his decade of service.

			Legionary Atius Lupus Minimus: Minimus, an accomplished forager, scrounger, and sneak thief, is imprisoned and awaiting punishment for theft when selected for the expedition.

			Legionary Celerius Dorotheus: Often used as a messenger due to being the Second Tahonian’s fastest long-distance runner. In a sprint, Dorotheus can outrun many a good horse.

			Legionary Marcus Plancius Varus: The Second Tahonian’s most creative craftsman, known for his endless tinkering and innovation with legion equipment.

			Legionary Quintus Alces Sanctus: One of the Legion’s staunchest Stoics, long-standing friend of the physician Bubonius, and also an Evocati in his third decade. A solid, experienced soldier and a deeply religious man.

			Legionary Junius Marcus Aurelius: Younger than the common run of legionaries, Aurelius is a master swordsman, often carrying two light, slim gladii custom-made for him. Accomplished at fighting with either or both hands.

			Joining the expedition in the Trans-Mesizibi

			Julius Spotted Horse: The expedition’s scout, hired shortly after crossing the Mesizibi. Spotted Horse is an unkempt, ragged, unsavory man, but is also a former cavalryman, an accomplished horseman, and has already crossed the continent several times.

			Bright Water: A young Novan girl living in a small village near the western ocean. Bright Water, though young, has already gained some skill in healing and has extensive knowledge of plant life in the area.

			Ochee: A young orphan boy in a warlike, xenophobic tribe in the northwestern forests.

			Romans

			Quintus Tiberius Pompeius: Great-grandson of Pompey Magnus, sitting Consul of Rome and the last of a great line. Pompeius suffers from an affliction of the lungs that makes him weak physically, but does not affect his mind; he has ambitions to bring the land of the Trans-Mesizibi under the eagles of Rome.

			Gregorius Lucius Brutus: Grandson of Marcus Junius Brutus, Senator of Rome, who shares Consul Pompeius’ vision of Western expansion.

			Marius Falto: An informal leader of the Collegia of Rome, Falto is in fact little more than the leader of a gang of thugs. The Collegia control much of the transport of goods and the common crafts of the city of Rome, and Falto controls the Collegia.

			Drusilla Secunda: Owner and operator of the Raven’s Roost, a popular inn in Rome’s Aventine district. The Raven’s Roost is a gathering place for many of Rome’s merchant class as well as members of the Roman government, which provides Secunda with a secondary trade as a broker of overheard information. She is the primary steward of Rome’s careful balance between the nobles and the tradesmen.

			Septimus Flavius: Master of the Trident, a large Roman freighter, regularly engaged in trade with the savage tribes on the east coast south of Mayan lands.

			Legate Maximus Decimus Meridius: Commander of the Thirteenth Cisalpine Legion, selected by Rome to establish the first garrisons in the West.

			Prospero: A fat, oily, garrulous man, Prospero is an ambitious merchant from Durobrivia, who moves west to the first Roman garrison to establish a trading post.

			Publius Aquilus Aurelius and Antonius Caius Aurelius: Senators from the southern province of Cadovia, known as the Golden Twins. Staunchly opposed to Consul Pompeius’ proposed western expansion.

			Manius Gracchus Macrinus: A budding shipbuilder with many new ideas to revolutionize Roman naval architecture. A native of the port of Pulcia, Macrinus is struggling to find financial support for the construction of his first ships.

			Remans

			Marcus Aquilonius: Imperator of the Five Seas Nation, which borders Rome on the north. The Five Seas Nation holds most of the land around the five great inland seas, and also holds the prairie lands west of the Mesizibi as far south as Durobrivia.

			General Hirtius Varus: Commander of the combined armies of the Five Seas Nation.

			Marcus Malleolus: Legate and commander of the Third Legion of the Reman Army. Chosen to lead a party of Reman cavalry on a western expedition.

			Artorius Atricolus: Legate and commander of all Reman forces in the Trans-Mesizibi.

			Gaius Vorenus: Centurion, commander of a detachment of Reman cavalry assigned to the lands north of the Great Sister River.

			Novans

			Leaves-In-Wind: Elder of a tribe of Trans-Mesizibi nomads, widely respected for his intelligence, judgment and ability to think deeply about the ways of his people.

			Yap: An elder and chief of the Kobay, an insular and warlike tribe of the northwestern forests.

			Spirit Bird: Chief and shaman of a tribe near the western ocean. Grandfather of Bright Water.

			Primus Long Dog: Elder brother of Julius Spotted Horse, and a primary leader of a band of plains nomads that is rapidly adapting to the arrival or Romans and Roman trade — particularly in transportation. Long Dog has aspirations to begin breeding horses for trade to the other plains tribes.

			Mayans

			Double Bird: King of the Mayan nation. An intemperate man, who is growing increasingly uncomfortable with Roman expansion and Roman trade with the savage tribes to the south of Mayan lands.

			Smoke Monkey: Brother of the Mayan king and Mayan trade envoy to Rome.

			Pacal: Smoke Monkey’s son and interpreter, fluent in Latin and experienced in trade negotiations with Roman merchants.
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			Prologue

			

			Winter — Somewhere in the Trans — Mesizibi

			Leaves-in-Wind was growing old.

			His people had always lived along the river the Romans called the Great Sister, after spending the summer pursuing bison and other game in the hills and on the open prairie to the west. Leaves-in-Wind had seen over sixty winters spent in the same place, on the inside of a wide bend in the river the Romans called the Big Sandy. The last two winters he had seemed to feel the cold more keenly.

			It was late. Outside the pale winter sun had already set, and the band’s shelters were immersed in the deep winter night, under ice-chip stars. It was still and cold outside, but Leaves-in-Wind’s shelter had a stout bison-skin cover and a good fire; he was warm.

			The old man sat near his fire now, an old bear pelt wrapped around his skinny shoulders, his long gray braids hanging down on his chest. He picked at the last bits of meat left from a roast duck his son Gray Fox had killed that morning and brought to him as a gift. Leaves-in-Wind had always liked eating the big ducks with green heads. His son knew this. He was a good son.

			Outside, the wind rattled the hide covering of Leaves-in-Wind’s round lodge. Dark Eyes, his fourth wife, snorted in her sleep, rolled over and pulled her bison-skin robe more tightly around her thin shoulders. Leaves-in-Wind watched her dispassionately. In winter there was little else to do but eat and sleep, at least for old men and women; it was no coincidence that many of the band’s children were born in the autumn, nine months after the prairie winters confined people to their lodges.

			When Gray Fox had brought the duck, he mentioned again the men from the east. He was fascinated by the new people in the east. Most of the younger people of Leaves-in-Wind’s band were fascinated by the strange people called Romans, the people that had appeared first in Leaves-in-Wind’s generation.

			Winter gave Leaves-in-Wind time with little to do. As old men do, he spent much of that time pondering his memories.

			Forty summers before when Leaves-in-Wind was a young man, a trading party from the Tsalee, east of the great border river, had brought news of the people of Rome. ”They come from some distant land across a great expanse of water,” the Tsalee trade chief had told Leaves-in-Wind. “They have built a great city of wood and stone across the mountains to the east of the Tsalee lands, and are building another at the place where the two great rivers Mesizibi and Great Sister meet.”

			“How is it that they are able to do this?” Leaves-in-Wind asked.

			“They use special tools,” the Tsalee said. He drew a knife from his belt, but the knife was not of flint or obsidian. “This knife is a Roman knife.”

			Leaves-in-Wind examined it. “What is it made of?”

			“Iron,” the Tsalee trader explained. “It comes from the earth. The Romans know how to work iron. They know how to tame great beasts and make them work for them. They even ride on their great beast they call ‘horse.’” The young man was enthusiastic about new things, as young men often are.

			“A man from the north came here last summer,” Leaves-in-Wind had said. “He spoke of more people that ride on beasts and work this ‘iron,’ men called Reman. Are they cousins of the Romans?”

			“They are related, but they are not friends.”

			Leaves-in-Wind shook his head. “It is all very strange. Men should not change so.”

			“The Tsalee are now joining these men of Rome. We will be as one people with them and learn all of their ways.” He held up the iron knife once more, then put it back in the leather sheathe he wore on his leather belt. “Rome is the future. Make no mistake about it.”

			“That is all very well,” Leaves-in-Wind told him. “The Tsalee, we know who you are. You are people of towns, people of farms, and people of trade. For many generations you have come west to trade with the peoples of the plains, and we have both grown richer from the trade. We know these things. Our people, though, we are not people of towns or farms. We live on the prairie. We follow the game in summer, and live along the river in winter. We have no reason to join with these Romans. You Tsalee will become Romans, and that may be a good thing for you. It will be a good thing for us to remain as we are.”

			“That is your choice to make,” the Tsalee trader had agreed. “But no people can remain as they are forever. Even the gods change in time.”

			That final statement bothered Leaves-in-Wind more than he cared to admit.

			Many years after that, another trader had told of the great Roman town that sprang up on the confluence of the two great rivers. Leaves-in-Wind was still young enough then for a long walk, so he and two others from his band walked from their summer camp down the Big Sandy and followed the Great Sister River from there down to the junction. There they talked a local villager into rafting them across to the eastern bank where none of them had ever been before. It was then that they saw the Roman town.

			It was as the Tsalee said. Great lodges of stone and wood lay in neat rows, separated by pathways paved with flat stones. A great road of the flat stones ran away from the town to the east, and another to the south. Most amazing, in the center of the town stood a huge lodge made of stone, with great pillars on the front supporting an overhanging angled roof. People of all sorts were gathered in the open area before the building trading and arguing. Leaves-in-Wind traded his necklace of carved antler disks for a Roman knife of iron. A passing Tsalee who spoke a few words of their tongue told them the name of the great lodge: “That is the capitol building of the province of Transalpine Tsalesia,” he explained. “The Provincial Council meets there.”

			His words meant nothing to the men from the prairie. They had their own councils, but they met rarely, and had no set place to do so. Only the Romans had such strange customs. “When we go into council, we meet under the sky,” Leaves-in-Wind observed. “Only under the sky of Man-Above can the People find true wisdom.”

			“The Romans think otherwise,” one of the other men pointed out. “And the Romans’ gods give them the knowledge to make tools of iron and the wisdom to build great towns of stone. They have many gods — Jupiter, the father of gods, Mars, their god of war, Vulcan, the god who taught them to make iron. You can see for yourself the knowledge they have gained from their gods. Who are we, after all, to question this?”

			To this, Leaves-in-Wind had no answer. He spent the day walking through the city, watching its people. The Romans never seemed to stop moving. They set up small structures to trade goods for small silver and gold disks that seemed to have no use. One man walked about the city carrying pieces of rolled-up deerskin, stopping periodically to look at them and shout at the passerby; a Tsalee told him the man was passing news of various events to the crowds.

			In between the stalls and buildings, children tumbled about, shouting, playing games, and chasing each other about. So many children, Leaves-in-Wind thought.

			In all his days, Leaves-in-Wind had never seen so many people. He was a man of the prairie, of the wide-open spaces west of the river, and the crowds made him uncomfortable.

			As the day drew to a close, they returned to the river and crossed back to the west on another raft, this one carrying another trading party. The Tsalee traders headed off to the south, while Leaves-in-Wind led his people towards the Big Sandy River.

			“The men of Rome are bringing many new things to the country,” one of the men said.

			Leaves-in-Wind was already known as a wise man in those days, well-regarded for his ability to think deeply about the ways of their small band and the other people of the prairie. “It is very strange,” he said, “that men could live so. Do you remember all the hard edges of their town, and all the sharp corners? That is not how men are meant to live. On the prairie there is the roundness. One day is as the next. The sun rises and sets. Summer always gives way to winter and then summer returns.” He motioned as he spoke, his hands describing great arcs in the air. “The great herds of bison go south and north and south again. The birds fly south and north and south again. The lodges of the people are round, like the day, like the year. Everything that there is in the world is a great circle. That is how Man-Above shaped the world. That is how things should be.”

			“That is how things will always be for us,” one of the others said confidently. “These Romans, they are welcome to their towns by the river. There is nothing they will want on our hills and prairies.”

			“That is true,” Leaves-in-Wind agreed. “But there are so many of them.”

			Now, many years later, Leaves-in-Wind was beginning to discover that the man was wrong. Men of Rome, with their new Tsalee allies, were appearing west of the great river, some afoot, some on horses.

			The old ways were changing. Leaves-in-Wind did not know what would happen next.

			Pompeius — 81 Anno Novus — Januarius

			In the eighty years since the Founding, Pompeius had grown into a substantial city, easily the equal of anything the powerful Mayan nation had produced. The cream of Roman society, transplanted to a new world, wasted no time in reshaping that world.

			 The Nova Roman capital was the crowning jewel of the Republic reborn.

			Set in the heart of the primary province of Rome, Pompeius now encompassed all four hills of the great meadows along the Tiber River, originally discovered by the fabled hero Canis Magnus. The four hills now had names — the Capitoline hill was the site of the original buildings, and the expanded Senate and Council of Plebs buildings still stood there, along with the thriving Forum and the majority of the city’s temples to the various Roman gods and goddesses. The Senate building had grown into a massive edifice of white marble quarried from the hills in western Lustria. Massive white pillars supported the portico above white marble steps in the front of the massive, gleaming structure. The Senate building was the pride of Pompeius, and travelers from all of the provinces made an effort to view it.

			The Council of Plebs met in an equally impressive building next to the Senate. Instead of white marble, the Council building was built of granite trimmed with hardwoods from the Tsalesian Alps. On the opposite side of the Forum lay a smaller building constructed of varied stones from the several provinces; this building housed the Consulate offices and meeting areas.

			To the south of the Capitoline hill lay the Catonian hill, covered mostly with the houses and villas of the city’s more prosperous residents, including most of the Senators and many representatives to the House of Plebs. The Aventine hill lay to the east, a mixture of family dwellings, workshops, inns, taverns and small, household industries; larger industries, including such diverse elements as forging, tanning and carpentry, and the Collegia that controlled them occupied the Servian Hill to the west.

			A massive and beautiful wall of white stone surrounded the four hills, with heavy oak gates at north, west and east; the traditional soldier’s camp, the Field of Mars, lay between the city and the Tiber. Farms surrounded the city and spread out along the paved roads that formed the arteries of the new Republic.

			In the year 81 Anno Novus, the great-grandson of Pompey Magnus ascended to the Consul’s chair of Nova Roma, and set the Republic on a course that would reach across a continent.

			Consul Quintus Tiberius Pompeius was a small man, thin, with his Novan mother’s thick black hair and his Roman father’s quick intellect. His body was not robust; a childhood affliction of the lungs had left him pale and unthrifty, dependent on a cane to assist him in walking about the city. But the weakness of his body in no way impaired Quintus Pompeius’ mind or ambition — or his vision for the future of the Republic.

			“We stand here in the Senate building of a Republic founded by my great-grandfather and his companions,” he announced to the assembled Senate and the Council of Plebs on the day of his ascension to full Consul. “Those brave men set out in ships to sail to another land, a land called Hispania, there to raise an army to confront the would-be tyrant Julius Caesar who descended on old Rome with an army of his own. Instead, the gods themselves brought them here, to the new world. Who can say why the gods act as they do? But clearly no other force could be responsible for so great an event, and with the mandate of Jupiter, Neptune and Mars so clearly made, Pompey and the others set out to form a new republic. Old Rome may have fallen into tyranny and ruin, but not here! Oh no, not here, not us! Our republic thrives, and expands through the peaceful avenues of trade and enterprise.”

			“We stand in a city named for Pompey Magnus, surrounded by people brought under the eagles of Rome by my grandfather, General Gnaeus Pompey Novus. We stand in a Senate chamber that, in the four score years since our ancestors came to these shores, has seen the likes of Marcus Porcius Cato, Ursinus Quadrus Tranquilus and Lucinius Cassius Tahonius seated in its rows.”

			“I stand before you, Senators and Councilors, you who represent not only the province of Rome within which our capital rests but also the provinces. Among those proud lands are Attepia of the forested hills to our west; Lustria, that vast land of forests, hills, and marshes to the south; Tahonia, that place of rivers and forests to our north, stretching as far as the Three Sisters. Among the provinces are Cisalpine Tsalesia and Transalpine Tsalesia, and our newest province of Cadovia, which proceeds from Tsalesia south to the sea and west to include the great delta of the Mesizibi.”

			“To our north, in the lands around inland seas the people of that region call the Mother of Waters and the Father of Waters and the smaller seas, called the Three Sisters, lays the Reman Five Seas Nation. That country was founded by enemies of Pompey Magnus and the Optimate Senators that we count as our founders, and they remain unfriendly even now.”

			“On our western border lays the great river Mesizibi. Beyond that border are open lands peopled with nomadic tribesman, and vast herds of bison, and the people of our western provinces speak of mountains far greater than our own Tsalesian Alps. They speak of great deserts, and a western ocean beyond the mountains.”

			“It is the destiny of Rome to expand to that far ocean, to the northern forests, to the deserts in the south. During my consulship I propose to begin to realize this destiny. I propose to embark the people of Rome on a journey of discovery that will see Roman cities and Roman citizens in every corner of this vast continent.”

			His speech had been greeted with polite but cautious applause. All of the Senators and Councilors knew, as did the Consul, of the two stumbling blocks to Rome’s manifest destiny: The Five Seas Nation to the north, and to the south, the great cities of the Maya.

			The only way the people of Nova Roma had to expand was west. That meant crossing the great river Mesizibi.

			His speech finished, Pompeius yielded the floor to the Lesser Consul, who was to preside over a debate on funding for yet another trade mission to the Maya. Pompeius had already made his opinion known on the matter — he was not in favor of spending the Senate’s gold on yet another negotiation when trade was already brisk and required no government assistance. That being so, he picked up his cane and made his way slowly towards the Senate doors, intending to spend a few moments in the late-winter sunshine. The weather would grow hot and humid all too soon, even here in the hills above the low country near the coast; Pompeius meant to enjoy the mild winter weather as much as possible. As he made his slow, halting way out of the Senate building, he could hear the bustle of the Forum already about the business of the city.

			Outside, he found a tall, lean man in a Senate robe waiting. “Consul,” Senator Gregorius Lucius Brutus greeted him.

			“Senator,” the Consul replied. Fifteen years older than the Consul and far more sophisticated in business matters, Brutus was likewise the scion of a proud old Roman family, and in the new world his family was also a wealthy one; Brutus’ grandfather, Marcus Junius Brutus, had made a small mountain of gold on the initial trading arrangements with the Tahona to the north and the Maya to the south. Senator Brutus was one of the Consul’s most trusted advisors on trade issues; Pompeius was a firm believer in the principle that success in a field of endeavor led to credibility.

			“A few moments of your time, if you would, Consul?” Brutus asked. “Share a jug of wine with me, perhaps?”

			Pompeius nodded to the older man. Brutus’s grandfather had earned a reputation for brusqueness and ill temper; he had been widely known as a sour, unpleasant man. His grandson Gregorius was his opposite in every way. Senator Brutus was friendly, extroverted, generous, and good-natured.

			Grapes were still unknown in the new world, but several vintners were now producing passable wines from blackberries, persimmons and even the petals of the common yellow flowers that sprouted willy-nilly in every clearing. The inn Brutus chose was known for a wine produced from those flowers and flavored with the fruit of a tree the people of the southern province of Lustria called ‘asimina.’

			Brutus and Pompeius took seats at a low table in front of the inn. The two men sat quietly for a moment while the innkeeper, recognizing the Consul and the Senator, hurried out of the back of his shop to greet them.

			As Brutus exchanged pleasantries with the innkeeper, and exchanged some coin for a jug of wine, the Consul sat and watched the activity about them.

			Consul Pompeius loved the Forum.

			The heart of Nova Roma’s capital was always a busy place, with business starting early in the morning and lasting until well after dark. The broad, open, stone-paved plaza was surrounded by shops and inns, with the temple of Mercury on the eastern side, the temple of Concordia on the west and the Senate and House of Plebs building on the north.

			When the innkeeper was finished fawning over the Consul and the Senator, and they were finally left in peace with a jug of wine and two fired clay cups, Brutus looked keenly at Pompeius.

			“I was very interested to hear you speak of the western lands,” Brutus said. “Very interested indeed. It is a topic that has been much on my own mind of late.”

			“Has it now?”

			“Quite so. Consul, have you ever thought of how best to approach those lands? Our westernmost province of Transalpine Tsalesia extends as far as the Mesizibi, and the Tsalesian people of that region do not explore much past the western bank. A few traders occasionally go forth, but never more than a few days walk from the river; the plains nomads have little desire or wherewithal for trade.”

			“Yes, I have learned as much from the Tsalesian Senators. Lupus Rubieum Parum told me much of those great plains past the river. He says they are vast, empty grasslands, peopled only with a few bands of nomadic huntsmen.”

			“Just so. And there are great mountains beyond the prairies as well, so I’m told; and eventually another ocean. There is another great river that joins the Mesizibi at Durobrivia; the locals call it the Great Sister.”

			“And more still than that,” Pompeius guessed.

			“The Five Seas Nation share a border with those lands as well,” Brutus reminded the Consul.

			“A fact that is never far from my mind,” Pompeius admitted. “But how to encourage trade into that area? There are so few people, and by all accounts the people that live on the plains are very primitive; they grow no crops, they produce no goods. There is no reason for trade missions to the area, and we know nothing of what resources may be available or even what those lands may look like — plains, rivers, or mountains.”

			“Exactly so. That, Consul, is why I propose to find out.”

			Pompeius looked at the Senator. “How?”

			“A party of exploration, of course. You may know my cousin, Flavius Arcadius Tahonius, formerly the commander of the Second Tahonian Legion? He now serves as Tribune of Mars from that province.”

			The Consul nodded. “I know him by reputation. A distinguished soldier.”

			“I propose to approach him about leading a party of soldiers on a mission of exploration. I would of course support the mission financially, but if soldiers are to carry out the mission, the Consulate has to agree and officially prepare their orders.”

			“And is the Tribune willing?”

			“He is my cousin,” Brutus nodded. “I have known him since we were small boys. I am confident he would jump at the chance to etch his name in the scrolls of our history with a mission like this. Further, I am of the opinion that the best soldiers of Nova Roma’s legions would compete for the chance to go on the journey.”

			“We cannot authorize any soldiers proceeding west of the Mesizibi without the advice and consent of the Senate. I would recommend you present the matter to the full Senate in the next session, but I think you know I will speak in support.”

			Brutus smiled. “I had hoped you would, Consul. I think this mission very important; either we make use of those lands, or the Remans will. Or, maybe, even the Mayans. Better we do it, neh?”

			“Of course. I think the Senators from the western provinces will agree enthusiastically. They have the most exposure should the Remans move into the plains across the Mesizibi. I wonder why they have not yet brought the matter before the Senate themselves?”

			“They are only two, three generations into the Republic,” Brutus said. “We two, you and I, we are of the old Roman blood. Well, mostly,” he amended; his own mother was half Roman, half Tahonian. “My grandfather was Marcus Junius Brutus, Senator of Rome. Your great-grandfather was Pompey Magnus, General and Consul of Rome. We are descended from the original party to come here from Rome, and our families have long histories in the old Republic. What seems obvious to us, the native-born are still learning.”

			“One hopes they will learn quickly.” The Consul thought for a moment, mentally reviewing the Senate’s schedule for the days ahead; he carried it effortlessly in his head. “Day after tomorrow,” he said, “we will put the matter before the Senate.”

			Terminus — Capital of the Five Seas Nation

			The Five Seas Nation was a land built on iron, furs, and fish. The inhabitants called themselves ‘Reman’ and revered the names of the fabled centurions Lucius Vorenus and Titus Pullo, their founders, and almost every Reman claimed an ancestor among them or one of the other Roman cavalrymen that had journeyed to a Tsalee town in the forest. It was impossible, of course, even had the original Romans had all of the stamina of Apollo, but it was part of Reman legend all the same.

			The Five Seas Nation capital was known throughout Terra Nova as The City on the Edge of the Forest. A day’s march north of the westernmost reach of the great inland sea known as the Mother of Waters, the city had sprung from a Tsalee town that had been the final destination of the Roman renegades Pullo, Vorenus and their detachment of cavalry, after their flight from the Battle of Pompeius.

			That town was gone now, swallowed by the first Reman city. The original party of Caesarian loyalists had given it the name Terminus, signifying the end of their journey. The end of their journey had, however, been the beginning of a second great nation north of the one founded by the Optimates — Caesar’s enemies.

			Pullo, Vorenus and their men brought two world-changing things to the Tsalee town: Iron and horses. The hills east of Terminus were the source of an ample supply of iron ore. The big German-bred horses of the Roman cavalry adapted well to the cold, wet, forested environs — environs which, over several generations, had given rise to a more compact, shaggier line of equines more suited to the forests. Now tough, shaggy Reman ponies were sought after by travelers in those regions as well as explorers bound for the vast forests to the north.

			Together, with their horses and their embryonic iron industry, the Roman men had founded a nation that now extended past the Mother of Waters to the Father of Waters, the long, phallic sea to the southeast, and the Three Sisters, the smaller seas to the east of the Father. The Five Seas Nation held the land on both sides of the Father of Waters south to its tip, and all the land north of the Three Sisters. East of the Three Sisters lay the Nova Roman province of Tahonia. The boundary between the Five Seas Nation and Nova Roma was, in that region, somewhat undefined; in recent years there had been some border scrapping between the legions of both nations.

			To the west of Terminus lay largely undiscovered country. To the north lay only the vast boreal forest.

			Now, eighty years after the arrival of the Romans in the area, Terminus was the center of the northern iron trade. While the inhabitants were almost of pure Novan stock — the Roman blood of the founders having been diluted a great deal — the Five Seas people took great pride in their civilization, their laws, and their Roman-styled culture. They spoke a patois of Latin and Tsalee that was fast becoming the standard language spoken from the Mother of Waters to the delta of the Mesizibi.

			Only in the southernmost reaches of the Five Seas Nation’s territory was there much land suitable for farming, but the Remans never went hungry. The vast northern forests were teeming with game and, more valuable still, with furbearers. Pelts of lynx, mink, marten, fox, beaver, and fisher-cat were highly valued by the people to the south, not only Roman but Mayan as well. Fleets of Reman fishing boats worked the Five Seas, and dried fish was another valuable commodity.

			Last but not least, there was iron.

			Tools of iron and weapons of steel were the Five Seas Nation’s primary source of hard currency and trade goods from the south. In years prior, the reputation of Reman iron and steel had suffered by comparison to the goods produced by Nova Roman blacksmiths, but along with a marginally republican government the Five Seas people had also developed an unusually competent network of agents within Nova Roma, and the Roman techniques for steelmaking leaked north.

			Now, if a tribesman from the prairies or mountains to the west wanted a good steel dagger or gladius, he had more than one option as to where to obtain one.

			For ten years, Marcus Aquilonius had served as Imperator of the Five Seas people, the fourth to hold that title since the Imperatorship of the famed First Spear Centurion Titus Pullo, soldier of legendary Caesar, formerly of the 13th Gallic Legion.

			While technically an elected position, the Five Seas Nation had no written constitution that limited how long the Imperator could serve, or that limited his powers; the position amounted to an elected monarch, chosen for an unnamed term by the Council of Chiefs, whose members were made up by the various village and town chiefs. In practice, the Imperator served until the Council turned him out; in practice, he served for life, or until he weakened enough to be overthrown. Old Titus Pullo had held the post until his eighty-first year; Aquilonius planned to surpass that record.

			It was a system that combined a large portion of anarchy with a touch of totalitarianism, but for the last eighty years, it had served the people living around the Five Seas.

			Marcus Aquilonius was the grandson of Octavian Suetonius, the Roman cavalryman and Caesarian loyalist who had brought his father’s knowledge of ironworking to Terminus. The Roman blood was diluted now; Aquilonius was a tall man as his grandfather had been before him, but his ruddy face, high cheekbones and long black hair revealed his Novan blood.

			As Imperator, he had offices in the large wooden Imperium buildings, on the floor above the large chamber where the Council of Chiefs met. This morning the office’s window shutters were thrown open to admit the late winter sunshine despite the usual Januarius cold, a cold which was only partly held at bay by the fire roaring in a stone hearth near the Imperator’s desk.

			But if the Remans were accustomed to anything, they were accustomed to snow and cold.

			 Aquilonius enjoyed the sights and sounds of the Suetonian Furnaces, a league away, the massive ironworking district originally founded by his grandfather. The glow of the furnaces and the hammering of better than a hundred smiths formed the beating heart of Terminus. Reman wagons took the products of the furnaces as far as the Five Seas Nation’s ports on the upper Mesizibi, where Reman ships transported tools and weapons of Reman steel as far as the Mayan cities, far to the south. Trade with Nova Roma was less brisk — the Romans had an ample iron and steel industry of their own — but Reman furs were well received in Nova Roma, so as tense as relations were at times, trade with Pompeius and the various Roman provinces still went on.

			The furnaces lay to the east of the Imperium building. Aquilonius turned and walked across his offices, all the way to the western side of the building; his offices were expansive. On the opposite side, Aquilonius had a fair view indeed, of the rooftops of Terminus’ residential areas, of the Forum to the north, and to the west, beyond the city walls, the vast expanse of boreal forest.

			It was unfortunate, Aquilonius thought, that Terminus formed essentially the western boundary of the Five Seas Nation. That, however, was about to change. Aquilonius was about to make the western expansion of the Five Seas Nation the first priority of his term as Imperator.

			He knew the attempt at expansion would cause conflict with the Romans to the south. Truth be told, he looked forward to it. Rome had had their way on the continent long enough, Aquilonius maintained to all who would listen; it was past time for the people of the Five Seas to be ascendant.
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			Soldiers of all ranks love to tell stories; the legions have a saying that tales grow wings whenever more than two soldiers gather. A favorite topic of storytelling among the legions of Nova Roma, even those from my northeastern province east of the Three Sisters, was the vast territory beyond the great western river Mesizibi.

			Those lands were rumored to be not only vast but forbidding. Rumors and tall tales popular in the legions described enormous expanses of prairie peopled by scattered tribes of nomads; strange beasts, empty deserts, mountains larger by far than the familiar Tsalesian Alps. But as much as the legions spread rumors, nobody ever seemed to have been to those lands first-hand. I personally spoke with one legionary from Transalpine Tsalesia who claimed to have crossed the Mesizibi and traveled a short distance up the river known as the Great Sister, and he claimed there were regular ferries across the Mesizibi for trading parties, but when the great adventure to the west began, that was all the information I had at my command. What lay beyond the Mesizibi was, for the most part, a mystery — one I was to be tasked to unravel, with a small party of men and a few bags of supplies.

				— Flavius Arcadius Tahonius’ Trans-Mesizibi Diaries

			Pompeius

			Flavius Arcadius was always a little nervous meeting his cousin, the Senator of Nova Roma from the province of Tahonia, in his official capacity. Even after his election as the Tribune of Mars from his home province of Tahonia, he regarded the Nova Roman Senate chambers with some awe. “Fitting,” his cousin Brutus once told him, laughing as he spoke, “that you should be filled with awe — you are just a Tahonian farm boy, after all.”

			Being dragged before the Consul for a personal audience did not do Arcadius’ nerves any good, either.

			“Relax,” Gregorius Brutus told Arcadius for the tenth time that morning — this time at the door of the Consul’s modest villa on the westernmost hill of Pompeius, in the Catonian neighborhood.

			“Easy enough for you to say,” Arcadius replied. “You deal with these people on a daily basis, cousin. Not me.”

			The Tribune was well turned out for the meeting. His bronze breastplate shone like the sun; he wore his best Tribune’s helmet with its tall fore-and-aft brush of black horsehair. He had spent the evening before polishing his equipment, oiling leather, and even cleaning his soldier’s boots. Nervousness aside, he knew he cut a good figure; he was tall, lean, with closely-cropped black hair only beginning to show a few strands of gray as he entered his thirty-ninth year. His face spoke eloquently of his mostly Novan blood — ruddy, high-cheekboned, strong; but his nature, his personal bearing, his training, were all Roman.

			Even Brutus was surprised when the Consul himself answered the knock at the door. Consul Pompeius wore only a simple robe of deep red, and he was smiling as he leaned on his cane in the doorway. “Friend Brutus,” he greeted them, “and this must be Flavius Arcadius Tahonius, soldier of Rome, legate and Tribune of Mars.” He shook Arcadius’ hand warmly. “This is a pleasure indeed. Your reputation as a soldier precedes you.”

			“The honor is mine, sir,” Arcadius said. He saluted, then took off his helmet and bowed.

			“No need to be so formal, Tribune,” the Consul said, smiling. “This is just a friendly discussion. Come in, both of you. I have servants preparing some refreshments.”

			The men proceeded through the house into the open atrium in the center. Arcadius admired the setting; a small fountain bubbled into a pool in one corner, and the square area was bordered by several small trees and shrubs. A small stone table surrounded by benches sat in the center of the area. Several platters rested on the table, along with three handmade wooden cups and a flask of wine.

			“Baked songbirds,” Consul Pompeius said, indicating one of the platters, “dried persimmons, and fresh-baked bread. Please, be seated, help yourselves.”

			They did so. Arcadius was not fond of dried persimmons, but he had a soldier’s fondness for fresh bread. The small loaves were still warm from the kitchen.

			“Tribune Arcadius,” the Consul began without preamble, “I’m sure you are curious as to the nature of this summons.”

			Arcadius swallowed a bit of bread. “I admit I am, Consul.”

			“Are you familiar with the western lands, beyond the Mesizibi?”

			“I have never been there, sir. I have heard tales of those lands. I have served alongside soldiers from Transalpine Tsalesia, and I have listened as they told of the great plains beyond the rivers, and of mountains beyond those.”

			“And, supposedly, there is a western ocean which lies even beyond those far mountains.”

			“Even so, cousin,” Arcadius agreed with the Senator.

			“What would you say to leading a small party of men to explore those regions?”

			Arcadius almost jumped off the bench in surprise. “Me, sir?”

			“You,” Pompeius chuckled. “Your cousin was most persuasive in his recommendation of you for the task.”

			Arcadius shot a look at Gregorius Brutus, who was wearing an expression of sternly repressed amusement. “He must have been, sir.”

			“You have led a legion,” Consul Pompeius went on. “Soldiering in a time of peace makes it difficult for a soldier’s service to stand out, but you’ve managed. Your troops had the lowest rate of disciplinary actions of any of the sixteen legions of the Nova Roman army. You also had the lowest rates of desertions and unsanctioned absences. In the one action you‘ve seen, that scrap along the border with the Five Seas Nation, you and your men performed admirably. Your service was outstanding enough that the veterans and soldiers that reside in your home province saw fit to elect you Tribune of Mars.”

			Arcadius could only nod.

			“I was thinking,” Pompeius said, “to assemble an expedition consisting of one man from each of the sixteen legions. For political reasons …” He stopped. Arcadius was frowning. “You disagree with that idea, Tribune?”

			“I must, sir,” Arcadius shook his head. He took a deep breath, then went on. “With respect, Consul; as a Senator and Consul, your own career has been distinguished indeed, a credit to your family line, but sir, you don’t know soldiers. Such a group would be a matching of strangers. This expedition … If I am to do this,” and he admitted silently to himself that the idea excited him, “I must be allowed to select my own men. I would prefer to take men that have served together before.”

			“Men from your old legion?”

			“Yes, cousin, I would start there.”

			“Sixteen men?”

			“No more than a dozen,” Arcadius said, thinking hard as he spoke; he had several candidates in mind already. “A dozen men. Two dozen horses. A team of bison and a freight wagon for supplies, and two teamsters to handle it.”

			“There are no roads beyond the Mesizibi. We do not even know if there are any ferries large enough to freight a wagon and team across.”

			“Then we will leave the team and wagon there, at Durobrivia, Consul,” Arcadius said, “but even traveling to the Mesizibi is a considerable journey in itself. There are good roads through the Tsalesian Alps to Durobrivia, but it is a long journey even so.”

			After eighty years in the new world, horses were still scarce enough to be highly valuable. “You must have two horses per man?” Brutus knew he would be paying for those horses and his resources, while considerable, were not unlimited.

			“I would prefer three per man, in truth, but two should suffice; such a journey may well be harder on horses than on the men. Each man will ride one horse and lead the second, which will carry a lighter load of personal gear and supplies. Alternating the mounts will give each horse one day of relative ease in two.”

			“He makes sense,” the Consul told the Senator.

			“What would be my goal, sir?”

			“Your physical goal is the western ocean. You are to find at least one route through the plains and the mountains to the sea, and to identify navigable rivers en route. Your secondary goals are to make a record of the usable resources, flora, fauna, and peoples of the lands you will pass through.”

			Arcadius sat thinking for a few silent moments, while his cousin regarded him keenly. “You’re already thinking of the men you will bring on this journey, are you not, cousin?”

			Arcadius smiled. “I am,” he admitted. “I have several men in mind even now.”

			“Prepare orders for them,” the Consul ordered. “Senator Brutus will see to the horses, the bison and wagon, and your supplies. I want you to start west as soon as practical.”

			Terminus

			“Imperator?”

			Marcus Aquilonius looked up to see his personal clerk. “What is it?”

			“General Hirtius Varus is here, sir.”

			“Send him in.”

			The senior general in overall command of the Five

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			Pompeius — the kalends of Martias

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/font/UtopiaStd-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/Crimson-Roman.otf


OEBPS/image/PSQRsmall.png





OEBPS/font/CartaMarina-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/NR2World.jpg
T T R R T e
%,a. s % c > LS =
- NYINYYYILTIqIU

7 SIAVI/SHIND ——

H1Vd NOILYIOUXT ——

 SNAON ONNV $8
WZSP VAON O
%
*
§

VIH4134YTIHY

O-u

.v,_#n.,)\.—“

£ F

L iuig g™

Y

e}

-

J
3 A & $¥34_3AT4

N2

SNNTHYIL

LU






OEBPS/image/CDP-Logo-HText.png
@ CRIMSON
DRAGON

PUBLISHING





OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/image/AGenrty_sig.png
A WCM @Jﬂj





OEBPS/image/nr2-apple.jpg
$O1OI0IOIOLOIOINIOINIOI0

PHILAPELHIA

TERMINUS
N\

LA
¢ =
\N\‘Q\uﬁ gzl
g
SRR ©
) olllll
¢,
~¢
~\\
=\
7 74

$OI0IOIOI0IOIOIOIOIOIOIOL:

1010000000000

ANDERSON GENTRY

QUABSIHEUNPROTNONAEFER RA

THE OLD> PEORLE

$O1OIOIOIOIOINIOIOIOIOIOIOE

1O

»
»
»

»

»

'S
»
»

'S
»

»

»

»
»
»

»

'S
»
»
P
P
»

»
»
»

»
"
»
»

»
P
>

»
»
P

»
»
i 2
>

»

s,
3

Q1010100100000 IOIOIOIOIOIOE

POVOVOPOPOVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVOVVVOVVOOVOVKL





OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-BoldItalic.otf


