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[image: image] “Brutus, I don’t like the look of your skin. Come here to the light, please.”

The fifteen-year-old made no sign that he had heard, simply remained hunched over a single sheet of Fannian paper with his reed pen, its ink long since dried, poised in midair.

“Come here, Brutus. At once,” said his mother placidly.

He knew her, so down went the pen; though he wasn’t mortally afraid of her, he wasn’t about to court her displeasure. One summons might be safely ignored, but a second summons meant she expected to be obeyed, even by him. Rising, he walked across to where Servilia stood by the window, its shutters wide because Rome was sweltering in an unseasonably early heatwave.

Though she was short and Brutus had recently begun to grow into what she hoped was going to be tallness, his head was not very far above hers; she put up one hand to clutch his chin, and peered closely at several angry red lumps welling under the skin around his mouth. Her hand released him, moved to push the loose dark curls away from his brow: more eruptions!

“How I wish you’d keep your hair cut!” she said, tugging at a lock which threatened to obscure his sight—and tugging hard enough to make his eyes water.

“Mama, short hair is unintellectual,” he protested.

“Short hair is practical. It stays off your face and doesn’t irritate your skin. Oh, Brutus, what a trial you’re becoming!”

“If you wanted a crop-skulled warrior son, Mama, you should have had more boys with Silanus instead of a couple of girls.”

“One son is affordable. Two sons stretch the money further than it wants to go. Besides, if I’d given Silanus a son, you wouldn’t be his heir as well as your father’s.” She strode across to the desk where he had been working and stirred the various scrolls upon it with impatient fingers. “Look at this mess! No wonder your shoulders are round and you’re swaybacked. Get out onto the Campus Martius with Cassius and the other boys from school, don’t waste your time trying to condense the whole of Thucydides onto one sheet of paper.”

“I happen to write the best epitomes in Rome,” said her son, his tone lofty.

Servilia eyed him ironically. “Thucydides,” she said, “was no profligate with words, yet it took him many books to tell the story of the conflict between Athens and Sparta. What advantage is there in destroying his beautiful Greek so that lazy Romans can crib a bare outline, then congratulate themselves that they know all about the Peloponnesian War?”

“Literature,” Brutus persevered, “is becoming too vast for any man to encompass without resorting to summaries.”

“Your skin is breaking down,” said Servilia, returning to what really interested her.

“That’s common enough in boys my age.”

“But not in my plans for you.”

“And may the Gods help anyone or anything not in your plans for me!” he shouted, suddenly angry.

“Get dressed, we’re going out” was all she answered, and left the room.

When he entered the atrium of Silanus’s commodious house, Brutus was wearing the purple-bordered toga of childhood, for he would not officially become a man until December and the feast of Juventas arrived. His mother was already waiting, and watched him critically as he came toward her.

Yes, he definitely was round-shouldered, swaybacked. Such a lovely little boy he had been! Lovely even last January, when she had commissioned a bust of him from Antenor, the best portrait sculptor in all Italia. But now puberty was asserting itself more aggressively, his early beauty was fading, even to her prejudiced gaze. His eyes were still large and dark and dreamy, interestingly heavy-lidded, but his nose wasn’t growing into the imposing Roman edifice she had hoped for, remaining stubbornly short and bulb-tipped like her own. And the skin which had been so exquisitely olive-colored, smooth and flawless, now filled her with dread—what if he was going to be one of the horribly unlucky ones and produced such noxious pustules that he scarred? Fifteen was too soon! Fifteen meant a protracted infestation. Pimples! How disgusting and mundane. Well, beginning tomorrow she would make enquiries among the physicians and herbalists—and whether he liked it or not, he was going to the Campus Martius every day for proper exercise and tutoring in the martial skills he would need when he turned seventeen and had to enrol in Rome’s legions. As a contubernalis, of course, not as a mere ranker soldier; he would be a cadet on the personal staff of some consular commander who would ask for him by name. His birth and status assured it.

The steward let them out into the narrow Palatine street; Servilia turned toward the Forum and began to walk briskly, her son hurrying to keep up.

“Where are we going?” he asked, still chafing because she had dragged him away from epitomizing Thucydides.

“To Aurelia’s.”

Had his mind not been wrestling with the problem of how to pack a mine of information into a single sentence—and had the day been more clement—his heart would have leaped joyously; instead he groaned. “Oh, not up into the slums today!”

“Yes.”

“It’s such a long way, and such a dismal address!”

“The address may be dismal, my son, but the lady herself is impeccably connected. Everyone will be there.” She paused, her eyes sliding slyly sideways. “Everyone, Brutus, everyone.”

To which he answered not a word.

Her progress rendered easier by two ushering slaves, Servilia clattered down the Ringmakers’ Steps into the pandemonium of the Forum Romanum, where all the world adored to gather, listen, watch, wander, rub shoulders with the Mighty. Neither Senate nor one of the Assemblies was meeting today and the courts were on a short vacation, but some of the Mighty were out and about nonetheless, distinguished by the bobbing red-thonged bundles of rods their lictors carried shoulder-high to proclaim their imperium.

“It’s so hilly, Mama! Can’t you slow down?” panted Brutus as his mother marched up the Clivus Orbius on the far side of the Forum; he was sweating profusely.

“If you exercised more, you wouldn’t need to complain,” said Servilia, unimpressed.

Nauseating smells of foetor and decay assailed Brutus’s nostrils as the towering tenements of the Subura pressed in and shut out the light of the sun; peeling walls oozed slime, the gutters guided dark and syrupy trickles into gratings, tiny unlit caverns that were shops passed by unnumbered. At least the dank shade made it cooler, but this was a side of Rome young Brutus could happily have done without, “everyone” notwithstanding.

Eventually they arrived outside a quite presentable door of seasoned oak, well carved into panels and owning a brightly polished orichalcum knocker in the form of a lion’s head with gaping jaws. One of Servilia’s attendants plied it vigorously, and the door opened at once. There stood an elderly, rather plump Greek freedman, bowing deeply as he let them in.

It was a gathering of women, of course; had Brutus only been old enough to put on his plain white toga virilis, graduate into the ranks of men, he would not have been allowed to accompany his mother. That thought provoked panic—Mama must succeed in her petition, he must be able to continue to see his darling love after December and manhood! But betraying none of this, he abandoned Servilia’s skirts the moment the gushing greetings began and slunk off into a quiet corner of the squeal-filled room, there to do his best to blend into the unpretentious decor.

“Brutus, ave,” said a light yet husky voice.

He turned his head, looked down, felt his chest cave in. “Ave, Julia.”

“Here, sit with me,” the daughter of the house commanded, leading him to a pair of small chairs right in the corner. She settled in one while he lowered himself awkwardly into the other, herself as graceful and composed as a nesting swan.

Only eight years old—how could she already be so beautiful? wondered the dazzled Brutus, who knew her well because his mother was a great friend of her grandmother’s. Fair like ice and snow, chin pointed, cheekbones arched, faintly pink lips as delicious as a strawberry, a pair of widely opened blue eyes that gazed with gentle liveliness on all that they beheld; if Brutus had dipped into the poetry of love, it was because of her whom he had loved for—oh, years! Not truly understanding that it was love until quite recently, when she had turned her gaze on him with such a sweet smile that realization had dawned with the shock of a thunderclap.

He had gone to his mother that very evening, and informed her that he wished to marry Julia when she grew up.

Servilia had stared, astonished. “My dear Brutus, she’s a mere child! You’d have to wait nine or ten years for her.”

“She’ll be betrothed long before she’s old enough to marry,” he had answered, his anguish plain. “Please, Mama, as soon as her father returns home, petition for her hand in marriage!”

“You may well change your mind.”

“Never, never!”

“Her dowry is minute.”

“But her birth is everything you could want in my wife.”

“True.” The black eyes which could grow so hard rested on his face not unsympathetically; Servilia appreciated the strength of that argument. So she had turned it over in her mind for a moment, then nodded. “Very well, Brutus, when her father is next in Rome, I’ll ask. You don’t need a rich bride, but it is essential that her birth match your own, and a Julia would be ideal. Especially this Julia. Patrician on both sides.”

And so they had left it to wait until Julia’s father returned from his post as quaestor in Further Spain. The most junior of the important magistracies, quaestor. But trust Servilia to know that Julia’s father had filled it extremely well. Odd that she had never met him, considering how small a group the true aristocrats of Rome were. She was one; he was another. But, feminine rumor had it, he was something of an outsider among his own kind, too busy for the social round most of his peers cultivated whenever they were in Rome. It would have been easier to sue for his daughter’s hand on Brutus’s behalf did she know him already, though she had little doubt what his answer would be. Brutus was highly eligible, even in the eyes of a Julian.

Aurelia’s reception room could not compare to a Palatine atrium, but it was quite large enough comfortably to hold the dozen or so women who had invaded it. Open shutters looked out onto what was commonly regarded as a lovely garden, thanks to Gaius Matius in the other ground-floor apartment; his was the hand had found roses able to bloom in the shade, coaxed grapevines into scaling the twelve storeys of latticed walls and balconies, trimmed box bushes into perfect globes, and rigged a cunning gravity feed to the chaste marble pool that allowed a rearing two-tailed dolphin to spout water from its fearsome mouth.

The walls of the reception room were well kept up and painted in the red style, the floor of cheap terrazzo had been burnished to an appealing reddish-pink glow, and the ceiling had been painted to simulate a cloud-fluffed noon sky, though it could claim no expensive gilding. Not the residence of one of the Mighty, but adequate for a junior senator, Brutus supposed as he sat watching Julia, watching the women; Julia caught him, so he looked too.

His mother had seated herself next to Aurelia on a couch, where she managed to display herself to good advantage despite the fact that her hostess was, even at the age of fifty-five, still held one of Rome’s great beauties. Aurelia’s figure was elegantly slim and it suited her to be in repose, for one didn’t notice then that when she moved it was too briskly for grace. No hint of grey marred her ice-brown hair, and her skin was smooth, creamy. It was she who had recommended Brutus’s school to Servilia, for she was Servilia’s chief confidante.

From that thought Brutus’s mind skipped to school, a typical digression for a mind which did tend to wander. His mother had not wished to send Brutus to school, afraid her little boy would be exposed to children of inferior rank and wealth, and worried that his studious nature would be laughed at. Better that Brutus have his own tutor at home. But then Brutus’s stepfather had insisted that this only son needed the stimulus and competition of a school. “Some healthy activity and ordinary playmates” was how Silanus had put it, not precisely jealous of the first place Brutus held in Servilia’s heart, more concerned that when Brutus matured he should at least have learned to associate with various kinds of people. Naturally the school Aurelia recommended was an exclusive one, but pedagogues who ran schools had a distressingly independent turn of mind that led them to accept bright boys from less rarefied backgrounds than a Marcus Junius Brutus, not to mention two or three bright girls.

With Servilia for mother, it was inevitable that Brutus should hate school, though Gaius Cassius Longinus, the fellow pupil of whom Servilia approved most, was from quite as good a family as a Junius Brutus. Brutus, however, tolerated Cassius only because to do so kept his mother happy. What had he in common with a loud and turbulent boy like Cassius, enamored of war, strife, deeds of great daring? Only the fact that he had quickly become teacher’s pet had managed to reconcile Brutus to the awful ordeal of school. And fellows like Cassius.

Unfortunately the person Brutus most yearned to call friend was his Uncle Cato; but Servilia refused to hear of his establishing any kind of intimacy with her despised half brother. Uncle Cato was descended, she never tired of reminding her son, from a Tusculan peasant and a Celtiberian slave, whereas in Brutus were united two separate lines of exalted antiquity, one from Lucius Junius Brutus, the founder of the Republic (who had deposed the last King of Rome, Tarquinius Superbus), and the other from Gaius Servilius Ahala (who had killed Maelius when Maelius had attempted to make himself King of Rome some decades into the new Republic). Therefore a Junius Brutus who was through his mother also a patrician Servilius could not possibly associate with upstart trash like Uncle Cato.

“But your mother married Uncle Cato’s father and had two children by him, Aunt Porcia and Uncle Cato!” Brutus had protested on one occasion.

“And thereby disgraced herself forever!” snarled Servilia. “I do not acknowledge either that union or its progeny—and neither, my lad, will you!”

End of discussion. And the end of all hope that he might be allowed to see Uncle Cato any more frequently than family decency indicated. What a wonderful fellow Uncle Cato was! A true Stoic, enamored of Rome’s old austere ways, averse to splash and show, quick to criticize the pretensions to potentatic grandeur of men like Pompey. Pompey the Great. Another upstart dismally lacking in the right ancestors. Pompey who had murdered Brutus’s father, made a widow of his mother, enabled a lightweight like sickly Silanus to climb into her bed and sire two bubble-headed girls Brutus grudgingly called sisters—

“What are you thinking, Brutus?” asked Julia, smiling.

“Oh, nothing much,” he answered vaguely.

“That’s an evasion. I want the truth!”

“I was thinking what a terrific fellow my Uncle Cato is.”

Her wide brow crinkled. “Uncle Cato?”

“You wouldn’t know him, because he’s not old enough to be in the Senate yet. In fact, he’s almost as close to my age as he is to Mama’s.”

“Is he the one who wouldn’t permit the tribunes of the plebs to pull down an obstructing column inside the Basilica Porcia?”

“That’s my Uncle Cato!” said Brutus proudly.

Julia shrugged. “My father said it was stupid of him. If the column had been demolished, the tribunes of the plebs would have enjoyed more comfortable headquarters.”

“Uncle Cato was in the right. Cato the Censor put the column there when he built Rome’s first basilica, and there it belongs according to the mos maiorum. Cato the Censor allowed the tribunes of the plebs to use his building as their headquarters because he understood their plight—because they are magistrates elected by the Plebs alone, they don’t represent the whole People, and can’t use a temple as their headquarters. But he didn’t give them the building, only the use of a part of it. They were grateful enough then. Now they want to alter what Cato the Censor paid to build. Uncle Cato won’t condone the defacement of his great-grandfather’s landmark and namesake.”

Since Julia was by nature a peacemaker and disliked argument, she smiled again and rested her hand on Brutus’s arm, squeezing it affectionately. He was such a spoiled baby, Brutus, so stuffy and full of self-importance, yet she had known him for a long time, and—though she didn’t quite know why—felt very sorry for him. Perhaps it was because his mother was such a—a snaky person?

“Well, that happened before my Aunt Julia and my mother died, so I daresay no one will ever demolish the column now,” she said.

“Your father’s due home,” said Brutus, mind veering to marriage.

“Any day.” Julia wriggled happily. “Oh, I do miss him!”

“They say he’s stirring up trouble in Italian Gaul on the far side of the river Padus,” said Brutus, unconsciously echoing the subject becoming a lively debate among the group of women around Aurelia and Servilia.

“Why should he do that?” Aurelia was asking, straight dark brows knitted. The famous purple eyes were glowering. “Truly, there are times when Rome and Roman noblemen disgust me! Why is it my son they always single out for criticism and political gossip?”

“Because he’s too tall, too handsome, too successful with the women, and too arrogant by far,” said Cicero’s wife, Terentia, as direct as she was sour. “Besides,” added she who was married to a famous wordsmith and orator, “he has such a wonderful way with both the spoken and the written word.”

“Those qualities are innate, none of them merits the slanders of some I could mention by name!” snapped Aurelia.

“Lucullus, you mean?” asked Pompey’s wife, Mucia Tertia.

“No, he at least can’t be blamed for it,” Terentia said. “I imagine King Tigranes and Armenia are occupying him to the exclusion of anything in Rome save the knights who can’t make enough out of gathering the taxes in his provinces.”

“Bibulus is who you mean, now he’s back in Rome,” said a majestic figure seated in the best chair. Alone among a colorful band, she was clad from head to foot in white, so draped that it concealed whatever feminine charms she might have owned. Upon her regal head there reared a crown made of seven layered sausages rolled out of virgin wool; the thin veil draped upon it floated as she swung to look directly at the two women on the couch. Perpennia, chief of the Vestal Virgins, snorted with suppressed laughter. “Oh, poor Bibulus! He never can hide the nakedness of his animosity.”

“Which goes back to what I said, Aurelia,” from Terentia. “If your tall, handsome son will make enemies of tiny little fellows like Bibulus, he only has himself to blame when he’s slandered. It is the height of folly to make a fool of a man in front of his peers by nicknaming him the Flea. Bibulus is an enemy for life.”

“What ridiculous nonsense! It happened ten years ago, when both of them were mere youths,” said Aurelia.

“Come now, you’re well aware how sensitive tiny little men are to canards based on their size,” said Terentia. “You’re from an old political family, Aurelia. Politics is all about a man’s public image. Your son injured Bibulus’s public image. People still call him the Flea. He’ll never forgive or forget.”

“Not to mention,” said Servilia tartly, “that Bibulus has an avid audience for his slurs in creatures like Cato.”

“What precisely is Bibulus saying?” Aurelia asked, lips set.

“Oh, that instead of returning directly from Spain to Rome, your son has preferred to foment rebellion among the people in Italian Gaul who don’t have the Roman citizenship,” said Terentia.

“That,” said Servilia, “is absolute nonsense!”

“And why,” asked a man’s deep voice, “is it nonsense, lady?”

The room fell still until little Julia erupted out of her corner and flew to leap at the newcomer. “Tata! Oh, tata!”

Caesar lifted her off the ground, kissed her lips and her cheek, hugged her, smoothed her frosty hair tenderly. “How is my girl?” he asked, smiling for her alone.

But “Oh, tata!” was all Julia could find to say, tucking her head into her father’s shoulder.

“Why is it nonsense, lady?” Caesar repeated, swinging the child comfortably into the crook of his right arm, the smile now that he gazed upon Servilia gone even from his eyes, which looked into hers in a way acknowledging her sex, yet dismissing it as unimportant.

“Caesar, this is Servilia, wife of Decimus Junius Silanus,” said Aurelia, apparently not at all offended that her son had so far found no time to greet her.

“Why, Servilia?” he asked again, nodding at the name.

She kept her voice cool and level, measured out her words like a jeweler his gold. “There’s no logic in a rumor like that. Why should you bother to foment rebellion in Italian Gaul? If you went among those who don’t have the citizenship and promised them that you would work on their behalf to get the franchise for them, it would be fitting conduct for a Roman nobleman who aspires to the consulship. You would simply be enlisting clients, which is proper and admirable for a man climbing the political ladder. I was married to a man who did foment rebellion in Italian Gaul, so I am in a position to know how desperate an alternative it is. Lepidus and my husband Brutus deemed it intolerable to live in Sulla’s Rome. Their careers had foundered, whereas yours is just beginning. Ergo, what could you hope to gain by fomenting rebellion anywhere?”

“Very true,” he said, a trace of amusement creeping into the eyes she had judged a little cold until that spark came.

“Certainly true,” she answered. “Your career to date—at least insofar as I know it—suggests to me that if you did tour Italian Gaul talking to non-citizens, you were gathering clients.”

His head went back, he laughed, looked magnificent—and, she thought, knew very well that he looked magnificent. This man would do nothing without first calculating its effect on his audience, though the instinct telling her that was purely that, an instinct; he gave not a vestige of his calculation away. “It is true that I gathered clients.”

“There you are then,” said Servilia, producing a smile of her own at the left corner of her small and secretive mouth. “No one can reproach you for that, Caesar.” After which she added grandly, and in the most condescending tone, “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure the correct version of the incident is circulated.”

But that was going too far. Caesar was not about to be patronized by a Servilian, patrician branch of the clan or no; his eyes left her with a contemptuous flick, then rested on Mucia Tertia among the women, who had all listened enthralled to this exchange. He put little Julia down and went to clasp both Mucia Tertia’s hands warmly.

“How are you, wife of Pompeius?” he asked.

She looked confused, muttered something inaudible. Soon he passed to Cornelia Sulla, who was Sulla’s daughter and his own first cousin. One by one he worked his way around the group, all of whom he knew save for Servilia. Who watched his progress with great admiration once she had coped with the shock of his cutting her. Even Perpennia succumbed to the charm, and as for Terentia—that redoubtable matron positively simpered! But then remained only his mother, to whom he came last.

“Mater, you look well.”

“I am well. And you,” she said in that dryly prosaic deep voice of hers, “look healed.”

A remark which wounded him in some way, thought Servilia, startled. Aha! There are undercurrents here!

“I am fully healed,” he said calmly as he sat down on the couch next to her, but on the far side of her from Servilia. “Is this party for any reason?” he asked.

“It’s our club. We meet once every eight days at someone’s house. Today is my turn.”

At which he rose, excusing himself on grounds of travel stains, though Servilia privately thought she had never seen a more immaculate traveler. But before he could leave the room Julia came up to him leading Brutus by the hand.

“Tata, this is my friend Marcus Junius Brutus.”

The smile and the greeting were expansive; Brutus was clearly impressed (as no doubt he was meant to be impressed, thought Servilia, still smarting). “Your son?” asked Caesar over Brutus’s shoulder.

“Yes.”

“And do you have any by Silanus?” he asked.

“No, just two daughters.”

One brow flew up; Caesar grinned. Then he was gone.

And somehow after that the rest of the party was—not quite an ordeal, more an insipid affair. It broke up well before the dinner hour, with Servilia a deliberate last to leave.

“I have a certain matter I wish to discuss with Caesar,” she said to Aurelia at the door, with Brutus hanging behind her making sheep’s eyes at Julia. “It wouldn’t be seemly for me to come with his clients, so I was wondering if you would arrange that I see him in private. Fairly soon.”

“Certainly,” said Aurelia. “I’ll send a message.”

No probing from Aurelia, nor even evidence of curiosity. That was a woman strictly minded her own business, thought the mother of Brutus with some gratitude, and departed.

Was it good to be home? Over fifteen months away. Not the first time nor the longest time, but this time had been official, and that made a difference. Because Governor Antistius Vetus had not taken a legate to Further Spain with him, Caesar had been the second most important Roman in the province—assizes, finances, administration. A lonely life, galloping from one end of Further Spain to the other at his usual headlong pace; no time to form real friendships with other Romans. Typical perhaps that the one man he had warmed to was not a Roman; typical too that Antistius Vetus the governor had not warmed to his second-in-command, though they got on well enough together and shared an occasional, rather business-filled conversation over dinner whenever they happened to be in the same city. If there was one difficulty about being a patrician of the Julii Caesares, it was that all his seniors to date were only too aware how much greater and more august his ancestry was than theirs. To a Roman of any kind, illustrious ancestors mattered more than anything else. And he always reminded his seniors of Sulla. The lineage, the obvious brilliance and efficiency, the striking physical appearance, the icy eyes . . .

So was it good to be home? Caesar stared at the beautiful tidiness of his study, every surface dusted, every scroll in its bucket or pigeonhole, the pattern of elaborate leaves and flowers in the marquetry of his desk top on full display, only a ram’s horn inkstand and a clay cup of pens to obscure it.

At least the initial entry into his home had been more bearable than he had anticipated. When Eutychus had opened the door upon a scene of chattering women, his first impulse had been to run, but then he realized this was an excellent beginning; the emptiness of a home without his darling Cinnilla there would remain internal, need not be spoken. Sooner or later little Julia would bring it up, but not in those first moments, not until his eyes had grown accustomed to Cinnilla’s absence, and would not fill with tears. He hardly remembered this apartment without her, who had lived as his sister before she was old enough to be wife, a part of his childhood as well as his manhood. Dear lady she had been, who now was ashes in a cold dark tomb.

His mother walked in, composed and aloof as always.

“Who’s been spreading rumors about my visit to Italian Gaul?” he asked, drawing up a chair for her close to his own.

“Bibulus.”

“I see.” He sat down, sighing. “Well, that was only to be expected, I suppose. One can’t insult a flea like Bibulus the way I insulted him and not become his enemy for the rest of one’s days. How I disliked him!”

“How he continues to dislike you.”

“There are twenty quaestors, and I had luck. The lots gave me a post far from Bibulus. But he’s almost exactly two years older than me, which means we’ll always be in office together as we rise up the cursus honorum.”

“So you intend to take advantage of Sulla’s dispensation for patricians, and stand for curule office two years earlier than plebeians like Bibulus,” said Aurelia, making it a statement.

“I’d be a fool not to, and a fool I am not, Mater,” said her son. “If I run for election as a praetor in my thirty-seventh year, I will have been in the Senate for sixteen of those years without counting the flamen Dialis years. That is quite long enough for any man to wait.”

“But still six years off. In the meantime, what?”

He twisted restlessly. “Oh, I can feel the walls of Rome hemming me in already, though I passed through them only hours ago! Give me a life abroad any day.”

“There are bound to be plenty of court cases. You’re a famous advocate, quite up there with Cicero and Hortensius. You’ll be offered some juicy ones.”

“But inside Rome, always inside Rome. Spain,” said Caesar, leaning forward eagerly, “was a revelation to me. Antistius Vetus proved a lethargic governor who was happy to give me as much work as I was willing to take on, despite my lowly status. So I did all the assizes throughout the province, as well as managed the governor’s funds.”

“Now the latter duty,” said his mother dryly, “must have been a trial to you. Money doesn’t fascinate you.”

“Oddly enough, I found it did when it was Rome’s money. I took some lessons in accounting from the most remarkable fellow—a Gadetanian banker of Punic origin named Lucius Cornelius Balbus Major. He has a nephew almost as old as he is, Balbus Minor, who is his partner. They did a lot of work for Pompeius Magnus when he was in Spain, and now they seem to own most of Gades. What the elder Balbus doesn’t know about banking and other things fiscal doesn’t matter. It goes without saying that the public purse was a shambles. But thanks to Balbus Major, I tidied it up splendidly. I liked him, Mater.” Caesar shrugged, looked wry. “In fact, he was the only true friend I made out there.”

“Friendship,” said Aurelia, “goes both ways. You know more individuals than the rest of noble Rome put together, but you let no Roman of your own class draw too close to you. That’s why the few true friends you make are always foreigners or Romans of the lower classes.”

Caesar grinned. “Rubbish! I get on better with foreigners because I grew up in your apartment block surrounded by Jews, Syrians, Gauls, Greeks, and the Gods know what else.”

“Blame it on me,” she said flatly.

He chose to ignore this. “Marcus Crassus is my friend, and you can’t call him anything but a Roman as noble as I am myself.”

She riposted with “Did you make any money at all in Spain?”

“A little here and there, thanks to Balbus. Unfortunately the province was peaceful for a change, so there were no nice little border wars to fight with the Lusitani. Had there been, I suspect Antistius Vetus would have fought them himself anyway. But rest easy, Mater. My piratical nest egg is undisturbed, I have enough laid by to stand for the senior magistracies.”

“Including curule aedile?” she asked, tone foreboding.

“Since I’m a patrician and therefore can’t make a reputation as a tribune of the plebs, I don’t have much choice,” he said, and took one of the pens from its cup to place it straight on the desk; he never fiddled, but sometimes it was necessary to have something other than his mother’s eyes to look at. Odd. He had forgotten how unnerving she could be.

“Even with your piratical nest egg in reserve, Caesar, curule aedile is ruinously expensive. I know you! You won’t be content to give moderately good games. You’ll insist on giving the best games anyone can remember.”

“Probably. I’ll worry about that when I come to it in three or four years,” he said tranquilly. “In the meantime, I intend to stand at next month’s elections for the post of curator of the Via Appia. No Claudius wants the job.”

“Another ruinously expensive enterprise! The Treasury will grant you one sestertius per hundred miles, and you’ll spend a hundred denarii on every mile.”

He was tired of the conversation; she was, as she always had been whenever they exchanged more than a few sentences, beginning to harp on money and his disregard for it. “You know,” he said, picking up the pen and putting it back in the cup, “nothing ever alters. I had forgotten that. While I was away I had started to think of you as every man dreams his mother must be. Now here is the reality. A perpetual sermon on my tendency to extravagance. Give it up, Mater! What matters to you does not matter to me.”

Her lips thinned, but she stayed silent for a few moments; then as she rose to her feet she said, “Servilia wishes to have a private interview with you as soon as possible.”

“What on earth for?” he asked.

“No doubt she’ll tell you when you see her.”

“Do you know?”

“I ask no questions of anyone save you, Caesar. That way, I am told no lies.”

“You acquit me of lying, then.”

“Naturally.”

He had begun to get up, but sank back into his chair and plucked another pen from the cup, frowning. “She’s interesting, that one.” His head went to one side. “Her assessment of the Bibulus rumor was astonishingly accurate.”

“If you remember, several years ago I told you she was the most politically astute woman of my acquaintance. But you weren’t impressed enough by what I said to want to meet her.”

“Well, now I have met her. And I’m impressed—though not by her arrogance. She actually presumed to patronize me.”

Something in his voice arrested Aurelia’s progress to the door; she swung round to stare at Caesar intently. “Silanus is not your enemy,” she said stiffly.

That provoked a laugh, but it died quickly. “I do sometimes fancy a woman who is not the wife of an enemy, Mater! And I think I fancy her just a little. Certainly I must find out what she wants. Who knows? Maybe it’s me.”

“With Servilia, impossible to tell. She’s enigmatic.”

“I was reminded a trifle of Cinnilla.”

“Do not be misled by romantic sentiment, Caesar. There is no likeness whatsoever between Servilia and your late wife.” Her eyes misted. “Cinnilla was the sweetest girl. At thirty-six, Servilia is no girl, and she’s far from sweet. In fact, I’d call her as cold and hard as a slab of marble.”

“You don’t like her?”

“I like her very well. But for what she is.” This time Aurelia reached the door before turning. “Dinner will be ready shortly. Are you eating here?”

His face softened. “How could I disappoint Julia by going anywhere today?” He thought of something else, and said, “An odd boy, Brutus. Like oil on the surface, but I suspect that somewhere inside is a very peculiar sort of iron. Julia seemed rather proprietary about him. I wouldn’t have thought he’d appeal to her.”

“I doubt he does. But they’re old friends.” This time it was her face softened. “Your daughter is extraordinarily kind. In which respect she takes after her mother. There’s no one else from whom she could have inherited that characteristic.”

As it was impossible for Servilia to walk slowly, she went home at her usual brisk pace, Brutus still toiling to keep up, but without voicing a complaint; the worst of the heat had gone out of the sun, and he was, besides, once more immersed in hapless Thucydides. Julia was temporarily forgotten. So was Uncle Cato.

Normally Servilia would have spoken to him occasionally, but today he may as well not have been with her for all the notice she took of him. Her mind was fixed on Gaius Julius Caesar. She had sat with a thousand worms crawling through her jaw the moment she saw him, stunned, blasted, unable to move. How was it that she had never seen him before? The smallness of their circle ought to have guaranteed that they met. But she had never even set eyes on him! Oh, heard about him—what Roman noblewoman hadn’t? For most, the description of him sent them running to find any ploy which might introduce him to them, but Servilia was not a woman of that kind. She had simply dismissed him as another Memmius or Catilina, someone who slew women with a smile and traded on that fact. One look at Caesar was enough to tell her he was no Memmius, no Catilina. Oh, he slew with a smile and traded on that fact—no argument there! But in him was much more. Remote, aloof, unattainable. Easier now to understand why the women he indulged with a brief affair pined away afterward, and wept, and despaired. He gave them what he didn’t value, but he never gave them himself.

Owning a quality of detachment, Servilia passed then to analysis of her reaction to him. Why him, when for thirty-six years no man had really meant more to her than security, social status? Of course she did have a penchant for fair men. Brutus had been chosen for her; she met him first on her wedding day. That he was very dark had been as big a disappointment as the rest of him turned out to be. Silanus, a fair and strikingly handsome man, had been her own choice. One which continued to satisfy her on a visual level, though in every other respect he too had proven a sad disappointment. Not a strong man, from his health to his intellect to his backbone. No wonder he hadn’t managed to sire any sons on her! Servilia believed wholeheartedly that the sex of her offspring was entirely up to her, and her first night in Silanus’s arms had made her resolve that Brutus would remain an only son. That way, what was already a very considerable fortune would be augmented by Silanus’s very considerable fortune too.

A pity that it was beyond her power to secure a third and far greater fortune for Brutus! Caesar forgotten because her son had intruded, Servilia’s mind dwelled with relish upon those fifteen thousand talents of gold her grandfather Caepio the Consul had succeeded in stealing from a convoy in Narbonese Gaul some thirty-seven years ago. More gold than the Roman Treasury held had passed into Servilius Caepio’s keeping, though it had long ago ceased to be actual gold bullion. Instead it had been converted into property of all kinds: industrial towns in Italian Gaul, vast wheatlands in Sicily and Africa Province, apartment buildings from one end of the Italian Peninsula to the other, and sleeping partnerships in the business ventures senatorial rank forbade. When Caepio the Consul died it all went to Servilia’s father, and when he was killed during the Italian War it went to her brother, the third to bear the name Quintus Servilius Caepio during her lifetime. Oh yes, it had all gone to her brother Caepio! Her Uncle Drusus had made sure he inherited, though Uncle Drusus had known the truth. And what was the truth? That Servilia’s brother Caepio was only her half brother: in reality he was the first child her mother had borne to that upstart Cato Salonianus, though at the time she had still been married to Servilia’s father. Who found himself with a cuckoo in the Servilius Caepio nest, a tall, long-necked, red-haired cuckoo with a nose which proclaimed to all of Rome whose child he was. Now that Caepio was a man of thirty, his true origins were known to everyone in Rome who mattered. What a laugh! And what justice! The Gold of Tolosa had passed in the end to a cuckoo in the Servilius Caepio nest.

Brutus winced, wrenched out of his preoccupation; his mother had ground her teeth as she strode along, a hideous sound which caused all who heard it to blanch and flee. But Brutus couldn’t flee. All he could hope was that she ground her teeth for some reason unconnected with him. So too hoped the slaves who preceded her, rolling terrified eyes at each other as their hearts pattered and the sweat suddenly poured off them.

None of this did Servilia so much as notice, her short and sturdy legs opening and closing like the shears of Atropos as she stormed along. Wretched Caepio! Well, it was too late for Brutus to inherit now. Caepio had married the daughter of Hortensius the advocate, of one of Rome’s oldest and most illustrious plebeian families, and Hortensia was healthily pregnant with their first child. There would be many more children; Caepio’s fortune was so vast even a dozen sons couldn’t dent it. As for Caepio himself, he was as fit and strong as were all the Cato breed of that ludicrous and disgraceful second marriage Cato the Censor had contracted in his late seventies, to the daughter of his slave, Salonius. It had happened a hundred years ago, and Rome at the time had fallen down laughing, then proceeded to forgive the disgusting old lecher and admit his slave-offspring into the ranks of the Famous Families. Of course Caepio might die in an accident, as his blood father, Cato Salonianus, had done. Came the sound of Servilia’s teeth again: faint hope! Caepio had survived several wars unscathed, though he was a brave man. No, it was bye-bye to the Gold of Tolosa. Brutus would never inherit the things it had purchased. And that just wasn’t fair! At least Brutus was a genuine Servilius Caepio on his mother’s side! Oh, if only Brutus could inherit that third fortune, he would be richer than Pompeius Magnus and Marcus Crassus combined!

Some few feet short of the Silanus front door both slaves bolted for it, pounded on it, vanished the moment they scrambled inside. So that by the time Servilia and her son were admitted, the atrium was deserted; the household knew Servilia had ground her teeth. She therefore received no warning as to who waited for her in her sitting room, just erupted through its entrance still fulminating about Brutus’s ill luck in the matter of the Gold of Tolosa. Her outraged eyes fell upon none other than her half brother, Marcus Porcius Cato. Brutus’s much-beloved Uncle Cato.

He had adopted a new conceit, taken to wearing no tunic under his toga because in the early days of the Republic no one had worn a tunic under his toga. And, had Servilia’s eyes been less filled with loathing of him, she might have admitted that this startling and extraordinary fashion (which he could prevail on no one to emulate) suited him. At twenty-five years of age he was at the peak of his health and fitness, had lived hard and sparingly as an ordinary ranker soldier during the war against Spartacus, and ate nothing rich, drank nothing save water. Though his short and waving hair was a red-tinged chestnut and his eyes were large and a light grey, his skin was smooth and tanned, so he contrived to look wonderful in exposing all of the right side of his trunk from shoulder to hip. A lean and hard and nicely hairless man, he had well-developed pectoral muscles, a flat belly, and a right arm which produced sinewy bulges in the proper places. The head on top of a very long neck was beautifully shaped, and the mouth was distractingly lovely. In fact, had it not been for his amazing nose, he might have rivaled Caesar or Memmius or Catilina for spectacular good looks. But the nose reduced everything else to sheer insignificance, so enormous, thin, sharp and beaked was it. A nose with a life of its own, so people said, awed into worship.

“I was just about to go,” Cato announced in a loud, harsh, unmusical voice.

“A pity you hadn’t,” said Servilia through her teeth (which she did not grind, though she wanted to).

“Where’s Marcus Junius? They said you took him with you.”

“Brutus! Call him Brutus, like everyone else!”

“I do not approve of the change this past decade has brought to our names,” he said, growing louder. “A man may have one or two or even three nicknames, but tradition demands that he be referred to by his first and family names alone, not by a nickname.”

“Well, I for one am profoundly glad of the change, Cato! As for Brutus, he isn’t available to you.”

“You think I’ll give up,” he went on, his tone now achieving its habitual hectoring mode, “but I never will, Servilia. While there is life in me, I’ll never give up on anything. Your son is my blood nephew, and there is no man in his world. Whether you like it or not, I intend to fulfill my duty to him.”

“His stepfather is the paterfamilias, not you.”

Cato laughed, a shrill whinny. “Decimus Junius is a poor puking ninny, no more fit than a dying duck to have supervision of your boy!”

Few chinks in his enormously thick hide though Cato had, Servilia knew where every one of them was. Aemilia Lepida, for example. How Cato had loved her when he was eighteen! As silly as a Greek over a young boy. But all Aemilia Lepida had been doing was using Cato to make Metellus Scipio come crawling.

Servilia said, apropos of nothing, “I saw Aemilia Lepida at Aurelia’s today. How well she looks! A real little wife and mother. She says she’s more in love with Metellus Scipio than ever.”

The barb visibly lodged; Cato went white. “She used me as bait to get him back,” he said bitterly. “A typical woman—sly, deceitful, unprincipled.”

“Is that how you think of your own wife?” asked Servilia with a broad smile, eyes dancing.

“Atilia is my wife. If Aemilia Lepida had honored her promise and married me, she would soon have found out that I tolerate no woman’s tricks. Atilia does as she’s told and lives an exemplary life. I will permit nothing less than perfect behavior.”

“Poor Atilia! Would you order her killed if you smelled wine on her breath? The Twelve Tables allow you to do so, and you’re an ardent supporter of antique laws.”

“I am an ardent supporter of the old ways, the customs and traditions of Rome’s mos maiorum,” he blared, the nose squeezing its nostrils until they looked like blisters on either side of it. “My son, my daughter, she and I eat food she has personally seen prepared, live in rooms she has personally seen tended, and wear clothing she has personally spun, woven and sewn.”

“Is that why you’re so bare? What a drudge she must be!”

“Atilia lives an exemplary life,” he repeated. “I do not condone farming the children out to servants and nannies, so she has the full responsibility for a three-year-old girl and a one-year-old boy. Atilia is fully occupied.”

“As I said, she’s a drudge. You can afford enough servants, Cato, and she knows that. Instead, you pinch your purse and make her a servant. She won’t thank you.” The thick white eyelids lifted, Servilia’s ironic black gaze traveled from his toes to his head. “One day, Cato, you might come home early and discover that she’s seeking a little extramarital solace. Who could blame her? You’d look so pretty wearing horns on your head!”

But that shaft went wide; Cato simply looked smug. “Oh, no chance of that,” he said confidently. “Even in these inflated times I may not exceed my great-grandfather’s top price for a slave, but I assure you that I choose people who fear me. I am scrupulously just—no servant worth his salt suffers under my care!—but every servant belongs to me, and knows it.”

“An idyllic domestic arrangement,” said Servilia, smiling. “I must remember to tell Aemilia Lepida what she’s missing.” She turned her shoulder, looking bored. “Go away, Cato, do! You’ll get Brutus over my dead body. We may not share the same father—I thank the Gods for that mercy!—but we do share the same kind of steel. And I, Cato, am far more intelligent than you.” She managed to produce a sound reminiscent of a cat’s purr. “In fact, I am more intelligent by far than either of my half brothers.”

This third barb pierced him to the marrow. Cato stiffened, his beautiful hands clenched into fists. “I can tolerate your malice when it’s aimed at me, Servilia, but not when your target is Caepio!” he roared. “That is an undeserved slur! Caepio is your full brother, not my full brother! Oh, I wish he was my full brother! I love him more than anyone else in the world! But I will not permit that slur, especially coming from you!”

“Look in your mirror, Cato. All of Rome knows the truth.”

“Our mother was part Rutilian—Caepio inherited his coloring from that side of her family!”

“Rubbish! The Rutilians are sandy-fair, on the short side, and quite lacking the nose of a Cato Salonianus.” Servilia snorted contemptuously. “Like to like, Cato. From the time of your birth, Caepio gave himself to you. You’re peas from the same pod, and you’ve stayed as thick as pea soup all your lives. Won’t be parted, never argue—Caepio is your full brother, not mine!”

Cato got up. “You’re a wicked woman, Servilia.”

She yawned ostentatiously. “You just lost the battle, Cato. Goodbye, and good riddance.”

He flung his final word behind him as he left the room: “I will win in the end! I always win!”

“Over my dead body you’ll win! But you’ll be dead before me.”

After which she had to deal with another of the men in her life: her husband, Decimus Junius Silanus, whom she had to admit Cato had summed up neatly as a puking ninny. Whatever was the matter with his gut, he did have a tendency to vomit, and he was inarguably a shy, resigned, rather characterless man. All of his goods, she thought to herself as she watched him pick his way through dinner, are on his countertop. He’s just a pretty face, there’s nothing behind. Yet that is so obviously not true of another pretty face, the one belonging to Gaius Julius Caesar. Caesar . . . I am fascinated with him, by him. For a moment there I thought I was fascinating him too, but then I let my tongue run away with me, and offended him. Why did I forget he’s a Julian? Even a patrician Servilian like me doesn’t presume to arrange the life or the affairs of a Julian. . . .

The two girls she had borne Silanus were at dinner, tormenting Brutus as usual (they deemed Brutus a weed). Junia was a little younger than Caesar’s Julia, seven, and Junilla was almost six. Both were medium brown in coloring, and extremely attractive; no fear they would displease their husbands! Very good looks and fat dowries were an irresistible combination. They were, however, already formally betrothed to the heirs of two great houses. Only Brutus was uncommitted, though he had made his own choice very clear. Little Julia. How odd he was, to have fallen in love with a child! Though she did not usually admit it to herself, this evening she was in a mood for truth, and acknowledged that Brutus was sometimes a puzzle to her. Why for instance did he persist in fancying himself an intellectual? If he didn’t pull himself out of that particular slough, his public career would not prosper; unless like Caesar they also had tremendous reputations as brave soldiers, or like Cicero had tremendous reputations in the law courts, intellectuals were despised. Brutus wasn’t vigorous and swift and outgoing like either Caesar or Cicero. A good thing perhaps that he would become Caesar’s son-in-law. Some of that magical energy and charm would rub off, had to rub off. Caesar . . .

Who sent her a message the following day that he would be pleased to see her privately in his rooms on the lower Vicus Patricii, two floors up in the apartment building between the Fabricius dye works and the Suburan Baths. At the fourth hour of day on the morrow, one Lucius Decumius would be waiting in the ground-floor passage to conduct her upstairs.

Though Antistius Vetus’s term as governor of Further Spain had been extended, Caesar had not been honor-bound to remain there with him; Caesar had not bothered to secure a personal appointment, just taken his chances of a province in the lots. In one way it might have been enjoyable to linger in Further Spain, but the post of quaestor was too junior to serve as the basis for a great Forum reputation. Caesar was well aware that the next few years of his life must be spent as much as possible in Rome: Rome must constantly see his face, Rome must constantly hear his voice.

Because he had won the Civic Crown for outstanding valor at the age of twenty, he had been admitted to the Senate ten years before the customary age of thirty, and was allowed to speak inside that chamber from the very beginning instead of existing under the law of silence until he was elected a magistrate of higher rank than quaestor. Not that he had abused this extraordinary privilege; Caesar was too shrewd to make himself a bore by adding himself to a list of speakers already far too long. He didn’t have to use oratory as a means of attracting attention, as he carried a visible reminder of his near-unique position on his person. Sulla’s law stipulated that whenever he appeared on public business, he must wear the Civic Crown of oak leaves upon his head. And everyone at sight of him was obliged to rise and applaud him, even the most venerable consulars and censors. It set him apart and above, two states of being he liked very much. Others might cultivate as many influential intimates as they could; Caesar preferred to walk alone. Oh, a man had to have hordes of clients, be known as a patron of tremendous distinction. But rising to the top—he was determined he would!—by bonding himself to a clique was not a part of Caesar’s plans. Cliques controlled their members.

There were the boni, for example: the “good men.” Of all the many factions in the Senate, they had the most clout. They could often dominate the elections, staff the major courts, cry loudest in the Assemblies. Yet the boni stood for nothing! The most one could say about them was that the only thing they had in common with each other was a rooted dislike of change. Whereas Caesar approved of change. There were so many things screaming out for alteration, amendment, abolition! Indeed, if service in Further Spain had shown Caesar anything, it was that change had to come. Gubernatorial corruption and rapacity would kill the empire unless they were curbed; and that was only one change among the many he wanted to see. Wanted to implement. Every aspect of Rome desperately needed attention, regulation. Yet the boni traditionally and adamantly opposed change of the most minor kind. Not Caesar’s sort of people. Nor was Caesar popular with them; their exquisitely sensitive noses had sniffed out the radical in Caesar a long time ago.

In fact, there was only one sure road to where Caesar was going: the road of military command. Yet before he could legally general one of Rome’s armies he would have to rise at least as high as praetor, and to secure election as one of these eight men who supervised the courts and system of justice required that the next six years be spent inside the city. Canvassing, electioneering, struggling to cope with the chaotic political scene. Keeping his person at the forefront of his world, gathering influence, power, clients, knight supporters from the commercial sphere, followers of all sorts. As himself and solely for himself, not as one of the boni or any other group which insisted its members think alike—or preferably not bother to think at all.

Though Caesar’s ambition extended beyond leading his own faction; he wanted to become an institution called the First Man in Rome. Primus inter pares, the first among his equals, all things to all men, owning the most auctoritas, the most dignitas; the First Man in Rome was clout personified. Whatever he said was listened to, and no one could pull him down because he was neither King nor Dictator; he held his position by sheer personal power, was what he was through no office, no army at his back. Old Gaius Marius had done it the hard way, by conquering the Germans, for he had owned no ancestors to tell men he deserved to be the First Man in Rome. Sulla had the ancestors, but did not earn the title because he made himself Dictator. Simply, he was Sulla—great aristocrat, autocrat, winner of the awesome Grass Crown, undefeated general. A military legend hatched in the political arena, that was the First Man in Rome.

Therefore the man who would be the First Man in Rome could not belong to a faction; he had to create a faction, stand forth in the Forum Romanum as no one’s minion, yet a most fearsome ally. In this Rome of today, being a patrician made it easier, and Caesar was a patrician. His remote ancestors had been members of the Senate when it had consisted of a mere hundred men who advised the King of Rome. Before Rome so much as existed, his ancestors had been kings themselves, of Alba Longa on the Alban Mount. And before that, his thirty-nine times great-grandmother was the Goddess Venus herself; she had borne Aeneas, King of Dardania, who had sailed to Latin Italia and set up a new kingdom in what would one day be the home domain of Rome. To come from such stellar stock predisposed people to look to a man as leader of their faction; Romans liked men with ancestors, and the more august the ancestors were, the better a man’s chances to create his own faction.

Thus it was that Caesar understood what he had to do between now and the consulship, nine years away. He had to predispose men to look upon him as worthy to become the First Man in Rome. Which didn’t mean conciliating his peers; it meant dominating those who were not his peers. His peers would fear him and hate him, as they did all who aspired to be called the First Man in Rome. His peers would fight his ambition tooth and nail, stop at nothing to bring him down before he was too powerful ever to bring down. That was why they loathed Pompey the Great, who fancied himself the present First Man in Rome. Well, he wouldn’t last. The title belonged to Caesar, and nothing, animate or inanimate, would stop his taking it. He knew that because he knew himself.

At dawn on the day after he arrived home, it was gratifying to discover that a tidy little band of clients had presented themselves to pay him their compliments; his reception room was full of them, and Eutychus the steward was beaming all over his fat face at sight of them. So too was old Lucius Decumius beaming, chirpy and angular as a cricket, hopping eagerly from foot to foot when Caesar emerged from his private rooms.

A kiss on the mouth for Lucius Decumius, much to the awe of many who witnessed their meeting.

“I missed you more than anyone except Julia, dad,” said Caesar, enfolding Lucius Decumius in a huge hug.

“Rome are not the same without you either, Pavo!” was the reply, and using the old nickname of Peacock he had given Caesar when Caesar had been a toddler.

“You never seem to get any older, dad.”

That was true. No one really knew what age Lucius Decumius actually owned, though it had to be closer to seventy than sixty. He would probably live forever. Of the Fourth Class only and the urban tribe Suburana, he would never be important enough to have a vote which counted in any Assembly, yet Lucius Decumius was a man of great influence and power in certain circles. He was the custodian of the crossroads college which had its headquarters in Aurelia’s insula, and every man who lived in the neighborhood, no matter how high his Class, was obliged to pay his respects at least from time to time inside what was as much a tavern as a religious meeting place. As custodian of his college, Lucius Decumius wielded authority; he had also managed to accumulate considerable wealth due to many nefarious activities, and was not averse to lending it at very reasonable rates of interest to those who might one day be able to serve Lucius Decumius’s ends—or the ends of his patron, Caesar. Caesar whom he loved more than either of his two stout sons, Caesar who had shared some of his questionable adventures when a boy, Caesar, Caesar . . .

“Got your rooms down the road all ready for you,” said the old man, grinning broadly. “New bed—very nice.”

The rather icy pale-blue eyes lit up; Caesar returned the grin together with a wink. “I’ll sample it before I pass my personal verdict on that, dad. Which reminds me—would you take a message to the wife of Decimus Junius Silanus?”

Lucius Decumius frowned. “Servilia?”

“I see the lady is famous.”

“Couldn’t not be. She’s a hard woman on her slaves.”

“How do you know that? I imagine her slaves frequent a crossroads college on the Palatine.”

“Word gets round, word gets round! She’s not above ordering crucifixion when she thinks they needs a lesson. Has it done in the garden under all eyes. Mind you, she do have ’em flogged first, so they don’t last long once they’re tied up on a cross.”

“That’s thoughtful of her,” said Caesar, and proceeded to relay the message for Servilia. He did not make the mistake of thinking that Lucius Decumius was trying to warn him against getting involved with her, nor had the presumption to criticize his taste; Lucius Decumius was simply doing his duty and passing on relevant information.

Food mattered little to Caesar—no gourmet, and certainly not of the Epicurean persuasion—so as he passed from client to client he chewed absently on a bread roll crisp and fresh from Aurelia’s baker down the road, and drank a beaker of water. Aware of Caesar’s openhandedness, his steward had already gone the rounds with platters of the same rolls, watered wine for those who preferred it to plain water, little bowls of oil or honey for dipping. How splendid to see Caesar’s clientele increasing!

Some had come for no other reason than to show him they were his to command, but others had come for a specific purpose: a reference for a job they wanted, a position for a properly schooled son in some Treasury or Archives slot, or what did Caesar think of this offer for a daughter, or that offer for a piece of land? A few were there to ask for money, and they too were obliged with ready cheerfulness, as if Caesar’s purse was as deep as Marcus Crassus’s when in actual fact it was extremely shallow.

Most of the clients departed once the courtesies had been exchanged and some conversation had passed. Those who remained needed a few lines of writing from him, and waited while he sat at his desk dispensing papers. With the result that more than four of the lengthening spring hours had passed before the last of the visitors left, and the rest of the day belonged to Caesar. They had not gone far, of course; when he came out of his apartment an hour later, having dealt with his more pressing correspondence, they attached themselves to him to escort him wherever his business might lead him. A man with clients had to show them off publicly!

Unfortunately no one of significance was present in the Forum Romanum when Caesar and his retinue arrived at the bottom of the Argiletum and walked between the Basilica Aemilia and the steps of the Curia Hostilia. And there it lay, the absolute center of the entire Roman world: the lower Forum Romanum, a space liberally sprinkled with objects of reverence or antiquity or utility. Some fifteen months since he had seen it. Not that it had changed. It never did.

The Well of the Comitia yawned in front of him, a deceptively small circular tier of broad steps leading down below ground level, the structure in which both Plebeian and Popular Assemblies met. When jam-packed it could hold about three thousand men. In its back wall, facing the side of the Curia Hostilia steps, was the rostra, from which the politicians addressed the crowd clustered in the Well below. And there was the venerably ancient Curia Hostilia itself, home of the Senate through all the centuries since King Tullus Hostilius had built it, too tiny for Sulla’s larger enrollment, looking shabby despite the wonderful mural on its side. The Pool of Curtius, the sacred trees, Scipio Africanus atop his tall column, the beaks of captured ships mounted on more columns, statues galore on imposing plinths glaring furiously like old Appius Claudius the Blind or looking smugly serene like wily and brilliant old Scaurus Princeps Senatus. The flagstones of the Sacra Via were more worn than the travertine paving around it (Sulla had replaced the paving, but the mos maiorum forbade any improvement in the road). On the far side of the open space cluttered by two or three tribunals stood the two dowdy basilicae Opimia and Sempronia, with the glorious temple of Castor and Pollux to their left. How meetings and courts and Assemblies managed to occur
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TEMPLES & OTHER PLACES of SIGNIFICANCE

MAUSOLEUM OF THE JULII CAESARES (Hypothetically Sited)

T. VENUS VICTRIX (Atop Pompey’s Auditorium)

POMPEY'S THEATER

PORTICUS OF POMPEY, with the Hundred-Pillared Colonnade
MEETING HALL of POMPEY'S COMPLEX (Site of Caesar’s Murder)
T. HERCULIS MUSARUM (Hercules & the Nine Muses)

FOUR TEMPLES ? Juno Curitis (Juno of Meetings)
ADJACENT TO ? Fortunae Huiusce Diei (Today’s Luck)
POMPEY'S ? FERONIA (Freedom For Slaves)
THEATER COMPLEX 2 Lares Permarini (Lares of the Seafarer)

OLD PORTICUS MINUCIA IN THE CIRCUS FLAMINIUS

TEMPLES Vulcan (Fire, Earthquakes, Smiths)
OF THE CIRCUS Hercules Custos (Guaraian of the Circus)
FLAMINIUS Mars Invictus (Undefeated Mars)

PORTICUS of the METELL!
T. APOLLO SOSIANUS (Medicine & Healing )
T. BELLONA & “ENEMY TERRITORY" (Foreign War)
T. JUNO REGINA (Juno the Ruler)
T. JUPITER STATOR (Stayer of Soldiers in Retreat)
POSSIBLE SITE OF NEW PORTICUS MINUCIA — OR POMPEY'S VILLA?
POSSIBLE SITE OF NEW PORTICUS MINUCIA — T. DIANA
FOUR TEMPLES — PIETAS, JANUS, SPES (Hope), JUNO SOSPITA
} TWO TEMPLES T. FORTUNA (Chastity & Virginity)
OF ALLIED CULTS T MATER MATUTA (Childbearing)
T. PORTUNUS (Ports & Port Trades)
T JANUS (Doorways, Both In & Out, Beginnings & Ends)
THREE CENTERS ~ HERCULES OLIVARIUS (Oil Merchants)
FOR THE WORSHIP ARA MAXIMA HERCULIS (Great Altar)
OF HERCULES HERCULES INVICTUS (Undefeated Hercules)
T CERES (Bounty) — Headquarters of the Plebeian Aediles
T FLORA (Ve%elatron
} TWO TEMPLES FOR ALLIED JUNO REGINA FOR WOMEN
CULTS of the FREE CITIZEN JUPITER LIBERTAS for MEN
SACRED PRECINCT of the ARMILUSTRIUM (Mars, the Army, the Salii)
T. DIANA (Protectress of Slaves)
T. LUNA (The Moon)
T. JUVENTAS (Coming of Age for Roman Citizen Males)
T. MERCURY (Trade) — Headquarters of Guild of Merchants
T. VENUS OBSEQUENS (Protectress of Prostitutes & Adulterers)
I‘ BONA DEA (Protectress of Women) & SAXUM SACRUM (Sacred
lock)
T. HONOS ET VIRTUS (A Cult for Military Commanders)
CURIAE VETERES — THE ANCIENT MEETING HALLS
BIRTHPLACE of GAIUS OCTAVIUS, LATER AUGUSTUS (Hypothetical)
T. JUPITER STATOR (Stayer of Soldiers in Retreat)
THE LUPERCAL (Cave of the Suckling Wolf of Romulus)
THE ROUND HUT OF ROMULUS (Carefully Preserved)
THE MUNDUS (A Vent of the Underworld)
T. MATER MAGNA (The Asian Great Goddess)
BASILICA JULIA (Replaced Basilicae Sempronia & Opimia)
FORUM JULIUM
T. SEMO SANCUS DIUS FIDIUS (Oaths & Treaties)
HOUSE OF TITUS POMPONIUS ATTICUS (Hypothetical)
T. SALUS (Good Health)
T. QUIRINUS (The Roman Citizen)
T.TELLUS (The Roman Earth Goddess)
T. JUNO LUCINA (Registry of Roman Citizen Births)
T. VENUS LIBITINA (Registry of Roman Citizen Deaths)—Hypothetical
T. AESCULAPIUS (Medicine) & SHIP of the PRECINCT ON THE INSULA
SEWER OUTLET FOR QUIRINAL & CAMPUS MARTIUS (R. Petronia)
CLOACA MAXIMA — SEWER OUTLET FOR SUBURA, Etc. (R. Spinon)
SEWER OUTLET FOR ESQUILINE, CIRCUS, Etc. (R. Nodinus)
TIGILLUM (Yoke), SHRINES of JUNO SORORIA (Puberty of Girls) &
JANUS CURIATUS (Puberty of Boys) — Site Hypothetical

ATRANSLATION OF LATIN TERMS

(AS USED HEREIN)
CAMPUS A Flat Expanse of Ground

COLLIS ~ AHil

FAUCES  The Entrance to or Outlet of a Defile
FLUMEN A River

MONS  An Upland Spur or Ridge

PALUS A Marshy Area with Many Springs
VALLIS A Depression in the Ground

HORTI  Gardens

MAIOR-MAJOR Major
MAXIMUS-MAXIMA  The Biggest or Greatest
MINOR Minor

NOVUS-NOVA New

VETUS Old

CLIVUS AHilly Street
DIVERTICULUM A Road Connecting Main Roads

SCALAE A Flight of Steps

VIA A Main Road or Street

VICUS A Street or Lane

CLOACA A Sewer

AGGER The Double Rampart of the Esquiline
AQUA A Water Channel, Above or Below Ground
BASILICA Clerestory-Lit Hall for Courts or Business
CIRCUS An Enclosure for Chariot Races and Games
EMPORIUM A Dockside Building for Trade Purposes
FORUM An Open-Air Space for Public Business
MACELLUM  An Open-Air Market of Booths and Stalls
NECROPOLIS A Burial Ground for Inhumation/Cremation
PONS A Bridge

PORTICUS A Colonnaded Public Place of Business
SAEPTA The Centurate Voting Area
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A TRANSLATION of LATIN TERMS

ASYLUM A SACRED PLACE or REFUGE

BASILICA A CLERESTORY-LIT HALL FOR
STATE BUSINESS & COMMERCE

CAMPUS A FLAT EXPANSE of GROUND

CIRCUS AN ENCLOSURE FOR CHARIOT
RACES & GAMES

CLIVUS AHILLY STREET

DOMUS A ONE-FAMILY CITY HOUSE
(of One to Four Storeys)

DOMUS A STATE-OWNED DWELLING

PUBLICUS  INHABITED BY A MAJOR

PONTIFEX or FLAMEN

FORUM AN OPEN-AIR GATHERING-PLACE
FOR STATE BUSINESS OR
PRIVATE COMMERCE

HORREA AWAREHOUSE, also A GRANARY

INSULA A BUILDING for MULTIPLE
OCCUPANCY (Between Three &
Twelve Storeys High)

MACELLUM AN OPEN-AIR MARKET of
STALLS & BOOTHS

MURUS A DEFENSIVE WALL

PODIUM A HIGH PLATFORM ELEVATING

ATEMPLE, CONTAINING
USABLE SPACE WITHIN IT

PORTA A GATE IN A DEFENSIVE WALL

PORTICUS A COLONNADED PLACE FOR
PUBLIC BUSINESS & COMMERCE

SCALAE AFLIGHT OF STEPS

VALLIS A DEPRESSION IN THE GROUND

VIA A MAIN STREET or ROAD

VICUS AMINOR STREET or LANE

VILLA A LARGE COUNTRY HOUSE

IN THE SENSE USED HEREIN

GATES

| (TJQR%ENTALIS } IN THE

1} IUMPHALIS

1l FONTINALIS SERVIAN WALLS

IV MUGONIA IN THE ANCIENT WALLS
V. ROMULANA OF THE PALATINE

VI CACANA CITY OF ROMULUS

TEMPLES, OTHER PLACES

AND BUILDINGS of INTEREST IN THE HEART OF ROME

HOUSE OF GAIUS MARIUS (Exact Site Unknown)

T. JUNO MONETA (Giver of Timely Warnings)

THE MINT LAY BENEATH, INSIDE 1TS PODIUM

T. VENUS ERUCINA (Protectress of Prostitutes)

T. MENS (Goddess of Proper Roman Thinking)

THE LAUTUMIAE PRISON

TULLIANUM or CARCER

T. CONCORD (Amicable Co-existence of Classes)
SENACULUM (Ambassadorial Reception Hall)
TABULARIUM (Repository of Records & Laws)

T. VEDIOVIS (Voun%‘Jupner, God of Disappointments)
PORTICUS DEORUM CONSENTIUM (The Twelve Gods)
T. JUPITER FERETRIUS (Treaties & Armaments)

T JUPITER OPTIMUS MAXIMUS

T. FORTUNA PRIMIGENIA (Protectress of First Born)
T. HONOS ET VIRTUS (Cult for Military Commanders)
T. OPS (Plentyl))AN EMERGENCY FUND OF

SILVER BULLION WAS STORED INSIDE ITS PODIUM
THE TARPEIAN ROCK

T. FIDES (Good Faith)

T. BELLONA (War with Foreign Powers)

“ENEMY TERRITORY"

T. APQLLO SOSIANUS (Medicine & Healing)

T. MATER MATUTA (Mothers & Childbearing)

T. FORTUNA (Virgins & Prepubescent Girls)

T. JANUS (Doorways, Beginnings & Ends)

SHRINE of the GENIUS LOCI (Procreative Power)
CAVE of the LUPERCAL (The Suckling She-Wolf
HOUSE OF LUCIUS SERGIUS CATILINA (Exact Site Unknown)
HOUSE OF QUINTUS HORTENSIUS HORTALUS (Site Known)
THE ROUND HUT OF ROMULUS

T. MAGNA MATER (The Asian Great Goddess)

THE MUNDUS (A Vent of the Underworid)

HOUSE of (T) MARCUS LIVIUS DRUSUS @ MARCUS
LICINIUS CRASSUS @) MARCUS TULLIUS CICERO—
EXACT SITE IS HYPOTHETICAL

HOUSE OF (7) GNAEUS @ LUCIUS DOMITIUS
AHENOBARBUS — SITE IS COMPLETELY IMAGINARY
T. JUPITER STATOR (Stayer of Army Retreats)

BATHS (Privately Owned) ? Senian Baths

T. PENATES (The Public Penates)
EQUESTRIAN STATUE of CLOELIA

DOMUS PUBLICUS of the REX SACRORUM—
'ﬁHE KING'S HOUSE" (Site Approximate)

INN

40
41
42
43

44

45
46
47

48
49
50

T. LARES PRAESTITES (The Public Lares)
THE DOMI PUBLICI of the THREE MAJOR
FLAMINES — FLAMEN DIALIS, FLAMEN
MARTIALIS, FLAMEN QUIRINALIS
(Sites Are Purely Imaginary)
BASILICA AEMILIA (Business & Commercial
Premises, Some Public Activities, Shops)
Also Known as the Basilica Fulvia
T. VENUS CLOACINA (Purification of the Waters)
T. JANUS (Doorways Be]gmmngs & Ends)
THE WELL OF THE COMITIA & Its Inclusions
LAPIS NIGER (® ROSTRA
FFICES ATTACHED to the SENATE HOUSE
CURIA HOSTILIA (Senate House)
BASILICA PORCIA (Business & Commercial
Premises, Particularly Banking — College of
Tribunes of Plebs Headquartered Here)
T. SATURN (Unchanging Prosperity of the Roman
State) THE TREASURY (Aerarium) LAY
BENEATH, INSIDE THE PODIUM
ALTAR of the VOLCANAL (Vulcan Earthshaker)
BASILICA OPIMIA (Shops, Business, Courts)
TRIBUNAL of VARIOUS MAGISTRATES
SACRED TREES & STATUE of SATYR MARSYAS
LACUS CURTIUS (Pool of Curtius)
BASILICA SEMPRONIA (Shops, Courts, Business)
SHRINE of VOLUPIA & STATUE of DIVA ANGERONA
TOMB (Shrine) of LARENTIA
TRIBUNAL of the PRAETOR URBANUS —
MAGISTRATES' STATION
T. CASTOR & POLLUX (Standard Weights &
Measures Housed Within Podium, Also a
Second Base for Tribunes of the Plebs)
FONS JUTURNA (Sacred Well of Juturna)
CULT SHRINE & STATUE of JUTURNA
ROOMS FOR USE of PILGRIMS to JUTURNA
T. VESTA (Hearthfire of the State)
THE REGIA (Offices of PONTIFEX MAXIMUS)
CULT SHRINE & STATUE OF VESTA
ATRIUM VESTAE of the DOMUS PUBLICUS
Home of the Vestal Virgins)
OMUS PUBLICUS of the PONTIFEX MAXIMUS
PORTICUS MARGARITARIA (Jewelers, Pearl
Vendors, Perfumiers, Luxury Shops & Stalls)





OEBPS/images/Map4.jpg
EAST 9° 12° 15° 18

ITALIA: TOPOGRAPHY & ROADS RO  TAY

TRANSPAOANE BAUL ¢

TRANSPADANE
CISPADANE ITALIAN GAUL
ueuRia f

[N S STIN

120 200

“COSSURA 1.

AFRICA PROVINCE






OEBPS/images/Map.jpg
3
MONS &
MARKET BARDENS PINCIUS <

‘\(:'AMPUS MARTIUS

5
vosrs wvoimnr
”,

MARKET — GARDENS

VINIWY1d_YIA

coLLis
p saLuTanss

MILITARY USES
CAMPUS
MARTIUS

MILITARY USES

CAMPUS
VATICANUS

MARKET GARDENS

3/ /NIMINALIS

Guumvs_SOAT

§
$
N

5115““’,‘

FAUCES SUBURAE _| | SUBURA %y

st s

(LiMe PiT9)

ROMA URBS
circa 50 BC.

NECROPOLIS
CAMPUS
ESQUILINUS

“ 5 i
v’\% MONS
PALATINUS

PALATIUM

A0,

RE LPPiA CIA
N

%
MONS 3!
AVENTINUS 3

vews

T
PORT or ROME

[ WHARVES, EMPORIA,
WAREHOUSES, ETC.

VALLIS
& CAMENARUM

N

CAMPUS
LANATARIUS

(ReFyss oumP
o PORT or ROME)
e

SRR
—_—— B

I _ viA TIBURTINA






OEBPS/images/2.jpg
SERVILIA





OEBPS/images/9780063019829_Cover.jpg
CULLEEN MeGULLOUGH
GAESAR™S WOMEN

o
4
{

. |
A NOVEL™






OEBPS/images/123.jpg
WEST [0° EAST

M.PUPIUS PISO FRUGI CALPURNIANUS

M. 0N Pontus
POMPONIUS >
A MANLIUS P,
TORQUATUS ATILIUS
52

o

<7 Vi
Tu.CLAUDIUS NERO ; PLOTIUS TERENTIUS 9. CAECILIUS

METELLUS
varRo Coc—t) NEPOS

Crete,

CN: CORNELIUS LENTULUS MARCELLINUS

POMPEYS DISPOSITIONS
AGAINST THE PIRATES

ScALE: 1-12,000,000

-
[ west [0°enst






OEBPS/images/Map5.jpg
CAMPUS MARTIUS

OPEN SPACE
cALLED THE

VILLA  PUBLICA

HERE ASSEMBLED THE
TRIUMPHAL PARADE —
/7S ROUTE 1S MARKED
BY ARROWS INSOFAR AS

K
i \\\\\\\\\\\\\\
‘\\\\\f\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\ \\

PARS
MEDIANA
ROMAE

legend follows . . .

N

EXTRAMURAL & 7

"—’&'ﬁ—"’:’:’-—’f METERS FORUM FC
HOLITORIUM HoLI
(veoeTABLE MARKET) @ (veceTA





OEBPS/images/xvi.jpg
¥

CAS JULIUS CAESA





